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Welcome to this month’s issue of FUCK THE REVOLUTION. It's been
E K three months since our last issue. Sorry about that, we were busy
‘H\Q/ R DM saving the fucking universe you ungrateful motherfuckers.

So whatta we got for you this issue? (lad you asked. We're gonna

talk a little bit about New York history. By that, I mean Carthian
history in New York. I know what you're saying. “Dinasaur! I don’t

)

8 gonna be their primer, They've got to learn their
history. After all, if you don’t know your history, you're bound to repeat it. Repeating shitty history is
how you get hair metal. Nobody wants hair metal. I dop't wish hair metal on my enemies.

We've also got a lot of other primer shit. Codes. Tactics. All that Jazz. S0 if 1t ain’t obvious: DON'T
SHARE THIS. I know one of you guys will. And to you, I say, fuck you. Bvery time the Movement can’s
get its head out of its ags, that's your fault. You. Personally. So do the Movement a favor, and fuck off,
Swear to the Invictus. Qet your pretty watch. Because if we find you, and you haven't left, we're going
to kick you out. And we won' stop kicking until we're gure you're out.

Now that we got that unpleasantness out of the way: FUCK THE REVOLUTION!

Yours,

SECRETS OF THE COVENANTS




- NEWYORK - THE Crowv

bk v Sl thing about talking about the Carthian Movement
in New York is you can’t just talk about New York. Lady
; Liberty, huddled masses yearning to breathe free, you
- know the drill. Except we don't breathe, so that shit
* doesn’t apply. We can't just talk about New York, because
the Movement is & culture vampire.

Follow with me for a second.

prevty quickly after we come into town.
But Dinal T hear you. You've got a thing

the Movement, elsewhere, so we're hurtin

treasonous and unethical and terrible and monstrous.

brewing in your head right now about how we’re hurting
g the Movement, everywhere, including New York. That’s

W

Fuck you; you drink human blood to survive. Get off your high
horse before judging. It'’s really the same thing. We take what we need,
because we need it. Sometimes we take too much, and the vessel dies.
It sucks (I know, you've heard that one before. Sue me.), but it’s the
Requiem. We're just honest enough to do it on a larder scale.

S0. Us. History.

SietH oF A MovEMENT

We founded the Carthian Movement in 1778 right here in New York City.

New York City? (I know that joke’s a bit dated. I'm a child of the ‘80s. You can’t take that away
from me.)

It was real fucking early in American history. People were feeling out this new experiment in
Western democracy. As some things worked and others didn’t, people started organizing into groups
that could achieve greater influence than their component individuals could. The kine formed a
lot of these groups; the one you've probably heard of is Tammany Hall. It drove most of young New
York’s city politics in the early nights of America. Our Movement came from that model. It's not to
say Kindred had much of a hand in the mortal Tammany Hall. I think maybe there was a ghoul or
two in the ranks. But we liked the design, and we took it. The big difference though between our
Movement and Tammany Hall, was we didn't have much contest.

Back in that time, New York didn't have a lot of old guard. We had a couple Invictus here and
there. They came with the aristocrats from England and France, but they were mostly younger
licks. Their elders looked at America as a slum. Hell, there’s some record of Invictus talk of using
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] living down in the Pine
of those undesirables. He's

end of the Movement. We might not have qurvived some of the biggest

r their undesirables. There’s an old Gangre
1 He was one of their first experiments, one

“the colonies” as a prison colony fo
Barrens, we call him Jersey Devi
independent as fuck, but he's a fri
attacks if he hadn’t stepped in and stopped them.

ed

Competition aside, we WO because we
268 appealed to the Masses. The masses Were
((4-:' : , unique in New York, because they were from
il ' ‘ - all the fuck over the place. These masses
A didn’t know each other. They didn't look like
each other. They didn’t even speak the same
languages. But they had some things in
common: They were all New Yorkers, and they
were all more like each other than they were
like the rich, hoity-toity motherfuckers you
expect vampires 1o be. We were like the blue
collars to their stand up Dracula collars.

]

founded e Mov% i
That s just math We{i:u?a\?q

ement olﬂ\im 4o have
4. Bu"’ rT’7‘8 < W
They snooze, +hey lose.

Long story short, & punch of us, a bunch of
Kindred from all the fuck over, we got together,
and we decided we were gonna do New York,
and we were gonna do it different than anybody,
else ever had. Now, let’s take a short break
from ancient history. Now let's talk Cairo.

//
On +he Name
We were gonna be called the Tammanend -
Movement. A lot of us thought that sounded -
stupid. Most of the kids called it the

“Tammament Movement.”
; { like it
Nobody could get it right. FDKEVE R %ﬁ NIG HT

Then you had some assholes
trying to say it in Munses or
some other Native American
language they didn't know.
90 we called it the Carthian
Movement, named after

The French Mov
Of course Hhed] wou
Hre Movement

0Of course Cairo knows revolution. Fuck, they've
peen having them for millennia. That place is
like & hot potato. kxcept instead of a potato, they
throw around rulership. And instead of throwing
it because it gets too hot, they typically stake the

Carthage. It lasted a long A4'5 ) fuger arﬁ evegjine ‘Supportiniinm.

. : . t orvid +o my fellow ladies for e gendered profoan
damned .mme, and Aristotle Here. %M' ivos nok had & woman in charge for
thought it wags peachy keen. as long as anjone remembers, which is about fucking

So, it was good enough for us. Aisﬂ“*“"ﬂ'

SECRETS OF THE COVENANTS




Galmo 8 like an object lesson for Carthians. Sometimes, you can have too much revolution. But when is
re ' ' intaini |

I VO gmon t00 @uch? When is the safety of maintaining a status quo worth the stagnation of progress?
magine my saying that in the voice of the wise old man in that curio shop on Canal and Centre

We're gonna focus on the most recent, revolution. The turmoil going on in the mortal world made it
real easy and convenient for the Kindred world to twist turn upside down. The Prince of Cairo w.
old Lancea et Sanctum member called Prince Ali Bagher. Ali Bagher was a typical theocrat. B 'as l?n'
Do this. Don't do that. Exceptions are punishable by death. I'm sure you know the type e

He did his tyrant shtick, as Princes are wont to do. He got his ass dusted one hot July. It was not
run of the mill power seizure, either. It wasn’t some pompous-assed blowhard stepping ip with ank? yokljr
of his toadies demanding the former Prince step down because yadda yadda popular opinion or huilc
lies new Princes tell themselves so they can sleep during the day. A Neglatu took him out LR

Ne,g‘d\h\ From the few witness stories, our intrepid

I say Neglatu like you're supposed 1o know Neglatu raided Blysium when everyone was
what that is. You know whab Tevenants ar, present. They marched on the scene, and twenty
right? Thav's when you kil someone with or 80 Tevenants outright fucking slaughtered
fang, or kill a ghoul, and they Come back. Ali Bagher, his Sheriff, and a few other officials
This is mostly a problem for shitty elders, who tried defending him. Most everyone fled.
and licks that kill a lot of people. Neglatu Some revenants died in the chaos, more than
are like Tevenant masters. They keep stables non-revenants. Fourteen citizens died, the most
of revenants who will follow their mAsters popular count says. Point is they took the city in
right into hell. It's like having an incestuous less than ten minutes of Massacre.

personal army.

Thing was, OUT Tevenant? He's Carthian. I mean, he's not Carthian in the way you and I might think of
Carthians, because you and I don't think of raids with a bunch of mindless, hungry monsters to be & very
Carthian behavior.

Now, he's in charge. He rules with his little brood of revenants. The crazy part ig he administers
what's probably the most directly democratic Carthian domain T've ever heard of. There’s “one vampire,
one vote” for most issues, and he allows opt-in volunteer commitiees to advise him on less pressing
isgues. Everyone I've talked to say that except for the slobbering monsters ab his side, he’s a great leader.
Now, that's a huge “except.” Because T've seen the Cairo news; there's some shif that’s hit their air and
print that would get a fucker killed in any reasonable city. He's teetering on the brink of shattering the
Masquerade. One of my informants tells me a group of Israeli Invictus is looking to move in and depose
him for the greater stability of the region (and shut up with your cracks about the greater stability of the
Middle Bast).

Cairo looks stable. Everyone says it looks stable. The leader talks a good game about defending the
rights of the individual, and guaranteeing the vote to every Kindred in Cairo. He's defended territory
rights, and kept the elders from claiming all the prime feeding grounds. He’s democratized policy. That
sounds great until you note that, about fourteen vampires aren’t going t0 get to vote in any of these
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pretty little elections. Maybe Ali Bagher was & dick. Fuck, he was almost certainly a dick. But killing
fourteen vampires just tells me you're willing to kill a lot more fop very little reason. Cairo’s still in itg
honeymoon phase with our Neglatu Prince. Maybe I'm wrong. Maybe he'll turn ou great. Who knows?

When we heard word of it, it sounded Interesting. So we (and a few others) sent people to look into
Cairo. They confirmed the best and worst of it. The city seems stable, aside from the threats to the
Masquerade. And considering the turmoil right now in that area, a broken Masquerade could be
absolutely devastating. But it's not oup place to fix it, and I don’t even think we really could if we tried.
Best we could do is adopt some new laws to make sure that doesn’t happen here.

Law One: The act of Créating a revenant is punishaple by death.
Law Two: Anyone involved in foreibly deposing a government official cannot serve in the next elected
governing body.

government officials. We have systems in place. You m
systems, because the systems give us society. It’s all g

any of their culture in such a way that they could

We didn’t steal shit from them.
There was our positive. Nog particularly positive, bug you take

what you can get when you're dealing with Murder Culture. Now
L we're going to go for the nedative. Oh boy! But it's okay; it's mostly
- about a culture overseas that pretty much nobody in America knows
about. Unless you talk to a Vietnamese»American, most Americang’
EV[ kYTHIN G knowledge of Vietnam ends with the Vietnam War, and even then, it’s
8potty and full of propaganda. Seriously. Tell me somet

hing you know

about Vietnam that doesn’t relate to a war that ended forty years ago,
T”R“ AY or pho. Thought so,

8 SECRETS OF THE COVENANTS




This isn't to say that war didn't cause lasting ripples

N\u\ro\QX Cﬁ\ 4_“'@ you can see to this night. You can. Fuck, across eight
years of war, America dropped a million tons of bombs

per year. Vietnam, for those at home, is a little smaller
than California, and most of the conflict didn't spread
to its edges. Not all of those bombs went off when
they were supposed to, but decided to go off later. The
US used Agent Orange to shred the foliage so their
helicopters could see National Liberation Front forces
using the plant life to hide. That stuff caused millions
of life-ending complications. Seriously, Google some
photos if you're feeling like getting hit in the gut with

Murder Culture basically means a culture
that normalizes murder. We blame our
victims. We rationalize 1t with our need for
plood (even though a shocking number of our
victims don’t die from feeding). We say that
the fall of the Masquerade would mean & lot
more death in the long Tun. We tell ourselves
all sorts of bullshit in order to protect our
precious fee-fees ahout murdering people.

tragedy. It destroyed tons of rice fields and forests, some of which
were invaded by other species, and will likely never be farmable
again. This hurt the farmers, who had to move 1nto the cities, which
weren't exactly bastions of great jobs to begin with.

Long story short, it's always about ripples. The war might have
ended in 1975 on paper, but that's a simple way of looking at things.
I'm also not going to pretend thab their civil war defined them as &
people, and defines every agpect of their modern culture. So let’s talk
about a little history. Vistnam is an interesting place, because despite

itg distinet split in the mortal world, it’s long been united for Kindred in a way few places ever are. Lieu
Hanh's Imperium stood strong for nearly four centuries. Then the Carthian Movement happened to it.

B Lgy PANH'S MOER UM

Co-Authored By: Phuong Nguyen
Licu Hanh is a rare excepbion to Kindred tr

ends in a few important ways.

First, she ran an Tmperium for the better part of four nundred years. I can't think of a single Kindred
who has remained active that long without extended hiatus. This might be some of my New World
privilege talking, but elders over a couple hundred years are rars, and when you do find them, they're

“waking up from a million year dirt nap” variety.

usually of the
plood thickens. We pecome ore tolerant to

Context for the kiddies: As we get older, we g6t stronger. Our
influence from the Blood. It’s not like humans, who wither and die. Vampires just grow closer and closer to
critical mass every night. Eventually, the weight of badassitude gets to be 100 uch, and they fall asleep. As
they sleep, the plood thins. When they wake up, they're fresh, new, and not so badass. Bub iv's like a collagen
e, and thaft pOwer will rise. Worse, after a couple centuries, they stop being able

injection; it'll §o away in tim
t0 feed from human plood. You've probably felt this a bit already. Do you know how every night, animal blood
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sounds that much less appetizing? That's how ancient Kindred are, except instead of eschewing
animal blood for human Blood, they eschew human Blood for Kindred blood.

In scientific terms, Lieu Hanh had to be mega-fucking ridiculous powerful. Since she didn't
meet Final Death during the revolution... eh, I'm getting ahead of myself. Point 18, she’s &
huge xfactor for Hanoi, and Vietnam ab large.

Second, she’s more OF less a historical figure. She comes up in stories that say she was
5, real-world princess back in like the sixteenth century. Maybe. Many people question the
story’s historical accuracy. This 18 in part because the story involves panishing people from
Farth and her being immortal. But she’s Mekhet, 80 she could probably make the world think
she was banished from it. And you know, vampire. 9o immortal’s not the kind of thing we
tend to question.

As the story goes, she to0k over the kingdom back in the day. It wasn't & huge affair; she
inherited it from her siré OF something. Within the first century of her rule, she conquered

gl Kindred under the Vietnamese empire, and spread her influence as the mortal side did.
Her family wisely sided with the Nguyen rulers who seized much of Vietnam's political power
in that era. Her critics accused her of selling oub her people to French interests, and indeed,
she may have. In the end, the French were able to conquer the land, thanks to push from

militant Catholics. However, this hardly reflected in the Kindred world; Lieu Hanh remained
empowered throughout French occupation. French Kindred even traveled to Vietnam to pay
respects to the elder Shadow, to court for her favor and alliance.

I don’s want to spend 100 much time talking about & Very Jong period. I'm nob here to educate

you about all the ins and outs of Vietnamese Kindred history. Phuong Nguyen, 0ne ofpm? )

\

. Ventrue, she can tell you all about Vietnamese Kindred history if you want. She’s a s'péciahst.'

Lieu Hanh ruled not as a tyrant, but certainly as an authoritarian. She d’isalﬁved all but the"
rarest Bmbraces, keeping Vietnam's Kindred population disproportionately lovy tn comparison
10 its mortal populace. Her law, as it stated, was that “The wine-of bngeyity)gq;ﬁééf from a

small cellar; one we must Kesp fpom running dry.” Critics painted this decision &s all effort to
keep digsent to & minimum. She did nothing to assuage those CONCETnS, nowever, unilaterally
slaughtering both childe and sire of nearly every violation of her law. In three popular cases,
she let the childer in these affairs survive; she kept them on as surrogate childer of her owI.
The gives, though, met with fearsome public destruction. As the story goes, she cub through
them with a wooden sword one nundred times before her (ourt could blink. The courtiers
gimply watched their podies slide apart like cub fruit, before falling to ash.

Friendliness with the French became the downfall of Lieu Hanl's reign. During World
War I, the French demanded Vietnamese SUPPOTt in both food and troops, neither of which

Vietnam was prepared to provide. Despite this being a mortal 1ssue, Lieu Hanh remained A e
decidedly silent, and refused to rebuke her French Kindred allies. Vietnamese Kindred = ‘

organized and quietly expressed their displeasure with her rule, while not yeb speakm'g ﬁp . " ‘

for foar of the ancient’s reprisal. - ®

10 SECRETS OF THE COVENANTS




In late 1940, the Japanese moved m to gttaok
Vietnam, or “Vichy French Indochina.” This Was;
mostly to cut supply lines the Chinese could .1I11s
against Japan. After all, the Japanese were 1 5
the dead middle of the Second Smo—JapamCe;;emg ]
Japan received some help from Germany dur

By this point, Hanoi had four faction

Her three surrogate childer, Dung Gig,
None of thege factions numbered more

8. Lieu Hanh mostly maintained the ]
ng, Khanh Ly,

than a dozen

oyalty of her French advisors,
and Huong Do each commanded another faction,

members (Hanoi had fewer than thirty Kindred in
1980, in the most liberal estimates) and none officig] thus far.
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In 1958, Hanoi was still in turmoil thanks to the Japanese, the Viet Minh, the French, and just about
every other fucking world government, it seemed. Shit was tense, and the Viet Minh revolutionaries just
kicked France out of the country. With it, Lieu Hanh's council fled as well, leaving her with almost no
support against her three protégées and their gangs.

To resist the crises faced by the region, the North Vietnamese government instated numerous reforms
that pushed the country toward more Communist rule. These political campaigns targeted landowners,
with extreme rent and land reform that ultimately led to the executions of many thousands of property
owners. Some voices in the Southern part of Vietnam disagreed with this path, and numerous world
powers chimed in to support one side or another. The United States aggressively supported the southern
part of Vietnam, as part of a push to reject Communist ideology for fear of the Soviet Union’s growing
political influence on the world arena. They thought, at the time, that if one country fell to Communism,
the world would quickly follow suit. That was pretty much bullshit, but hindsight is 20/20, right? It’s
probably worth mentioning that everything suggests the vast majority of the population would have
voted in favor of Communist power. Famously, a rigged vote skewed heavily in favor of those resisting
Communism. One hundred and thirty-three percent of Saigon voted against the Communists. That's worse

than Chicago numbers.
Let’s not get it twisted, though. The Communist

elections typically ended with 99% op more when they
happened. Shit was fucked up all around.

That’s a lot of words that lead 10 g pretty reasonable
response: The people were pissed. The people lashed out,
Since Ngo Dinh Diem won the presidential election, and
he was super conservative and aligned with the US and
other powers against Communism, the backlash came
mostly from Communist forces. He was not some freedom
fighter GI Joe motherfucker, either, If you collaborated
against his government, he had you imprisoned, tortured,

and likely killed. This happened to thousands of hig opponents. 5o even in South Vietnam, the supposed side
against Communism, you had massive groups ordanizing against this shit. North Vietnam helped that along,
since that kind of organization could lead to itg desired goals as well. It wasn’s a hard picture to paint, either.
The United States was a scary fucking place. Vietnam was cloge enough to see what it could do if you fucked
with them. So they looked like imperialist bullies. Through the early 1960s, North Vietnam began to set up
shop and militarize in opposition to Diem’s government and its United States backing.

12 SECRETS OF THE COVENANTS




JFK didn't help. He wanted to look like a quiet supporter. He wanted South Vietnam to beat back the
northern Communists on their own. So all his support looked like rich shitbag white people help. Case in
pont: The US and the Diem regimes worked together to relocate the non-Communist South Vietnamese into
little isolated communes, where they couldn’t be influenced by the scary Bolsheviks. Repeat after me, kids,
any time & wealthy world power decides to relocate a massive number of citizens from & poorer nation, it does
not fucking end well.

When Lyndon Johnson took the US presidency, things got worse. Within a year of his taking the seat, he
decided to push hard into Vietnam, in order to fight back the Communists. Three million soldiers, over a,
full percent of the United States population, deployed to South Vietnam. Much of Johnson’s justification for
sending soldiers (like some skirmishes on the Gulf of Tonkin) was fabricated to win over public support.

The Kindred, the childer, they didn’s take sides. They couldn’t. In a warzone, every vampire has to focus
on survival, first and foremost. This is why Kindred revolutions almost never happen during human
revolutions, but frequently happen after them. We'll touch more on that later. Through the fighting, everyone
banded together. The already meager Kindred population in Hanoi fell dramatically, leaving less than

twenty vampires by the war’s official end in 1975. Ironically, Hanoi's human population rose, as more and
more refugees flocked to the city in light of the combat. Saigon fell. Maybe three million mortals died. The
Socialist Republic of Vietnam rose from the remnants.

M€ " QENOLUTI0 -

Sometimes, shit’s Just not workin

8, a leader recognizes it
vy » and they know bettep than to fight the winds

€T city didn’t fail; hep people didn’t starve because of anything she could
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Tmmediately after Lieu Hanh left, the three held an election for a ruling council to lead the Movement. The
three won with no contest and with 1o surprise from the remaining Kindred public. Their first act in office
was to upend all former lawvs. Within the first year, the Kindred population tripled, a8 MOSH yampires in the city
serambled to Bmbrace in & desperate attempt to found influential dynasties, and to throw future elections. I'll
remind you that right now in Hanoi's history, most yampires were running hungry {hanks to the famine the
region gquffered. Adding a ton of vampires to the mix did not make that problem any petter. Now in addition

10 & bunch of New yampires, Our new regime had t0 commit 8 number of executions thanks to S0Me utterly
egregious Masquerade 185USS.

These nurmbers may not be fully accurate, ut they're close 88 We could find. Tt looks like Hanoi had about
twenty Kindred during the «peyolusion.” BY 1985, there are records of at least ONnG hundred thirty Kindred
living in Hanoi, put the actual population was closer to sixty. This 18 t0 say, OVer nalf the Kindred in Hanoi died
or fled during those four years. The actual population rose over four hundred percent. The population doubling
would be troubling enough, but this kind of growth 18 nothing short of cancerous.

Tonight, Hanol holds over one hundred active Kindred. Tokyo, geoul, Shanghal, Manila, & lot of cities in Asia
have larger Kindred populations. But there’s not & single major City with the Taw per capita Kindred population
of Hanoi. Rumors suggest as many as five hundred Kindred have died in Hanoi since the revolution. Records
put the number to closer than two hundred. I've got & lot of petty comments about the Tree of Liberty OF S0Ime

ghit. Still, that's & 1ot of ash, even in the best estimates.

werzzere | TERRTORTES:

While Lieu Hanh ruled the entirety of what

we now call Vietnam, once the revolution
caime, that fell apart. Tmmediately, her childer L T“‘“‘ FIRE

lost control of everything outside Hanol.

Outside forces stepped in 1O fill the void, and
A few times over the course of the ‘80s and ‘90s,

Hanoi's Movement made efforts to curb the massive
executions caused by the famine. While a couple of
licks put forward the idea that maybe, just maybe,
the Embrace should be limited; the ruling three

the three childer just didn’t have the power to
argue the point. 9o ingtead, they focused on
locking down Hanoi the best they could.

? 5 y

1 .

) g 0 ) Ju u

Up . p p p . y p y
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For almost twenty years, the law says declaring territory is treagon against the Hanoi government.
Saying, “This is my haven, get the fuck out” is a capital offense. I can’t even.

Needless to say, this didn’s help the famine. It didn’t curb the deaths. In fact, it caused quite a few
more. Population fluctuated even more still, as sires scrambled to Embrace larger factions to help ensure
representation and some semblance of safe feeding. Sure, it's a capital offense to claim territory, but if
you're squatting with eight other vampires, nobody’s going to move in on that turf and fuck with you.

At least, that was the going theory. In a couple of high-profile cases, Kindred were executed for “de facto
territory claims.” Whatever in the fuck that means. Bagically, they assumed those Kindred to be holding
territory on everything but paper. I'm sure this doesn’t require much explanation, but all evidence
suggests the trio used this “de facto” bullshit as a way to justify murdering dissidents.

Then again, at least they bother

lampshading their murder.
Tnvictus just say, “We have the
right to kill who we please, by

virtue of being the First Estate.”

90 I can't throw stones and say
they're any worse than your

average Western Kindred regime.

Unlike your average Western

Kindred regime, everything I hear suggests even
the leadership kept tight to the “no territories”
rule. People had havens, but feeding grounds
were just not really a thing. Yay for leaderships
that manage to keep away from hypocrisy. That's
rare and admirable, even if it resulted in a ton

of deaths and some corrupt bullshit taking
advantage of their integrity. Apparently, for those
it, worked for, it worked for well.

This gets worse. No territory also means
people don't have to be accountable for when
and where they feed. If you can't pin & problem
on a given vampire, there's no sense in that
vampire being discreet or gensible. This means
that sometimes, entire neighborhoods get
plagued with a dqumb vampire’s sorry ass. This
lack of accountability has led to magsive cases
of anemia, which isn't great since Vietnam
already wasn't dealing well with healthcare.

‘/o/\g Lo Suoi

The Long Lo Suoi was an answer to this
problem with famine and pestilence brought on
by Hanoi's Kindred. It's & network of mortals who
have looked into the abyss, and come back with
knowledge of vampires. S0 you've gob all these
people who know who were are, and how we work.
Long story short, vampire hunters. And not just
your average, crossin-the-face-power-of-Christ-
compels-you hunters. These fuckers learned from
the guerrillas.

The Long Lo Suoi essentially has three wings;
they've got leaders, they've got a military arm,
and they've got a political arm. Their leaders
exist to organize and motivate the hunters. The
military arm lays traps, and battles the local
yampires through attrition and terrorism tactics.
This usually means fire and outnumbering. It
almost always means sunlight. Their political
arm informs local citizens. They don't run
around saying “vampires exist” or any shit like
that, but they commit to local action campaigns,
instating curfews and neighborhood wastches. They
encourage the young to always conceal & weapon.

They don't seem interested in “ending the
yampire menace” OF anything like that, 80 Hanoi
nasn’t mobilized against them at large. Once
you get on Long Lo Suoi’s radar though, you're
working on borrowed time.
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When a lick overfeeds in g slum, they can sometimes leave thinking everything’s cool since everyone survived.
But then one person gets sick, and that leads to one family, which leads to one block, which leaves everyone in

dire straits. Then you have nhumerous dead, and an entire chunk of the Clty that’s completely worthless feeding
grounds for months to come.

THE FAcvrionsg

Hanoi's i3 a Movement divided. Dung Giang, Khanh Ly, and Huong Do each manage a faction owing
allegiance to the Movement. Lieu Hanh was Unaligned, but sometimes her childer call her a Carthian or
an Invictus to suit their particular needs at the time. The childer tell that the covenants were not so deeply
entrenched in Hanoi until the revolution. Maybe half the Kindred owed allegiance to a covenant, and most
Carthian. Later, everyone was Carthian. We'll talk about that in a bit. Our information suggests limited
membership in others exist, for example, rumors of a Dao Mau Circle of the Crone cult are common, as is a
faction of Lances et Sanctum hiding within the ranks of the Carthian Movement, inspired and perhaps still
mentored by a member of Lieu Hanh's French advisory circle.

Dao Mau Civele of Hhe Crone.

The rumors of a Dao Mau Circle of the Crone cult are widely regarded among the Kindred of Hanoi ag
less rumor, more inconveniens truth. The state demands all members pay membership to the Carthian
Movement and no other covenants, but not all members are so strict. In fact, the three faction leaders
have each independently said that religion is not a bane to the Movement, but that organized religion
threatens the sanctity of their city.

If this cult exists (and it probably does), it venerates Thien Y A Na, or her earlier form, Leiou Ye. Leiou
Ye is the credited first of the Cham people. Their faith, from the bits and Dieces cobbled together for this
plece, appears to be inspired by medium channeling, and by old East Asian Muslim traditions. She tells
us that one such cult blends its goddess veneration with a strange anti-elder
dervish-like religion from Thailand. It teaches that elders must be destroyed,
essentially recycled regularly for the betterment, of the Kindred species.

While this sounds like it wouldn't g0 over well anywhere, the relative youth
of Hanoi’s Kindred keep the ides, from reaching true taboo status.

Another less-confirmed culs worships Au Cor, the mythical ereator of the
Vietnamese people.

Pung GANG'S FACTION
Dung Giang was Lisu Hanh's first surrogate childe (or at least the oldest that survived to the revolution).
He's also the most hard-assed. If you hear about an execution in Hanoi, it was Dung Giang.
Early on, he set his gang up to be the best of the best, and the smallest faction. He set extremely high and
often contradictory standards for those who wanted to hang with him, and demanded intense performance if
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keep it up. This kept his gang small, but ne knew every member

they wanted to
closely. This also puilt a strong sense of compe . .
each meticulously investigate each other for corruption, with hopes of removing

members and making room for their allies.

While Khanh Ly and Huong Do didn't necessarily approve of his methods, they
gave Dung Giang due respect. He did most of the dirty work. If there was a problem,
his gang rooted that problem out and destroyed it efficiently. They also see him as &
necessary evil for the status quo. He gets to be the “pad cop,” which makes the other
two factions look nicer by comparison.

tition, 80 the members would

KHANH LQ'S FACTION

Khanh Ly has the opposite distinctions from Dung Ciang in almost every respect. She was the
middle childe. Her faction is the most populous, and the least discerning. She took in the tired, the
weary, the weak, and the disenfranchised. By most criteria, her faction looked the way you might
expect a city’s Carthian Movement to look, if set upon by a stronger oppressor in the form of (iang’s
gang.

Her advantage goes both ways. She gets to set her faction up as the underdogs. So they're motivated
to push forward and advance legislation and actions “for the people.” They get to look like the heroes
when Dung Giang’s people act like utter monsters, even if they’re just acting like slightly less terrible
monsters. As Dung Giang’s forces “police” her people (read: murder), she gets to paint them as the bad
guys, which helps her own morale. Essentially, those two factions have this sick, symbiotic relationship
where they cyclically devour each other.

HUONG V0'S FACTION

Huong Do’s awesome. Huong Do's our girl. We liberated her from Hanoi. I'll get on
with that in a bit. But, we like Huong Do.

Clearly, we're biased, but Huong Do’s faction was the middle of the road, moderate,
reasonable group. They billed themselves that way, even. They called themselves a word
that means “mediators,” and spent & lot, of time standing between Khanh Ly and Dung

: Giang, defending one member or another from Final Death.
\\ﬁis positioning put her in a unique place to pass mMore laws than the

B iher two factions combined. Even without the raw voting power of Khanh
Ly's faction, Huong Do was a legal powerhouse. She pulled votes from both
sides, often both at the same time. Huong Do didn't start the bills to break
up territories or Open up the Embrace. In fact, her faction was notably
dissenting against them. The other big bill she didn’t support? Lets talk
about that.
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The territories law became controversial over the

course of about five years. So in 8003, Khanh Ly
and Dung Giang supported the law that probably
put the nail in their regime’s coffin. Hanoi declared
membership in the Carthian Movement mandatory

without exception. This came with it & few interesting

stipulations:

or * Membership in other covenants was similarly
outlawed. Even if you're Carthian, you cannot
maintain membership in an additional covenant. This
flies in the face of the Carthians’ general acumen for

moonlighting all over the place.
* Speaking against the Carthian Movement is
considered an act of treason, a high crime that, if

proven guilty, is punishable by death. “Proven guilty” changes from case to case. Sometimes, it means hearsay

from influential members. Sometimes plotting against the regime on camera, isn't quite enough. It’s one of
THOSE laws.

A

* It means Hanoi's borders are closed to ahout 80% of outsiders. You cannot come into Hanoi unless you're
recognized as a member of the Movement, with an influential member willing to vouch for you. A few Kindred
from China, Laos, Thailand, and other parts of Vistnam have found this out the hard way. At firgt, they made

exceptions for those willing to disavow their former covenants for the Movement upon arrival, THAT changed
quickly when one alleged spy entered Hanoi with that loophole.

* In practice, it means every single new Embrace has to be introduced to Kindred, the Masquerade, and all
that business before the Embrace. After all. being a

Carthian is an at-will thing, so you have to make the
conscious, informed decision to join. Since you have to
do it immediately after becoming Kindred, you have to
get the skinny before you're bitten. This means every
Embrace must first be a Masquerade breach. This also
means that those not so keen on joining the Movement
have to be killed.

* It means fascist outfits aren’t really that sexy,
because everyone’s wearing them.

This brought on the first few real attempts at
overthrowing the new regime. These attempts came
from within, of course, with some uprisings against
Dung Giang, and one against Khanh Ly. The attacks
on Dung Giang were put down savagely, and were

18 SECRETS OF THE COVENANTS




mostly planned 10 conquer the City a8 a whole. The attack against Khanh Ly was & maneuver to conquer

her faction, and thus sWing yotes 10 cancel this law. Think on thab for a second: Carthians fought — and

died — for yampires rights 1o join other covenants.

We know of & cadre of Invictus from Ho Chi Minh City are planning 0 march in and conquer Hanol.
This has been the case for nearly & decade. It could happen ab any time, and only the Tost optimistic

g g chance ggainst & truly orgam.zed front. All estimates suggest most of the

Carthian thinks Hanol ha
Movermnent 18 currently waiting 10 defect, but are afraid of Dung Ciang's enforcers.

g A BN WG PO

Hanoi's Movement done fucked up.
Between the territory law, the open Rmbrace, and the Oarthian membership requirement, the city’s &

strange and nonfunctioning plend of anarchism and tyrannical police state. They're overdue for another
revolution, and when it, comes, i's going 10 come hard.

We responded in xind. Hearing this gtuff, we had to.

When we liberated Huong Do (more in & moment), We listened to her story, and we drafted & punch of
new laws.

e The Carthian Movement can never e the majority of New York’s Kindred population. We have aboub
two hundred Kindred in the City. Tt we make up 49% of the total, nobody can join the Movement until
{hat changes. 1f we nave 49% and someone outside the Movement dies or whatever, wé g5k a low-ranking
member to volunteer for “probationary gtatus.” During this probation, {he volunteer cannot vote in
Carthian or City elections. As well, ghe's tasked with advocating for the other recognized covenants in New
York, to try to polster their numibers & pit. This has only happened twice 80 fo. But we straddle the line
right around 49%, and have consistently since the law passed.

o The Embrace has t0 e a Big Fucking Deal™. We have & representative democracy here in the Big
Apple. Bvery ninth vampire gets & representative. We determine who 18 in & given nine randomly; they
vote. We change up represeniatives every year through election. If you want to Rmbrace, you need ab least
5, two-thirds Majority of our representative council. This sounds a little weird, but when you remember
thas if you don't think you'll get approved, you've only gob 10 waib a year for the tides to change. T've heard
g couple horror stories about representatives demanding favors OF whatever for their votes in favor of the
Embrace. But none of those stories Was gubstantial in any provable way.

o Territory’s & hard, recognized thing. We have maps with every single city plock tracked, and every
plock has sOmMeone responsible for 1, with the exception of a few blocks of open nunting grounds here
or there. Major streets are open for tpavel. One of our guys even made an app that'll tell you whose turt
you're on ab aly given time, using the GPS function. He set it up 80 you can turn on alerts when you're
nunting; if you go out of your allowed feeding grounds, 1t yibrates and alerts you. Tvs like living in the
future. Except instead of everyons having hovercars, they have apps that tell them if they're okay 1O feed
gomewhere. This 18 doubly nice; because the Sheriff doesn’t need to hear pointless arguments from people
that “didn’s know” they crossed 1nto gomeone else’s feeding grounds.
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I should probably note that three shitty-laws don't define
Hanoi. My little story here covers a long span of time, and
there's a lot of outrage, beauty, and problems between that I'm

not hitting on.

ACPPROPRKIATING HUONG VO

In 2005, Huong Do reached out, and we answered the call. Her city was falling

apart. She was the smart moderate, trying to save her home. But ultimately, her
efforts were no more effective than polishing the deck chairs on the Titanic. She

asked for backup. She asked for advice. She got plenty of offers from all over Asia. Bub, in typical New York
fashion, we opted to roll hard. We brought in a Crew, and we marched in and offered Huong Do a way out i
the form of an armed escort, plane tickets, and a place in our beautiful democracy.

Tn retrospect, her choice might have been & pit limited, since our visit (admittedly with jack-booted thugs
that would make North Korea's Carthian Movement look like a children’s show) made her look treasonous.
Hey, hindsight's 20/20, right?

Now, Huong Do advises us. She holds a respected citizenship within New York’s Movement. She’s already
acted as representative for her groups for six of the past eight years. She’s bought in completely, and it's
peautiful. Yowd think she was born here. Her experience has pbeen invaluable to the Movement, and she’s &
workhorse. She’s Not stopped working. She's not stopped achieving. Tvs like she's got a new lease on L

What about Hanoi? Well, Hanoi is utterly fucked. Huong Do was the stretched, snapping fapric barely holding
Hanoi together. Huong has some contact with her former allies, but almost all have turned their backs on her.
Even those she can connect with are afraid to speak openly across the Tnternes or phone lines. S0 we can't
even get solid informagion at this point. But we know that most of ner faction is now dead or imprisoned.

We know that the remaining two leaders have doubled down and are now striking preemptively against
any potential revolution, which 18 dramatically hurting the city’s overall defenses. We know outsiders from
Thailand, China, and other parts of Vietnam are looking (and potentially colluding, if sources are true) to
strike and remove the regime.

1 aat down and listened to Huong Do tell the stories, and list those she thinks are nNow dead or locked
away forever. I tell myself that it's unfortunate, but losing her might be the catalyst for & revolution that was
g long time coming. 1 ignore the fact that the revolution will probably mean Invictus outsiders marching in
and dismantling everything peautiful in the city. Outsider gray is going to Come in and act like a primer
coat over a flawed painting; they might be able to eventually paint something else over the Canvas, but what
they've painted before ig lost forever.
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Sorry. Ranted a bit there about Hanoi. I know I spent a bit of time there trying to Justify what we did
with Huong Do. But that’s the thing, isn't it? You've got to tell yourself stories in a way that lets you
control the narrative, and make yourself feel okay. Spin the story right, and we're Just shitty, horrible
people. Nobody wants to tell the story about how they’re & shitty, horrible person.

Now let’s contrast New York with its historical foil, Los Angeles.

(Spoiler alert: This story makes me feel good about myself, too. LA is g shithole; it's the worst the
Movement has to offer, and at least we're not them.)

Los Angeles was always a Lances et Sanctum stronghold. You'd never think of it, with the way everyone
sees LA as some liberal, hippie, progressive, politically correct bastion. But that’s mostly because people
don’t know the reality of Los Angeles. Just because Brad Pitt and Angelina Jolie fly around the world
rescuing underprivileged babies, doesn’t mean that Hollywood isn’t like the most corrupt, conservative
cesspool in the world. Entertainment ig g place where people are willing to overlook terrifying politics and
celebrate the awful. After all, entertainment makes you feel good, right? To your average sheep, nothing’s
better than feeling good; and there’s no crime greater than denying a little cheap entertainment,

So. Lancea. I mean, Los Fucking Angeles. City of Angels. That name didn’t come from nowhere. A
bunch of imperialist, murdering religious fucks settled Los Angsles. Some of them were Kindred. Some
of those Kindred lived for g long time after that founding, after all the human founders were long dead.
They ruled the Los Angeles nighttime. Archbishop Felipe Montrose ruled from (allegedly) 1820 until, well,
now. [ say allegedly because all records suggest he was the only vampire in the tiny little ranch town back
In those nights. T say, “well, now” because anyone you ask tells you that tonight, LA is & Carthian city.

Just not on paper. Not yet. When Californis, Joined the United States in 1850, Immigrants rushed in, so a
few Kindred followed suit. But Los Angeles wasn't a major city until later. It grew quickly with the Santa
Fe railroad from Chicago in 1885. Hollywood and World War IT construction needs blew the place up. The
early part of the twentieth century really marked Archbishop Montrose’s reign.
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The joke we tell is, pefore the Carthians came
into town, at least the trains ran ol time. With LA,
the problem they're running into is, they know
shit has to change, but nobody can agree on what
needs to change, what it needs to change t0, Or
how to change it. Montrose 18 & shit. He's been a
shit for a long fucking time. His “T'm a moustache-
twirling monster law” i thab every citizen of Los
Angeles must attend monthly Mass. This means
“sommunion,” which is a disgusting thing where
you eaf a wafer, and it turns into Vitae, and you feel

all magically tickled by Jesus or whatever-the-fuck-
ever makes Sanctified sorcery work.

Not going to waste much space on it, but this 18
a giant fucking affront 0 the Circle of the Crone,
and pretty much anyone that doesn’t believe that
Longinus was the blah blah king shit vampire
prophet whatever. But fuck if the Circle didn't take
all that terrible shit and run with it. Some of the
members went so far as to start their own little cult
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As vampires, we live by three Traditions.
We have the Masquerade, the Progeny, and
the Amaranth. Everyone knows those. Bub
we have some informal Traditions that most
Kindred live by without being self-aware.

My favorite informal Tradition is the ‘“I'm
5 MoustacheTwirling Monster Law.” This
Tradition says that if & single vampire holds
supreme executive and legislative power ina
city, he or she will bring about a law that more
or less exists only to cement their status as
3 total fucking douche. An excessive feeding
restriction is a common example. Disallowing

one group from the Embrace
ig another. Requiring all
potential witnesses t0

YOU ARE HERE

Masquerade violations die,
that's another. Any time
you force an entire city to
practice a single religion,
that's grade-A fuckstickery.

to Santa Muerte, and they even appropriated some
Lancea et Sanctum magic rite shit. It's freaky,

it’s beautiful, and it’s a powerful show of how
oppressive religions don't always get the last laugh.
Their cult is amazing. It prohibits violent death

of any mortals, it focuses on bolstering the poor
neighborhoods, and it’s basically the best thing to
come out of Los Angeles. Folk Catholicism for the
motherfucking win. This cult is more Carthian
than LA’s entire piss poor Movement.

No ides if it’s & real thing or just an image, but
the leader of the cult has a skull for a head. T don't
care who you are: That is badass. A lot of vampires
think it’s some zany bloodline or whatever. The
culs says it’s because she’s moved beyond the




need for the flesh. Some think it's a complicated mack. Whatever. She has & gkull for a head. That 18
significantly scarier in person than you might imagine from cartoons.

Long story short, times needed to change. For the past twenty years, Los Angeles has been knee-deep and
inch thick of a revolution. Tt's crazy diverse; you've gob forces coming from San Diego, 9an Francisco, Orange
County, and then you've got Mexican groups, & couple of Asian factions. The LA Movement is huge. You'd
think this was a good thing, but it's really a story of t00 MAny cocks. There's no formal leader. Everyone’s gob
their own ideas for how the revolution should £o. So you get this disorganized mess that plays pranks and
ruffles feathers. Of course, the Movement's t00 big for Montrose to just start killing fuckers. Shit, he knows
they're ineffectual, so he just leaves them alone, and sometimes rattles his cane for show.

Twenty years of active, vocal revolution, and they’ve nob UPset the status quo. They've not removed &
tyrant from office. They've not brought about & constitution. There’s 1O Carthian Law. Next party we do,
I'll bring some of their draft constitutions. If you're drunk, they're fucking nilarious. If you're sober,
they’re just sad.

The best of LA are the young. The young are also the least capable of actually effecting change. The
oldest members of the Movement are 00 diverse and too comfortable to take rigks. Hell, some of the
Movement fights to align the Carthians and the Church into some militant Catholic holy army thing.
There’s & cool group oub of Fairfax called the Okl Dogs, most of them Embraced in the late 1970s and
early 1980s. They're trying to push for a weird academic anarchist punk thing, and they're finally getting
some traction since the Tnternet’s helped alternative philosophical thinking get foothold. But it's still an
uphill battle. To paraphrase J FK, they need courage, not complacency. Problem is, there’s & fuckton of
complacency in LA.

We didn't appropriate from Los Angeles. Los Angeles is lazy. Los Angeles is a bad example. As a policy,
we don’t touch the poop.

CARNCAS:

THE MARXIST BROTHERS

Now that we've patted ourselves on the pack for being beter than Los Angsles, let’s talk about One of our
legitimate fuck-ups. Hanol was already crumbling, 50 from where [ gtand, we more or less just helped it along.

But Caracas? Holy ghit, we hurt Garacas.
T've heard some counter-arguments. There's & compelling argument thab Caracas was doomed from the
gtart, that it was & conspiracy to clevate an Invictus monarchy, but...

Actually, [ snouldn't ramble. We fucked them Uup. Let's let thern tell {heir story. This 18 Ferdinand and

Cesar Rodriguez, exchanging missives. I call them the Marxist Brothers.
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Mr. Ferdinand Araujo

678 Broadway, Unit C
Brooklyn, New York

11206

United States of America
September 9t 2913

Dearest Brother,

I write with the utmost hope that this letter finds vou. I preface this
letter by saying I wish for neither your pity, nor your help. I have
reconciled my lot, I am working within my current means, and I have
settled regardless of why I am here.

When I left Caracas,

me of my identity. They restrained me before
their greatest Ventrue, and over the course of one horrendous month,
they shattered everything that made me Ferdinand Araujo. Nearly ten
vears have passed, and I am now my own person again.

not waned since I’ve gone.
Sincerely,

Z/ta,/«;ﬂ&na/ 3//20%;(&

Senor Cesar Rodriguez Araujo
Avenida Sanz

Residencias Terepaima, Entrada D
Caracas 1010, D.F.

Venezuela

September 30t", 2013

Dear Brother,

Hearing from you 1is a light in the darkness. I thought you were forever gone
from me; I presumed for years that your disappearance was part of our sire's
grand plan to conquer Caracas, Perhaps it still was.

I wish that I could tell you of my greatness, and not of my failings. I walk,
but I do not walk tall. I walk on my knees; I walk the walk of the meager.
Sometimes, I wish I walked no further. Sometimes, I stand on my roof, awaiting
the sun's kiss. Then I realize My soul, my very sense of self is too strong,
and that the sun can never truly destroy me the way it could our sire,

When you left, Caracas became too much to handle. Our revolution was beautiful,
but without you there, the city fell apart. I had my supporters, but your
supporters loved you so, that they could not see the revolution without your
heart and your fire,. They didn't revolt. They never revolted. They simply stopped
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caring. They stopped standing. When part of the city stopped caring, the rest
saw that. As you Know, apathy 1is the cancer of revolution. Without passion, Wwe
had no momentum forward.

Crime soared. We nad no respect for territories; we had no mutual respect. A
precious few of us bothered to maintain the Masquerade for the whole. We struggled
with overpopulation as the Embrace became more and more difficult to rein in.
Witain a short couple of years, Kindred could not travel in the Caracas Metro
tunnels, because of a plague of revenants. Every excursion we sent to solve the
problem vanished without a trace. The threads that held our city together unraveled
slowly and lawlessness became the expectation.

Five years ago, our sire rose to the occasion. She stood before the city, and
told them that through discipline and jedication, through nonor and service,
they could see their city safe once again. Tahrough the disillusionment, 2 great
many flocked to her banner. Taat night, and in the nights that followed, most
of the Movement swore fealty to her Invictus order. As & show of solidarity, she
organized this new order to turn on its former affiliations. She had them capture
and execute their worst offenders.

our dear sire offered me the choice of a year's exile, & year's imprisonment,
or execution for my part in the city's collapse. I chose to spend a year in
Valencia, where I studied with some of the Movement at the University of Carabobo.
When I returned, the 1ocal Movement politely requested I volunteer to shed my
past reputation and standing, for fear of upsetting the city's order. 1 agreed
grudgingly. I became as a neonate once more.

Let me end on & positive note. I am very glad you are among the living, &s living
as we can call ourselves. How is New York City? My biases speak 111 of the city,
but I have also heard fairy tales of the place. I eagerly await your response.

With Love,

e A A A

Mr. Ferdinand Araujo

678 Broadway, Unit C
Brooklyn, New York

11206

United States of America
October 21%, 2013

Dearest Brother,

I opened your letter with tears in my eyes. Seeing that envelope confirmed
for me that you still lived, that this decade was not your last. I worried
so. I fretted that my abduction was your downfall, and that my negligence led
to that occurrence. The relief was like none I’d ever experienced. Thank you
for responding, even though I would understand if you chose not to.

But I ache to hear of your ills, and those ills of Caracas. What of our
revolution? What of our people’s paradise? Wwhat of all the beautiful words?
The chants? The slogans? We had power beyond politics, in our lovely Caracas.

You say our sire took control of the city? Ourshd?CaﬁdaddeFkne§?I never
expected her the type. She was lax in her ambitions. She brought two young
brothers into the fold, and never once scoffed as they decided to join the
Carthian Movement. She supported us quietly, advised us, and warned us when

we were making unwilseé decisions. She helped bridge differences between our
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revolution and the Invictus. It just comes as such a shock to me. It’s not
that I don’t believe it; it’s that I don’t want to believe it, and I cannot
imagine what her city would look Llike.

How is her grandchilde? How is your childe? Consuela? Is she fine? Is she
with the Movement now? Or did she follow her grandsire’s footsteps?

You ask of New York City. New York City is very much a city. It’s not
Caracas. It’s crowded. It’s very loud. The crime is just as pervasive, but
not so obvious. The most dangerous criminals wear white collars. The police
are lying thugs who accost anyone who does not look like them. But many of
the people have strong hearts. They have passion. They have a survivor’s
instincts. These are people who traveled the world for opportunity,
to escape oppression. They wanted to give their families better lives,
and fought tooth and nail, only to risk everything and land somewhere
frightening and foreign, where they were outsiders in every sense.

Opportunity exists, but in a place with millions of people but only
thousands of opportunities, it can look desperate. America sells stories
of hard work bringing reward. Every one of these immigrants works hard.
People work themselves nearly to death to come here, but most barely scrape
by. If America rewards hard work, these people should all be wealthy,
each and every one. They’re not. Sometimes, one will find work in theater.
Sometimes, one will succeed in the drug trade. By and large, these are
people who have to miss meals to pay rent. Oh, the rent. Brother, you would
not imagine. Some flats in New York City cost more in a month than most
people in Venezuela earn in a year. Many homes contain multiple families,
many of whose members work two or more jobs so that together, they can pay
for the single apartment. Venezuela’s people are poor, but that does not
mean New York’s are not as well.

I know you are likely angry with the New York City Movement. But I want
you to know that if you decide to seek vengeance, some of the Movement
is honorable. Some are worth saving. The one called Dinasaur, she saved
me. She discovered what happened to me, and she found a Ventrue to free
me from those shackles. Now, she’s a good friend. I would not want those
wholesome members of the Movement to come to harm. I know your temper.

Best wishes,
Tonclingnd /M%Jy

Senor Cesar Rodriguez Araujo
Avenida Sanz

Residencias Terepaima, Entrada D
Caracas 1010, D.F.

Venezuela

November 30", 2013

Dear Brother,

I've read your letter over each night for a week. It helped me find sound rest,
knowing you fare well.

I must first say, you overestimate my temper. It is you, dearest brother, who has
the fire within you. Perhaps that is way I did not struggle when our beloved sire
conquered Caracas; I did not have it in me to argue her points, or to prove that
our revolution was a good thing. I will not be rampaging through the streets of New
York City in your name, unless of course that is your heart’s desire. I would not
disappoint you, after all. But I do not do vendettas. Remember the nights of the
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Revolutionary Bolivarian Movement, when we took the opportunity to bring revolution.
I did not engage in fights, save for in immediate self-defense. I hope you take
this with no offense. I do love you, but I am not one to engage in campaigns of
vengeance.

What of our revolution? Our revolution is dead. We laid its groundwork in the
1980s. We engaged in multitudes of planning and legwork in the early part of the
1990s. Do you remember imprisonment? Your trials at the hand of the New York City
Movement were not your first time in captivity. You and I spent a year imprisoned
by the Lancea et Sanctum, by the former regime. They held us for fear of coup,
which was admittedly a legitimate fear. We could not speak to the people directly,
but we spoke through agents, we organized the revolution from deep underground,
both literally and figuratively. Then when we pressured the Church to release us,
the revolution heralded us as heroes, as martyrs for the cause. They knew our souls
were true and honest, and desired nothing more than to change Caracas in the name
of the People. Do you remember our graffiti in those cells? Sometimes I visit them.
None in the city knows those cells still exist. I occasionally dream that if we
build a new revolution, that those walls, those writings could stand as an artifact
for the Movement.

In 1998, you and I took our city for the revolution. We rose en masse, standing
strong against the eldest of the Church and their supporters. We lost many soldiers
that night, nowhere near as many as the enemy lost. The enemy simply had more
to lose. They lost age. They lost power. They lost their fagade of control and
stability. They could not keep the People down any longer. That night, we held an
election. They unanimously elected us to a collaborative Presidency. The city stood
as a paradise for the Movement, and an icon of the People’s victory.

We held strong for six years, until 2004 when New York City took you away from
me. From that night, the revolution didn't die, but it may as well have. Its heart
hung from its chest by weak, decaying veins. Every nigat, another vein collapsed
and disintegrated. I was but the gaping chest that held those veins, and I could
not hope to keep the heart from slowly drooping and falling off. Make no mistake:
By the time Caridad de Flores took Caracas, the revolution was already long dead.
The revolution coughed and feigned life for two years after you left, but she put
it out of its misery.

New York City sounds like a desperate, frightening place. But I'm sure one could say
the same of Caracas. Have you learned anything from the way the American Carthian
Movement conducts its revolutions?

Yours,
Mr. Ferdinand Araujo
678 Broadway, Unit C
Brooklyn, New York
11206

United States of America
December 15%, 2013

My Blood,

Hearing from you has been delightful, despite any negativity in the
comments. Perhaps soon, we should attempt the telephone. It is no more or
less secure than our postal correspondence. I worry Venezuelan or American
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mortal authorities might intercept one of our messages as part of their
efforts to combat terrorism. It appears anti-Venezuela sentiment has

died down largely since Hugo Chavez’s death, but I cannot trust American
authorities. Has the anti-American sentiment- slowed in Venezuela? I cannot
imagine a world where that is the case. It has been so very long.

I asked you about Consuela. I’'m sure you missed that paragraph. I do
apologize, Brother. How is she?

New York is a desperate, frightening place in the way that all cities are
desperate, frightening places. Mortals struggle. Mortals must establish
hierarchies and systems, and in every system, some are on the outs. In
American capitalism, it happens that most of those are those with whom I care
to associate most. For millions, it’s fine. It’s a good day’s work for a good
day’s wage. I see hundreds of smiling people at night. The feeding is good.

New York needed fresh ideas, and fresh personalities. I fault their practice
of abducting and indoctrination. Clearly, that policy is not universally
popular, and when someone breaks it, they go unchallenged. They wanted
new spirit, and they couldn’t rely on finding some neonate to fix all their
problems. They sought out well-tested hearts and ideas, tempered on the fires
of true revolution. They wanted tried talent. As disgusted as I am with their
actions, I am flattered at their choice.

Now, I work to subvert their past behaviors, and motivate them on to
greatness. My language barrier is waning, but has caused some conflict.
Fortunately, a coterie of Spanish-speaking Carthians has been able to
disseminate my messages to the populace. They’ve been clever enough to act as
intermediaries, as buffers for my worst critics. I’'m helping to build New York
into something beautiful, and something without the corruption that recruits
through mind slavery.

If you have no place in Caracas, perhaps you should come to New York? My New
York. We could plant the seeds of a new revolution. New York isn’t paradise,
but Caracas doesn’t seem to want you. I want you, Brother. Please consider.

Always,

Fonrclingnd //Zo%/c{a

Senor Cesar Rodriguez Araujo
Avenida Sanz

Residencias Terepaima, Entrada D
Caracas 1010, D.F.

Venezuela

January 12", 2014

Brother my Brother,

New York City, you say? You think I'd have a place in New York City? Brother,
I am far more conservative than you are. I don't know that I could look an
American in the eye, let alone feed from one. Your new Movement knew this. They
knew what they needed. If they thought I'd be valuable, they'd have grabbed me
while they had the chance nearly a decade ago. No, Brother. I am not a valuable
member of anyone's Movement. I let the fires of revolution die. That is the only
true Carthian crime.

No, Brother. I'm not long for this world. The world turns, and moves on without
me. I'm a bygone. Even when you were here, this was your show. The revolution
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fell apart because 1t needed you. I was & bureaucrat. A legislator. A paper pusher.
I was @ necessary evil, but the evil, the role was necessary: I was not. You're
better than I am. New York saw that. I don't begrudge your achievements, but I will
not diminish them by claiming I'm on your level.

Who knows, though? I want to travel. I want to see the world. I want to see it
all before I move on. I may stop in New York to visit. But I'm no revolutionary.
Not anymore.

Tell me something about your new 1ife I can appreciate. If I can't 1ive successfully
through my own means, nelp me to live vicariously through yours.

With love,

Lo Ry Comie

Mr. Ferdinand Araujo

678 Broadway, Unit C
Brooklyn, New York

11206

United States of America
January 30", 2014

Brother, Brother, Brother,

Please, don’t flatter me, and don’t denigrate yourself. You're wonderful.
You're valuable. I want you in New York, particularly if Caracas has no place
for you. If you don’t think you’'re a suitable leader, I can put you to work.
You like to have your hands busy; I can facilitate that. Please. You gave me
mentorship and protection all my life. Let me give you a job. Please.

Brother, again you’ve failed to answer me about Consuela. Does this mean
she’s not well? Did she fall in the aftermath of my leaving? Please, she’s
family. I wish to know.

I'm sorry if this message is short. But I want to know you're better. You’'re
sounding fatalist. Don’t commit to New York, but come to New York. Visit
me. We’ll talk. We’ll catch up. We’'ll soul search together. If it’s best for
you, you can stay. Tf it’s best for you, I'LL leave with you. I care for you,
Brother. Let’s find solutions together.

Sonclingnd 3//1&%29

Senor Cesar Rodriguez Araujo
Avenida Sanz

Residencias Terepaima, Entrada D
Caracas 1010, D.F.

Venezuela

February 24", 2014

Dear Ferdinand,

Do you truly want me in New York? I don't know that I can safely leave. I don't
know how your abductors managed to smuggle you across international lines, but
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Venezuela watches its borders. If you have any ideas, I am listening.

Caridad knows we're writing. She knows of our correspondence. She knows you
live. I don't know how she knows these things, but she knows. This is no warning,
no threat, simply a statement so you understand. She brought it up obliquely at
Elysium, speaking of "those of past crimes, those we thought dead." She knows
you collude with those within Caracas, and she fancies you a conspirator against
her regime. She said she seeks to root out "the corrupted." I think she aims to
motivate others to pry into my affairs with this speech. I won't move yet; I will
remain where I am, to demonstrate innocence and not alert the dogs.

I did not mean to denigrate myself, only to exalt the truth of the situation
and praise you. What sort of work do you think I can do in New York City? I feel
every bit the old man. I don't wish to learn English, nor do I think I could if
I wished. I'm too proud for physical labor; I'm no thug or workhorse. I cannot
imagine a job where I could succeed and flourish in a foreign land, but you have
& greater imagination than I do, Brother.

What of my prejudices? I am a man of even temper, but then again I do not see
the excesses of the bourgeoisie each night in my current home. I don't know that
I could maintain myself indefinitely around their crimes and exploitation.

I don't know, Brother. This sounds like a pretty thing, a possibility for dreams
and hypotheticals. But it's one I'm willing to entertain with your support.

Tell me: Do the People have control of their Movement in New York City? Or is
it a revolution of personalities?

Mr. Ferdinand Araujo

678 Broadway, Unit C
Brooklyn, New York

11206

United States of America
March 12th, 2014

Dear Brother,

Brother, I’ll ask only this one last time. Please, tell me of Consuela. I
won’t bother you further on her if you do not respond. I only wish to know
what happened with her. But I lead with this so it cannot be mistaken.

You ask of New York City’s Movement? It’s democratic. Every member of the
city has a voting representative. We vote individually for certain important
issues. City law prohibits any one member of the Movement from achieving
immense pull within the Movement. It’s not perfect, but it mostly achieves the
goals it set out to. We have nearly one hundred members in our Movement, and
nearly two hundred citizens in the city at large. While the Movement rules the
majority and influences constitutional decision-making, they do not truly rule
in the way Carthians in some cities might.

More importantly, essential laws have a review period. When voted in,
they take action, but require a follow-up vote by the next council of
representatives. This way, the bill becomes law largely through merit; laws
that fail do not fester long. I think this is a very practical way to run such
a collective.
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Brother, one in five people in New York speaks Spanish natively. This puts you
in a unique position, even if you choose to never learn English. You can be my
liaison, my eyes and ears in those communities. You’ll mostly be dealing with
the working class, so your prejudices should not be an issue. Frankly, Brother,
if you kill the occasional slumlord or exploitative executive, New York will be
better off.

I can get you out of Caracas. I have friends. We could stage another
abduction, so you don’t appear complicit in your vacancy. If you say the word,
I will have you out within the month.

Concerned,
Torclingnd /A&z;(b

Senor Cesar Rodriguez Araujo
Avenida Sanz

Residencias Terepaima, Entrada D
Caracas 1010, D.F.

Venezuela

April 1%, 2014

My Ferdinangd,

I am sorry. I've read your questions about Consuela. It's a difficult topic,
and one I avoided because I struggled with putting it into words. It’s the reason
for such delay in many of my letters. I've drafted dozens of letters in one case,
and multiples in every. I've given long-winded explanations of the situation with
Consuela. Each and every one, I trashed. It hurts me just to write these words.

But I owe it to you, Brother. While Consuela was my childe, I know the two of you
were lovers. She resented me for the Embrace. While I felt we belonged together, you
were the closest surrogate for me that I could find. So I fostered that relationship.

Caridad, our dear sire, told a gang of revolutionaries to hunt down one of their
more "treasonous" members. That gang included Consuela. According to Consuela,
when she confided briefly in me, Caridad’'s language seemed to encourage her to
commit Amaranth upon her former coterie-mate as a show of good will toward the
new regime. However, in the hunt, her coterie fell. She was the only survivor.
She did commit the dread Amaranth against her former mate. When she returned
to report, our dear sire took her into custody, and tried her for breach of
Tradition. During sentencing, Caridad offered Consuela the choice of execution
or of a full Vinculum, and eternal service to the First Estate. You remember
our sire, Brother. You cannot say no to her face. You cannot defy her. Consuela
did not defy her.

Now, Consuela is the single strongest supporter of our sire's rule. She's a
"knight," a warrior for our sire's whims. She's slaughtered no small number of
revolutionaries unwilling to support the new order.

When I was exiled, she commuted my sentence. She escorted me to Caracas
limits. When I parted, I tipped my hat to my daughter. She spat on my boots.
She's completely under Caridad's sway. She's lost to us.

I want out. Please, Brother. I cannot bear this place any longer. You're the
only home I know anymore.
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Mr. Ferdinand Araujo

678 Broadway, Unit C
Brooklyn, New York

11206

United States of America
April 10", 2014

My Brother,

I understand. I hurt for Consuela’s loss.
forever. I will come to you. April 3@t
remove you from Caracas. We will protec

Bgt W€ cannot continue to mourn
my friends and I will arrive to
€ you. We will escort you. We will

give you a new home, away from this pain.

My Brother, I love you. I shall see you soon.
Sincerely,

Z/lo,/éﬂ&no/ /Mz;(&

There’s some bias in here. I guess Ferdinand gets to have bias, right? We abducted him. We
brainwashed him. We legit fucked up. We've got to cop to that. He can never go back home, so we'll
always make a place for him in New York. He's a good guy. He's invaluable. But, he’s ultimately
our victim, and we can’t fordet this, and we have to fight to make sure his voice both exists and is
respected in the future.

Let me finish this story for you. We visited. By visited, I mean we brought eight motherfuckers o
roll on Garacas, and get Cesar Rodriguez Araujo out of that shithole. When we got there, he was dead.
According to the locals, Cesar Rodriguez was wanted for suspicion of treason. One night, he vanished,
never to be seen again. A week after his disappearance, Caridad proclaimed him guilty of evading trial,
and his life forfeft due to his past crimes. Although, the going rumor was that a group of Caridad’s
thugs found him and fucked him up. What's the old saying? “It’s best to not call a blood hunt until after
the target is already dead or in captivity.”

We think we found his ashes. It's hard to confirm a stranger’s remains, even if you have a skilled
Shadow on your posse. But there was enough circumstantial evidence to back it up. We found them
with half the letters you're reading here tonight. Ferdinand gave permission to print the whole lot of
them, to tell their story.

We refused to leave empty handed. I worked with Ferdinand to find Consuela. We cornered her. We
abducted her. We took her home. Now, we're in the process of deprogramming her, and getting rid of
all that poison her grandsire fed her. Are we committing the same atrocity we did with Ferdinand?
Ferdinand doesn’t seem to think so. He says we're liberating her. Of course, we told ourselves we
were liberating Ferdinand. Maybe we did a little too well at agsimilating Ferdinand. Maybe I shouldn’s
assume we great big American imperialists are so good at erasing people. That's infantilizing and kind
of shitty. Maybe Ferdinand came to his own fucking conclusions. And maybe, just maybe, we're in the
right this time.
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EAT THE MEEK,

Inking and shit. We ruined g city! We're

FUGK, FUCK, FUCK! That was depressing. All full of th
fueking awfull God, I need to get over myself.

Do you know how I like to get over myself when talk
that are a million times worse than our incestuous

The tickets were non-refundable. Any time you do something where you know you’re going to
face the sun, the Beast pushes back. If your mortal mothers in danger, if it means going out in
the sun for twenty minutes, you might just go back to bed instead of helping. But non-refundable
international tickets? Those even scare the Beast into compliance. You beat that inner monster
back into the corners of your psyche, you put on the heaviest jacket you can, you pop the collar
and wear a hat, and you get your ass to the airport. The worst part of daytime flights is that
last twenty minutes when you re waiting to board and you have to stand around a bunch of
testy pricks in front of a giant picture window. Every time a kid cries in line, you get down on
metaphorical knees and pray the airline boards them immediately, before your Beast decides to
turn the place into a buffet line.

Fourteen hours, twelve minutes. | wish | could have spent the whole time covered by a blanket.
If | got too comfortable, 'd pass out. Then, I'd look like a corpse in seat 26C. My cure was shitty,
decade-old sitcoms on the in-flight television. Part of me wanted to sleep. Part of me wanted
to die. But | couldn’t do either... | froze watching artistic train wreck after artistic train wreck.
One featured three unemployed twenty-somethings in a million dollar Upper East Side condo. And
me, the immortal monster celebrated by all popular media, 'm flying coach? Next time, Pm Uoicing
someone into first class.

| planned it so I'd land as early in the evening as possible. My point of contact, an Acolyte called
Mahmud, offered to meet me at my hotel. | traveled all the way around the world, and ended up
booking the Holiday Inn. There’s some kind of social commentary here, but | can't pinpoint it.

Mahmud told me the lay of the land. He explained it’d be smart if | just kept to my hotel
whenever possible, since as an outsider without extensive training in local customs, | d have it
rough. | laughed it off. | figured he meant that | m a white girl in a Muslim country. | had to meet
him the next night for the event, for my cult’s winter celebration. | fed well before leaving, so |
could do the entire trip without hunting on unfamiliar soil.

After Mahmud left me, | wandered the hotel. | walked the halls. | listened to some of the people
at the hotel bar, as they went about their business, their flirting, their whatever. | don't know
Arabic, | don't know Urdu, but | know people. | love listening to people when the specifics of the
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language and the words arent there

and how they differ from what |

is a little more pronounced than in . i | can't imagine how
it makes the Neanderthals at that bar feel. It was a real subtle sexy, and if I had to face it head-on, |
Couldn't say no to it. It’s for the best | didn*t: Girl-on-girl is a huge offense. I'd hate for my meal ticket to
get beheaded for thirty steamy seconds.

into nothingness i i cade a second. | put hand to my mouth and watched, frozen
in place. | carried the weight of an overwhelming, primeval fear. The victim crumbled to dust, and the
murderer caught my eyes momentarily before I could run. He snarled, and my Beast cried out for help.
I'ran like | d never run before. The monster chased me, but | was more willing to escape than he was
willing to catch me. I realized it was about

| woke, and shortly thereafter, Mahmud reached me. He apologized. He then told me | couldn t attend
the celebration. He told me | would be best to leave Dubai immediately, and avoid any Kindred contact. |
reed to briefly meet me so he could escort me to Dubai International.

s
Movement ruled by Meritocracy, which essentially looks like anarchism. If You re strong enough to
devour someone s soul, you re entitled to it. If you re weak, the population will intercede. Ishaq is
the closest thing Dubai has to a Prince, and everyone knows he’s a serial diablerist. Nobody stops him
because, surprise surprise, he’ll diablerize you if you try. This has apparently happened numerous times.

Close to the airport, our car crashed suddenly. Out of nowhere, we

though. Except Erica's dirty tricks are New York style. He snarled at
moue in for the kill. | taught him some new English curse words,
brought it down on the fuckers head.

He tossed the car off about three
ahmud, but I did

So with Mahmud's help, with Mahmud's sacrifice, | fled. | Uoiced everyone | could find until | had enough
money to buy an emergency one-way ticket back to New York. | had to stop in London and stay a day. |
didn’t care.

| will never go back to Dubai, If | hear of any Kindred willingly traveling there now that my story is
public, | will suspect theyre going to get away with murder.
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aow WE QE{Pouder

Makes you glad you live in New York now, doesn’t it?

We heard Erica’s story. We heard it well. Our reaction was simple, but thorough: It takes a two-thirds
majority of all our representatives to allow for a Kindred death. With the way our cycling representation
system works, that means no one Kindred should ever be powerful enough to single-handedly choose to end a
Requiem.

Holy fuck. Permissible diablerie? I get that it's shitty to look to other cultures and point and gawk or
whatever. But there’s a line. I think it's right around the point, where you say it’s okay to eat souls. I don’t

think it's controversial to say that's utterly fucked. Can we all just be on the same page here and say that's
not okay? That’s what I thought, glad you all agree.

(Also, don't even dare call me an Islamophobe or whatever. I'm from Lebanon. Born and raised Muslim.
I'm pretty sure soul eating doesn’t come from Muslim culture. I'm pretty sure it comes
motherfuckers, which happen independent of religion.) i

HOUSTON:

THE. AMEXICAN TESUS

from crazy

that’s just what we call them)
lic policy (discussed below), bub
I'm a huge fan

] ’ ir real name,
lagt feature of this 188Ue, citizen Texx (that's 1ob their re
R This influenced some of our pub

overyone. |'m not-a writes. I'm ot an educated person. But

/zfg/yew >)//./ﬁé, and | love my new bome in the Movement- | think
we all have a (ot to leam prom cach /ﬂfAeml Ma/ée you can /eajn ?mn
my ZXPZI/ZV/&Z, | hope you can. lf you can't 1'll é’u o @ a/f/fné_ v
make up por bio time 1've wasted /r&ﬁ/a//)/, | won't because this is a
ppseudonym But- I'll make it up ty you. e

In most &///éé, He Invictus and Lancea of Sanctum aré in éé/,
They form Hhic weird (ittle /:/ﬂ//f/m//m/%/wé bloe., 2/@//?7@ alse
ﬁeé ) bo outside Hat bubble, that nicke. In Houston, if 5 m/ ;
more &mﬂp//mfea/ Han Hat in Houston, the &aﬂ%ang are a Christian
Movement who models their whole fA/’r% aﬂw Chiictian dpetrine.
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This is c//ﬂ/m/f and /M/aezée% But w//g//m'é always that way, jon't it7
el tink. Bogh, woet 5 e asonfl
Apetying relates ty accepling some facts dbout the pospels. Then
bare's some 4&% about Lil ing: f/a/e//é/, and <alvation /Zmu ace.
IFs way a/%emnf Han Lancea of sanctum doetyine, thoagh. T at's
He é/%ééf phurdle. lronically, &Aﬂéﬁan#/ js eééenﬁa/// crctical tr
Lancéa of ¢an&fum @WA/}%,

How did a carthian Movement Mmﬂe@// He &ppﬁéﬁ% direction
ol itz usudl, hardevre secular f%ﬁ? Itz casy t inderstand i you
ook ot the context: The Carthian Movement iz all about exﬁgﬂmem‘/ng»
with human solutions 1o Kindred /amé/emé, In Houston, the human

vpulation i heavily Christian, <p the stock was Hhere ty 44//%/7# He
Kindyed P ulation, And religion, ot its heart is a solution jor some
deep, éunagmenfa/ roblems we all have. Laéf//, itz all about science.
Yindred ‘science’ s a a;/'ﬁ/&u/f &Wzéépf, Lut'in social sciences, all
Hinas need ty be bostod For what amounts 1o m%/’m/ croatures, a

litHe maﬁwa/ fA/né/ng/ s a /%JM/ Hhing o tost

What | Find is the most
Z/« Wfi;/vf bost is, M/Aé;
oo ideolvgical puri
- become eéégﬁa/é /
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M//ﬂ &Wﬂ/&n a/ﬁ&% Tiné.
But ﬂe/m not the same
?A/nﬁ, &wf//?né QIZ aém«f
2sting and 1oyin n
gmen

mﬁan/%/ i abbu
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But- ion't Yat what the Lanced ot Canctum o7 Isn'f Yat what the

Invictus do? ; , e ; )

/ groonall hink | e i o't Think | ' somethin
ﬂefwveme;{f ot las 4A%a/ Gt | Hhink if'5 a go0 Zn
jor Houston ty tyy. Bren if it jails, s somethin
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1 waon't that | rtod hating the vielensei 1T W02 ust that | was
tired of pmfe%/% Heir /z/w@y, | was tired o Jegem/i% ﬂme#/:ﬁ
bt waon't Wﬁzéi% oy me. | saw what the carthians had to ﬁ(éjéi, and |
startod hanging WZ with them. | stusted 4oing by boir 4ot %e#em
in and out 0} L husch. | grew up in @ C sistan family, %0 Holr words
sounded yeat- The Invictus wasn't havin it ’fAe/ Licked me out; an
bhe Lancca ot Ganctum lea eMA//: in the é/é/ oxiled me. | /eﬁ, and camé
lose to Vew ork. | fAm%M '

aoul WE 0BL0oubED d

Thanks to Texx, we'Te oW experimenting with allowing Kindred to be both Carthian and other
things, openly without restrictions. Most cities have (larthians who moonlight. There're always
restrictions, usually relating to highranking positions and protected information access. Bub in New
York, we've said fuck it, if you're Carthian, you're Carthian. Tt doesn’s maxter if you cross-identify. You
should be free to congregate and express yourself as you 866 fit.

Critics say this allows s t0 nave more Carthian votes, and allows us a convenient loophole on our
49% rule. You see, in the census, you count as all your given covenants. 5o, if you're Carthian, Spear,
and Order (hypothetically, pecause I'd love 10 86€ that happen), you count ihree times. So you skew the
percentages. | 8 the criticism. But frankly, I think the penefits outweigh the costs. If you dom’t wanb

people moonlighting, don't let them join your covenant if they're Carthian. No skin off our backs. That
just makes us look more open and accepting.
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I'love you all. See you at Rant. This month, it’s the

&8th at the Double Down on Avenue A. Tt's the one

that still has a Myspace page in 2015. That's our level of tacky. Good night everyone.

FUCK THE REVOLUTION

LoHer from Abvoadl

Hello Fuck The Revolution,

I’'ve been reading your magazine for a very long
time, but this is my first letter. I’'m Dinasaur’s
biggest fan. I am asking for advice. In our city,
we cannot have a Carthian Movement. The Western
covenants are not allowed. We have three families
that rule the city,
because of an outdated agreement. I want to start

and do not allow covenants

a Movement, but, will I have support from other
Carthians? Does the Movement provide any resources
for budding revolutions?

In Tokyo,
hostage. We must work with them, because they know

a human corporation holds Kindred

enough about us to put us all in danger. I wish
to correct this, for the humans’ sake as well as
the Kindred. This will not end pleasantly, but the
three families prohibit any planning against the
corporation. I need to be able to speak freely.

Sincerely, 2;

Tune into 6850 kHz. Usually, it plays jazz.
You can barely hear it in New York. Every
night, one short transmission plays
around midnight. Sometimes it happens a
couple of times. It usually sounds like a
woman talking to an answering machine,
leaving a bullshit “call me” message.
That'’s for us. It generally means nothing.
If she says, “you don't call” during the
message, it’s a false flag. If she says,
“why don't you call,” that's important.

Pay attention to the third and fifth sentenc-
es. She'll mention a street name in each.
That intersection is where the Movement
meets that night in case of emergencies.
If she uses a name in the closing of the
message that means it's a trap, do not go
because she’s been compromised.

You don't need to listen every night. Put
someone on it. Not someone in New York,
preferably. Get an Internet nerd to do that
for you. Tell them it's a Russian conspira-
Cy, and report what they hear every night.
Don’t key them in on the code. Don't tell

anyone you're working with them.

SECRETS OF THE COVENANTS

Dear writer,

Sorry. I don’t read Japanese, so I can’t address
you by name. My person who can ig busy, and I'm
trying to get this issue out the door. I love to hear
from fans outside of New York, and especially
overseas. I'm going to be in touch privately
with some contacts in East Asia. I know g few
Carthians in Seoul and Hong Kong; maybe they
can help you. Kyoto has a, strong Movement, but I
don’t know them. Osaka and Okinawa have some
presence. I also know someone from Utsunomiya,
and Google tells me that's pretty close.

This sounds like an utterly fucked situation.
[ don’t have clear-cut answers for you. But I'm
going to publish your letter, and see if we can’t
get the word out. If anyone wants to connect with
you, I'll drop them your address. Let’s commit to
having a Movement in Tokyo by 8020.

Lots of love, M

New Rack
Check out DUMBO. Until this month, a coven of witches
ran it. You can see their Melpomene graffiti still around the
neighborhood. Anyway, they left. Gone. No trace. Now, it’s all
galleries, tech firms, and no property owner. Read: Easy feeding.
1t’d be political suicide to assign the turfto a Carthian. So let’s

Just leave it free for now. Clean up after yourselves.




, /
— A CARTHIAN LAW PRIMER

Alot of you come from cities without strong Carthian Law. Sorry. Best we can do is educate you on how it works. And
the best we can do there is to give you what we know, which isn’t much.

Sometime in the late eighteenth century, the laws in New York be

our ranks.

But what is it? Is it the will of the people made palpable? Is it a chaotic blood magic like Lancea wizards toss around? We
don’t really know. We know a few things need to be in place for Carthian Law to happen:

First, there needs to be Carthians. You need at least five of them in a domain, or else it just doesn’t happen.

Second, there needs to be recognized rituals in the Movement. This can be as simple as jumping in ceremonies or monthly
raves, but they have to be semi-formally recognized.

Third, you need established Jaws, These can be city laws, or Carthian internal laws. But if it’s Carthian internal laws,
they only apply to Carthians.

For Law to take effect, a few things have to happen:

First, the law has to be challen ily. i Pt you into breaking a law or whatever, but
a Ventrue’s voice is just out of the question entirely. If you're blood bound to someone, they can’t make you break the law.
But you might do it for them without coercion. Mundane coercion seems to work fine; if you threaten a dude into breaking
the law, it counts.

Second, the Law has to be acknowledged publicly. There aren’t hard numbers, but in our experience, it looks like about

80% of the city (or the Movement for Movement-specific laws) has to know about the Law for it to work. They don’t have
to respect the law or agree with the law: they just have to know it’s the law.

off the streets.

That’s pretty much how it works. Most laws are prohibitive; you have to break them for something to happen. But that’s
not always true. It’s worth noting that the law doesn’t (and can’t) discriminate. If you're an asshole Carthian Prince who

says, “It’s illegal for Kindred who aren’t me to kill people,” that’s a discriminatory law, and Carthian Law will smack you
down if you kill someone.

I'll be at the next rave giving a workshop on the law. Remember, ignorance is no excuse.
-Damien
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CIRCLE OF

Dearest Dead /150/(/9 Michael Fallcraft-Minster was in all ways my elder. He was,

' , in all ways that he thought mattered, my superior. He wag
enclosed  is ) EErEACE tall, with broad shoulders, long silken hair, and piercing
with 6//(/&7%‘Mﬁﬁi€r and B blue eyes. He was as good looking as anyone had right to

Heo materiats | showed 2o fim. be apd over the century, gathered enough wealth tp dress
, not just well, but perfectly. He was a perfect vampire too;
/ AO/JG & will AC)//) Prpare his manners were impeccable but strange. People of all
you for his arrival in Dy genders tossed themselves at him, letting him drain them,
—Q . M ” dry emotionally, physically, or financially. He commanded
€qdras, /lord. &n extensive knowledge of Criac and the sacred traditions
that he claimed came from Rome. He had no proof; but
__—————-G-—Ii he said it, so people believed him. Worse, he is my great
- grandsire, and thought that somehow gave him rights to

my blood. My work. My city.
At least, that’s what his letter said . Michaelhad shown me the “

six months before he flew into Honolulu to both congratulate me on my budding
praxis and to tell me that he would be coming to “take over” for me. So nice of him.

What I read between the lines was that he’d overstepped in Berlin for the last time
and sohe had tothrow hig weight around somewhere else for a, while. Fucking perfect.

Michael arrived at a private airstrip in Hawaii three hours after nightfall, later
than projected. Just like him to make me wait around on him in my own damn
city. Compared to my grandsire I am short, thick, and decidedly Hawaiian in skin
tone and upbringing. The black sands are in my blood, and I had all rights to it,
but here was Michael Fallcraft-Minster with a retinue of ghouls and sycophants
getting off a private plane to tell me otherwise. I’d come alone. There Was no reason
to expose my cult to his bullghit before I'd gotten him sorted out.

i

courtesy” of mailing




As he approached, he whipped dark glasses off and smiled at me with all teeth. He tried to
dazzle me with a trick of the Serpents, but it bounced away harmlessly in the night air, the
Mother’s gifts protecting me from his charms.

“That’s how a Lord rolls on his granddaughter? All right then.” I rolled my eyes at him
and stuck my hands in my pockets. “Thig way. I have a car waiting for us. Your people can
manage on their own.”

The retinue huffed, objected, and quietly tried to tell Michael how to handle it. He waved
them off, smiling, always smiling, and followed me.

The car, originally here to pick up a TV exec and diverted by my Command, was an
uncomfortably quiet place as we drove to my hotel overlooking a bluff. The modest place
pulled in tourist cash, but wasn’t what you’d call extravagant. Much of the staff was my
mortal family; the rest of them filled in by the mortals in my cult. All of them were, more
or less, in the know as to who Michael was and what his visit could mean. As a result, they
didn’t hide their dirty looks when I lead the man into the hotel and back to my office.

He kept on smiling.

“You have a problem with authority.” He finally suggested, as we walked into my office.
My desk was a mess with the letters I kept and was currently writing. Files and files full of
Masquerade-breaking correspondences from all over the world, my hub of communication.
A dangerous thing, but wasn’t Criac dangerous? Wasn’t being a vampire dangerous? Wasn'’t
also the full floor to ceiling windows facing east that marked one wall of my office and
overlooked a steep drop to perilous rocks and unforgiving churning water?

“To have a problem with authority, I would have to recognize it exists in the first place.
I don’t.” I folded my arms, leaned on my desk, and watched him pace, touching files and
flipping through papers. We’d fought about my letters in the past. He’d given up on that
battle, apparently.

“T am better than you. In every way.”
I sighed, then looked straight at him and yawned.
He stiffened.

«ppove it.” I motioned to him with a hand. “Because I can prove you're wrong. I have a
. nundred thousand letters here, maybe more or less, that prove I know more about being a
vampire, a witch, and a leader than you ever could. A hundred years. That’s what you’ve got,
more or less; I have the years of a hundred thousand letters and their real experiences. Or

at least their imagined experiences. I have that.”

He scoffed, pacing the floor. “Show me.” He didn’t demand proof. “Show me, I don’t know.
How you will handle attacks on your praxis and your court?”

“Well, I’ll start out by not calling it a court, like we’re Eurotrash wannabes. Beyond that?”
I leaned back on my desk, yanked a letter out, a photocopy of a photocopy, and handed it to
him. “Probably something like this.”

Deadest of the
"Dead, SﬂCRVF VCVAL

Material included,

/,/ So I got your nelever”" letter the other night, posted
e anonymously to me out of embarrassment or cowardices
You referred to me, twenty-eight times, as 2 goat
or & sacrificial sex toy and various other forms of
objectification. You suggested that because I am a man in
the Cirele, I should be used to "abuse.” You also seem to
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imply that I am unfit to rule this city because, and this is inference, I am not
manly enough to be 2 jeader. Apparently, because I may or may nct have removed my
penis as a part of ritusl within the Circle, 1 am no man, and not fit to be Princeo

I am trying to figure out what you use a dead lump of skin for that meakes
you a better leader, but I suppose you mean for this whole line of thinking to
be metaphorical rather then literale So. Let me address the only part of your
l1aughable and poorly spelled screed that seems even worth addressing. Yese Once
s year, a coven of Acolytes kills mee What's more, it's a really rad party and it's
pretty sad that you can't land yourself an invite.

You have caelled me the Saerificial King, and 1 guess I just have to live with
thate Tt's not actually 2 bad thing for someone who died male to submit sometimes.

Every winter, I get dragged out into a £ie1d and murderede I know it's going to
heppen, but the coven does a damn fine job of making sure both the how and why
are a bit of a surprise, and so I tend to spend a month on pins and needles waiting
for it to happen. Since you are clearly tragically cool, let me tell you all about
the party last year. Tt was splendide About a week before, as I was leaving my
haven in the early evening I tripped over a dead sparrow with a long pin through
its body. This is an old signe

"Run,” the sparrow suggests, "run because we've marked you and this is the only
warning you'll get.” I knew pain was coming, and that knowledge £illed me with
anticipatory excitement. The buck feels this as well as the doe when an arrow has
flown, you understand? Probably note So I ran. Not so much in the literal sense,
but in that I began evasion tactics. I make it = challenge most yearse. Thet makes
my witches better at their duties. It makes them stronger when they have to chase
and catch me. We are all better for the strugglee 1 took to my car and headed to
Elysium where I hed an edge. In public, they'd respect my rule; my mistake was
habituale I fed from a favorite vassal, and soon after, the psychotropic kicked
in. A woman in green and blood called to me and led me via a glass shard rainbow
to a field. She sang, wept, and we made love; and when the trip was over, 1 was in
a box underground. My coven has never drugged me before, so that was new!

I stayed under, alone in the dark with my fears for six nights. On the seventh,
I was hungry, angry, frightened, and had an erection that I couldn't account fore
Maybe it was something in the drugse

They unburied the erection first. That bit 111 leave to your imagination.

Then, bit-by=bit, they opened, maybe 1ittle doors in the 1id of my box and wrestled
to catch a hand or a foot and yank it cut to be cut offo Ohe T frenzieds I became &
raging Beast unable to get at my tormentors. I believe I bit of £ someone's fingers
thoughe They kept score, it was a game to see who eould catch and cut off whate
My erection and head were out of bounds, obviously. When the blood ran out and
I fell to the nightmare of Torpor, the Goddess was waiting for me. She is always
waiting for me thereo Afterwards, when I woke after the mortals were gONS, the
party started for real. It was incredible and as always, I was king of ite

It is always brutel and always gory and I think the only reason the whole thing
hasn't driven me crazy yet is that I know some of the women in the coven spend
the three months ahead of time arguing that ‘this year maybe we should akip thats’
It doesn't have to be me, granted, they'd pick someone else if I put my foot down
about it, but they'd £ind someone else and not 2 lot of Kindred can keep their
Beast calm while being murdered, ritually or not.

\
f

a. B
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Since we do it with a full ceremony including human members of the coven, and
they don't know about Kindred, every year we get a few who believe they're party
to murder. That's kind of funny to me. When I turn back up in a few weeks, it's
interesting to see whiceh of the humans are relieved, and which ones are kind of "
disappointed.

I don‘t have a vote whether the ritual takes place at all. That's not an angry
feminisat thing; it's not because I'm a man. Tt's beesuse it's a conflict of interest.
My position as seecular leader of the city, such as it is, is an important line in
the sand. I've found my place in the chaos and learned to enjoy it.

Here's what I hear, from young Carthians who don'‘t get it and old Invietus who
won't think it through. I hear, "You're Just letting a buneh of crazy bitches walk
2ll over you. It's reverse discrimination! How ean you put up with thato"

First, it's g tragic mistake to assume that anything about the Cirele is especially
feminist. Centered on women and progressive or feminist aren't the same thing.
Plenty of covens all over the world £all into the same paternalistic Joseph Campbell
Hero Mother Elder Crone shit. Gender essentialism at its finest. My city isn't
immune to it. T wouldn't get murdered every year if it dida't follow the beats of g
modern interpretation of ancient myths. Male narrative and the stories men write
about the myths men have created greatly influence the Cirele directly, by force,
or in reaction. So, there are a lot of angry, powerful, and dangerous women in one
place who think it's pretty legit to drag me into a field every winter and ritually
disembowel me, or set me on fire, or whatever they‘re inspired to do. Why do I stay?
Why not use my political sway to stop it or leave the covenant and have them all
destroyed for what they've done to me?

Because I don't want to, mostly. Because T don‘'t need to. Because the anger is often
righteous and beautiful and the power is sexy; and while I don't especially deserve
to be dismissed or even occasionally insulted by gender essentialist views, I am
powerful hand-in-hand with the Crone. The Mother goddess touched me early in my
Embrace, and the burning print of her hand on my skin stin bleeds and charges me.

I saw the Dark Mother the night of my Embrace. She spoke to me. She whispered
words I can scarcely understand, but feel to be true. She seeded Criac in my blood
and uplifted me. She has since shown me how to play, dance, through politics because
there is nothing real or permanent, even the kingdoms made by those who think
themselves immortal. We'll all be reaped one night, and the hull will be separated
from the kernel. I think that's g great equalizers

Now, for your charge that someone should rise up and take my position from me because T
am too weak to hold it; let me explain in very simple terms.

My witches are Jealous and dangerous and they know where You sleep. They are
coming. As you are reading this, they are outside your haven. By the time you get
to the door, you will find your body twisting in agony and unable to move. You will
bleed from all parts of your body, yes, including your penise It will take them
nights, maybe weeks, to finish the rituals of torment and suffering they will apply
to your corpse before they finally let You die. Even then, there's some discussion
of keeping your suffering ghost around for a while to hold up as an example for
those who threaten the Circle in my city. I'd try to stop them, and all, but I'm

probably too weak to do anything. Sorry about that.

P
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up at me, dark brow arched, expression nonplussed.

Michael scanned the letter and looked
if you were abogeyman? You don’t even experience

“This is your solution? Frighten them as
Cruac.”
I shrugged.
He scoffed and tossed the photocopy back at me.
powerful coven to nave that kind of power behind you.
by elder witches of considerable strength, especially since you don
yourself. You’re just a child.”

Outside, the wind picked up a
big fat drops and streaked down
to the window. I had flowers growing, a touch wild, out
and red, bounced in the rain as it fell. Brilliant yellow an
to dance in rhythm to the hibiscus, the fronds, the leaves, an
the glass, vulnerable to the elements.

“We should be out in this rain, celebrating,

«1 don’t need to. I study the experience of Craac.”
“«you’d have to have the support of a

You’d have to be trusted and beloved
't have any actual power

nd carried with it rain. Rain splattered against the window in

the glass. The sudden splatter brought both of our attention
side of that window. Hibiscus, large

d orange birds of paradise appeared
d the wild plant life outside of

not in here debating.” 1 muttered, he didn’t

catch it, he’d put his pack to me flipping through a file folder. I pictured him, stripped to
the waist of his fine silk jacket. Hair wild, whipped by the rain. Pale skin lit by sputtering
torches and oil. It would have been hot; I smiled to myself, which is when he glanced back

and peered at me.
“What?” He said.
“Nothing,” I kept smiling though and he shook hish
«What did you mean you studied the experience? That
to be felt to be understood. You can’t learn it from a book.”
«I don’t actually intend on learning it from a book or from feelings. I don’t actually want

to learn it at all.”
He scoffed more.
somehow think you can hol
your lineage, a dozen genera
My grin dropped away and I sighed.
lightning that’s liable to start up any moment now 0O
going to run outside with a metal rod and stick it up a
«1f it didn’t kill you, it would make you stronger.”

«Stronger, but not wiser. Look, there are those of us
and those of us with an understanding of what it does

lines. Those two groups are rarely the same, and Ithink
some wisdom. Some learning. The Mother teaches that we learn from Tribulation. That’s

great. But she doesn’t say that we have to ignore the things that others have learned so we
all keep making the same mistakes, endlessly, over and over. That’s what this is. Saving
those with the willingness to listen and think, a chance to skip some mistakes and find

whole new ways to fuck up our unlives.”
He shook his head. “In order for your litt
to work, you need the backing of such a coven. Do you th
simply obey you and use their hard-won magic for your benefit
I got up from my seat on the desk and crossed the room to get in front of him. “Do you
mean, do I think a punch of old crones from Hawaii would pack someone who looks, talks,
and worships as I do would favor my rule to that of a man who looks, walks, and talks like the
white fuckers who overran their islands and tried to destroy their culture? Yea.Yeal kinda do.”

Michael paused. This had not occurred to him.
“What is this?” He gestured to a stack of paper held together in a lightweight binder.

I followed his gestured, 1ifting it up for him to take. “That’s a sad one. It’s a shame t00; I

ead.
doesn’t make any sense. CrGac needs

«youwre afraid of it. You are afraid of the Dark Mother’s gift and yet
d a city when you cannot even hold the thing that is bound to
tions of the undead and before.”

«1'm not afraid if it, any more than I'm afraid of the
ut there. But that doesn’t mean 1'm
t the sky just for the hell of it.”

with a natural talent for blood magic,
to our bodies, our cities, our family
I have an opportunity here to spread

le trick with the coven murdering your enemies
ink your elders in this city will
977
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“Epilogue,” I told Michael with a certain wry gravitas. “My lovely Mary did, in fact, birth
a horror out into the city of Tampa. A few of them, if you want to count. Witnesses say that
the Cardinal could not have seen it coming if he’d had a witch forecast his future for him.”
I thought that was funny, so I smirked and went on. “The thing that came out of Mary ate
his eyes first, then his soul, then his still twitching, dancing body a chunk at a time. It ate
nine other Spears that night, and no one knows where it went after, or what it was to begin
with. The creation, if you can call it that, murdered Mary of course. But they say something
changed in her in that moment of sacrifice. They say that the sorrowful looks she’d long
carried faded and a light returned to her eyes, and in the moment of her Final Death, as
she fell into dust, she wasn’t empty any more. So. I guess it’s sort of a nice story, huh?”

Michael pursed his lips. “Her name was Mary?”

«0f course not, I make names up all the time if they make the story better. Try to keep
up, will you?”

“So you’re making it all up?”

“Not really.” He’d gone to sit while finishing the binder, which I collected and returned
to its spot. The storm picked up while he read, and plants whipped against the window as
if they were trying to get in. I watched them, considering, and now that he was finished,
my attention only half returned to him. “Everyone makes up stories. The thing is most of
those stories are more true than false. Even the myths we create about ourselves, about
the neighboring culture, about witches and about priests, they’re all built on something.
Often something wholly misguided, but the signs of the truth are there.”

He muttered the word «faggcinating” but tried to keep it t0 himself. I heard, more attentive
to him than he was to me.

“To your right, that there? The email printed out that says “Daisy” on top. Go ahead. It’s
short. You won't believe a word of it, which is how you can tell it’s the truth.”

He arched his brow at me, smirking, and reached over to pick up the email.

_DATSY

Beatitud Corpze,
/’/ore about D&Sz/. g

Return-Path: <gary@hotmail.COM>
X-SpamCatcher-Score: 1 [X] ﬁ/éﬁééd
Received: from [136.555.55.555] (honolulutourism.gov) ‘///0/15
by smtp.honolulutourism.gov
with ESMTP-TLS id 61258719; Mon, 23 Aug 2004 11:40:10 -0400
Message-ID: <4129F3CA.2020509@honolulutourism.gov>

From: gary <gary@hotmail.com>

User-Agent: iphone (IOS; U 5.1; en-US; rv:1.0.1) Gecko/20020823 Safari/7.0
X-Accept-Language: en-us, en

MIME-Version: 1.0

To: Mona

Subject: Daisy
Content-Type: text/plain; charset=us-ascii; format=flowed
Content-Transfer-Encoding: 7bit

Daisy’s in labor. That probably seems like a bad time to send you an email, but it isn’t like in the movies.




She says everything “feels normal” and it’s okay that it’s taking hours and hours. She says labor is like that with
kine anyway. So who knows? Maybe she’s right. The whole pregnancy has been too long too, she says.

Fuck if I know. This whole thing is so fucked.

I know that the hierophant sent you word about it all, but I'm not sure what he told you. He probably made it
seem like it was our fault. Hell, maybe it is, but how could we have known? How could anyone have known? And
if anyone had known, they sure as fuck didn’t ever tell us about it.

Anyway, about a year ago we were at a ritual celebration. No big deal. Daisy was doing some solo ritual to
demonstrate a technique she was developing. Her Crdac has always been a little different. A little weird. That’s
one of the things that attracts people to her. Even among the Acolytes, she’s a little bit weird and the strangeness
just pulls you in. She’s so low key about it. Like the early flower children and their weird spirituality. She acts like
the weird shit she says is totally mundane, no big deal, no airs put on. She’ll just say, “You've got blood on your
feet, not your hands; think about jt.” You think about it and damn, she’s right and you don’t know where she even
came up with it.

So she’s doing this thing were she’s pulling strands of energy from the world around her. They're slithering up
along her legs and settling on her hands and along her body and connecting her to everything around her. The
energy turns black, and red, and green, and it's as grotesque as it is beautiful and I realize I've got a fucking
hard-on. Like, I can’t remember the last time I had a real, legit, hard-on. It didn’t make me feel powerful though.
I remember a time it would have been like a weapon in my hand, ready to go, you know? Now it makes me all™
needy and aching like I'm totally incomplete. So she seems to know everyone around her is ready to go. And not
in a typical vampire orgy kind of way. I can’t even feel my fangs, but my dick is like a rock.

Naturally, people start fucking.

She and me, we haven’t talked much, I'm not all that outgoing, but she picks me out of the crowd and there’s
just no way I'm not going for it. I don’t blame her. I would never blame her. I'm not sure if any of it was in her
control either, as out of control as I felt.

s Tfﬁnw_edidﬁ’t‘see—each—oﬂﬂrfw'mcnthmas—avofding her, to be honest. Because the whole thing-was fueking——
weird and I'm kind of afraid of another hard-on. Look, it was complicated, okay? Don't judge.

But then I see her at a real casual gathering, and she’s fat. Well. Not fat. But you know. She’s put on twenty
pounds and pretty much all of the weight is in her stomach. Heavy. I didn't exactly break out into a sweat, but I
wish I could have.

*I didn’t want to bother you with it.” She told me when I cornered her to ask her what was going on. Her voice
was so small and so scared. I did not get a hard-on as I had feared.

“Shit, Daisy. You didn’t have to do all this alone. You don’t have to do this alone.” I told her. I don’t think she
really believed me then, or now, it still seems like it’s something that’s happening to her and only happening near
me, if that makes any sense. I want to be more a part of it, to help, but the whole thing is so crazy I don’t even
know where to start.

We spent time talking about what it could be. I poked around and bothered my contacts in the region, but no
one had ever heard of anything like this happening. Once the baby started moving, when we started feeling kicks,
we couldn’t deny it anymore. You could get the pulse and everything. What Daisy had inside of her was alive and
thriving. Life will out, I guess.

She told me it was hard; she cried all the time at the drop of a hat. She was afraid most of the time, especiatly——
when the Spear and some of the eldest Crones started talking about her in public whispers. We're sure they’re
going to try to kill us, or at least Daisy and the baby. I'll die before I let that happen, though. At this point, that’s
pretty much all I can do. Die for them. That’s life too, though, isn’t it?

Sorry, I. Okay. I had to stop writing because she called out for me. That’s the first time she’s called for me to
help her. I. Shit. She had it. Well, she had her, I guess. The baby. It was bloody and kinda gross, but a baby got
born tonight. I... Daisy had a baby. She’s not doing well, Daisy I mean. She’ll pull through but there’s a change in
her I don't have the words to describe.

The baby, though, she’s fucking beautiful. You've never seen a baby so beautiful. She’s got Daisy’s eyes, and
my nose, and I'm pretty sure some mind control.

More later.
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As he read about Daisy, the email held in one hand, Michael stood, slid his coat off,
tossed it aside on a side table, and kept reading. He finished reading and pulled the knot
from his tie. Then he looked at me, gilent for a while. “You mean to tell me you think this
is true? You think this is all true?”

I sighed, watching the spot of his throat where his tie had been tied. “I have
communication from the hierophant of San Diego that matches up, more or less, with the
story there. Il mean, it’s drier and more filled with panic. I guess it’s only a little while
pefore the whole thing ends in bloodshed. Even we’'re not immune to destroying what we
don’t understand.”

Michael scowled and ran fingers through his hair.

“Why is the hierophant of San Diego contacting you at 2112 All of these letters and notes.
They’re so, so intimate. I don’t understand why so many Kindred are willing to risk
everything to tell you their stories?”

I looked at him plainly. “Because I listen.”

He started to pace, speaking with his hands in the air, gesturing. “You listen. You
listen. But there has to be more to it than that. This is, this is some ritual, it must be.
You've used some lost Criac to get all of them to trust you and send you their souls on a
sheet of paper.”

“«That’d be a neat trick.” I grinned at him, full of teeth. He was watching me, now, for
the first time since he’d landed. My grandsire was actually looking at me and listening to
my words. All of them. “I,ook, I know. Okay? I know it seems wild, but these people aren’t
selling me their souls or anything that dramatic. You don’t have to buy souls, Michael.
People will give them to you if you let them.”

“Madness. All of this.” He gestured around again.

“Maybe. Maybe not. The point is, it is what it is, and I'm at the center of it. I talked to
Kindred as they came through my ports and my airspace. Layovers and the occasional trip
along the Pacific. I've visited Acolytes all along the West Coast, parts of China, and even
visited our weird quasi-sisters in Tokyo. It’s the same everywhere. We're all practicing
in shadows and holding on to stories so painful that we ache, we suffer, and because we
don’t share what we know, no one actually learns anything from that suffering. So when I
listen, when I’'m willing to absorb every story without judgment, and maybe even with an
offer of aid, I get all the good will I can handle. Maybe more. I can’t answer all of these. At
best, I try to forward messages to those who can help, when I can make those connections.
The workload gets bigger, exponentially. Like kudzu. It’s growing wild. Maybe that is
magic. Maybe it’s something in the blood, some universal thing in all of ours blood, maybe
that’s the Danse, when you get right down to it. Lonely strangers living lost in a world we
only pretend to control, desperate for the intimacy of... of a letter, or a confession, or last
words before facing Final Death.”

He’d gone still while I spoke, dropping his hands to his side. “You’re preaching. Not
even. You're testifying.” He grinned at me, all teeth.

I wondered what his lips looked like, covered in blood. “Maybe I am.” I looked away,
made myself look away, and watch the hibiscus slam itself into my window.

“And you believe all of this is the truth? Order out of chaos. Singing and holding hands
and telling each other our darkest secrets. That’s the way of the future? That’s what you're
really going to use to manage this nightmare to the Masquerade and your praxis?”

Ilaughed once. “I'm goingto do what I can with the hand I'm dealt. But don’t think I'm
looking to control anything. You can’t control anything. The harder you try, the quicker it
all slips away. Sand in the fist.”

He nodded, sitting. “And the truth?”

«0our blessed covenant has always had a complicated relationship with the truth,
though, hasn’t it? I'm not going to change that, and I wouldn’t want to even if I could.” N
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“Explain,” he said, folding his hands in his lap,
though even as he did so, his eyes scanned my letters.

2/(?0‘5‘.56 ,Deag/q He wanted more to read, and I couldn’t even blame him
/ tried ¢ il
AV aaad «Here. Let the Roman explain.” I passed him a letter
his  scent  in the from one of my oldest friends, a man I could remember
the taste of, and found myself licking my lips thinking of
aper the Roman.

~Mora
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“I know this letterhead,”
from...”
Iheld up my hand. “Don’t say his name. You know he prefers us not.”

“Sweet Mother of the Night.” He chuckled, shook his head, and smiled, considering the

page. “I admit I know him. I remember his ritual practices. Quite well.” He smiled, fond,
filthy memories fluttering across his mind’s eye.

I swallowed and felt flush, but did not blush. “It’s, I uh. He’s.”

Michael laughed, standing, and handed me the letter. “This is..
suppose after a fashion what you’

Michael said thoughtfully. Then his eyes went wide. “Is this

. charming. All of this. I
re doing has its place. But you can’

with this. You’ll have my protection and my support.”

I set my jaw, violence flashed through my veins and I imagined if I let it, the Beast could
lash out, and I'd catch my grandsire completely off guard.

But then, I might destroy the work in the process.

“It’s out of my hands, Michael. The Kindred of Honolulu would never accept you. There
are oathsin the soil here. Magicbound into the trees and the mortals. Any blood you drank
would turn on you. The leaves would be like razors. The rain would burn you like lava.”

“You’re bluffing.” He put hands on his hips, studying my face closely.

“You’d never know if I was until it was too late. The ghosts of the island would reject you.
The gods would reject you. Even if I wanted to hand things over to you — and I don’t — I
would be murdering you by way of history, magic, and ghosts as surely as fire.”

He didn’t respond immediately, still studying my expression for any chance, any sign <
that I was bluffing. He saw none, and then tossed a hand up. “Madness. There’s something
wrong with you. You talk about history but clearly have no understanding of the history I
carry with me. Decades upon decades make my leadership the only rational choice. If there
is a curse on this island, then my talents with Cruac will be invaluable in breaking it.”

CIRCLE 0F THE CRoyE 59




(-

b !
o

«Not a curse, Michael. It’s a promise the Kindred of the island made to t:,he god‘s and tpe
dead to appease them. We will not give over our land to alien blood. The island itself will
revolt against you.”

He convinced himself he wasn’t convinced, and paced from th.e desk to a'bookshelf and
back. Outside, the rain slowed, the plants stopped banging against the window, and the
patter of the rain became a quiet lullaby. White noise that soothed both of us, though he
would not have admitted it if pressed. ' :

“you have experience with ghosts and appeasing them? That’s a thlr}g yop can handle?
It’s a tricky thing.” Michael asked, finally, running a hand through his hair.

«Not directly, no, but one I do correspond with an expert.”

«What do you mean by expert?” '
I went to a filing cabinet, fingered through some files, and thep finally ’pullejd. one ou:,;
handingittohim.He opened it, and then looked at me. «you're serious? She’s writing your

«“you've got the paper in front of you.” .

“Not just writing you,” he said, gshaking his head. “She’s prac:,’tically reporting to you. Do
you really understand who this woman is? What this means? .

I shrugged, dropping into the seat where he’d been reading. “It means what it means. It
means that I know people and she needs to know what I know as much as I want to know
what she knows.”

He shook his head. «you're blackmailing her, in other words.”

I nodded. ‘ :
“Dangerous game.” He flipped through, then stopped to read the report, pacingas he read.

Dust /%o%e@
MASWRVYHH (Ihat | showed

bim next. Be caretudl
with 2.
~Mona

In regard to the events surrounding Nasiriyah:

As of summer of last year, | was called upon to visit Nasiriyah to consult with Acolytes
of that city, as it was relevant to my special talents. | had been residing in nearby Kut for
many years, and my reputation eventually traveled the region. As an anthropologist and
medium, it seemed logical that when the disturbances to the Kindred of Nasiriyah began,
in the way that they began, it was logical | should be the one brought in.

After an exchange of favors with the matron of the cult there, | traveled by car to the
outskirts of the city proper. Traditionally, this space had recognition as being built on the
ruins of Ur, and the local Society fancied that there was some importance and significance
in holding society parties there. As a result, this grouping of ruins had been preserved for
the better part of a century from mortal archeology or looting. At least, in that way, they
preserved this important space.

My guide explained that for the last century, Society meetings had been matter of course
here, and since the city’s power structure was old and powerful, things ran as mundanely
as possible for gatherings of the Dead. Mother, forgive us. It was in this static state that
many of my sisters chaffed and rumbled, while those Spear, (Islamic, | make note for you,
cousin,) had been forced to appear mostly secular in reference to mortal politics. These
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conflicts are as old as civilization itself, though, and so | won’t bore you with the political
mood.

The point is that in these weather-beaten ruins, | felt a strong presence immediately.
My guide and sister, a woman named Miriam, said that sometimes the sands bled, and
howling accusations would come dancing along the desert winds. Once, she said, several
members of society saw a false sun, and they fled to underground parts of the ruins, nearly
causing a collapse in their hurry.

I began my ritual in the sand, the glistening grains reflected dancing candlelight and |
felt this was a good place for magic. At first, | feared that | was summoning a god; that it
was a god tormenting the society here. If so, it was a new one, a small one, as it had only
started in the few months previous.

What arrived as | called out in the oldest words | knew was not a god, not exactly.

“Why do you call me?” He was made of shifting sands and the tears we all weep when
we realize the passage of time is resolute and unconcerned with our existence. His shape
suggested he was once tall, his shoulders broad, and he spoke Sumerian. Such a beautiful
cadence. | had once before heard it from a native speaker, and so, this sounded very correct.

«you're the dead.” | expected a god, and so | blurted out my surprise to find a ghost
instead.

“And so are you, what of it?”

My companions, my guide, all retreated in fear.

“]... nothing. Forgive me. | was not expecting a ghost, and certainly not one of your
apparent age.”

He made a gesture | did not know, and paced. “l am as old as the sands you stand on. If
| am a ghost, | am the ghost of a ghost of a ghost. The memory of the dead remembered
by ghosts. By now, | can remember only that my name had once been Ane Pada.”

No one else in the area seemed to note the significance. Sometimes ghosts forgot
themselves and clung to whatever bits of their life they could remember, so | did not take
his name to be completely certain. Out of respect, though, | would call him by the name
he gave me.

“I’'m honored to meet you. My name is Allyah, and | have called you here by magic. | will
not keep you long, but in the time | have you here, | demand honesty from you.”

“| have no need of lies.” He said, and | would have believed him even if my magic did not
reinforce my command. He sounded sure in the way gods do, not ghosts.

“Why do you torment the society of the dead that gather here? You have been here
forever, as far as it matters, and have not always frightened them with the things that their
hearts fear. Why now?”

He made a gesture and a snort and folded what may have been his arms, though his
shape was not as clearly defined as to be sure.

«| show them what is in their hearts, it isn’t my fault they are afraid of themselves.”

| hesitated, glancing to Miriam. She shook her head and looked at her feet, as if ashamed.

“You will do as you will do, but why do that at all? Why are these dead of interest to you?”

A wind broke across the sands and kicked it up everywhere. My candles blew out,
suffocated. If | breathed, | might have choked on the sudden sandstorm.

«Because | love her!” He howled through the sand. “Because | love her, and want her, and
I do not know why! | cannot stop thinking about her! | have not thought about anything in
two hundred years or more, and yet, | cannot stop now!” The apparition, the ancient ghost
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Yours forever, Allyah.

‘I had no idea that your reach was so extensive.”

Michael shook his head. “And how
much of the rest of thig is by blackmail?”

“Less than you would think, more than I would hope. Look, I know
to settle. Harrod contacted me just aftep you left and....”

“Enough. Don’t listen to gossip.” If he’d seemed im
replaced it. The elder Lord paced my office, flipping th
He was stalling. He was planning. He wa

“What do you know about god-eaterg?”
of drama, the storm outside swelled ag
warnings sent to every phone on the islg

interconnected, ifyou knew how to recei
before it went bad.

pbressed, it had faded now, and anger
rough pages and turning over binders.
S regrouping. I wasn'’t going to give him the time.
I asked, and perhaps because nature has a sense
ain. My smart phone buzzed to life, hurricane
nd and broadcast over the radio. The island was
ve the messages, you could know about, anything

Michael glanced at the window, then my phone, and then me.
them?” He scoffed, to make

“Iknow what I've been tol

“What do you know about
light and dismiss, but it didn’t ring true.

d, which is more than most people.” Outside, some of my more

pull down the meta] storm
me to shut out the coming
ed the sounds of rain for a

, but not long after, the sound changed to branches banging against the shutters. It

wasn’t steady, and enough to put anyone on edge.
“We’ll need to move.” I said, picking up a single file box.

“Where?” Michael asked, reaching to take the box from me. I let him. “The hotel has
storage under this floor; it’s dug into the mountain. We’ll be safer untilthis all blows over.”

He didn’t argue; the thumping against the metal shutters, the creaking of the walls wag
all familiar to me. To him, it was all new

storage area, and Michael scowled.

“Get over yourself.” I told him, terse, and leant a hand to g
as she went anxiously into the trapdoor.
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It was spacious enough, once they got inside, with hurricane lanterns and cots spread
out. I'd seen to the various special needs som.e time ago, and lead Michael past the kine to
a locked door. I opened the door, glanced at the others, and went inside. Michael followed,
carrying my box. When the door shut behind us, it was with a solid metal finality.

“Who are all those people?” He gestured to the door, and I watched him. He didn’t make
the connection and I wanted to strangle him, just a little, for being so out of touch. My
Beast reminded me again maybe he wouldn’t even see it coming.

Maybe he would.

“«Kin. They’re cousins and a nephew
connected on this island.”

“Your cult, you mean,” he watched me, brow arched. A

“You think it’s that plack and white, do you? Don’t you tend to your grove, Michael? Don’t

you have blood out there, somewhere?”
He snorted. “I have all the plood I need right here.

his teeth once more.

«Plenty of us tend to a garden, what about t

He looked at me, the smiled dropped away.
of fear, or disdain, or maybe it was the same in this case.

«Only what she told me.” I handed him a letter of yours, the important one. I thought he’d
get a kick out of it, or run screaming into the night. He stayed planted on the spot and read.

of sorts, a few in-laws. That sort of thing. We’re all

» He tapped his chest and showed me

he Dust Mother?”
“What do you know about her?” with a touch
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Mae is helping me feed the garden. 9 do this with many of my greatest grandchildren. Dementia, yow
know, ib ruwns i iy family bines, and so when one of my greatest Wwahouim tunns up unable o care fon
themsolves, 9 taks them in and bring them heve. They spend their remaining years safie and sound here,
erjoying the garden.” 9 beamed. He didn't seem soothed.

Ve sat in an oldrneclinen, thouah most of the surface had o coveri of slimy moss that helped prevent
bedsores. Shenestedlimp mgwamﬁh chair, breathing slowly, wna@&h%@ow, Cikeshewenesleeping. ?fjm%
ground, vines, grapes inthis case, grew up info sueel old Mae and pushed under her skin. 9 think he could
defect that they tuitehed o bittle under bren skin when she breathed in, pulsing intime with her heartbeat.

“She’s, not, in awhy pain. Mind. The d@@Muﬁ& live 066 06 her blood, of course, but J'w&ﬁ like when you bite some
Fuﬁ% Cittle boy or girk, shes in o constant state of bliss. Many of the plants release something, mmm,
paychotropic too. Soyow know she’s having some AMAZING visions hight now.”

Mae, b that point, turned and Cooked, at Tukip and smiled ot him, mouthing pleased to meet you.

He shnicked and jerked back from old Gran me.
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this, o gomﬂwm prace and comfort and o use. As 9 said, s o blessing.

“Youne o monster!” Me told me again. “9 have to gef oul of here.”

“Do yow know what youh Prince does with Kindred he can't kil but doesn' € want anound Mug%o}w? The ones
who ahe too monstrous to exist among yow? Risks to the Ma,&%w@h,m@a and the like?”

He shook i head sbonly.

“Well. Theres one (wﬂumz you.” 9 gestured to o cherny bree that grew, sunted by the short ceiling. Inside,
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el said, distantly.

of the garden, I have never peen there myself.” Micha
g him.

«I have only heard ‘ :
n the fruits of her gardening techniques?” I asked him, watchin

«But you have eate

«0f course. We all have.” : :

I nodded, and he went quiet for a while, perhaps the weight of age and the potent'lalho 2
garden as his final resting place dragged his heart into his gub. ’Ehex} I}e shoo;;bmsk (3::)”
and gestured around the room with the hand not carrying my box. “This is an ol “un er?

«The War was hard on the island. I know people who were...” I shook her head. A.ny;vva,{i
this place was foreclosed on a while ago; I snapped it right up when I heard about 1t. We

be safe here while it storms.”
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BREAD

From the notes of the Voivode’s Scribe, September

On this night, the twins Jerome and Jewel were brought
before the Hierophant on charges of threatening the
Masquerade and the as-till-now-untried crimes of stealing
Crtiac and worshiping alien gods. While these crimes were
outlined in the papers of assertion written so many years ago,
the Academy was shocked to hear them brought up.

THE VOIVODE, GREAT GENIUS

Since this city’s founding, we have existed in a careful
balance between our need to experiment and our need to
respect the energies that make this location so ideal for our
research. This place, all of this place, is a part of the greatest
Grand Experiment I have yet to hear about, and the Acolytes
of the Circle of the Crone have had a welcome place in
this delicate balance. The rules were clear and simple. The
worshipers of gods were welcome to practice their dark arts,
feed freely and happily, and be safe inside Dragon protection
so long as they worshipped only the gods that belong to this
place. What you children have done could destroy all of us.
All of us. And worse still, this great and Grand experiment.

As always, our great Genius looked fantastic, walking the
floor of the Academy’s lecture hall, his arms held wide as he
spoke both to those gathered and to the children where they
sat. He is as charming as he is brilliant; make no mistake.

Jerome and Jewel sit stiffly, looking at the Sloor, showing not the
wisdom to watch the Genius as he speaks in order to glean whar
lessons they can from his words, Jewel is in her mid-twenties, with
deep skin and honey-brown eyes. Her nose is aquiline, and her whole
face is beautiful despite the ignorance and commonness of her dyess
and manner of speaking. Her brother, twin brother, is similarly
handsome but common. Tragically common. None of us seems
especially forgiving of their history, being from the streets and all If

1 dare to read the mood of the Academy, it is one of quiet disdain.
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THE VOIVODE
Can you explain your actions then? In the hopes we might
learn something from your crimes?
JEWEL
Learn something?
She speaks up first.
You couldn’t learn anything real if I scuffed the truth right
straight up your...
JEROME (INTERRUPTING.)
You won't listen. You won’t hear. So there’s no reason for
us to say shit.
Many in the Academy grumble, and the Voivode silences them
with an offhand wave.
THE VOIVODE
Learning is what we do, though I cannot imagine your sire
would have bothered to teach you that either. [ forgive your

ignorance of the Order, but ignorance of the law cannot be
so lightly forgiven.

JEWEL *

Standing up, folding her arms.

You learn from books and labs and, what, fucking
discussion groups? Not one of you lives in the real fucking
world. You been out there lately? Reality isn’t an experiment,
it’s full of real people living, dying, fucking, and suffering
every day.

JEROME

Stays sitting, looking ar the Sfloor, but could Jinish his sisters
thoughts in his own words with no cues between the two. They
Just know.
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You're talking about laws and Grand Experiments. The laws
are inaccessible to people like us. The Experiment is, what,
pretty fucking unethical since none of us signed up for it.

Again, the Academy objected, and again, our great Genius
silenced them with a benevolent smile.

THE VOIVODE

I hear what you're saying.
He responded, naturally, to Jewel standing by moving to retake
his seat and gestured to her.
I'm listening, but I have questions. Maybe you can teach me...
JEWEL
sneering
It isn’t my job to teach the ignorant.
THE ACADEMY
Now see here!
Some shouts from the Academy, and. the Voivodes look alone
silenced them.
THE VOIVODE

Itisn’t. No. However, that's where we are. I have the power
and authority to have you killed. You've disrupted my social
order in a way that has sent everyone’s head spinning, You
may die anyway, itis in fact, likely, but right now, all eyes are
on you. We're all listening. You can leave a mark here, and
maybe there’s still room to come to an understanding here
that can result in something short of execution.

Jewel remains unimpressed, Jerome stands up as well, his posture
slack and loose. As tall as he is, he slouches, though I think this
posture was 4 defense mechanism, so that he might appear less
dangerous. Or else, he had halfway given up.

JEROME

Ask questions. We'll give you the answers we got.

At this point, our most brilliant and gracious teacher nodded
and folds his hands in his lap.

THE VOIVODE

Well then. Where should we start? I suppose the most
important question is this; do you understand what you're
charged with?

JEWEL

Figuring your shit out better than you could.

At the risk of editorializing, she wasn’t specifically wrong. Those
members of the recognized cult of Maulin Mae who had been
invited to represent the Acolytes share furtive glances. At least on
some level, they understand her to be correct.

JEROME

More than that, I guess, we weren’t supposed to find out
about vampires, but we did, and you all are pissed about it.
THE VOIVODE NODS.
Hm. Tell me then, how did you come to know about us?
What about the other charges? One of the established Acolytes demands,
standing, and her sallow cheeks flush with blood and embarrassment.
THE VOIVODE'S HONORABLE
SWORN OF THE AXE

Once more and the most recognized and wise cule will be
excused from these proceedings.

SECRECTS 0F THE COVENANTS

The Axes warning pins the Acolyte to her seat.
THE VOIVODE
We'll get to that. One thing at a time. Jerome, Jewel,
please, proceed.
The twins exchanged a look and shared a sigh.
JEROME
We found you all because we had to find something...
JEWEL
.shit is all fucked up if you're poor. That’s all. Mom’s
husband was a fuck and he hurt —
Jerome looks at her and shakes his head.
JEWEL

Well, he hurt us. But it wasn’t any different for any other
kids in our neighborhood. You were kinda lucky if you were
only getting beaten on. You know? And that was just the
parents or the people fucking your parent. You got shit from
school, and the gangs, and the child-touchers, and worst of
all the cops if you was tall and tough like Jerome.

JEROME
Systematic violence. Horizontal violence. All that shit.
Point is, we had to get out. We had to go somewhere else.
At that point, began the twins telling their story.
JEWEL

You all don’t do that great a job of hiding. We weren’t
exactly looking, but sooner or later if you're really looking
for marks or whatever, youre gonna notice real shady types
feeding and partying. That's what it started out as. We met
some guy who was creeping on me. Jerome said there was
something wrong with him, so we watched him.

JEROME

If you can’t play some kinda ball, the only way out is to
run games. That's what we heard growing up. I know you
all think you all invented the game, hell, maybe you did, but
that doesn’t mean we don’t know, you know?

Jerome has a sort of shrug in the way he speaks, his posture. 1
think for the first time, he glanced up to meet the Voivodes eyes as
he asks his question.

His Genius nods. By now, the ruffled feathers in the Academy
seemed to have soothed and a tense attentive observation falls on
the twins. The cult leaned in among themselves; we do not keep
the Acolytes around because they are models of civility.

JEROME GOES ON.

Like she said, we watched him for a while. He left a trail
of strung-out females and junkie boys behind him like
breadcrumbs, you know? I guess he died and that’s why he’s
not on trial now, huh?

Again, the Genius nodded.

JEWEL

The shit they were up to was crazy. Him and them others.

Jewel said pointing to the cult.

They meet up in warehouse and in city parks, get naked,
and scream. There was blood fucking everywhere.
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THE VOIVODE
And that didn’t drive you off?
JEROME
We seen worse.
JEWEL

Crazy people cutting themselves and bleeding all over
ain’t that much of a shock when you've seen children gunned
down in the streets.

The Voivod gestures Jor them to go on.

JEWEL

They talked a lot of bullshit, you know? Goddess this,
goddess that. They’re all talking about tribulation and
suffering being a teacher, and I could tell you these white bit...

JEROME

...These Crones or whatever.
Jewel licked her lips and then restarss.

I'seen the sorts of people who make suffering for themselves
because they was bored. They didn’t have trouble in their
lives so they made up all kind of drama. That's what these
girls looked like to me.

JEROME

Since we knew where they hung out, what they did, we
spent the next couple of weeks watching and trying to figure
out what we was going to do with what we figured out. We
started noticing they could do things. Like magic and shit.
"They could change people’s minds, so the blood drinking
wasn't just some crazy kinky stuff. These people or whatever
really were what they thought they was.

JEWEL

And we figured if they could do it, so could we.

Jewel folds her arms and sticks out her chin, a defiant posture
directed at all of us. All of us anywhere who thought we were
somehow better than this woman and her twin,

JEROME

Anyway, we took a few more weeks creeping on them and
figuring out what they was and how they got that way. They
was real open, you know? Proclaiming all kinds of shit. Even
saw their goddess, you know? I still figure it’s just some kind
of crazy ghost, but you all say it isn’t, so.

He uses 50’ as a sentence ender, a rhetorical question.

JEWEL

You all aren’t subtle.

BEATRICE, ELDEST OF THE ACOLYTES AND
CRONE.

How dare they try to slander the dead! I cannot sit silently
by while these abominations in the face of the gods say such
lies!

The eldest of the Crones speaks, rising slowly to her feet. Her
Joints crack as if each joint might break under the strain of moving.

We shall not be lied about by those who murdered our
sisters!

THE VOIVODE

And brothers.

The Genius is wry, then gestured to the Axe. The Axe moves from
his stationary position by our great educator’ side and speaks in
whispers to elder. A moment later, with her grabbed by the forearm,
they two leave the lecture hall,

JEROME

We didn’t kill nobody. I told you this already. What they
was doing is what killed them.

JEWEL

We took advantage of the situation, no mistake, but we
already been in Hell, so.

Jewel added, and they both nod, solemn.
THE VOIVODE
As best you can tell, what were they doing?

The twins exchanged a long, heavy look and Jewel turned away
Jrom ber brother.

JEROME

They were eating a god. Or trying to.

The present Choristers erupt into shouting protests. The Academy,
by and large, also gets to their feet, trying to shout the honorable
cult down. It became chaos Jor a minute and I watch as the twins
moved closer to each other, back to back, as if they expect attacks
Jfrom all sides. They are wise to suspect it. :

THE VOIVODE, SHOUTING.

Enough! We have heard the accusations laid out by the
Circle and their allies in the Academy. What I want right
now is to hear what these children have to say.

His great Genius booms as he speaks, and the Axe and his men
moved in to finish silencing the cult.

JEWEL

If we was lying, you’d know. You know you'd know. They
just don’t want us to give up their game!

Jewel shouts, pointing an accusatory finger in the direction of
the cult.

We know all about the Dark Mother. Shit. Makes me
sound crazy. But She was there with us that night. How else
can you explain any of it?

The Axe and his men stop the cult from responding.

JEROME BREATHES IN AND OUT AND RUBS
HIS FACE WITH ONE HAND.

Let me try, okay? To make it clear what happened, step
by step?

The deal used to be that the Acolytes could run free and clear
in this city so long as they kept all these gods, spirits, or whatever
happy with worship or whatever the fuck it is that gods want.
[ guess after a while your cult here got sick of all the work and
tried to find another way to handle things. They developed some
ritual that allowed them to destroy one of these god-things and
cat it. I guess they kept it secret or else maybe the other gods
didn’t know how to directly explain it to the big man here.

Jerome nods to our great Genius.

But I guess you all notice some shit was fucked and started
asking questions and the cult here got real nervous. So this
leech guy that we’d been following was trying to break off
from the main cult and ramp up the god-cating.

SIS
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JEWEL

He was fucking crazy. Screaming about consuming
everything like a black hole. Said if he ate enough, he’d be
a greater god himself, and could wipe out the Order ,and
everyone else in the city who threatened him. Said he was
going to eat the Dark Mother some night too. That’s when
everything went fucking sideways.

JEROME

Right. It was in the middle of a ceremony, they’d broughta
god in with magic, and they were celebrating the shit they was
about to do like some arrogant thugs. Then ‘Player’ announces
he’s going to be the greatest god and declares he’s going to
consume everything, even the Dark Mother. Jewel starts
twitching. See, we'd broken in that night to steal some shit
and figure out what to do next when they came parading in
for their ceremony. Our way out was blocked, but they didn’t
seem to realize we was there. I guess they couldn’t smell our
blood or whatever since the whole place smelled like rot and ass.

JEWEL
I’m still not really sure what happened, but the thing on
the table, the god or whatever, it started screaming and it
sounded like children screaming and I guess I lost my mind
for a minute.
Jerome reaches over and takes his sister’s hand.

She started shouting in a language we don’t know and
rushed into the middle of their fucked-up orgy. She grabbed
the knife off the table and straight up shanked Player. She
stabbed him and the lights in the room dropped.

]EWEL, SHIVERING, WHISPERED,

__there was so much blood coming out of the wound. It
spayed fucking everywhere like he was a water balloon with
a hole in it...

NOW THE VOIVODE INTERRUPTS FOR THE

FIRST TIME IN A WHILE.

So you were both sprayed with the vampire’s blood. Did
you taste it?

JEWEL LOOKS AT THE GROUND.

Yeah, then, but before I stabbed him I tasted it too.

JEROME
Me too. ;
THE VOIVODE
Interesting. Please go on.
JEROME

Jewel doesn’t remember much after she stabbed the guy,
but I saw it all. The thing that was twitching and screaming
on the table got up and glowed. It glowed a bright red that
hurt to look directly at. All at once, it kinda blurred and
morphed like it was melting and for just a moment, it wasn’t
the ugly-ass thing that had been on the table.

A CIRCLE MEMBER BROKE IN.

It was beautiful and it was terrible. I saw her, there, at that
place! It blessed and cursed us all! Tt was she and it has chosen
these children as its guardians!

The other Circle act swiftly to silence the outburst, and I think,
but for the Axe being nearby, they may have tried to kill the one
impassionedly testifying.

SECRECTS 0F THE COVENVAVTS

THE VOIVODE

Please. We are at attention and attentive. Please, tell us the
rest. What happened with the entity and your sister after it
appeared in the red light?

JEROME BREATHES IN HEAVILY, AND THEN
SITS BACK DOWN, STILL HOLDING ]EWEL’S
HAND.

It vanished, see. There a minute, then gone. Only the
red glow was there still, kinda, and it was all around Jewel.
Suddenly there’s blood everywhere. She’s cutting these fuckers
up like they were made of paper with that knife. I know it’s
my sister’s body, but she’s not the one in charge, you know?
She’s just cutting them to ribbons and this shit is brutal.

Someone in the Academy said Snreliable witness and someone
clse declared it an anointing. There are quiet and conflicted
arguments among the honorable Order, though they go silent on
their own this time.

THE VOIVODE
And what happened then, after the cult was devastated.

JEROME NOW LET GO OF ]EWEL’S HAND.
SHE SITS DOWN BESIDE HIM AS HE SPEAKS.

Jewel wasn’t herself, yet, you know? She comes over to me,
walking over piles of ash, covered in blood. Vines are growing
up in the ground like the ash is super fertilizer, and it’s
spreading everywhere. These things, they look like tomatoes
or something, or big ugly grapes, they start sprouting off the
vines, and the whole place smells crazy. The vines start ripping
up the flooring and pulling down the walls. I'm pretty sure
the place is going to fall, you know, but Jewel or whatever it
is, doesn’t look worried. The vines make room for her to walk.
When she gets over to me, she says, “Thank you. She will be
my blade and you will be my witness. Do you understand?”
I did. She took one of those ugly-ass fruits and hands it to
me, then takes one herself. What was I supposed to do? 1
ate it. She did too. The glow all over Jewel faded and then
we was both in a hell of a lot of pain for a while. When we
could shake it off, we grabbed some books and ran. I guess
that’s the ‘stealing Criac’ part. Right? The books? Because
I’ll admit that, sure.

The Academy discusses this quietly, the Crones barely containing
themselves.

FINALLY, HIS MOST GLORIOUS AND GREAT
GENIUS SPEAKS.

You ate the fruit, but at no time do you actually recall
dying?

The two shake their heads.

THE VOIVODE TURNS AND SPEAKS TO AN
ADVISOR.

You checked them; you can confirm that they are indeed
Kindred?

THE ADVISOR NODS, SPEAKING GRIMLY.

So far as we can confirm, they are perfectly normal young
Kindred, though their blood is especially strong for whelps
so young.

The Academy descends into louder discussion, and a few of
the Circle rush from their spot, howling worshipful chants and,
declaring the twins some great Yeroes, or divinity, or some such.
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They are euphoric and deeply moved by what they claim to
have seen. They, survivors of that night, say that they too saw
it as Jerome describes, but were silenced by their elder up until
now. She is dead, so they can now speak.

1 assume the Axe put her down earlier during this trial, bur
will fact check that later. Suicide is also a possibility.

Despite this display, the twins appear uncomfortable. They
shy from the touch and adulation thrown at them. They mutter
quietly to one another, and despite these sudden allies, the air
of us against the world’ does not lift from the twins attitude,

THE VOIVODE STANDS.

I believe you.

The lecture hall goes completely silent. I have never heard
it 50 silent.

HIS GENIUS CONTINUES.

That is to say, I believe you in so much as it matters.
The evidence, testimony here aside, supports most of your
claims. T have already acted in response to these claims,
of course, and what remains are the difficult matters of
ethics and policy. Of course, troubling ourselves over these
ethics and policies becomes a distraction for the Order,
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and one I will not burden myself or anyone else in the
Academy with. To wit, here is what propose.

We shall settle this matter by trial. An ongoing trial.
You two shall be educated on the Kindred condition in
as briefa manner as I believe to be safe, and then released
on your own honors. You are charged with settling with
the spirits or gods that have been angered by the actions
of this grievous cult, as well as rooting out any remnants
of these so-called god-eaters. So long as you remain alive
and acting to resolve these issues, you may be considered
to have been in the right and absolved of guilt. Should
you fail and die, then you must have been lying and will
be considered liars in death. Do you understand these
conditions?

They exchange a look. Jewel nods, then Jerome. They are
clever, these two, and [ suspect understand in total what it is
his Genius is doing.

THE VOIVODE.

Then we shall consider this matter settled. Please,
disperse and return to your good studies.
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SECURE [}

Sarah:
Hey, baby brother.

Mikhail:
I'm older than you are by three months.

Sarah:
Only in mortal years.
I wanted to ask if you're good to go?

Mikhail:
Yes, | am. Just reading up on the document
our sire sent.

Sarah:
Which one?

Mikhail:

The new one. You didn't get it? That’s interesting. |
guess I'm willing to share though, since it affects us
both. It's a mission report of sorts, from a Harpy in
Baltimore. Kindred associate the First Estate with
Princes and CEO’s, but no position is closer to our
purpose than the Harpy is. It's actually a better
argument for your idea than mine is, as it demon-
strates we don't need to hold the reins of power to be
effective. Maybe that'’s why he didn't send it to you -
your ego needs no more boosting.

Anyway, forwarding now.

S harpy.pdf

Sarah:
Haha. As always, you're underwhelmingly funny.
But thank you for the report.

Harpy’s N ight Out

From: J. Carlton, Harpy
To: Bossman
Subject; Mission Report, ag Regquested

Note bo self lnfovin j Yhat a
hafassed abtemp at a dekeckve
wovel 11 NOT she propev *fovMA— 'fov

A WSSIOh vepovd.

I knew the buck wasg trouble the moment
he walked 1into Wy office. He had haipr
straight out of g shampoo commercigl and
a killer smile. Except he wasn't smiling,
He was in deep shit, I could tell becauge
he walked into my office and Kindreg only
walk into my office when they're in deep
shit. I'm not popular or well liked, but
when there 1s g situation, they come fing
me. HEspecially now ~business ig booming
since the Veronica incident,.

S51x weeks 8g0 to the night, a nice
lady by the name of Veronica had an
indiscretion with g young man. If you're
reading thig, you probably already know
about Veronica, so suffice it to say that
she cut up the body ang deposited hip
in waste containers all over Baltimore,
Yeah, when our kind hag indisoretions,
they tend to be huge., Unfortunately, for
all involveqd, Veronica ign't too sharp.

le's Bar on Thames
up in Baltimore became a whole lot

liore complicated for the next week, with detectives combing through every pile.

Finally they pieced together half of the
to camers Surveillance (it'g everywhere),

guy, including his head, which lead them

which, in turn, lead thep to Veronica.

Well, hell, if we didn’t have to g0 and fix that then,

Ever since, my boss has been up in my face to be more '"proactive" ang "visible."
d in my line of work are Shadows or Haunts, that went over
about as well &s you'd expect, Then again, ue_%a manager who did know

what the hell he wags talking about, so there’'s that,

So here I am, being all proactive and shit, telling them to come to me before
stuff g body in g dumpster. Ming you, I don't work free. You come to me, you
me, and I'll tell you when the debt ig paid. Don't 1like that? Then don't fucking

need my fucking services.

Invictus
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It's not about the payment though, not really. I could get rich doing this,
but I don’'t care about money. Could hold information over everyone's head, but
it's not really about the power either. It's about teaching discretion. Need me
once, shame on you. Need me twice, well, then I obviously didn't educate you
properly the first time. This ain't high school. Can't get by copying homework,
they need to learn to stand on their own. 'Cause this shit, it matters. We need
to remain unseen or someone is going to go modern warfare on our asses. Oh, I
hear plenty of talk how we'd come out on top. No one's faster or stronger than
we are. Here's the thing though: they don't need to be. They carry the day and
the world will be a smoking pile of ash by the time we're done. So stay hidden
and don't go setting off the apocalypse.

So when Buck - that’'s his actual name FYI - walks into the alleyway that serves

as my office, I knew he was in trouble. Sure enough, he opens with "Hey J, watcha
doin'" as if we don't both know why he's here. Fuck that. "Hey B," I mimic him,
"watcha need?" I make sure to copy his words and inflection. Let nim know to

stop bullshitting and tell me the score.

So he does. Some of our kind, they're

monsters, but they're smart. Kill people left and right, but at least they don't
get caugat. I know this girl who kept a whole stack of bodies in a freezer and has
ner shady connections collect and bury them once a month. Others, well, they're
like Buck. They're friendly and careful to leave people alive, but they're also

dumb. Buck here got caught "making out"

with a guy. The issue there is it doesn’t

look like making out. It might feel like sex, but it's a whole lotta sloppier
and Buck got himself caught on one of those shitty phone cameras. A lesser man
might break his neck for being a nuisance, but I'm better than that.

You've gotta understand that in this

day and age, finding someone is all about

naving the best toys. I ask Buck where he was caught, hack into the club's video
surveillance (told ya cameras are everywhere now), and nave the face of the guy
filming him in two minutes flat. A little searching with a Google Image Search
beta, and there's his Facebook page. Used to be I had to hack into the DMV and
nope for a match, but these nights everyone's on social media. It's almost too
easy to find nis name and address. The whole thing takes less than three minutes.

Now comes the hard part. No way around it. The guy caught Buck and even if I
could stop the video from going viral (which I can of course), he's still seen
what he's seen. There are tricks for that; but to be honest they're no good.
There are always hooks and snags and we can't risk any of that. He has to go. I
tell Buck to do it. Newbie has to - we all have blood on our hands, one way or
another, and this way he'll learn. He's gone out of his way to remain spotless
and I make anim throw it away. I'm hitting him where it hurts. I stay and watch.

Make sure it gets done, but also make
sure I never take it for granted.

I let Buck wrap the body in the shower
curtain and carry it outside. I take
it from there - I've got the resources
to make sure it never turns up. Make
sure the neighbors don't see anything
either. I'm good at my job. It hurts and
I figure that's what makes me good. We
mess up and people die. That's something
that we all need to remember. Gotta
keep the secret.

Secrets of the C

SECURE [

Sarah:
Let’s get this sim on the road.
May the best player win.

Sarah:
By which | mean me.

Mikhail:
Put your game where your mouth is, Stinky.

Sarah:
Oh, you're asking for it.




reme




SUA 17 Blood in Saint Petershurg

Mikhail:
You're trying to separate the police from the city
council. Not bad. Lemme think on my counter.
Sarah:

While you finish thinking (and | hope you don't mind 9 @&uyu, the {jw Jd
me not waiting for that), | wanted to share a letter }j 2 hwﬁj thes the

from an associate of mine in St. Petersburg. She is
eschewing traditional forms of power and instead : _
calling on the masses to see her through. Qd%&ﬂd he wad, while, Mﬂ% Mf/

%st—petersburg.pdf e W s w jﬂ
et i

AL dtie 910 Al shaw. hajmmr/
You mean she’s manipulating the masses. Also, | love <. ant

how she never even mentions the Secret; she’s so
g control. We need to be on

consumed with regainin
top to focus.

Sarah:
Perhaps we've come to f

that it terrifies us when we W
tool — it's a crutch. soven abankae and the 4
tidea take
ud.
(9 stuniata
R TNl iD=

ely on being in power so much,
lose it. In that case, it's not a

cwmmwamdw :
MMM%LW%WWVULWW J%%WMWWcM
9 wtﬂ%ﬁmu;ﬂ,m, i Wh’ aumt O&/Mﬁzmg Amg%m
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sy the atract, pump them o full of crack that they stop leing humare, then asll
thom to the highoat lidden Kinee and repeat J onganiqe delt calloction gon the
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W’MW&MW@M%
patience of dainte (and maendtend) o wearning thin. \
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Mikhail:

&ade/mfu% jﬁw@ S ereryane bsis QMemo.pdf

a neal boda rnuna fos a’fﬁh Sarah:
Really? Your counter is to enlist private forces? That will

= jw AK)M% e never work. We're not talking about killing turbans in
some far-away terrorist country. We're talking about
American citizens. Your bill will never pass. Also, the
Lassiter Group? Way to overreach, little brother. They
will chew you up and spit you out - even our sire
doesn’t know who has their fingers in *that*
particular pie.

Mikhail:

Please. | can handle the Lassiters. Their assets were
already in place and | consulted for them in the past,
0 why not make use of that? It's only practical.
Efficient. As for the private security forces — American
citizens go to prison and those have been handed
over to private contractors, too. All | need todois
utter the magic words “reduce costs”and the council
will be falling all over itself to sign.

Mikhail:

I am wondering though, where your video girl is?
I've sent some people to debunk her, but she’s
untraceable. My commendations on your

clean up there.
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SECURE [

Sarah:

gz?(ljetlelllyou something freaky? | had a weird dream

mCheS);f wats inaround hall filled with some ten

ol water. Like a sewer, only cleaner. The hall was
ce as high as | was and there were smaller halls

opening into it about five feet from the floor.

Sarah:

They were all circular, too.

ltcould see light at the end of the hall and someone

: atr;]dlng there, waiting for me. So | began walking

n:)o e exit, slogging through the water, and suddenly

;e Wwater comes out of the side halls. Except it's not

Swa er, it's words and images. And | realize I'm not
upposed to see them so | avert my eyes and start

running. That's when the dream ended.

Mikhail:
You're weird,

Sarah:
Thank you, Mr. Sensitive,

SECURE [

Sarah:

Lookie what | found on the grapevine. It arrived as a bit
of a jumble of messages and attachments, but | think |
ordered it correctly. It's very interesting. What happens
when all needs are met — is there such a thing as power
fulfilled? Change is the only way forward.
Qcarmilla.pdf

Mikhail:

Impressive find. | am almost envious. However, I think
you're drawing the wrong conclusion. This is not what
happens when desire is met — this is what happens
when we stretch ourselves too thin. The First Estate
exists as a hierarchy, as much as you dream about it
not being so, but it does have checks and balances.
We monitor each other as much, possibly more, as we
do the other covenants. There was no such equilibri-
um in Dublin and that is what triggered this situation.

Sarah:
Absolute power corrupts absolutely? Never thought I'd

hear you admit that. | thought there was no such thing
as too much power.Mikhail: Power is how we move our
pawns forward on the board, but that is not the goal
of the game - keeping the secret is. Princess Carmilla

lost track of that.

The Trouble With Carmilla
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Lord Nathon,

I was mabing wy rowds through South Shner
Gity (and part of North since Edward asked for
personal time) and found these swippets of literature.
They were in several places, mostly alleys belind
pubs and bookstores, but a fow were inside. One was
in red sharpie on a wirror, of all things. Someone is
clearly feeling the need to express herself (or himself,
but wy finely honed instincts are picking up on a
female vibe).

The fandwriting on all of them matches and these
wusings stibe we as a litle claborate for bathroom
graffi, Perhiaps a mortal with literary inspiration and
"o obsession with a certain wuse we both bnow?
The colows of her hair changes from blonde to
durk, but the eyes remain the same. 9 feel T should
wention, though I suspect you ow this, that The
Qleoding Forse was one of Lo Fwuds hamngouts,
50 the pattern repeats there, too. 5 the "she” in these
wotes is indeed Her gzoyal Highness, one wiight
wonder what she is up to Either way, 9 leave it n
your good hands.

Sincerest regards,

Deret

I{'Qwﬁx o cons Feund
it 15 7 ol Ly 4

. )
wﬁf/s A AMQ incarnate

Jﬁm
byl
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oQor/ Nathan,

Why is the mortal scribbling this stuff in alleyways
wid on bathroom stalls? T seems to belong in a diary.
Ok in the vampire eroica section of Casor's. Ohrist
9 suppose that when the feart is full, the pen rwoeth
over. Ox something like that

Y think “she’ must be her. Who else do we know to
inspive suck madhess?

LQust time Ter Qoyal Highness was infatuated with
an aspiving writer, it ended with a movel that left us all
exposed. So what do you want to df? Can we Kick
this figher up the laddter? Of course, there i no higher
up the ladder in Dublin. Belfast perhaps? S would
be figh treason to go behind the Princess back, but
surely, there are extenuating circumstances if our All
d\ligfif S)ocie{y migﬁf be at risk g%ur call, as always.

Sincerest regard%,

QDerek.
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Secret

FROM: Earl Nathan
TO: Baron Catherine

Dearest Catherine,

1 hope this letter finds you well and in good standing. 1 am very pleased with my position in Dublin, which is
both a great responsibility and a great honour. All of us are entrusted by our own nature and the greater society
we serve to keep the First Tradition, but it falls to me to pick up where others might be lax. It matters not if they
are neonate, Duke, or King; it is my great duty to make sure all of them maintain the Masquerade. This is a most
taxing, but also rewarding responsibility.

1n these times, when lam surrounded by secrets on all sides, 1 find myself thinking of you and the time we spent
in London. You were my sister and staunchest friend, and so much better at keeping a confidence than 1 will ever
be. 1 almost dare not ask, but would you be my confidante again? Sometimes even a servant of silence has a heavy
heart and 1 do not know where else to turn. Please Catherine, assure me that you are my sister still.

Your loving brother,
Nathan.

FROM: Baron Catherine
TO: Earl Nathan
Dearest Nathan,

| am qui i
o Kingu;z gilelé'rl;r;erenjztj;equ Belf;zt agreelzs with me and | feel like a woman reborn. Their Royal Highnesses
: _ ise and benevolent. | have attracted the attention of hi
Belfast. He is a kind and gentle man whom | have already come to trust and adore sl

Of cours i i i i
b ];ecretse(ltﬁr;ustr:l:ﬁour sister! How silly are you for asking. I, too, remember staying up until sunrise and sharin
gh | dare say Father found out about them in the end). Distance has come between us, with yoﬁ

in Dublin and me in Belfast, but our minds are sti
i ' : still one. Theref i i
is troubling you, please, tell me and | will do what | can toir:lp()).re’ R e

Your loving sister,
Catherine.

FROM: Earl Nathan

TO: Baron Catherine

Dearest Catherine,

| am indeed troubled, but there is nothing 1 cannot face with you by my side. My most beloved Princess of
Dublin, against whom 1 only speak out with great reluctance, has recently come to the attention of a mortal. An
author who, rightly enamoured with Her Royal Highness, has tried to capture Her Royal Highness’ perfection in
writing. One of my agents found these writings and expressed a concern with their nature in relation to the First
Tradition. 1 include a scan for your perusal. 1f you could let your wisdom shine on these artistic musings then 1

would be forever in your debt.
Your loving brother,
Nathan.

FROM: Baron Catherine

TO: Earl Nathan

Dearest Nathan,

| cannot begin to express how glad | am that we still speak true with each other. Do you remember that time |
inadvertently drained the dancer and you helped me hide her corpse? Father was so angry when he found out, but
| still cherish the memory of the secret we shared those nights (few as they were before we were discovered —
although looking back | can see the humour in it).

Of course, we must never question those who are rightly elevated above us by their wisdom, but | understand
the beginnings of your agent’s concerns. Far from me be it to presume any insight on the Princess of Dublin, but |
shall beg my own lord, the Duke, to shine his light on the matter. He is a man not unlike you, steel tempered with
gentility, and | know that you would like him. Do not worry about him keeping our confidence, forlam quite assured

that he will. You know | have my ways.
Rest a little easier now.
Your beloved sister,
Catherine.




FROM: Baron Catherine
TO: Earl Nathan
Dearest Nathan,

I cannot begin to express how glad I am that we still speak true with each oth i

) i er. Do you remember that time
| lnadvertenFly dralped the dancer and you helped me hide her corpse? Father was so angry when he found
out, but I still cherish the memory of the secret we shared those nights (few as they were before we were
discovered - although looking back I can see the humour in it).

Of course, we must never question those who are rightl

I shall beg my own lord, the Duke, to shine his light on t
wiFh gentility, and | know that you would like him. D
quite assured that he will. You know | have my ways.
Rest a little easier now.

Your beloved sister,

Catherine.

FROM: Baron Catherine
TO: Duke Anthony
Dear Duke,

Dearest Anthony,

I write to thank you again for the lovely tour of Belfast Castle. | remain impressed by your close connection to

history and am honoured that you would extend the courtesy of a personal tour to me. I will cherish and remember
the beauty of that evening forever.

If I may press upon your courtesy again, there is a matter that weighs heavily upon my heart and which, | hope,
you might alleviate. My brother Nathan who, as you surely know, is an Earl at the court of Her Royal Highness the
Princess of Dublin, has found himself with a delicate matter on his hands. Our bond is forged in blood and fire so
his troubles remain mine, yet | cannot presume to have the wisdom to aid him. Perhaps, if it pleases your Grace,
you would be willing to let your light shine on this matter?

I remain your humble servant,
Catherine,
Baroness of Regent’s Nightclub, North Belfast.

From: Duke Anthony
To: Baron Catherine
Dear Baroness,

was too bold, too open, but then I remember

As to the Earl: if you love your brother, th
assured of my affection and discretion. As

Yours sincerely,

Anthony

Duke of North Belfast.

FROM: Baron Catherine
TO: Duke Anthony
Dear Duke,

Dearest Anthony,

To know that my brother and | do not stand alone lifts my spirit. | know that | could not wish for a stauncher
supporter than you. You are clever to cite myself back to me and | agree: secrets can be kept amongst friends.

I will not speak directly of the concerns that trouble my brother, for | fear something might be lost in translation.
Instead, | will send you what he sent me. They are writings by, presumably, a mortal and might threaten to uncover
that which must remain hidden.

I let you decide how to proceed next, for | trust your judgement without question. | bare my heart to you and,
standing exposed, hope you continue to think well of me.

Your humble servant.
Catherine,
Baron of Regent’s Nicshtclub. North Belfast.
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Lord cNa%an,

Tve increased eyes in Jnex Gty as you suggested and one of Yhem came across s
masterpiece. Chere is no name attached to it of either painter o subjedt, but the resemblace is
striking. Chis obsession is getling too big to iguore.

The good news though, is that 9 think N closing i on our adiste. Ve tracked fer Iy
%rinify’;s’ 'Z,Qanguages, Literatures, and Oulbwral Shudies” and am waiting for a name. Petween
the distinctive writing style and fer talewt for painting, J fope to fud fer soon. O realize that
the author and the paivter could be tyo different people, but that indt e vige T gething, ¥

you should like we to widon the et nonetheless, please let we buow. For wow though, I think
we'll fud fer soon s we can hopefully worry less,

Sincerest regan/és’,

erek
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Lord Nathan,

Forget about worrying less.
Worry more. J fownd our adhor, who is indeed also our painter:
Fher name i Aislin Clildes and she is an aspiring witer studying at Trinity. Shows
prowise oo, if she can dvop the overly archaic and flowery language = those are her
oo was lind enough to give me Lliildes  dorm
bed with the Princess’

professor';f words, not wine. T fe
4 Olildes door i85 wmar

oaber and fere is where it gets complicate
lity mark, wmeaning we calt touch her.

Qooks like the obsession wight go both ways.
Y et wyself in (no laws against. that, right) wd fowd the girls dary as well &
Llildes makes mention of wotes written. t0 fer by the
ome things, or she

several shetches of our Jrrincess
Princess, but I co bt fud oy in the room. Cither shes imagining &

carries the wotes on her.
Y include photos of the dary. Please tell me Qelfast is taking this seriously.

Sincerest regards,

9@1‘8&.
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a ;

aond i 1 ot at all clear—
A fire killed lhre:hangld:::rntgfﬁiotrgz i alice it appears this case i
upper floor of The Bie

g At die from smoke
Pub on Camden Street last night. cut. @mmer safs the victims fro

e blood loss even
Police haven't released thja names i dadion o Py, but from il
of the victims, but have notified their

. wownds, Ttow wany things
X : lice nor the though they have no major 3
:;':“’:izsﬁamt:'ﬁr “t‘:‘;epc;“::'ame Yo do you lwow that canse thatD My contact says the

fire. .
nt on the cause of the b
ﬁ\r:“;jeeding Horse was closed at ﬁre was

i ] i ?ve ever Seen,
the time of the fire and management &Mei‘ %.5 it ff{e 5[0;9 pre!f dloan wp j o

Tm
e a8 a beacon sorts.
the premises. They have extended or Someone u:(e/ fﬁe ﬁ

)
. . {
. i i } o us to see. This im
their condolences to the fa_mmes of -y / fﬁaf MH WS mfen/e /
the three victims. Featured in novels

i i i wid then pardoving frerself
such as Sheridan le Fanu's Cock like leaving @ trail of bodies

7 is 15 letti buow that she
and Anchor nd James fOP‘ fﬁe mdf&cmbon. %%5 B le&mg us
Joyce's Ulysses (1922),

s if she pleases.
and_will endanger the Masquerade if '

i i f Dublin's great C_“_n/— g 9 s f
Egt;gﬁa‘zd?:;kz- 9 realize the ball is i your cowd and apologize JOr

. . . {0
AT Business 5emg puﬁﬁy, M fj ﬂdpe our relabomﬂip will allow we
express Wy opinion.
Qelfast needs to act

Sicerest regards,

FROM: Baron Catherine
TO: Earl Nathan
Dearest Nathan,

No one here is taking this [j
g this lightly, b
powerful and she keeps all of Subl}iln'

IS some worry in Belfast that the fa
Dublin were on our side. Is there an
Remain steadfast,
You sister,

Catherine.

Lord Natha,

Fve put surveillance on Olildes like you ordeved. Tve boen beeping some watches wiyself and
9 can tell when the @rincess is with fer. J never see her enter or leave, but J can feel her
presence. Hs like strong wine that makes your head swim (or would fave, before). Tm wot sure

if shes doing it on purpose o let me know that she bows Tm watching, or if this Chiildes girl
is really getling to fer. Maybe removing Lllildes removes the problem.

9 bow Belfast weots to wait, but say the word and Tw ready, “Girl looks terrible by the
way; she must have lost at least a stone Since the @rinceﬂ began visiting. c/f(ayée we can sit
back and watch the problem solve itself Whatever happens though, it has to be quick

9 could wot ﬁm/ the transcript of the g)rince&f' words Olfildes refers to.
Sincerest regar/s,

Qerek
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FROM: Earl Nathan
TO: Baron Catherine
Dearest Catherine,

It required considerable pull on my part, but I spoke privately with His Grace the Duke of Dublin. He adopts
an aloof air and refuses to speak ill of Her Royal Highness the Princess, but I suspect he sees the precariousness
of our situation. If he had assurances from the King and Queen of Belfast that They would respect and support a
transition of power in Dublin, I think I could persuade him to embrace our side.

The situation is escalating. We must act quickly or the secret will be lost.
Your brother,
Nathan.

FROM: Baron Catherine
TO: Duke Anthony
Dear Duke,

Dearest Anthony:

| consl
My brother, whom
He \Zeheves the Duke could be per

us to do. If it might please you tos
Your humble servant,

Catherine
garon of Rege

suggested.

ou
of Db forcing

uke Mathleuhalt st cragically

to D
st regards, has spoken SuppOTt W

is and Her Royal Highnesses
ajesties again?

he
ider with the hig

suaded if Hi
peak to OurM

nt's Nightclub, North Belfast.
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We have taken into Our Royal Consideration the extensive
Princess of Dublin, We must also consider the greater val
elieve We are the gatekeepers of sil
devoted to the Princess Carmilla, h fondness cloud Our judgement.

We have therefore thought fit, with the Advice of Our i i i | Prodamation, to hereby
publish and declare t all Our loving Subjects, that We have, with the Advice of Our Said Privy Council, decided the following:

First - The Princess Carmilla must hereby and forever more abide by the First Tradition of Oyr kind, which is also known
as the Masquerade or The Tradition of Silence.

Second - We believe His Grace Mathieu, the Duke of Dublin, to be 5 most wise and honourable man, not subject to the
whims of lesser creatures, as well as Our loyal friend.

Third - Should the Princess Carmilla not abide by the firs¢ of Our proclamations as here above, We place Our faith and
friendship in Duke Mathieu to restore order to Dublin where it is just and reasonable,

We do declare this to be Our Royal Wil and Pleasure. Given gt Our Court in the one—hundred—and—twelfth Year of Our Reign.

GOD SAVE THE KING AND QUEEN, S )

wd found fer gone. Al fer belongings

abandoned aiv. I called f{erg P

Lord Nathao, Clhildes girl on your order -
{ atlonded class i days

I went to pick up the ut the place has an

6 y
are accownded )[0" > ,-ncluoﬁng e d;%ougﬁ fe adwits she hasw

hasi't seen her, : ' i
professor éau/ %m_ng after the Princess. anply, The passion and conﬁ;;;zl 1Y
P el ve search of the place, but came l:f but I found nothing that exp

3 cﬁZ’ {Zu{ ez{fendn;:el::d’ into the walls and floorboards, Yy
s0 thick that they left folding a ticking :
lhit G to do next. Did this just blow over, or are we eft

0 .

of sure what
g‘inclmfé her last cﬁary excerpt.

Sincerest regards,

Derek Invictus
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SECURE ()

Mikhail:

Can | ask you something? Do you really think the First
Estate can survive without the elite? We can't possibly
control seven billion people, or even the three million
in the San Diego metro area, but we *can* control
their leaders. Il grant you points for ideology, but
practically speaking??

Sarah:

You're thinking in old world terms, when the pyramid
worked top-down. Things are different now. The
Internet is the great equalizer - it’s shaping the world
from bottom to top. It'll be a while before we get there
and | will grant you that the elite is pretty entrenched,
but it can’t remain so forever. Every move has a
counter move. Even that endgame banking memo
couldn’t remain secret. And yes, not many people
believe it's true. But *enough* do and eventually the
scales will tip.

Sarah:

We can direct the populace through mass
communication. Your people are already doing it, but
their focus is wrong. They're pushing for control and
people are *going to push back*. My proposal is more
organic. Find out what the people want and use *that*
to hide. Take privacy for example. The populace was
only too happy to give that up after 9/11, but they’re
beginning to reconsider. If we expedite that
sentiment, we could live in a less closely monitored
world. This is how we keep the secret,

Mikhail:

I remain unconvinced. Most people use your “great
equalizer”to look at pictures of cats. Even those who
would be activists, do no more than sign online
petitions. Meanwhile the elite does what it pleases.
Also, let us assume that there is an uprising - my side
has the ear of the city council, the Naval Base, and
(despite your efforts) the police. They are and will
remain untouchable.,

Sarah:

That's what Marie Antoinette and Nicholas Il thought.
Those police officers and marines? They have
*families*. Blood is thicker than law. We cannot keep
hiding amongst the elite, because they *will* fall.
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SECURE ()
Mikhail:
Funny coincidence? The testament of Sc‘)lpg:
Charlotte just surfaced. From what .l can tae“,m .
anchored a digital video and transcriptin

dropbox. With no passcode entered in the last 24

i bers
hours, copies have been spreading to other mem

o forwarded
o anonymous sourc
of our organization. An Y 2 copy to me.

Sarah:

. . ..
Yeah, | got oné&, too. Coincidence my cute little as

. e
This is way to0 close to what I've been saying. s;)p:\\;
Charlotte is, what, 300 years old? She used ct:the o
Queen of Prussia for heaven's sake, blét sin e e ot
i en passed over Tor po
e e o pHer own inability to moxe

i r
beyond an outdated feudal system was hptl‘glggmzs »
ba)ék But look at her now. She s fanning e
revoiution, baby, and the downtrodden mass

carry herto victory.

was K . ;
power every single time.

Mikhail:

If she doesn't burn down Berlin first. She's playing a

Sarah: '
That's the only game In town.

The Stmggle of Sophia Charlotte

STATUS OF VIDEO: Authenticated. Subject
Sophie Charlotte von Hannover also authenticated.

STATUS OF TRANSCRIPT: Completed and
found below.

STATUS OF ATTACHED DOCUMENTS:
Authenticated.

dangerous game-

My name is Sophie Charlotte von Hannover and thisis
my testimony. For the past fourteen years, the Kindred
of Berlin have been under attack by an unknown entity.
What began as a few disappearing or dead neonates has
since spread to decimate our population. The Markgraf
cannot protect us, nor can his secret police. In an effort
to stave off our extinction, the Markgraf has turned to
manipulating mortal hunters and us. We feed on lies
while the Markgraf betrays us, all in a desperate bid to
keep power. Es reicht.

The attack began slowly, with neonates who possiblyjust ran off. Now, however, it takes neonate, ancilla, and elder alike.
The tide seemed to turn when the Markgraf established his Watchful Eyes in 2009, but they too fell; wiped out on their

one-year anniversary no less. Then in 2011, the Markgrafanno

unced his plan to draw hunters to Berlin, so they might root

out the threat for us. He told us this openly. He didn’t tell us everything.

Embrace rates in Berlin are high, aswe need new vampires to replace the fallen. We know this. What we did not know, was
that we also needed new fodder to feed to the hunters. The Markgraf has thrown our childer to them like bones to keep a
hunting dog happy. This is as appalling as it is amoral and unwise. The neonates are already riled up and should they ever

find out, they could turn on their elders and none of us would b

e left to disappear.

I discovered the Markgraf’s ploy when my own beloved Leda disappeared. I never had a girl; my two mortal children and
every Kindred I Embraced thereafter were men. Leda, however, drew my attention. She was educated, sophisticated, and
determined. I saw in her, perhaps, something of my mortal days. Her talent for music was unsurpassed and she brightened
my nights. One night, however, she simply disappeared from her haven.

Following Leda’s trail was easier than I had anticipated, as was uncovering the Markgraf‘s complicity. Sometimes I forget
that I am, as Johan would put it, one of the old guard and that my reach extends far. I reached for Leda’s killers and found
the Markgraf instead, holding the hunter’s leash like a puppet master. I doubt he led them to Leda directly, but she was a

social creature; it is entirely possible that the Markgraf set

So where does that leave me?

the hunters on her allies and that she was caught up in their net.

1 — Do nothing. Perhaps the Markgraf will save Berlin yet. But at what cost? Bad enough that childer are merely chosen
to fill the holes in our ranks, rather than for their own talents. To use them as bait for hunters is as morally reprehensibie
as it is foolish; either group could easily spin out of control and the Markgraf’s plan will backfire.

2 — Confront the Markgraf. ] am old and powerful. Even more so, I suspect, than the Markgraf. However, he must surely
have foreseen that someone would find out, and he will have prepared for a confrontation.

3 —Let my superiors handle it. Sophia Goldstein is the Invictus electorate of Berlin, but she seems eager to let the Markgraf

make all the decisions. It’s almost pathetic to see an Invictus h

different circumstances, I might have fallen back on my clan ¢

and the reins of power over to a Dragon so completely. Under
ontacts, but if I said Clan Ventrue has been halved since the

attacks started, I might be overly optimistic. I fear that to let someone else handle it equals to doing nothing.

4—Stand up against the Markgraf. The neonates carry the promise of continuance, yet both the attacks and the hunters are

Invictus




killing them left and right. If I shared this information with them, they would at least be safer. I fear their anger, however,
for surely they would march on the Shadow Palace, the Markgraf’s haven, and burn it to the ground. Would they stop there?
IfI seek to protect the childer, I must also be mindful of protecting the elders of Berlin. I say this with great reluctance, but

perhaps if I reach out to Johan, the de facto neo

I look at the hand I've been dealt and, no mat
meeting Johan later tonight and togeth
hope future generations and God judg
the source of the attacks. We must. It is our duty.

Riots Continue
Berlin, 23 May

nate leader, I could steer Berlin to calmer waters.

ter how much I wish things were different, I must do what is right. [ am
er we will lift Berlin up. I include my proof against

Fire spreads through Berlin's streets for  geriin's government has.bmug‘t'::\lger;\:}\:
T fourth night in @ row as riots continueé- tary police fo quell the riots, Wi 8 & -
The city of Berlin, home to a strqng under- ingly no effect to date. It 1s ast, o 3; e
ground movement as well as high unem- clear what protesters warnt 3

ployment rates, is no stranger to protests. haye issued no demands and there

These riots, however, seem particularly ceems to be No greater‘%urposgh? gt‘es
volatile, as anarchists set fire to govern- puildings they attack. “ES re|: (e
ment buildings on the first night of protests.  gnough) appears to be their ra _}‘fl b?e k;
Armed fascist groups met them on the put they have no_t been availa
second night and clashes be'm{een thg tWo  comment on what is enough.

groups have become increasingly violent

since.

SECURE (g

Sarah:

So what about you? Do you really believe the elite are
the way to go? They're terrified of losing power (and
they should be, considering how massively outnum-
bered they are).Thanks to them, there’s a camera on
every street corner. Soon, biometric scanners will be
everywhere. Tell me: how we will remain hidden?

Mikhail:
You're laboring under the misconception that we'd
have no say in those developments. Imagine a place
where cameras automatically delete blurry pictures.
Or where biometric scanners do not pick up on body
temperature or heartbeat. What we need to do, is
control the curve. Your position is one of fear. You're
wondering “what if humanity, with all its toys, turns
on us”That's why you want society to fall apart and
devolve. Mine is a position of strength. | plan to

control those toys.

Sarah:

No, yours is a position of insane risk. Maybe we could
control from the top down. But even if no one in the
city’s IT department notices that the surveillance
equipment is a little wonky — and that's a pretty big if -
it's still not a model that will carry us into the future.
Power is about letting go of the reins and still having
the horse go where you want it. Sometimes a gentler

touch is better.

LLG

From: Consultant
To: Lassiter Lobby Group
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ubject: Change the conversation
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SECURE ()

Sarah:

| had that dream again. This time | got closer to the
exit. | think Mr. S. was standing there. He was holding
something, a metal object, but | couldn't see it clearly.

Mikhail:
You're dreaming about our sire? That might be
Stockholm syndrome, you know.

Sarah:
Sigh. 'm trying to share here. But never mind then.

Mikhail:
Come on, Sarah. I'm just kidding!

Mikhail:
Sarah?

Mikhail:
Oh fine then. | apologize.

Sarah:
You're forgiven. This time.

SECURE (3

Sarah: -
I've been doing some more digging and | found your

New World Order. *Total control*. Not sure I'd consider
it a shining example of our covenant, though. From
what | can tell, the entire place is rotting away — kine
and Kindred alike. But hey, the elite are on top and the
masses are keptin line with bread and games. Or, at
least, drugs and nihilism. *Great job™.

Mikhail:

The two Kindred this investigator describes seem to
have been at the bottom of the hierarchy. Those of
merit probably receive better treatment. And, yes,
*this is my ideal society*. The First Estate controls the
city and | can guarantee you the morta|§ are‘too
dazed to even notice the Kindred in their midst.
*That* is our purpose, to develop a model of society

where the secretis easily kept. Unless you're losing
focus of that?

Sarah: -
I'm not losing focus. | just don't think it’s necessary to

destroy an entire population just to keep the secret.
There are other, gentler ways.

Mikhail:
There you go using that word again. This isn't abgut
being gentle. It's about being effective.

Facility 52

From: [N
To: Sarah’s Game

Kamchatka Krai, at the furthest east tip of
Russia, has always been ours. We do things a
certain way here. We control the horizontal
and the vertical, and people obey. When the
Russians opened the region to civilians in 1989
though, other covenants inevitably came in too.
Sometimes they clash with us. Recently, the
Carthian enforcer of a no-name town noticed
a slow trickle of disappearing Kindred in the
city surrounding facility 52. He sent someone
to investigate. We took care of it.

Invictus




From: Kai
To: Madeline

atA(r)ri\./ed la.ter than | expected
horr%:h since the road Was’
i \/Vli Fei. SNo mobile reception
. “Fl, something about

o)
inthe ground, but found 3 mot:eel

with Internet, Wi .
tomorrow, ill be in touch

From: Kai

To: Madeline

Found a place to stay and walked around town a bit. Tried my cell at several
locations, but there’s no reception anywhere. The owner of the motel explained
that it has something to do with metal ore in the ground and surrounding
mountains. Apparently, this ore drew in the Soviets. Mining is pretty much dead
now. As is the rest of the town, but more about that later. Going back to the ore
—_everyone hererelieson landlines and cable. Weirdest thing I've ever heard, but
I'm sure they know what they're talking about.

The town itself is pretty much standing on the edge of the abyss. Soviet funds
kept it alive until 1991, when the USSR crumbled. | think technically it’s still part
of Russia, but that’s only because it hasn’t bothered to revolt. There isn't anything
worth fighting for here unless you're interested in Krokodil. Everyone I've seen has
the signs — scaly skin that rots in patches to expose flesh, muscle, and bone. If the
zombie plague ever hits, it started here.

Attached a pic of some interesting graffiti. | know you like that sort of thing. Be
in touch.
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From: Kai
To: Madeline

t around the old harbor and foung
nothing but rats, A lot of rats - | SUppose the locals ate 3| the cats. No dogs either. Dig see
" a gorgeous harbor building, probably erected to welcome high Placed visitors from the
mother state, The facade stil| stands, but going round back jt eroded so much that it’s falling
into the water. Rotting like everything else,
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From: Kai

To: Madeline
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From: Kai
To: Madeline

co'g;)eczlt(i;nother graffiti picture for your
high-risen% Sl;aw this one building, another
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e agtl ul graffiti of decaying flowers
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but there you go. a twelve-story building,
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SECURE [

Sarah:
| had another dream. This one was worse. I'l tell you if
you promise not to be a twat for once.

Mikhail:
Promise.

Sarah:

This time | knew it was a dream, so | was calmer now. |
stopped running to feel the walls and taste the water. |
examined the side channels and the water coming out
of them, too. The channels were big enough to crawl
into, but | didn’t want to. | knew that if | did, I'd get lost.
They were like a rat’s maze and | didn’t want to be a
rat. They still had words and images tumbling out of
them and I saw things like “Sophia Charlotte”and the
pictures from Kamchatka Krai. | was thirsty, so | began
to drink (yeah, | think | stopped being lucid at that
point) but something became lodged in my throat. |
coughed it up and it was a picture of a dark cavern
filled with white trees. | knew | wasn't supposed to
drink that, so | started running to the exit again. Mr. S.
was there and | was so relieved to see him, that | didn't
see the object in his hand, but then the light caught
on it and it was a huge sword. | tried to come to a halt,
to ask what movie he was auditioning for, but he just
ran me through. | fell backwards into the water and
the blood from my chest swam up so | couldn’t see.
The water carried me back into the tunnel, and |
bumped into someone. It was you. | mean, | couldn’t
see you, but in my dream, | knew it was you. You were
there with me and we were both dead.

Mikhail:
Wow. You have some weird dreams.
And issues.

Mikhail:
Sorry!

Mikhail:
That just came out wrong.

Mikhail:

We're under a lot of pressure right now. It's not every
night that you're asked to run a sim on the future of
your covenant. People have expectations. Of course,
we're both nervous. But no one is going to kill you.
We've been at our sim for three years now and we've
gotten nothing but good reviews. You're bright.
Almost as bright as | am. When we're done, we'll both
be on the fast track. You'll see.




LLG

From: Lassiter Lobby Group
To: Consultant

Subject: The next step SECURE a

Thank you, again, for your excellent advice. We agree on

your point about San Diego as one of our proving grounds. Mikhail:
With jobs lost to the Chinese, citizens are writing the Sarah? You there? | think | might be in trouble,
mayor to further enhance tax exemptions for businesses.

Meanwhile, we’re working to prevent re-regulation of San Mikhail:
Diego banks. If we can trigger another crisis, even on a local I found something in one of my PO Boxes. | can't track
level, we’ll be able to pick up houses, assets, and companies the source. I've scanned itand am sending it now.
on the cheap. We need a good spin to sell it, though. We don’t  rome.pdf
want to come out looking like the bad guys again.

We also want to be kinder this time — the last crisis drove Mikhail:
people out on the streets and while it made us money, it IDON'TTHINK I'M SUPPOSED TO HAVE THIs,
didn’t really give us a solid handle on anyone. It was also
far too big. No more nationwide moves which is another Sarah:
reason we're glad for your assistance locally. We’re thinking Fuck you. Seriously. Fuck you, Why the hell would you
awork program combined with food stamps and an incentive share that with me? You're going to get us both killed.
program for behavior. There really should be no excuse for Worst. Friend. Ever.
anyone on welfare spending money on frivolous things. Our
goal is fotal control concerning habitat, work, free time, and Mikhail:
consumption — even if it won’t be until our grandchildren’s Problems love company. |'ve been listening to you
children that they reap the benefits. about your nightmares. Now, stop complaining and

Your advice has been excellent and we'd like to keep you help me here?
on retainer. Are you on board?

Sarah:
*Misery* loves company and it’s still a dick move,

Sarah:
SECURE a Okay.

local .
Sarah: ceps are ready to collapse the paicil ,
Fair warning. My p Did you send me the entire thing? I'll bury it on
economy. : darknet and add a timer in case anyone tries to grab
Mikhalh us. Meanwhile you burn the original. I'm sending you

he same thing. a cleaner program - run it to delete any trace of this

thing from your system. Then we will never talk of

it again.

Funny. | was about to say t

h: )
i’?\rifwk we should contact Control

Mikhail:
i what
is a little vague on
e on’, but | would wager
the economy counts.

Well, the hand};? et
itutes ‘irreversible ;
constitu that collapsing

| 1 d h l”\ F G l“ f
et’s raw Up ep0| ts then, r. U““y uy.‘ plOO
y:L' S yOL p oof mine.
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When in Rome

W%W@MW%M%W U fm%mymﬁmaﬁ%@%ﬁm

§ Vi /= Vi PRPETDC) /, o [ L te V4 4 / /4
e o7 vt tooKes e v aaCK oo e Ol pre teaves e teagvitls C. ~qoays nave.
d

W%We&ﬂy&@wmﬂrm/
Duckity wg e s part of « taff e
it ot e s
, as hell, but app it ay with owt condition. Sashia
W@VDW@M@D§MWM@&&&/WH?%&MJ)%g@WaK&”ﬁwa/bé'm/ﬂafl/m@S
/DW,” he said “but make suwte Ve &/own/oa/w/ @wa%my cause gou won t ave access
MWMWMMW —MMM%@MWMM%@M—%M%@M
WMIWS&WMM&M@.ﬂwaﬁ%@]@%tﬁm@%é/nmo(émaﬁ/mwﬁamm
(she %w%taﬂvmmte/ Yoo Sihe embiacing anothon Kindred). ZanmZe awkward Geattrice.
5@JWMMWWM/, wg&ep jMJWMﬁﬁWW% MWQ/L@MMW
dream, but T wake ap WWWWM%fMWU/ A
J’meym%@M?@ @WWM%/M'W@%%MWO%WM%%§WM
o&zﬂma&%em‘wfpw@upj 'WMM“MMW@”FW

tanm&a/,;f/aﬂofagm 5@5%/%%@0%@%/%5@&5%@5_7/@”%%@%. T woke up.

IM;M%MMWWWMKW T wanted to scean, but T A t. Something
s in there with me. Jom&//e%e@/‘m%eifww&//e@%mygmwﬁmﬁew/&o/nm Like T was
Ve/zyfwmﬂan/m& ifcant, M%@%@S&JW&{&WM&MW@@M{I%@&%&MW

That's when I saw it - fion. At forst, J%&ugﬁéwwm%@%e%wfmﬁmmyaﬁmm but
e%e/wwmtw@o/(%@m. ¢MPMM%/MWWOZOKMMJKM/%%WM@%@SI
%M;WMMIWWmM%meWM, 5MI0MM’15W@WM5,Z
cau%b'toﬁ@ny%ﬂgﬁwéﬁmmaﬁ%@ey@iwmwj%m)ma&%m/awgw%em
andthen —Then I/ﬂa/SEe&/oM. @%M Sasha mw&/&m?% so hard iff she #new my/%%é—a/z—
stpm@ Wﬂf passing out. But T AL

%%mjw%@w,%@ey@;wm?m@maﬂ%emyﬁémwwm%pwmymﬁfm TA't
tell them anything. (/%eywm{/mwmemw/f(w %ey’{@epméao(m%fm%fa%w/aﬁm

Wm%@cw%vw%m‘%(Kﬁ%@/mw_f’VegmaWayWWv§mﬁe
WM.TW

Just aiving Besides, the eqes were p

That night, W/MMWM@W a’tyx,pmﬁe/
MW/M%MWPMWMWgMMM‘
Mm@.%/mmmyﬂﬂemwy%émwt&@&ua%%pa&mjt%emeo/z%a/éa/p/zymﬂ
(W%atfo/omem@gm@mmoé%@gaﬂ/ynwg/mmmﬂﬁJMM@/M&/MOM
WW@/WMMMWMZ@W@M%WKMMWWMW me
my/gn/emfo/b. %WWSM%&WWWWMM&/MtW&MNWMQ
Jmm(égmmwmvgma//
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%m](wwﬁe/ ma/ out: &/&{& whe a[/a,ww/ to. be my 51‘/2@'5 yféumf mw/ fas ﬁz/e&/ n %m@ alll fler
ﬁ/e gemm 10, Wl is an @Zc%@(z&xg/tof{ Jm/ aﬁl@te/ to /771;0/ my thesis mw/ fasfé% gwﬁa/;, who was
the OM/@ il in the g/wa]p and éﬁerw/@’ze mast ke me.

i gbgmﬁ the iug/ﬂé ina smalll baserment undtl a clock towett. Tt was ma/z(w/ with the 5ix o/ths

(p/ the /Vleafa) crest, but that was %@%@ Su/z]m{ﬁin? —the /)/Le/oa}f aoww/ /m// the 5014‘/0@1?5

n Ita/% at one /qu‘ o another. 5&//, it was nice to 5&/‘6/9 close toa tang/ég/@ /ua/w a/ %igz.‘m%

T wsed to. love the way ol buildings /g@f, as 7// higtorry (5, just poring oult (7/ the stone. St
whe mm"wff the towel, Saw) me (%ﬁ /@’L the mg/uf Ste (6/75 as (m,g é/ I n@epéo{/ @n%t/bm? 5@74126 I
tu/me&/ i T ﬂuea«zj(mpﬁe/ St be 5{/}0/@2 o 5@;%@5%4%?4 One moment fﬂey'w %ef/mg atl %aar 17
stop 5@01? 7% /901,55% and’ (tf/ the guy 0’% siee ’wa/ﬂ% did that), the next f%@%ée ca/q?”,in{/ gouw ab (',/
%acdw a éa/a%r’z/. TJts /Ze@@ T ma//é sute to bare the &ﬁa@ a /te/z she /@/é
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2 Va
ilerterdes tgorte ﬂ"/ 71

St was first on my st of i
',‘ 4

lewees, @a/zé{% because T 5@%%@&5&'/ be o%/m/eo/ 4/
by Lo, » Lee-saicl She-was e 6t

» 0. f
e poettey awledgeablte
ad d

T o't think T the best W/M/Ko'an,gmf e 5w' ng to.

ée%ma//fnee/éa@ww
Teleti't take hiet cp-on fion affier T plannedto, initially, but

. 7 of/pm«%ewf&m%b
time and/ —what? gdn%eéf{%q’? Geen there. 7%%@/%5&%@%@@ J/e&%{e]m&/oﬁ
whaterer T wanted

]5@{@%%@4’@/0%/9%%@6%%ﬂ?ﬂwﬂoﬁ%ﬁmm%&w’/f%&nﬁ—@émofy

5&#&%.7%@@0/@&/6@%&00@?5’%&1%@/%, JW@WWPW%W&WW%M@
to. £, le cut. Right. T 44, ¢ hicre for bong; the thuill 2
SMWW%@@WMWM@WWWMW
was about to leare, &w%mj/e&ai ?’m%@/mmfmwwmfm/% ceping
of the Stoncs. T closed gy ayes andinaled I coulif hem, tho vimen of wiilers andlpocts as they

Tt was exh ng. / /M//I/,IWW/%@%MG&US , press eass to

O/éé Jga&{m%fmwmgeé%K%m&/g& ],qﬁ%lé&m%%
Her —]Mmmé%ewmmm/%mgmwm/mﬁ%m%m4
aqﬂoﬁwa&wmw%/mytww&n]?aéﬁww. 5%@&%6/7’%@2@60&/54/%(/&?

to share with Ren. T tesitated not sure whese to satl, and thiat savedme. She iy ¢ Know
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5’&@@@1/7 inte afg sites rather than u/fmy/ HAen contacts to g@(f in the /Q/Za/pe/? wa%. VA ap@/&g@:’c/
we left it at that
T a&@?ﬁ”é/yt e my/(f a,/éez that Tts %Zo/ to @;c/;@m but ]/u&f G&M/ﬁfb)(f apen gy eye& T
deeamt that T was ﬁ‘an//[{ny on a C/L%WL andi 5&2&% {;wo&// me. aﬁﬁ, T hate n{g/wma/ze, —
the wp@ gaa&/ z‘/uny about them 73 waé’n? up. Vi ﬁa&/ a voicemail /Zam, géwfm wmtm? ablen
b7 /tm@ rose. Ste wanted to h%&my out. T wonabr t/&o/&{& a,féfe&/ Yier to. {ee//) an ege on me.
Either u?ay, T a.cce/m‘e% T qfoﬁ,f much /eeé’ 5@ gemg, atone. (/er?ne/ cut she's as cZazy as T am.
Lhe /6255 /m/zt a/ e m’?ﬂé was /m@ gmL&a S%M«}e(/ me the best /)@C@f to funtin %m@ m/z/
we snuck into a late ~/u‘?%t /L’ﬁu, Tt was //,mr — (/ we. o been fmoﬁm? on tacos instead n/ peap@,
177 waw/of Rave been ﬁ(@ a ~7cgu/a® ?4?/5 m’/f%f out. Ste smells nice, too. hen we wese wm%m?;
5@{ ackoss the @a@zaﬂ}m@m» andshe Started ta/((ng/ about flow she can trearr “‘them. 94,;14/
T, bike some Find o/ idlot, asked ‘T hos e%ey? " andhe said ‘the oty T /aay%e&/ Ste wasi't
/@{Mﬁ/ andlit wasi't 'émny/, but T t%augﬁé mayge (7[/ 7 /)rtec‘en// Hes /'a%aw/, she 5&‘[79. Ste o/cq/’z 't
5&{7). Ste fa&/ me that ccls chanl mﬁqé Her qfowz? e qﬁy andthiat z%ey el fier seckets. Ste
was sttt fa/fm? about ééf@m/, How z%e% ve been aroundsince the /c@,’t %mmz,](m?f and flow
one a/ them stilll 5&%7/95 under the [t 5&//1(@0/ cut/ when we ?05 5&6( to o %{7{7 »aﬁ[ /)a{né Then
sthe twened te me at/w/ said ”J@Law gou can feat them too. %ct. 5%&0{/&2%,6 ignote hem —it
m@(@f iem wrﬁ/?%." andshe /e/z‘ T /ma@ met a ?12/ T 4’(@ andHe fa/{; to .5(/20@ Se T stood!
Here f%in@n? %aa/f my ﬁ/e gef‘ any weese?” Tbms oul, it au,t&/f
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T é@%{’ﬁ@o/ a/ my sie. VA /L’(@ Sasta T fierve anabr the pretense a/ R‘awé[ny/ the m/z«,ﬂy
Tnvic s, bat 7@4/57/, T fene becawse TH taky any excuse to get awny /Zam the man who
(égfe&/me, %@/ma/?a f%i/z/é’ the Praetorian gam/?/ colln sed te cgm/m'%. e [i(e gia/éa, but Ae
fa/{; to 5&2&&

7?% neo, 7 was maoke con éofe&/ é/wm/ a%en/ 7 came to %.ma Se v of/ W%M an% Sane /)@?5&!1/
woald b T tock @ peesonal. @ Etle At soem toc /{a/p/gy/ With that but e At /9/45% the
ssue.

7 ffww// frare (;ma}m that my /9@250%@/ oﬁy u)aa/&fge as 5@/ as the othlens,

Vi Visited the basilica a/ San @/emcm‘e, Ts 5@5[54/(? Hhiee c%wkc%eg builh Jrfajb each, atfies.
the z‘a}@éﬂz% ce/z/t‘axéy 7,?@56/4’5@, anotfies basillca q&ﬂny g@c{ to e /aa»t{% cent{,o?% and. a pagan
t@mj/o/e /Zam e /LL’Z‘ ce:/z/z‘wz% The latter was of&fmfe&/ 0 /Wa%m/f who is 5% /@Z one a/ the
most L’nfet&;’ﬁﬂg/ aﬂ&ﬂﬁyﬂ‘e@(imw’ dities atoandl T of/ my Senion tHhesis on Him and.T /(71,07@/ {72
couldfi't Rt to take some time a/§// /mm my Tnvictus 5&1&{? to posie @P@V;&l/lﬂ/ interest. Flus
e Gasilica 73 open to. Hie /mcgfic %Ztﬂ? e ﬂﬁ%) so T 0[7%/5 fave to /ee/ 5@0/ about em‘ex?m?
at m’?%é. T even madl a point o /mme.—oﬁaﬁbmy é)q% to the ?aa,mfj who m/ee% tet me enter,
because T Knew that a.’aa{/&ﬂn@fe hien /z/alblby

Vi %aof a/?e//mé oﬁo%/ T wasi ¢ ?at’n? to b an%f/z{n? else that my/ﬁﬂ‘, o7 taa{ 1y tme
l/tféﬁlly/ both, basilicas. Tt /e[/z“ lke uﬂa/fényx back in time with ere SXe/p & took T spent Hows

/pamy et @V@Zy %{‘at/, @Ve«?yl Stene, T caa// frea e mosaics andy /’z@’m&f ﬂ'//zy, o me a//
qérm‘fion/ n a?ef /)@Q‘ Tre nevee @/V/Dez[ence/ anyf/ﬁﬂ? 4{@ & - it was amﬂc{ny, 7 was stitll
/e@/my the buzz whenw T /L’/t&n/@/ entered the mitheacam, T /[e/f e /ce?% feat cam[ng/ a% the
bust (7[/ Sel an/ “T %e@t&/ the wmiﬁnﬁ/ 0/ the bull ars /’W{{/v?@; Sletw it =, aﬁp?mc%eo/ the Stone at
the conten andl' T /ic{eo/ the /zec{ a/ the bull T cau[/o/ taste e 5/00/ —it wag ancient, 5’@5,7, andl
better Hian anyz%én? Tve ever tasted ,@aé&ﬁ @n&(my 5@0{ o must fave been %t?% .

7 @(/9/026/ sevesal a// e aﬂ%’mﬁm’ny c/{a,m%@éf andthen T /zm?/ the //alp/pm? a/ a)myf; At

/étﬂ‘, 7 /aa{e/ atoundd /w/m'n?/ tHiat Some /)ig;@&ﬂ /z)a/ come i wWith, e, These was no /m?ean,. The
Soundl was cam{n? /“écmn 5@/1/1440/ the wall 7 %an@fé/y 't {?ma) Whiat /Dmm/)fe/ me, but T went
5@( to /in/ the bi ?egz‘ Zao{ = caa/qf ca/?/zy/ andi z‘/im,b’zacee&%% 0 bash the wall /')/Zayﬁe. ~
was stitl l{t?% . /’Vlayﬁe T was /’1/(,5& tized a/ /D&L%m? games. s wanted those b 5{% éa/aﬁf
g0 atead and eﬁz% it There were na buedt Bt there was anothier cavemn. Tt was %2{ wnlife
e taw%ﬂ‘—/&'atq@ m{f/i/?aeum/, there weke ne 4?%{&5’ fere. T /e[ﬁ cirtbization 54/1/9/901?1 aw% as
= enteted the 70”‘7%”57 hewn care.
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The care %e/a/ some af/ e same mati/i as the mitheaewm, but it §g@me// &éqfca,tecf to a
/&ma/@ ﬁféétya Tsis P@%ﬁ/ﬁ& O~ m@yﬁe &/M% T saw ols m«ZVe/ on the walls, so. o t/wné ma%@
E}o&fﬁ The stones weke still s ng/mgf to me like a choens /a/&n? ovel itSeé;/ to tell me what it
/L@/ wzmxe&{ The 50%% /c/fe/ me with mw(ézgt&wwﬂng/ mw/ T (ﬂwa} thon. T @ww what the
Dracto/iant ﬁ/w/ ﬂaw t/wy 56!%@%6&{ the Camalte W, a covenant to which %@y %a,/ sLwe/n
a/&gxm/we T couli see them, %o&/ﬂﬁny lfp leechios i the dwk una{é&g/mmwf to stuike 5@@?0101/5
with o deor ga/ﬂféﬁ Lt 5@0“?%15 to Rome 5% the same solaers that broaght IN AR5,
ﬂane«Ve«z, where He e )00//(,65 cotagqe mz/ Za%a/fy, §/Le ar Yo 0147/5 574,%? anf% oféz«w@wf& T
%M{gﬁt F @ww, There was ;w/t%mg« nwoble about the Tnvictas. ZO@ wele not the pmw/ feins to
g/zea,t em/miw e Wete 0050{/2/D@7§ whior stole the thiore fﬁ/wu?% /maﬁf with /éman&

= o{én/'f rwmem/ge»z frow T g;at 5@0/{ to my oo that mg%f T /'01/55 'Zemem/g@z aﬁemnm? a/ awls

=their %@/&m} egef /M,J?él/bg/ me @V@’z%w/ww Twent.

) b/un( T 5/@/196 ﬁ?aégﬂé l‘/bway/@ the wext m‘{/%t« 745/ I 0/:/ was oﬁea/m/ af ols. 5&(/%‘0/ oals
lm;%m? me aﬁﬁ c&ﬁ% into a 5a/e//l/ %effow /L‘/’z@. T think Edw (n.ao(e/ at some /Daént, but she
%q%'t come . T g/cw% she c{m&fb’t without 57@@(@1? %m}n/ the quuz, as T M 5@%@0/ it again.
§ (@lbt %m{my about what %aﬁpawo/ ' the mithaewn. Did T dbean it? Tve m&dayﬁ been
sensitive. o /mo( ap o things othet /laea/pge q/ém,é. LBt this was /wst insane. as 7 /@ﬂny my
Ma‘/wf) = / c&?t‘@m@« been omo/efz @Mag/{/ Steess.
Thats when T wm@mﬁ@?e/ wolhal (gul&ﬁ/ 5@{0/ that one 0/ them 5 5&'// 5/66/190@? mw{éz @gma
/’Vlg mother was a Ve/zy brave lﬁer’zﬁmﬁ Ox ma%@ e was /'a/gt faaé/m ’wf% “In /a’z a /7@;1/1%/ n
]4»@ a /uou,t/wl,ﬂ she owe/ to 5@7, T was nevele &(@ that. T was %m@f cautions, a)ét%%aww 7364’447
emg’mcea/ A Wt %@4) me there cithet. But I r/e&w@/ to be [4%@ myy o that m‘gﬁt Be brare.
O /wé/m/’z/% T was 704%? to visit one a/ the ol /96(717& mw/ Vtwc.%,e them tell me about the
emma/zéffa,, the Praeto/dani a,n/ the Invictas.

O« ?wd% T fiate the Ak,
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il s insthuctions weten t vey o, but T Rnew ly where to go: stones
WM,jW/Wmm%MWWWW-MM—W
opmmgﬁwwma/owfu Ewetry step tao%m/m%m ﬂmwwm&{ifé@&a@/
WM%MMWM@%M%@%WL?ZWMI%MMW@%M
M%MW%&WM.

.j/m'é(W%W/MJMXdMMZMjM

,cSu/maom/mymwm mi/,%%a/am, p@(‘/&«/e@o/
W%WM@WZMJ&/M%&%@Ww&5@]%%&0(%6%&0%@

’ dzydmej5%w/wmyx ’ M@M,WMWWZM

The owli' story was eve WJM%WMM%@/ZWL the walll, the tree bak
Wm%w%m — U some twisted victory donce. T saw Rome, buwming, MW owls
dove Ao and (M (773 /DG]DW, 5%/%50%’0 wpwgymm no doubt, but 5%/%50&'&%
mg/bm%cfeam%anwwwﬁ %WMW‘”?‘%WMWWMMW%
5&0&/0//%@!@, WwMWa/%é WMM&WZS@W but these weie
5MMMMML7@W§@@WM@MW @WMW@,NWWKW@/%@
WMWWWMM%@W&, mWe%@W&WaWWMM%eWm and
%@WM%MWM%@WMO/QWma&Ua%{W ;@Wm
p@of& dbvore with te. The tast scenes 5%0606/%@?%/2/%/%%?@%, steppinzy beliind
m@%afpm%w%%e&ﬂm%w%e Praetorioni? W%e/@mmﬁnw/m
éagmfaw%até@m&/gm, Zyanymmwﬂ T want to believe that. w@%awmmm/y
@Iné%@ﬂ&rw&ﬂ)a awfwm?&é@ﬁa %ea/wfanya%e/w except Here.

Jé’;W&/aﬁ/{p/& W,&%Mb@gﬁm%xm/zﬂ//moffmgméfwa}%wtj}m
wwﬂw%atwmm —mm@bgm/zwmm/m The sound of wings s
averhtelming now. %MWW?]%/LM T dosi t Rroww whiat to b T can't beave —the
wagy out is too stecp. T think she is here, too. T can smell fier. S%e'ﬁMm?m%w/mé
She doesi't like to be seen. ye%w eqes.

Ton gotngy to take e picture. She dbes't the the light Magbe she 0 go away T
/a/za,/permy, M]&/Z@POM,O/
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US | World | Politics | Money | Opinion | Health | Entertainment | Style | Travel

BREAKING NS :
Armed Militants Kill Twelve

Armed militants forced their way into the San Diego office of the
Lassiter Lobby Group, where they shot all twelve members of the
local branch.

The militants carried automatic rifles and refused to surrender to the
police upon exiting the building. Two militants have been taken to the
hospital, the others were shot dead.

Experts speculate that the timing of the attack, at a shift in security
and with the full branch in session, indicates an inside job. Police are
neither willing to confirm nor deny this claim.

The Lassiter Lobby Group, a nationwide think tank with branches in
every major city, is known for its pro-employee stance and eye on the
wages and living conditions of workers. The national Lassiter Lobby
Group will be issuing a statement on this tragedy soon.

NEWS UPDATE

Two militants previously taken into custody have died en route to the
LASSITER LOBBYING GROUP hospital. Police were able to extract the name of the militants’ group,

although they have yet to disclose it to the media.
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BREAKING NEWS

Shoot-out at Militia Ranch

SDCU

SAN DIEGO CITIZENS UNION

Police met with hostile fire at the San Diego Citizens
Union’s ranch. The SDCU received instant infamy
for the San Diego Lassiter killings earlier today.

NEWS UPDATE

The cease-fire at the SDCU ranch ended in tragedy,
as police reports finding all inhabitants of the ranch
dead. Cause of death has not been officially deter-
mined yet, but sources claim members of the SDCU
committed mass suicide.
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Lancea et Sanctunisg

CREC S T
Vidallo@NeyyX@idearsa

Fargﬁ/a me, far I have sinned. It has been too lmg since miyf Last cmfessim. % ka}ae you will fargiﬂe
me for writing this down instead of speaking to you directly, but I find a certain clarity in the
wiritten word. 3in is so much easier to see when one takes time And cAre to express it. Vulgar tongues
are guick to excuse sin. I am not willing o do that.

HUPRIS

First, I confess to the sin of hubris. Even after my Emprace, T have found comfort in the rituals
and languaqe Z‘ Catholicism. I know that my so-calleq Kindred call me “The Catholsc” behind
my back, asif by merely whispering the words they could not reach my ears. I do not ﬂinc[»

rom the title, yet I am not willing to mock and subvert the faith of my human Life as my
brothers and sisters of the Monachal Creed do. In fact, let me show you the creeds of the Lancea et
Sanctum:

The Monachal Creed: Traditionalists in Longinus, but not in faith. They emulate everything
that the true Church has Left behind, and mock everything holy about it.

The Westminster Creed: fmglis[» politicians more focused on picking and choosing the Word to
benefit their ambitions. They pick and choose ritae At their convenience.

The Tollison Creed: A cult of Pentecostal simpletons who restrict themselves so much that they
have to roam in packs Just to nou rish themselves.

The Thlic Creed, the Dammitic Creed, the Byzantine Creed, the Exotheists. These stray so far
from our beliefs that they are meaningless.

Look over our creeds, our divisions of fm’th within & union devoted to Longinus. Where does one
find true devotion to the word of our Lord? Where can A man of true faith find a home?

I cannot find myself here. I bow my head and pray with the Monachal followers because
it susits them as much as it benefits me, but in my heart, T have formed A new creed: The True
Creed. For as much as Longinus has given us purpose for our Holy Pamnation, he is not God.
te should not replace God in our henrts. The Word of Goq has been handed down to us, and we
need to incorporate that inte our Requiems just As much as The Testament of Longinus and The
5 1 C 1

As T confess to the sin of hubris, have my brothers and sisters in Longinus done better? Even
with the dwisions of faith that give A home to any who claim to be of the faithful, VAmpires hide
behind scripture and verse to bring about their own ends. They wear the title of Archbishop as
gilded crown, rather than a call to service. Am I the only one who still knows humility I?ﬂfare our
Lord¢

But this confession is not for them. It is for me. I A not my brother’s keeper. Forgive me, for1
have sinned.

e Covandis

7 ; > ~ . “ ' N2
v . @mfes.smm NPt RANSE




SLOTH

Next, I confess to the sin of sloth. Since the nineteenth century, I have been in conflict
with that loathsome Crone, Baron Cimitiere. He represents everything that is drnqgerous
and disqusting about his heathen religion of voudoun. I A sure he wis behind a number o
the attempts Aqainst my Life over the centuries, but he smiles sweetly and tells me “T am
As innocent as an Angel.” Blasphemer! #ow dare he evoke the name of God’s servants in his
own defense? But his standing grew within the Crones, and I could not ignore him or the
strenqth. of his blood.

Then as the nineteenth centu Y moved into the twentieth, there wias Antoine Savou.
He cared little of matters of faith, and wsed the time I wis distracted by the betrayal of my
own childe to take over most of the French Quarter. #is hands are in many pockets in that

ATeR, And I cannot ignore the Jact that he holds the economic control over the city in his
hands.

For Yyears, the n\/ﬂvlry between us stood. 5Anmefullt7 iy terrifiea{ as I was to preserve my
own Requiem, I allowed power to slip t[mmgf» my fingars. Even as more and more Kindred
cAame to the Gitv of the Damned to make their home, 1 would not create another childe.
Lrefused to allow my blood to betray me aqain, and the other Kindred noticed. T began
to hear the whispers behind my pack., plotting for the time when they believed I would
inevitably fall into torpor. Some even schemed to bring that about faster.

Intruth, I did feel tired. The grace of God was further Jrom me than it had ever been.
Tfelt the pull of torpor qrow stronqer And stronger, like gentle fingers pulling an invaliq
back into his bed. And it was tempting. Had I not earned rest? Did I not deserve pence after
centuries of Aard work. and eternal devotion? Was I not ready for my rewards

Hurricane Katrina proved that it was not time.

Oh, precious few Kindred died in the hurricane itself, but plenty found the roofs of their
havens torn off in the ay, or their walls cracked and ]713&4(1’147 sunlight. Certainly, in my
weaker moments I wished in secret to learn that Cimitiere or SAvey's Ashes were Loating on
the water. But so many other Kindred died; Kindred with sires, broodmates, and childer in
cities all over the nation. Those Jfamilial connections, those very ties of blood, camsed chaos
throughout America. Riots erupted in New York.. An entire court went insane in Missouri.
I'Ve even heard tales [rom my legates of drowned victims standing up and attacking
Kindred on the roads. Many of the surviving Kindred fled, leaving the court of New Orleans
in tatters.

And all of it — all of it — because I had grown slothful. Forgive me, for I have sinned.

MUuRPER

Further, I must cmfess to the murder, and the temptation to Perfarm more murder.
Pnrticulmlt/ Aqinst the Carthians.

Many of those who fled the terror of Katrina found themselves welcome in Houston,
Texas. In my own indulgent sloth, I had Lost track. of my correspondence with the Tnvictus
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Brince of that city, but since then T have learned that a grovp of militant Carthians
and A traitorous colleqe of Harpies overthrew her. They brought in & number of poor,
fisndvantaqed Kindred, and after & few years sent them back. to me full of &Mt[w:M’L
propaqanda. Never mind that while they were luxuriating w 3Houston I was repuilding
pny cityy. The newly minted rabble ousted Savoy and T moved Aqainst Cimitiere. The

reconstruction effort Left me many tools to use, and I easily Located all of Cimitiere’s

lsupporters. For a second time Kindred burned in their Aavens As bulldozers and
ljackhammers murdered my enemaes.
But the Carthians, they are like cockronches, crawling over everything. T hey fill in
e [ the cracks of my broken city, and demand an equal say in what I do. They 'cle that the
Bl word of the Prince is not enough, that all must share the burden of rebuilding. They tell
& everyone that New Orleans is important, but that charity beqins at home.
As if these Mr}aet}nggers had ever done anything to make this their home.
| There is o web of events. God sent Katrina — this T know as deeply and as truly asT
ﬁi know my own Clan. God was not ?uniskmg me, but showing me how important this city
Bl is. The deaths in that disaster affected Kindred all over America. Kindred in another state
create conspiracies to steal my city from me. And now I learn that even other countries
have been drawn into the conflict.
Attached to this confession is A fite. Idraw attention to the first document in the file.
Someone in Sant }’eterskurg who owes me & very old favor sent it to me. T have already

confessed to hubris, but this is absolute proof of the importance of my city in the web of the
world and the Kindred. Understand how far the web shakes when the Carthians pluck

upon its strands.

|
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High Security Concern: English Language Only
Excellency Archbishop Cruz,

#l 1 have received a most disturbing report from my counterpart, t
H| in these reports. As I am sure you are aware after diligently reading all my previous reports, “A” is a noteworthy member

8l of the Invictus who acts as a troubleshooter for me from time to time. Her work has always been nothing but excellent,
Ml and she carries out my instructions to the letter. While I am reticent to use such a word as “trust” with one of the Damned,
7l 1 value her word and her insight. I tell you this to give you context for what I have uncovered.
In short, the socialist Carthians are becoming increasingly dangerous, and I suspect it may
As you have instructed, Your Excellency, I had “A” send very clear and distinct messages to the local Carthians. She
was not able to crucify the Kindred as you wished, but that was due to a lack of materials and skill. She made up for it
in enthusiasm, choosing instead to hang them upside down and cut their stomachs open, allowing their entrails to slither
along the ground until the sun rose. I have enclosed a picture for your approval.

The Carthians have heard of these actions, and you are likely already aware of the pleasant noises they are making in
Elvsia about how terrified they are of the wrath of Archbishop Cruz. However, in private, it appears they are planning

f "'.I'"i " ol A ,_':‘—;,-

he woman to whom I have only referred as “Deacon A”

be partially your fault.

L
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open rebellion. I have heard whispers and vague plans of stockpiling weapons. No one openly speaks of overthrowing you, of
course, because they all fear you so much, but for some time now, what they say between their words is more telling.

Recently, “A” has told me that one of the Carthians she educated whispered something to her before his death. Two words,
Your Excellency: “New Orleans.” It refers to a city in the United States — in Louisiana, according to Google. “A” was unable
to determine what the reference means, but she fears they are getting support from that location.

I understand you have previously traded boons with Prince Vidal of New Orleans. You may wish to contact him and see
what he can tell you. Under the assumption that you will not do this, as Your Excellency has always shown an incredible
tendency to wait for as long as possible before taking decisive action, I have looked into the matter myself. “A” is not my only
contact within the Invictus. It seems that there is another American city (in Texas) once ruled by an Invictus Prince, but has
since been lost to the Carthians. These Carthians are sending waves of Kindred into New Orleans to act as missionaries, or
perhaps disposable troops.

I decided to take the initiative and capture one of the local Carthians myself, instead of relying on “A.” This one — Rusev,
he calls himself — begged very prettily for his life before admitting that he only knew of New Orleans from what he learned
from the Invictus. In case you have decided to merely skim this letter, Your Excellency, I remind you that “A” is the only
Invictus in Saint Petersburg that both has contact with the Carthians and knows about New Orleans. I am sending the package
with his ashes in a separate mailing, to do with as you wish.

Put simply, I believe that the Invictus are drawing us into a trap. I doubt that “A” is playing a game of her own — the past
several years that we have worked together, I have not seen anything from her that resembles initiative or treachery — but she
may have had information implanted in her mind. I suspect that by using the tension of the Carthians against Prince Vidal
in New Orleans, the Invictus are hoping to foment a similar conflict here in Saint Petersburg. Then, once the trouble has
weakened you and your position, they can step forward and claim Praxis of your city, increasing their foothold in Russia.

As you are my Archbishop, I seek your advice and counsel on how I should proceed. I assume that, if I do not hear from you
in the next three days, that you do not consider the situation suitably dire. In such a case, I will take appropriate next measures
under my own authority to preserve and solidify the stability of your reign. If I do hear from you in that time, I look forward
to the inspiring and detailed words of wisdom and vision that you will bestow upon me.

Regardless, I will have another conversation with “A” and assess if she continues to be valuable to the Lancea et Sanctum.

Yours in Longinus,

C /- ;
¢ % tYy,
Bishop of the antine Cree
Saint Petersburg
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To: myrmidon

From: s.washburn

Subject: Re: SoL gang activity

> So, when you get a chance, tell me what you find out about that gang calling

> themselves SoL, since you've got pull in that scene. Need to know if they’re

= ours or a new bunch of players in Texas.

First off, I'm not your fucking secretary. If you want someone to wear a short skirt and service you under
the desk, go somewhere else. T hear the Invictus go in for that bullshit.

Second, you grossly overestimate the pull I have here
know as well as I do that the Church doesn’t have ever

but Galveston is the stereotype in action. I think they
to preach at.

- The Spear has this place really locked down. You
y Bible-thumping town in the South under their sway,
keep Carthians around Just so they have someone new

A bunch of young Longinians took inspiration from these assholes and a bit from Malediction 7:1: “And
I was still known as the Bastard to some, and others called me the Soldier, and to the Jews I was the Son
of Satan, and I was pleased, for it meant that they feared me.” Guess “Bastards of Longinus” wasn’t catchy
enough. Anyhow, they think that since Longinus gave no fucks, they should do the same. Underneath al] the
rambling and loud music, you can find a vague party line of “fuck the other covenants, but particularly the
Invictus.”

Oh yeah, they have a band

, too. They also call it SoL, but they tell people it stands for “Shit Outta Luck.”
downloaded one of their MP

3s from downloadpunk.com. It’s got a lot of old-school flavor mixed with some



Psychobilly and a little Oi! Nothing that violates the Masquerade, and it ain’t exactly flying of the digital shelves,
but it’s a thing. I attached one of the files for you. Fucking Kindred musicians.

So I figured, maybe we had some common ground. I went to one of their shows, in a shitty dive called the
Tattooed Mom. They played a few songs and got some folks beating the shit out of each other under the guise of
dancing, and I got a picture of them, which I’ve also attached. After they finished their “set,” their roadie-cum-
ghoul brought me backstage. The leader of the four I met called himself “Freddie Leather,” and I was barely able
to keep my eyes from rolling out of my head. But I gave them the sell, told them that I agree they should have the
freedom to worship however they want, that they didn’t need the Invictus or the Lancea et Sanctum to make that
happen, blah blah blah. I even put a little bit of my Daeva juice into the mix.

After I was done, Freddie looked at me and asked me one question. “Did you and your Carthian friends attack the
Faithful in New Orleans?”

I paused and got as far as “Well,” before something hit me in the back of the head. I got a glimpse of some large
woman with scars on her face, holding a broken guitar in her hands, before the rest of them Jjumped me. Fists rained
down, clothing got torn, and more than once, I felt someone’s fangs in my skin. I put a little more juice into the

other parts of the Daeva package, and was able to punch, kick, and bite my way out of the pile enough to run like
hell.

These assholes are a problem. They look and act a lot like a bad stereotype of us, and a lot of Kindred aren’t going
to spend time sorting out the difference. Worse, they seem to have a bug up their ass about the New Orleans situation,
and it doesn’t look like the local Lancea et Sanctum are in a big damn rush to deal with them anytime soon. To top
it all off, from everything I've seen, they are True Believers, capital letters and all. And after emailing some people
around the state, it seems “SoL” and “JCHC” graffiti is showing up in other places as well. This might not just be a
few asshole Kindred, but a whole movement.

So, it’s your problem now. I suggest finding a way to deal with them as fast as possible. Piles of ash cause a lot
less problems in my opinion, but you do what you have to do. I'm done with these assholes.
- Sam

Attachment: 03_SoL_Son_Of Satan.flac
Attachment: SoL_Show_Pic_1.jpg
———-BEGIN PGP PUBLIC KEY BLOCK——-
Version: 3.7

SGdewwlMinmQCNAi+UeBsAAAEEAMPOkXU7y5 NP9JaZfVX8shTUOtaqlkH/UUPkk
ESbCTbGSEExB2ktEPhS//dkfftsKlelAugKF KTgBv20tQ9IDK fdbPVROHmMTLz0e
wVIeqEued+Mt/Kq7kMcQydY/Wxf+5sX2RBAiZTY10n/JIBUKE UDRgR4wHI9IAAUR
tB5NYXJ0eSBNY0ZseSASbWFydHIA ZnVOdXJ1ILmNvbT6JAJ UCBRAVIHhGrWQf9RQ+
SSUBAQX+g0dM4ch1n3/15w4TCH1 ngyOUlkuRPUWuGc70terWQB ToAMgDfwPeFlk
KOvFRaiOT3sHPw3MKkY bo0OOF daBvwB912ysoteUzZHne9X9XwlxaBJHGeiBcmhA Fx
xHg43Cnj600s8/xY0eZG2PK p/kU91ipOJP1cGkeBiA===ddBN

——-END PGP PUBLIC KEY BLOCK——-
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I attach proof of his devotion. Still, I am suspicious. Still, the demon.of doubt and

PATANIIA Graws under my) SKin, eAting Away At my insides. But it shows the reach of my
TAx1s, how fAr s the rule of New Orleans. /v pluck at the wep, An 1LAGO VipTALeS.

Praxis, h s the rule of New Orleans. A pluck at the web, and Chi brat

Listen to how Bishop Birch viprates nows Tt is a long-held tradition forsermons totake
the Word and apply it to An immedinte situation. Usually, these Are Pm}lems or QUAnRAATiES
|| presented to the flock.on a mngible level — fears and qangers that affect them now. The
| priest qives them quidante and succor through the Word. Using a situntion so far away from
| the Jlock. in questions feels political, evenif it Eanefits myself. And my mind circles back. to
W svspicion. What does he gain? How does he profit? Where does New Orleans end and Chicaqge
k| Imgin,?

;' I have faith in the Lord. I have faith in the Word. I do not have faith in Solomon Birch.
Bl But T will take his support and smile At him vuntil I know his game.

BI R w [noises of the recorder being positioned]

BIRCH: ... gathered here today to talk of

/% \politics. But particularly, the Rule of Golgotha.

\

\

| [thumping sound]

I

| BIRCH: I know most of you say you have
-!read The Testament of Longinus, but [ expect
most of you skip to the good bits, like Longinus
selling his own mother in the forum. Don’t
get me wrong, reading the Testament can be
entertaining; but all of it is valuable.

/ Consider The Rule. It's dry. It’s dull. It’s

\ really a list of rules for monks to abide by.
e Recently it changed heavily, depending on

______ ._ whether you stand with the Authorized or

Revised version. A lot of people in the Lancea et Sanctum love to argue about it, but I don’t know how many of
us have actually read it.

[sound of pages flipping briefly distorts Birch’s speech]

BIRCH: ... use the Revised version for simplicity. Again, let’s look past the arguments of things like word placement
and look to the heart of what is being said. We don’t all live like monks. I know [ don’t.

[soft laughter]
BIRCH: But there are things in here that all Longinians can learn from. Let’s jump to chapter ten. Have any
of you read as far as chapter ten? It’s long after the rules about honoring the Dark Father and ignoring the works

of heathens. It starts with how we've drawn apart from the workings of the Camarilla. But right away, in the first
paragraph of the chapter, there’s this. Let me read it for you:



“We know, however, of the insidious nature of politics, which even within the walls of these sanctuaries pits brother
against brother and postulant against abbot.”

Think about that for a moment. Even these monks, these vampires devoting themselves to study and pure thought,
recognize that Kindred are inherently political. This isn’t something that comes up every now and then. This isn’t
something you can blame on the modern world. This goes back to the Camarilla itself, and even segregating yourself
from Kindred society doesn’t make you immune. So they put aside a chapter of their Rule just to talk about politics.
Both versions of the Rule have some form of this chapter. They considered it important.

The chapter goes on to talk about how terrible politics are, and how stupid humans are for claiming that kings
have a divine mandate. Let’s skip ahead to the fourth paragraph, where it says, “he who is best suited to rule and most
willing and able to undertake its burdens should do so.” Sexism aside, we have here an admission that whomever
has the power and the desire should take it. Not “slected to do so,” not “appointed by consensus,” not “divided
between numbers of bureaucrats.”

There’s some good stuff about our flocks and how we're tied to them, but I want to jump to near the end. “It is
of benefit to us, therefore, to cooperate with the rulers who do not ask us to abandon our faith, who do not punish
our brethren for their piety and who will not commit usury or extortion for such leniency.”

[sound of a heavy book being closed, followed by silence]

BIRCH: This is something I worry about, brothers and sisters. It’s something that bothers me every night. These
aren’t vague ideas dreamed up thousands of years ago. These are real concerns right now. Look to Houston, Texas.
Already I can hear, “Why Texas! I don’t wear a ten-gallon hat or spurs on my boots.” Well, you do, Sammie.

[one loud laugh]

BIRCH: But Houston took in many of the flock from New Orleans after the horrible problems with Katrina. And
they said, “You can come live with us. All you have to do is listen to a little speech about the Carthians. All you have
to do is hear our sales pitch. All you have to do is sign on the dotted line and join the revolution.”

[a heavy thump]

BIRCH: “All you have to do... is give up Longinus. And in a few years, you can go back to New Orleans. Help them
rebuild. Help them grow. And all you have to do is give them a little speech about the Carthians.”

[a long pause]

BIRCH: I don’t know how many of you have met the Catholic... excuse me, Prince Vidal of New Orleans.

[soft laughter]

BIRCH: He’s eccentric, sure. I wouldn’t want to spend time arguing how he manages to reconcile devotion to God
to being damned for stabbing his son. Nevertheless, he is suited to rule. He undertook the burdens of leadership.
He doesn’t ask us to abandon our faith, even if it doesn’t agree with his own... unique perspective. And he certainly
doesn’t punish us for our piety. But the Crones attack us for our faith because it differs from theirs. The Carthians
mock our religion as an opiate for the masses. Time and again, we are abused and assaulted for devotion.

[another heavy thump]

BIRCH: I worry about this, brothers and sisters! [ worry not for us, but for all other Kindred who mistake devotion
as weakness! [ worry for all other Kindred who believe that politics and piety are mutually exclusive! I worry for all
other Kindred who seek to destroy us because they think that the lessons of the past cannot apply to the problems
of the present!

[pause]

BIRCH: Forgive me. Sometimes I get carried away. But the point I want to make is that politics and faith are
conjoined. We cannot exist without politics, but we need not discard our beliefs. They can co-exist. They should
co-exist. Remember that, as you dance among the Kindred tonight. Remember that they think us weak, when we
are at our strongest. Amen.

[various “amens” and light applause, suddenly cut off as the recording ends|




SUSPICION (I1)

Stnmq Worgs. }’au?erful words. I would not q0'50 fnr Asto call them “sincere,” but the
certm'nli/ sound gaaa{. Eis[»af Birch's conmections with the Invictus are well known, Aand it
Aoesn’t surprise me that he has c/»erryyicku{ elements of & monastic rule to VALidate his point,
even if he uses me s his example to cast off suspicion Jrom his own plots and schemes.

In fact, it is that Very connection to the Invictus that draws me deeper into my suspicions.
Tkey have been ousr allies fora long time, all the WAy back. to the Camaritin itself, if you
betieve them. I suspect it was eAsier when we were twi parts af one monolithic Saciety. Could
you imAgine such an 0TgANIZAtion comang into existence tonight? One unified society, all
working toward A common oAl in the name of mutual protection and Aarmony? utter
rubbish, but it is a dream the Tnvictus stitg hold close to their unﬁmting hearts. And we wouly]
be their 7lariaus state church. M17 sus]yiciaus About our allies qrows a{ee;aar every m’g/ut, asI
wonder what role our fm’tk ;almp n their plans.

Even our fwly word is not immune. The Testament (;f Lanﬁvinus has been revised. Revised!
There were Planti; af Puﬁlic reAsons, innacent~saum{in7 reasons. New scri}yture had been
uncovereqd. We needed a more modern translation to reach out to new converts. Recent stud
on the nature of the material needed to be implemented. But what many do not know is that
#enr17 Matthews, the editor af this 3lariaus Revised Edition, is not af the Lancen et Sanctum.
He s, in fmct, an Invictus, and has been far some time. He Emg&t his WAY onto the ;-rajact, with
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kind words and hard currency. Of course, it was all presented as ]7&1'145 n the interests af furt/uer

Invictus/Lancen et Sanctum cooperation, but all of the final details of the manuscript, of our
mAnuscript, were in the hands of one not of the faith.

I Am suspicious of the Invictus, but the concerns About Henry Matthews come froma
place of evidence. T want to believe that fie acts alone, but I continue to suspect the hand o

our “allies” in this. It is lucky that 1 corresponded with Dr.

Ballsden in the pAst, even when

Texpresseq my displeasure at the temerity of revising our Holy Word. Yet, he understands my

concerns enaugft to pAss Manﬁ A capy af his jaumnl. I prese

I see.

REV. DR. VICTOR
BALLSDEN,

DPHIL, DD, OXON.

Most Excellent Prince Vidal,

I send these pages to you because.l d.O not”knO\;v1
whom to trust. Since the “inciting 1n.c1dent, SEC :
as it was, originated from your city, it seems tif
to send this all to you. I have attachec.l suppor lri
documents and written footnotes to give you mo :
information in the interest of pr(?wdmg co.nte;;1 e.
I send this as a letter of introducu‘on. I am.lﬁ’l -
process of seeking passage to your c.1ty, and wi Isfee; r
to become a resident there if you will have me. Lte

my time here is done.

Yours most sincerely,

R.... ) e
Bt

"JMary's Children

A reading from the Gospel of James:

In the sixth month, the angel Gabrie! was sent o the Galilee, to the home of 2
virgin named Mary, who was betrothed to a carpenter named Joseph. The ange! flung
open the door, and said “Greetings, favored one, for the Lord is with you.”

Mary shivered, to which Gabriel said, “For though you are a virgin, your womb is to
become fertile. And you shall bear the son of the Lord, and when he comes he shall be
called Jesus.”

Mary bowed her head and said, “Let it be done. for | am the handmaiden of the Lord.”

The virgin marricd her betrothed, and because she told him of the angels message, he
shared her bed without touching her. At that time, Jaseph the carpenter was a young man.

Soon enough. as the angel said, Mary’s womb became bloody and swollen. However,
when time came to deliver, the midwife procliimed the child dead. Though the child
was a boy. Mary knew that the son of God could not be born dead. Therefore, she
kissed the child and hid him in a wood, as Moses” nurse hid him in the reeds. She
kissed him on the forchead, and called him James.

Though dead, the child grew. By the third year, when the virgin had miscarried wice
more, James was able to speak as an adul, and often watched the living children from
windows, where they would play by the light of the fire. As each of James” four broth-
ers and sisters were born, they were born dead, and they were given to his care.

In the fourth year, with Mary still a virgin and pregnant again, a decree went out
from Caesar Augustus, declaring there would be a census taken. Each man had 10 go to
his home city to register. Joseph also went up from Gafilee, to the city of David,
which was called Bethlehem, for he was of the house and line of David. [ames and his
siblings followed, for there were bandits on the roads and they were hungry.

While they were there, Mary gave birth to her firsthorn, born alive, and she named
him Jesus. While she slept, cach of his brothers and sisters gave him gifts, and then
vanished into the night, cach to go his own way.

Only thrice did the brothers and sister of Jesvs gatheragain. First, when his mother
was sick with worry, they called him home, and were denjed. Second, when he was
murdered upon the cross, God blotted out the sun, so that they could watch and com-
fort their brother. And thrice, when they found the betrayer of Jesus, and hung him
from a rope. :

And from the day of their brother’s resurrection, they aged no further. The angel
Gabriel appeared to cach, and told him to make his way into the world, and to be
fruitful in the manner of the dead. And he warned them of 2 soldier, who would bring
them the word of God but also His curse. James nodded, and smiled, and secretly
made his own plans for the one known as Longinus.

This is the word of the Lord.
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i ?” and the angel said,
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»
others might understand.
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«\What does this mean?” and the angel said,
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£1d I said to Amoniel the angel,
“This is not for you to understan
»
others might understand.
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The shille e qone now, e /p(/ﬂ/ Deom, which seemed /Zg'm/ 2t e ime bt when Vi
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BLINDNESS

Teonfess to the sin of blindness. 1 should have seen the
It is one thing to
structure And mean

flmw n our nﬁ:rmcﬁ.

bring flec{gling Vnm}yires into our fala{. New Embraces, eAqer to fim{
inq 1 their lives, Are natural assets far the Lancea et Sanctim.
This makes sense, and is vatuable. Further, it is valuable to show the word of Longinus
to other covenants yes, even the damnable A'calytes, tf t/u:y decide to stop fallau/ing
their pAgAn qoddesses), so that they maY find structure and meAning in their lives. This
taity of Kindred makes sense, and is valunbte.

The flaw exists in Kindred who leave their coven,
the surfce, this seems tobe a }mneﬂt, but 1 have see
]mtmynl. Yes, I call this }’mtrm;ml, far tf one were
n]mna(ming their devotion to Lon,
traitor? ,7‘ one leaves a
Aevotion be stronger?

The Fift/» Canon af the Snnguineaus Catechism exle'ns the need far eVMtgelism,
And the role of the Testament in that evangelism. Does the Monachus not say that we
Are to “}ring All who would hear into the darkaness af the word af Langinw? " Yet, far

every ]mtmyer we Ering to our bosom, we embrace all of their enemies and none of their
[riends. Our Church grow’s weaker with each convert, not stronger.

I submit that ]mPtism of ALl who consider themselves Longinian is what Monachus
asked of us. Once the sinner has had the blood sprinkied on their head and heard the
words “T ]m;atize you in the name of the Dark Father, the Spear, and the Shield,” they

have seen the way. Do we need to extend the Confirmation to thems Do they need to
take our Communion?

Ido see examples of those who Jled their covenant And have truly embodied what it
means to be Longinian. Indeed, they have shown Jaith when others have used faith as

A means to destroy. In particular, I am tkinking of the Qinry that hasbeen uncovereq
racentlif fram Port-au-Prince. 1 feel A kins[u'f With those Kindred — another cit17 torn
Apart 171/ natural disaster, —another co

urt struggling to deal with the Aftermath.
Whereas New Orleans has grown stron

er fram its crucible, Port-au ~Prince fnlls daeyer
into c{a;;m’r. However, it is one Kindred, farmerl17 af the Invictus, that 71'1/&5 me the most
fwPa.

I have been Him{. Fargixie me, far Thave sinned.

ant to join the true fm’t/». On

n nat/»ing Put pain from such a

to leave the faith and J0in Another,
91'14145 and the Lord, would we not consider them a
qroup t/»ey claimed to be utterh/ Aevoted to, how can their new
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Title: #ThatAwkwardMoment when you meet up with your ex
Security: Private
Dear Diary/JournaI/BIog/Thing,

I'm going to make this post private. | don’t need the rest of the Kindred hearing
my whining. Sure, it's a story as old as time: Girl joins the New York Invictus. Girl
moves to Haiti. Girl meets Crone. They fall in love. Girl survives earthquake. Girl
finds religion. Girl joins the Lancea et Sanctum. Crone breaks up with girl. Theend.

It's true, though. Since | converted back in 2010, Leila hasn't really spoken to me
except on official business. | can see her point: our covenants hate each other like
cats on fire. | guess a part of me was hoping to be star-crossed lovers, able to work
past the differences of our respective houses to find true love and happiness. Except
that bit at the end where everyone dies, of course. But when most of Port-au-Prince
gets wiped out in a massive earthquake and you're looking down the barrel of
the worst cholera outbreak in recent history, | guess there isn‘t time for romance.

Which makes me asking for a private meeting with her even more awkward.

| mean, it’s not as if we haven't seen each other. With the recent... reduction in
headcount, Prince Raoul Bonnefil decided that he needed a democratically elected
Primogen council to help wrangle all the Kindred problems in Port-au-Prince.
| don’t know if it's because he's a Ventrue, or because he's old, or what, but he
broke the seats down by Clan. The few Daeva left in Haiti decided | should step
up and represent them, while the Mekhet consulted whatever Iwa they hang out
with and settled on Leila as their spokesperson. So whenever the Prince wants to
have a meeting or a phone conference, we talk and argue (mostly argue) about
city business. | tried a few times to talk with her privately, but she acted as if |
wasn't talking.

But this was city business, even if it was just between us. Last night, we all got
a text message from Prince Bonnefil, saying that the Lancea et Sanctum and the
Circle of the Crone would have to offer restitution for their transgressions. No
indication of what these transgressions were or anything, and no one could geta
hold of Bonnefil afterward. My Archbishop and their High Mother or whatever both
decided that since the Primogen were the closest to the Prince’s ear, the two of us
should be the ones to sort it out. So, | emailed her, and we agreed to meet at the
Champs-de-Mar Park, across from the rubble of the National Palace. | spent hours
fussing over what to wear. Even after four years, | still get butterflies around her. |
ended up wearing my charcoal Primogen suit, flats, and Longinian pin, although
| left an extra button on my blouse undone.

Leila arrived fifteen minutes late, as | was checking my phone for the thousandth
time. She always wore surprisingly bright colors for a Shadow, and tonight was no
exception: a sunny yellow sundress with a matching head wrap and no shoes. She
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stepped in front of me before I noticed her.

“Genevieve,” she said quietly. Sure, my Clan has the reputation of being the
sex kittens of the Kindred world, but something about the way she whispered
my name just made my toes curl.

“Leila,” | responded, trying to keep thin
invitation.” | offered her my hand.

“I'would appreciate skipping the small talk,” she said, ignoring the hand. “This
is a serious matter.”

I'let my hand drop. “Sure, of course. The Prince’s edict.”

“So what did your covenant do to earn his ire?” She crossed her arms and
stared at me.

I winced. She always reached right to the heart of the matter. Usually to crush
that heart in her hands. “My Archbishop doesn’t know anything.”

“You mean the old white man refuses to accept responsibility. How shocking.”

I smoothed down the front of my jacket. A nervous gesture. “It may not mean
much, but I sincerely dont think anything was done on our end. | spoke with the
laity and the priesthood, and none of them knows of anything unusual. Or more

unusual, given the situation.” | took a moment tolook herin the eyes. “They asked
me to find out what the Circle might have done.”

Her eyes flashed a moment, and then she looked away. “We have done nothing
to disrupt the Carthian’s laws.”

“You mean Prince Bonnefil’s laws.”

She looked back at me, frowning. “That is what | said. Do not waste my time
with semantics. And stop using your abilities to manipulate my feelings for you,
or | will walk back out of this park and blame you for this whole problem.”

I wasn't using any powers. The emotion she was feeling had to be her own.
Did she still have feelings for me? | took a completely unnecessary breath and
plowed on, ignoring the insinuation. “It's clear we need to speak to the Prince to
find out why he is so concerned, but | think it’s best if we both go in on the same
page. It helps if we're both on message.”

Leila gave me a crooked smirk. My hands trembled, so | held them behind my
back. “That sounds like the Invictus talking.”

I'shrugged. “l used to work in social media, both before and after my death. No
matter what team I'm playing for now, I know the value of a consistent message.”

She nodded, and the smirk disappeared. “Agreed. You will make the
arrangements, and let me know.” Then she was gone.

So that's how my conversation with my exwent. | need to get in touch with the
Prince’s people and set something up, if they’ll even return my calls. | suppose |
should be pissed that I'm being ordered around, but I'm too busy cycling between

being a lovesick Puppy and abject terror at whatever Bonnefil has in mind. More
later, diary.

gs cool. “Thank you for accepting my
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Title: That could have gone better....
Security: Private
Dear Diary (can | call you Diary?),

Well, | gotin touch with one of the Prince’s secretaries, and arranged for ameeting
with the three of us at the Galerie Marassa. 've always liked Marassa — unlike some
of the museum Elysia I've been to in the States, the Galerie Marassa is a nice, intimate
place featuring local art, including some amazing Voudoun flags and Catholic
figurines. It was a masterful touch, really — a secular place featuring religious
iconography perfectly balances the Carthian, Crone, and Spear’s sensibilities. |
guess Bonnefil chooses good people to work under him.

Anyhow, | met Leila outside. She was wearing an orange dress and head wrap
tonight, and my compliment bounced off of her as we were led into a side gallery
by two muscular menin short-sleeved dress shirts. The walls were seafoam green
and framed pictures and items hung sparsely around the room. Lots of images of
the lwa and the Madonna.

In the center of the room sat a folding table and three folding chairs. In one sat
Raoul Bonnefil, shuffling a deck of cards. He wore a pure white suit with a matching
trilby perched on his bald head. Our Prince prides himself as a man of the people,
and he doesn’t stand on ceremony when simplicity will do. If you glanced at him,
you might think he was just another middle-aged Haitian man enjoying a quiet
game of solitaire. But when he looks at you, power and authority wash over you
like a wave. He's a Ventrue to the core.

“Good evening, ladies,” he said in Haitian Creole, standing up and waving us
over to the chairs. “Shall we get right to business?”

We sat. Leila crossed her legs. | didn’t. “Thank you for taking the time to see us,
Your Majesty,” | responded. “We've been empowered by our respective covenants
to discuss the nature of your edict.”

“lsn't it obvious?” he said, smiling. “Religion is poisoning our country.”

| paused, and looked at Leila. She was looking back at me, equally confused. We
turned back to Bonnefil, and she spoke up. “We don't understand, Prince Bonnefil.
It has always been my understanding that your covenant has a rather neutral view
of religion.”

He giggled at this. It wasn't laughter oreven a chuckle, but an almost coquettish
giggle. “I'm not a Marxist. | don’t believe that religion is the opiate of the masses.
| believe there is something out there in the world, and it is angry for what we
have done.”

I tried to keep my face neutral. Prince Bonnefil has been known to bluster now
and then, but this was different. He was very calm and jovial about... whatever this
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was. Something was very, very wrong. Keeping my voice even, | asked politely,
“What have we done, sir?”

He stood up suddenly. His chair collapsed, falling to the concrete floor with a loud
bang. | jumped. Leila didn’t. “What haven't you done?” he bellowed suddenly. “In
2010 God sent an earthquake to Haiti, killing thousands. Not even a month later
he sentanother one to Chile. In 2011, yetanother one devastated Japan. Typhoons
have wreaked havocin the Philippines. Heat waves hit countries all over the world.
Mortals sweep it all under the rug of ‘global warming,” but | know the truth. | know
that we have offended the anvizib.” He pointed to the ceiling, one finger trembling.

Leila continued to look calmly at him. “Perhaps—"

“A second flood!” he laughed, cutting her off. This time she did flinch. “You will
bring a second great flood that will destroy us all. The Crones and the Spear play
at hating one another, but | know your game. You are working together to wipe
outall of those who don't follow your rules, who don't play your game.” He walked
overto me, putting a hand on my shoulder. “You two don’t even hide it very well. |
bet you warm each other’s beds while you plot to destroy Haiti, don’t you?”

I'started to speak, but Leila beat me to it. “If you had been paying the slightest bit
of attention in our council meetings, Bonnefil, you'd know that if I could, | wouldn't
share a building with this woman, let alone her bed. The fact that we are both here
in front of you is nothing short of a miracle—"

“Witchery!” he said, laughing. Spittle flew from his mouth as he said it.

“—and should be telling about the concerns we have regarding your leadership.
If you explain what the problem is, we will do what we can to ease your mind.”

“Proof! Problems! Ease!” He let go of my shoulder and kicked the card table over.
Cards flew everywhere, and it slid against one of the walls. In my hysteria and fear,
I'noticed one of the legs was bent. “Your very belief is heresy! Your existence is the
reason Haiti still suffers! You will tell your cults to stop worshiping false idols and
return to the glory of the One True God, or | will have you all murdered in your beds!”

“Prince Bonnefil, if you'll just allow us to explain,” I pleaded. “l understand you're
upset, but there’s no connection at all between our covenants and these events.
All of us are working hard to rebuild Haiti, just as you are.”

Bonnefil casually picked up his chair, reopened it, and sat back down, as if nothing
were wrong. He giggled again. “You think I'm mad, don't you?”

I closed my eyes and said nothing. There isn’t a good answer to that question.
“No, | understand,” he said calmly. “But soon, everyone will see things the way
I do. Kindred, humans, even babies will see all of you for what you really are.” He

snapped his fingers, and the two muscular men grabbed our arms and started
shoving us to the door.

Asthe door of the gallery closed behind us, I could hear the faint sound of giggling.
I wasn't sure what to do after that. Leila just dusted herself off and said that she
had some questions to ask. We've agreed to meet at C'est Si Bon — it’s a late-night
bar/restaurant with lots of people around, and if Bonnefil does plan to kill us, we're
hoping that he still values the Masquerade enough to not do it in front of a crowd.

I'm terrified. After this, I'll write a report for the Archbishop, but I'm not sure
what will happen. I'm just a convert, and for all the Lancea et Sanctum ideology

that all are equal in the eyes of Longinus, I know my place on the totem pole. For
all I know, I'll die here in Haiti.

I don’t want to die.
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Title: What is Malkavia?
Security: Private
Dear Diary,

It's weird. | know all about the psychological component of humanizing a brand or
atechnology to make it more approachable, and yet we've been writing to our diaries
and journals as if they were people for centuries. Now | have this image of a three-
hundred-year-old vampire in robes leaning over a massive journal with guttering
candlelight writing “Dear Diary, today | met the dreamiest guy.”

Sorry. | babble whenI'm terrified. Usually I laugh when I'm scared too, but since the
meeting with the Prince, I'm scared of my own laughter. That's weird, right? | admit |
haven’t been thinking about it too much. Dinner with Leila didn’t help me freak out
any less. It wasn't Leila, but... let me just start over.

| didnt bother dressing up: tank top, shorts, the kind of clothes anyone in Haiti
would wear. | spent the entire evening in public places: shopping, at museums, even
around road crews knocking down destroyed buildings. The point was to avoid
getting jumped without witnesses, but it also reminded me just how far Port-au-Prince
needs to go. I've even been hearing stories about how some families are getting
eviction notices minutes before the crews show up to knock their homes down.
How did we let things get so bad? Aren’t Kindred supposed to be able to influence
human institutions and prevent these things? Watching trucks push rubble around,
| began to wonder if Bonnefil didn’t have a point.

When it was time, | met Leila at C'est Si Bon. Of course, she looked amazing in
pastel green. Even though | know that everyone around me thought | looked hot in
the crappy clothes | was wearing, | still felt like a slob next to her. She had a natural
beauty and grace that felt superior to the artificial sensuality | conjured up. We gota
table that was away from the crowd but still visible to most people, and she launched
right into things.

“Have you heard of Malkavia?”

| shook my head.

“| talked to some of my sisters. Turns out it's a disease that drives vampires crazy.”

| blinked. “I didn’t know diseases affected us.”

“Of course they do,” she said, dismissively. “Just not in the same way that they
affect humans.”

“So you think he's insane?”
She looked at me. “Don’t you?”

| leaned back into my chair, and moved my drink around on the table. “I guess |
was hoping that maybe reason, or even prayer, would—"

uDon/t "
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| looked up at her. “Don’t what?”

“Don’t bring your bullshit God into this. Not now.”
be you weren'tin the same meeting I was, but Longinus
t up however you like, but this

This got me angry. “May
is a part of this. Sois the Mother of Monsters. Dress i
is an attack on faith. It doesn’t matter whose.”

Her lips parted into a snarl of disgust. “It does matter whose. If he were content
to focus on Longinians, | would leave you to his insanity.”

| had the overwhelming urge to punch her. Something in the back of my mind
wanted to beat her, pin her down, and sample her body and her blood just one
more time. Just... take what | wanted. Instead, | put my palms on the table and
closed my eyes, mentally reciting the Sanguineous Catechism in my head. “I'm
trying very hard to be respectful of your faith.”

“Really?” She laughed — not a giggle, but a full-throated bark of completely
unhumorous laughter. “That's a change from how your faith usually treats people
like me.”
| was about to toss some hurtful comment in her face when | noticed a disturbance
among the other diners. | turned to look, and saw that a handful of people had
walked in, asking for donations for medical supplies to aid with the cholera outbreak.
They were soft-spoken, holding their hands out for a few gourdes or even just
some change. Their skin was taut against the bone, but | couldn’t tell if they were
dehydrated from cholera or just from lack of good drinking water. The other diners
weren't taking the risk, though — some pulled their plates away from the charity
workers, while others simply got up and left. A couple of the waiters looked like
they were heading to the back at high speed, probably to tell the manager.

The charity workers were by our table when they noticed us.We locked eyes, and
| debated pulling out some of the money | had on me to give to them. As | started
to reach for my purse, all of them pointed at us and started to giggle.

they said between laughs. “Blasphemers!”

“Heretics!”

“Time to go,” Leila said in my ear.
| nodded and forced myself to stand up. A thousand things were racing through

my head. Did they mean us? Do they have Malkavia? Is cholera Malkavia? Can | getit
if they touch me? But | concentrated and focused all that natural Daeva desire into
a gentle pushin their direction. | hoped that | would make my way past whatever
gripped them inside and get them to love me forjustallittle while. 1 could see their
faces change frominsane fury to adoration, and | knew the false love had taken hold.
“'d like to step outside, please,” | said quietly tothe gathered group. “My associate
and | would love to talk toyou all about your concerns.”| glanced over my shoulder
as they murmured among themselves, and saw that Leila had vanished. My new
friends backed up a little to let me get around the table, just as the manager came
around to start yelling at them. They turned to look, and | ran like crazy.
Leila appeared by me as | got to my car, but | was so freaked out already that |
didn’t even have energy to be any more freaked out by her sudden appearance.
“This is bad,” she said quietly.
“You think?” | said loudly. | glanced around nervously as | heard my own voice
bounce back at me from the concrete and brick, and lowered my voice. “Yes, this
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“ i od back
Leila gave me that smirk again, the one | loved so much. “You did go
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’Thanks‘ Y(’c)u n’lo ingg the night air. “Story of our relationship, really. f
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rlnuirgé \r/:/eitahd;\lem?ust \;vanted to go back to my haven, climb into my bed, a
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Instead, | felt her cool lips pressed against mine, hertong
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f her body against mine was exo
e o e e tim fe:rl\g my palms tingled as | returned the
hen she broke off and took

my mout .
he same time,
and comfortable all at t . .
kiss. My hands started to slide around her waist w
a step back. .
“Call the Primogen. We need to meet tomorrow night.
already gone. Damniit. e

Wa(i Romec))/ Romeo. Wherefore art thou Rome.o? Deny tfhy fathit:‘rdand r

name Becaluse | cannot get the taste of your lips out of my mind.

" | tried to nod, but she
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PORTADPRINCENTNIGHT 01

Title: Worst. Meeting. Ever.
Security: Private

Of all the places to have a top-secret meeting,
parking lot. | mean, | guess it makes sense — no o
especially in the middle of the night. Plusit’s hard to sneak up onyouwhenyou can see
in pretty much every direction. But | guess | still had visions of James Bond in my head.

Sorry, Diary. Babbling again. | should probably delete all this crap, but | want to
getitall down first. I'm scared if | don't just keep pushing through that I'll never do it.

Anyhow, | called the other Primogen. Jean-Claude Ambrose is the one | called
first. | figured he’s Gangrel, so he'll know the best way to make sure we survive this
meeting. He's the one that suggested the parking lot, the one by the airport that was
devastated by the earthquake. Le Satin of the Nosferatu wasn't a hard sell, either. |
debated for an hour whether | should call Villard Brésil. He’s not a direct relation to
Bonnefil, but he’s still Ventrue, and | was worried that they would stick together. But
he’s also Invictus, and that’s what won me over. | figured | could play the “alliance”

card between our covenants enough to at least get a fair hearing before he ran back
to his clanmate with the news.

I never expected it would be in a
ne will think to look for you there,

About Me
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never heard of before | got here. | would laugh about a group called “The Secret,”
but we're called “The Spear and Chapel,” so | guess | don’t have room to judge.

“Setting aside the Prince’s edicts for the moment,” he/she said in French. Le Satin

always spoke in French. “The disease that Primogen Leila mentions does exist. We
believe that her research is sound.”

“Does it have much in common with cholera?” | asked.

“Traditionally, no. Malkavia affects the mind, whereas cholera focuses primarily

on the body. However, we do know that the disease does affect mortals. We proffer
that this could be a new strain.”

“It would certainly explain a few things,” Leila mused. “Everyone’s had a difficult
time wiping it out, and the combination of vampires spreading it among the humans
and it not actually being cholera would account for that.”

“Indeed, Primogen Leila,” Le Satin said, his/her mask inclining slightly. “As such,
we feel it is at least worth bringing to the Prince that this disease is a lar

pressing issue than his prior edict. His reactions to that will hel
actions.”

ger, more
p crystallize further

Villard started to speak, but we all saw a white sedan pull up to where we were
meeting. The conversation fell silent as it pulled up next to us, and Prince Bonnefil
stepped out, giggling. He was wearing the same white suit, and carrying a briefcase.
“Well, well, well,” he said, drawing out the syllables. “What a pretty little conspiracy
we have here.”
Inoticed all the eyes of the Primogen looked to Villard, but he seemed as shocked
as anyone else did. Jean-Claude looked away and spoke to the Prince.
inviting you here.”

“Do I need an invitation to talk to my own council?”

“No, of course not,” Villard interjected. “We
we can.”

“Don’t recall

‘Il be happy to help you in any way
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"Your courtesy is appreciated, monsieur.” As he talked, the two goons from
the museum got out of the car, and pulled the battered card table from the
trunk. They setit up on front of Bonnefil,and he put the briefcase on it. The table
rocked on its bad leg, but the Prince ignored itand calmly opened the briefcase.
He pulled out a bag of blood. It had markings from the University of Miami field
hospital set up on the other side of the airport. He brought it over so that Leila
and | could see it.

“ don’t understand,” | said, looking at the blood so | didn't have to look at
Bonnefil.

He simply giggled, and pulled outa knife from his pocket. | saw Leila tense.

You want us to drink this?” | asked, hoping togeta reaction or an explanation.

At that point, Bonnefil screamed, and the knife went down into the blood bag.
It sprayed all over Leila, me, and the Prince. He kept stabbing the bag and his
own hand, screaming, “Die Die Die,” as he did. Behind him, | could see the other
two goons had bags and knives in their hands as well, and they were moving
toward the other Primogen.

I'm not really sure what happened next. Leila disappeared. | heard screams
and rending flesh, probably from Jean-Claude. Le Satin took his/her mask off to
look at one of the goons, but | couldn’t see his/her face. Then there was Bonnefil
was trying to stab me.

My instincts kicked in. | started punching him as hard and as fast as | could. |
put every ounce of my blood and will into the blows, just trying to get him off
me. When he fell back, | leaped on top of him, smashing his head into the ground
over and over. | think | was screaming too. Then, my hands were full of ash.

| kept pounding the ash into the concrete until | felt Leila’s hand on my shoulder.
“Genevieve,” she said quietly. “It's over.”

| looked up. All that remained was the five of us. Jean-Claude was covered in
blood and ash, and a little goton Villard as well, who looked horrified. Leila has
some on her face and dress, but that was probably from the initial spray. Le Satin
looked fine, and his/her mask was back on.

“You have just murdered the Prince, Primogen Paternoster,” Le Satin said in
his/her flat voice.

Jean-Claude folded his arms. uSaved us a lot of trouble, | say.”

Villard wiped some ash from his face, looked at his hand in horror, and tried
to wipe iton his leg. nWe can't tell anyone about this. Not anyone. The Carthians
will come after us all.”

Le Satin nodded. “lagree. Until the council decidesona suitable replacement, we
propose thata fiction is erected. Prince Bonnefil is focused on the reconstruction
of Haiti, and cannot be disturbed. The council will, naturally, handle all his affairs
in the interim.”

“A conspiracy of silence?” | said. | asked a question, butwe all knew the answer.
| couldn’t take my eyes off my hands. | couldn’t stop thinking about the feeling
of beating him until he died. But | couldn’t confess to it. That's why I'm writing
this — it's the closest thingto a confession | can do.

Le Satin looked to Leila. “Do you agre€, Primogen Leila?”

“Of course,” she said, that lovely smirk on her face. “It'll be fun.”

Then she giggled.

Lenewa Bt Sanshm  B5



tales ry‘ those Z‘ the true fm’t/» [LﬂVdeﬂ their
d, ori nored, I becopm, furi ESLAL nature rise Up in me,
Tue Langinmns.

We do not yse fm’t/» AS A topl

We do not use fm’tﬁ AS An excusse far excess like the Circle af the Crone.
We do not use fm’t/» As

For all of MY frustration and
far Dracuia’s Puppets. The Iny;,
Cro

nes At least haye fm’tk, e thians at least
Tecoqnize the power (7[ fm’t/», even tf t/uﬂ/ LAt it as a topy af mind controf. However, it
15 not Sametfuing tobe cured. It is not 4 t(efect.

The miractes We

erform with oyr Study of Theban SOTCETY 1S 10t Anotf ey oWer o
the l'lam{ tAAE can £ }attlet{, CAteqorized, o

s fram our Dmnnntim,
PUrLonnection wit), 4 G694 who fias cursed us to walk the eart], far .Lxmginus’ sin tyf
mun{erinq s anl17 son.,
But where Any

P90 q0ddess. The cpy

sensible %im{rez{ wWould see Samet/»ing mi

A equations. They act as Y God can e
PAper orithe "ight sty

raculoys angd /wly, the Order
¢{17 could unlock 4, fmckstnge door
A hand at the levers

understood, s fthe right
Lo the universe AN Ve thein,



I. TiTLE PAGE

Study: Isolating The Mental Pathways That Comprise “Faith” In Kindred (2013)
Author: Master Sigge Vang, Gothenburg, Sweden. Open for peer review.
Corresponding Author: Master Sigge Vang (svang@ordogothenburg.org)
Financial & Equipment Support: Gothenburg Ordo Dracul Lodge

Conflicts of Interest: None

1I. Abstract

A third attempt to locate and isolate the neural pathways that comprise religious devotional and
irrational belief (hereafter, “faith”) in Kindred. Subject C was a member of Prince Vidal’s court (New
Orleans) who believes that the disaster was the result of “God’s divine will.”

, yo ¥l

DI veY

111. INTRODUCTION

I have conducted a number of studies previously, at the request of the Ordo Dracul of Gothenburg,
with the design of reducing or removing irrational religious thought from Kindred. Such a design would
be applied to the lodge’s goal of reducing tension and strife in our society. Previous attempts focused on
purely psychological and psychiatric methods, which proved inconclusive. For this study, it was decided
that a strictly physical analysis of the affected brain structures would be necessary. The brain of Subject
C provided some enlightening insight into potential avenues for exploration, although again it produced
1o conclusive evidence. It is my opinion that additional subjects will be required.

IV. METHODS

Context: The study was conducted in the secure examination room of the Gothenburg lodge. It is
soundproof and has no windows, allowing investigators to perform examinations in isolation. The
typical array of medical tools was available.

Design: The design is simple: physically examine the brain of Subject C, and then induce the subject
to perform outward manifestations of faith (hereafter “faith reactions”). Given that Subject C needed to
actively practice their faith during the examination, the study was designed to keep Subject C alive and
conscious for as long as possible. Previous studies noted that CAT scans and Kirlian photography were
insufficient for studying fine-grain changes in the Kindred psyche (see 34.5/2010). As such, removal
of Subject C’s scalp to directly observe the brain with instrumentation is necessary. Consideration for
the amount of pain was discussed, but I decided as lead researcher that the pain would increase the
possibility of necessary faith reactions, and thus was not a factor that needed to be reduced.

Subject: Subject C is a nomad (self-identifying as a “mendicant”) from New Orleans who fled to
Sweden in 2005 after the disaster brought about by Hurricane Katrina. This Kindred identifies as a
male Kindred, as a Gangrel, and as a creature following the faith that the mythological Longinus was
the inciting vampire in a pseudo-Judeo-Christian context (hereafter “Longinian”). Subject C recently
physically attacked a Carthian ally of the Ordo Dracul, and as such, the lodge was given leave to conduct
this study by the Queen-Elect of Gothenburg (see 37.1/2013).
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V. RESULTS

Before Subject C succumbed to the Final Death, I was able to document seventeen distinct faith
reactions. Some were vocalized (typically variations on the phrase «“gave me, Longinus!”), while others
were physical reactions (typically closing the eyes and sub-vocalizing). One faith reaction was particularly
strong, and worth documenting. Subject C had a scar in the shape of a lance on his chest. During one
faith reaction, the scar began to glow and rise out of his chest, becoming a distinct lance. Application
to the pain sensors in the brain aborted the faith reaction.

Subject C refused to answer any questions about that particular faith incident, but it is my opinion that
this is the first time we have been able to study the Kindred brain during the use of Longinian-based
faith sorcery (hereafter “Theban™). This incident has provided the most potentially useful data. The
detailed logs are listed in Section IX, but to summarize, there is a marked decrease in activity in the
parietal lobe during this experience. Other faith reactions had a negligible and inconsistent decrease
in such activity, but the Theban faith reaction corresponded exactly to the decrease and subsequent
return of parietal lobe activity. This corresponds to the findings of Andrew Newburg (University of

Pennsylvania; se€ Section IX). 3 i
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fere is not enough evidence that stimulating parietal lobe activity to reduce or remove
aith reactions. However, there is the possibility that such stimulation can retard or olimigate Theban
orcery manifestations. One working hypothesis is that overall brain activity needs to fall inqrder for
far actions to take hold — in essence, the less the subject thinks about the situation, the tronger
faith takes
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FAITHLESSNESS
Finally, I have committed the sin of faithlessness.
For many years, I have allowed myself and other Kindred to wander from the
Ath. In the name af Palitics, in the name of peace, in the name of CiVilitif, in
the name of modernity, in the name of adaptability. There was, and always is,
A reAson to set fRith Aside As inconvensent or Praﬁlemntic. It 1s Satan'’s qreatest
trick to qet us to lie to ourselves.

As Kindred, we place high vatue on our ability to Adapt to modern times while
emﬁw{ying Ancient truths. Covenants born Jrom the dust of ancient Rome stand
alongside those created within recent memory. We recite ancient traditions while
wearing the Latest suits. Discussions as old as time take place while listening to
Pleeding-edge music. Call it the Masquerade, call it using the tools At hand; call
it survival instinct, but we Are not static creatures.

Yet, faith does not allow Jor adaptation. God does not change #is clothes or #is
haircut to suit modern times. #e is eternal, unchanain s And omniscient. Some
may quibhle that the mortal and Kindred forms of faith are subject to revision
(for did not the edicts of the New Testament supersede some of the more extreme
tenets in Leviticus?). The line s drawn in c(ifferent wAys, And some af those lines
have shaken my fRith to the core.

God doesn't care about lines. #e doesn't Arque nuances. He doesn’t quibble on
Aetails. #e demands JAith, pure and untainted. One doesn’t worship A “mask.” o
God, because God needs no masks. One doesn’t claim qoddess of pain as God, because
God doesn’t limit Himself. For all of our creeds, and denominations, and titles,
and heresies open and secret, the Lancea et Sanctum believe in Him. We have

Jaith that our role in #is planis predetermined. We can never truly know why
monsters Are necessary for #is plan, but knowing is not faith.

This is a point I have struggled with; 1 suspect all Kindred of faith strugqle
with this At some point. FAith is not knau?lea{ge, but it is also not the lack. of
knowledge. If #e wanted unt[»inking monsters, we would all be dravgr, onl
mm/inﬁ 1om murder to murder. Instead, #e qave humans a mind, A mind that
can become even sharper nfter YyeArs af the Requiem. e 7i1/es us tools such as
SUpernAtural sight and miracles of fAith to uncover #is secrets, Why would we
have all these things and then be asked not to use them? I Ao not queestion #is

lan, but I also do not consider Him a Jool. We must be expected to use them. I
have fm’t/x that the sun will rise tomorrow, but I still wear a wiatch to know
when it will occur.

Therefore, we study. We question. We quibble and draw lines, because each
Kindred fills the unknowable with, faith and each of us finds Aifferent things
unknowable. In the past, Thave confused questioning with a lack. of faith, and
in that mistake, actunlly lost it.
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i fem Iam not ex}alm'ning this well. Let me llustrate 517 Wm/ af an
ex%m;vle.

When I seized the title af Prince af New Orleans, I knew that this cit
WAS important. There was no objective data that T was able ta;aint to,
Although there was plenty available. There was no signpost that showed me
the best path Jorward; atthough my skill andnatural tatent held me in good
stead. But a part of me took. all of this information, all of this knowledge,
and used that to commune with the dvine. From that, I was able to conclude
this city will be unportant in the years to come. That is faith.

OVer the centuries, others came to challenge me. Su ering }etmynl on
ALl sides, T compromised, I raged, I Jouqht, and I Lost. T wis the Prince. Tn
ALl of this, I Aad faith that T was the Prince necessary to make this city
unportant. In the act of bringing this about, 1 lost actunl Jaith, because
Iam not the necessary component. He is. I Am #4s tool, And A tool does not
Pecome self~tmportant about the Jact that he is a tool.

Then, Katrina. Terrible, ]71005(17, Wam{erful Katrina. New Orleans
WAS devastated. M people were in Ashes, metaphorical and literal. I was
}yaw"arless, Prince of & broken cit17. In my Aarkest moments, T ﬁlnmac{ Him far
this. I saw this as punishment, as a slight, as & violation of an Agreement
between peers that never existed. And nfter 4 mgec{, wept, and swore, T did
something I Aadn't done in a long time.

Tprayed. Not mouthing old words as a show, but sincerely praved to Him.
T did not speak. to #im as a peer. 1 qd not treat Him as a servant to dole out
miracles. I humbled mysel before #im, and asked Jor quidance, as I had not
done since I started as Prince. 1 looked At all the nformation I had, and
where I could not fim{ the answer, I used fm’t[». A’gm'n, the conclusion was
that this city was important.

And it is. For did not God send this tragedy to New Orleans Just to prove
that Kindred society is no longer A series of isolated city-states? Is it not
true that Kindred all over the world speak. of New Orleans as a mecca, as
AWRrZone, As A cAuse, As A bloodbaths Do they not think of me and the
prin of their brood in the same moment? Moreover, did #e not hand me the
opportunities I needed to take back. my controld

Kindred should have faith in themselves, and frith in #Him. Some choose
to vest their faith in Longinus, but Longinus would not be without Him.
Either way, those who put their faith solely in one or the other are doomed
t0 fall. Fasth in #im exclusivels) is an insult to the tools #e has given you.
e does not want blind soldiers, but t[»inking qenerals. Faith in yourself




exclusively is An insult to Him. A seneral who leads the ATInY on his own
pAth is worthless at best and a Aanger At worst.

I'see now that I had tost JAith in Him and myself. I see that Jaith needs
to be restored to the other Kindred. Certainly, the PAgAns of the Circle of
the Crone need correction., A‘%alutaly, the hollow mouthings of the Invictus
should not be tolerated. Of course, the Arrogant “science” af the 0rdo Dracul
should no langer tAke credit far His work.. However, I see now that the ﬁiggast
concern is those who have no faith at all. And the Carthians are Godless.
They have natﬁing but hate and Aestruction at their fingertifs.

Fargixia me, farI have sinned. I have lost my way. nginus, Christ, and
God have all given me sign. affter sign, chance After chance, and T wis too
Plind to see tfam. Now I have. Now you see As T have that He has aiven me
A new purpose, A new reason to be. I now know that New Orleans is not A
cit17 buta Symfml, A rall ing cry ngm'nst those who would obliterate not just
our faith, but also the Very idea of faith. They turn it into propaqanda or
qiscard it entirely, replacing #is will with their own.

They must be stopped. They will be stopped. And with every ounce of my
Vitae, T will make sure that New Orleans does not Jall to their Godlessness.

I send this conffession
to the Eis/wf af Rome,
Vicar af]esus Christ,
Successor of the Prince
&7f the Apostles, Sufrema
Pantiff af the Universal
Church, Primate o
Italy, Archbishop and
MatraPalimn af the Roman
Province, Sovereign o
the Vatican City State,
Servant af the servants o
God. Hear my words, that
even a Dnmnm{ creature
such as myself can see the
lig[vt.

Forgive me, your
Holiness, far T have sinned.

Prince A'ugusta Vidal
Catholic
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N.B.: The sole speaker is Dr. N

Interviewing him is the Shadow, Fr
You’re saying this won’t pick up
[pause]

athaniel Mire, Scholar Emeri
ances Black.

your voice at a]]?

tus of the Dragons of the Triangle.

up with more than halfa
— Your voice didn’t echo, as it should have in the hall.
anatomy, but it’s the litt]e things that

[pause]

I’m putting together a paper, “Anom
With due credit, of cours
I'ask a personal question

[pause]

Autopsy?
[pause]

conversation, but too late now. I noticed, earlier
Some of our kind look i

alies of the Embrace.”
¢, but if you prefer to keep things ial, I can make arrangements. May

elp answer your questions
[pause]

My apologies. That was a bit forward, even for me. Welcome to my laboratory.

[pause]

You don’t seem impressed, Normally, when [ have company, I flip on that device over there. It makes
such lovely sparks. | could also replace this suit with a sys

piciously stained lab coat, perhaps. Have
Barnaby play something appropriate on the pi

Touché. There wasn’t
I trust Barnaby showed
[pause]

Good. Barnaby, see to the animals.
[pause]

any trouble on the way in, was there? We are conveniently close to the airport,
you ever courtesy.



An experiment in cognition and perception. They’re perfectly conditioned, I assure you. Except for the
Florida panther, she’s still a bit touchy around strangers. Don’t approach her—you haven’t signed the waiver.

[Mire laughs.]

[pause]
Savage? That’s rather judgmental of you, Miss Black. All she wants is safety and a meal — the same
as any other living thing — or otherwise. Yes, I know it’s what passes for a title for my kind, but I dislike
the term.

[pause]

That’s how the Lords would see it. But that’s their gift, isn’t it? They can talk anyone into doing almost
anything. Really, you could do the same to any human if you had the right setup, and the proper control of
their innate neurochemistry. Maybe you'd need something to replicate the time-delay, or to trigger more
complex motor functions, but organisms do more devious things to each other every day. And who has
mastery of all non-human life? Not the Lords, I can tell you that much. The mind-bending power to edit
one’s own memory.

[pause]

No, I’'m not so arrogant as to believe the Embrace removed me from the living world completely. What
would I gain if it had? Life has been consuming other life for billions of years, and it’s come up with the
most ingenious ways of expediting the process. Many of my kind completely fail to see the big picture, but
that’s not entirely their fault, now is it? The education system in this country has been dismal for decades.
They don’t see the wonder in everything — only the violence. There’s an appeal in the violence, I admit,
but it’s not what’s truly important. At best, it’s a pleasant distraction.

[pause]
Why thank you. These gifts need not strip me of my mental faculties or civility. It’s just that sometimes
1 smile with a great many teeth.

The Blood is a strange thing, Miss Black. It unites us, even as it provides the raw material for further
change and differentiation. You could call it the closest thing we have to genetic material. It passes from
Sire to Neonate in the Embrace, and carries with it something of a legacy. Of course, if you called it that,
you would be ignoring the fact that the Blood is more than just a set of genes that reshuffles itself in the
hopes of producing successful offspring. The Blood has a life of its own. It responds to the environment in
ways we have only begun to understand. It raises the question: is the Blood the vector we use to reproduce,
or are we the vector it uses to perpetuate itself?

[pause]
Very well. Let me ask you something; what, right now, is responsible for your sense of consciousness
and agency? Your brain is a lump of inert flesh. If I were to put you in an imaging scanner, I wouldn’t see
any activity at all, even if I had you speak, or picture an object, or perform a simple task. If not for the
influence of the Blood, your brain would have decayed long ago, along with the rest of you.

[pause]
Well, I won’t know for certain as long as you refuse to let me have a look.

[pause]
Hmf. At any rate, I don’t think those two scenarios are incompatible. Bloodlines, in particular, are a
fascinating example. That kind of specialization allows for the exploitation of unique niches, with all the
blessings and curses that brings. That’s not the only means of specialization; there are plenty of others on
the table. Take, for example — hm. Have you heard of the Burlesque Grotesque?

[pause]
1 do, too, but I’ve never been able to find them. I suppose it may be for the best, though, after the little
conversation one of my interns — ah — intercepted. Here, se€ for yourself.
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They wrought it, bu
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' st elaborate theatre yet. As a pre- i _No water this time.
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hered everyone out.
Have to go. After the show, they us .
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Have to see.
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From: knine
To: discord_scholar

Walter, 7
Where the fuck are you? What happened’

From: discord_scholar

To: knine

Mr. Keyes, i

We delight to inform you that Walter has joined the show.
Safe home,

—The Management

Have you heard of the Jiang Shi? I hadn’t, either, until I came to the Triangle. They’re one of the most
fascinating developments I've encountered to date — so much like us, and yet so different. They may well be
a sixth Clan, forming right before our eyes.

[pause]

Yes, it’s Chinese. Some of them trace their Blood back there, but others don’t. Some are from Iceland, others
are from Italy, or Greece, or Turkey, or a hundred other places. If they were uniquely Chinese, then we could
pinpoint a place of origin, and look into what exactly made them — and that would be too easy, now, wouldn’t
it? Instead, they’ve left us to with more questions than answers. Are they a separate lineage, becoming more
like the Kindred due to similarities in ecological niche? Are they a new offshoot of the Kindred, gradually
stabilizing into a form we’d recognize as “one of us”? Does their evolution reflect our own, or is it completely
different? Were the five Clans separate lines that converged over time? If so, why?

[pause]

Convergent evolution — the tendency for things to adapt to the same role in similar ways, regardless of
ancestry. Forgive me for stretching the metaphor, but I think it’s appropriate.

[pause]

If it is the case for us, I don’t know if it’s the case for the Jiang Shi. Still, there’s so much that we take for
granted, the Clans for example, and all the myriad offshoots we call Bloodlines. We give them names, and
pretend that they’re something akin to families, or noble lineages. It’s all so very neat and tidy, and it helps
keep us from thinking about how it all ties together. Have you ever met one of the Moroi, for example?

[pause]

| ‘ Hah, point. However, would you believe I have an account from one of them? Regrettably, the man who
3 collected it didn’t survive long after.
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L, Jacob Horne, Confessor to Voivode Hrodrick Vogel and caretaker to the Moroi of the House of
Waiting, do declare this record truthfyl.
My Lord, T know you, and 5o I know that your nigh
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and she Embraced her infant child. Maddened by the abomination, she fled. Enter two Kindred: a c

Gangrel and a Nosferatu, summoned to the graveyard by the child’s wailing. What to do with the hungry

dead babe? They decided to put it to death. They both decided to commit Amaranth. Such blasphemy

instantly cursed the two wretches, twisting them into an amalgam both bestial and grotesque. Forever

A possessed by the fragments of the infant monster’s soul. Forever Moroi.

i f If you believe the old stories, my Lord. Tripe and nonsense, most likely. Yet, are they Haunts or

Savages? What is more primal, immoral, and ravenous than an infant?
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I know Walden held a special place in your esteem, Lord. Know that he died well. Know that watching

these deaths has been the single bitterest chord of my Requiem. Know that I carry on, unblinking,
for you.

Ris for Rayna. I put a tiny fear in her head. I wrapped myself in Not-Knowing. I followed her for

three nights. The tiny fear grew. Laughing, she threw herself to a train. The sleepy crows laughed too.
They got the joke.

2 Vs for Vanija. Head dashed with a claw hammer. Pulled her into Not-Knowing. She screamed, but
her ghouls, just two arms away, did not see, and did not hear her.

Cis for Caleb. Eaten by bravery. Confessor Jacob used Dragon magic and bright lights, until day was
night. I came with the noon. Caleb had Dragon magic too. He did not fear fire or sun. Your oldest,
l strongest. [ reached inside. Down under my bed. I let out a howl so unspeakable, the plants withered,
l and even I felt uneasy. Caleb fled outside, to the sun he did not fear.

S is for Sachiko. Eaten by bad memories. Your cleverest. Hid in a Perilous Nest. The house had
many bad memories. The walls whispered nursery rhymes that boiled my blood. It ran from my ears.
The shadows ate my flesh. I kept forward. I hugged Sachiko to me. The shadows ate our flesh. When
['walked out, I was naught but bone and gristle. She was naught but ash.

[ ate none of your children, Voivode. Confessor Jacob says I must not let the Monster Under My
Bed out. Confessor Jacob knew so much about your children. At first, squeamish, but then excited.
At first, his mouth was always clamped shut, but then, it was always open.
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: i Come back to me, Hrodrick.
1 '_‘ Come back to me, Hrodrick.
s Come back to me, Hrodrick.
El 1| ‘ Come back to me, Hrodrick.
Come back to me, Hrodrick.
‘ | | Al Come back to me, Hrodrick.
Come back to me, Hrodrick. o~
Come back to me, Hrodrick.
.




Have you heard of the Red Queen’s Race, Miss Black?

[pause]

Yes, that’s where it cam
or any other predator and prey you
than others are, or better-camouflage

e from. Suppose that you have a fox and a rabbit, or a wolf and a deer,
*d care to name. In each generation, some rabbits are faster
d, or otherwise more suited to survive the fox. These rabbits

survive, reproduce, and pass on their traits to the next generation. The fox, meanwhile, has
offspring of its own, and those who’re better at spotting and chasing prey are more likely to get
a meal. The rabbit gets faster, and so does the fox. The traits change, but the status quo does not.

They’re running as hard as they can just to stay in place.

[pause]

Well, yes, you can say we’
But what I was getting at is t
pressure on us?

[pause]
Oh, they’re out th
we’re just one hunter inar

us prey. Some of them mig
and they could care less about our delusions of gra

[pause]
Oh, it’s not as if they’re here, in this room. If they were, | would know. It’s j

enough of a fool to think of myself at the top of the food chain.

s. That much is obvious.

re a form of selective pressure on human
are exerting selective

his — what predators, and what parasites,

ere. A lot of our kind fancy ourselves the apex predator, but the truth is that
obust ecosystem of the dead. There are things, Miss Black, that look at
ht have been human, once. Some of them were not. They are out there,
ndeur. They are out there.

ust that I’'m not

[pause]
Well, yes, of course they’d
that don’t fit into our neat and tidy mythology of the

fit the bill. But even ignoring them, there are many things out there
Blood. They seem to have their own niches

and sometimes, their own habitats as well. I remember — ah yes, I do have
f one of those habitats, so to speak. Regrettably, the source is far
ly biased against us. I would kill to have an account from a more

in our ecosystem,
it filed. A firsthand account 0
from reliable, and transparent
respectable observer.
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I know you know better, but many of our kind aren’t so enlightened. There is more to the Curse
than perpetual stasis, and a body preserved, forever, at the moment of its death. I believe the Coils and

Scales aren’t so much forcing change on an unchanging corpse as controlling that change and making
it manifest within a time-span that we can perceive

[pause]

Oh, I’ve heard stories. I'm sure you’ve heard stories, too — a few that might hit close to home, even. B
The first Mekhet were all like you; but what was once the norm is now a rare and precious exception.
That’s not even counting records of things that don’t map to any of the modern Clans, Where did they
g0? Were they wiped out? Did they become Kindred, or did they become something else entirely? And
if so, did they have any say in the matter?

[a low growl, in the distance]

[pause] [

e

Oh. 'm sure it’s nothing. As I said, she’s still a little touchy around strangers. None of the others ,
have reacted, have they? But yes, where was 1? The Coils. They’re one means of asserting control, but 1
they’re by no means the only one. There’s a certain power in ritual, one that goes beyond humanity’s
need to feel things are predictable and safe. In our case, it offers us a way of dealing with our new state
of being, and as you can imagine, many of us have developed our own methods. I’ve kept records of
them, including some that you or [ might consider... unorthodox. It’s to be expected, really. The Order
is far-reaching, and there’re bound to be little branches here and there with their own ways of doing
things. I have a number of accounts, but the most recent is out of Montreal—

[pause]

Yes, out of Montreal. I have it right here in my files. It never reached its intended recipient, but as
touching as it might have been to him, I think it serves a nobler purpose here.
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Is it science? That’s a complicated question. Modern scientific study has only been around for a century

he old philosophy in it Reproducibility and

tely, they aren’t always practical for the work
that we do. There are methods in the Coils, in the Scales, and in all our experimentation, but the truth is that

sometimes all we have are anecdotes, stories, singular anomalies that vanished as soon as they appeared.

Sometimes I wish the world were much tidier, but it’s never seen fit to agree with me. Besides, there’s a sort of

charmin it, don’t you think? You never know what could be lurking just out of sight, waiting to be discovered.
[pause, Mire laughs]

or two, and it’s safe to say that the Order’s still got much of t
peer review are cornerstones of modern science, but unfortuna

Yes. Sometimes it discovers us. [ like to keep it the other way around, it’s much easie
4l and doesn’t make as much of a mess. Hm, yes, where was I? Science?
; [pause]

T on everyone involved,

-
=1

Underneath it all, I think the Order speaks to our deep need to know, to understand, and to master. Humans
have been doing that since they had brains big enough to manage it, and we were al] human, once. We do
have our more fringe elements, of course, but by and large, I like to think most of us are a rational sort. [t
helps keep things from going off the rails. I'm reminded though, of something you might find valuable. Your

sponsor values anecdotes, correct? I have one, gathered by an associate who was willing to do me a favor.
Let me see if I can find it —

[pause, rustling]
There.
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“Sometimes wish it were still drugs. Drugs made more sense than this.” i Ll *j,

“You just need to do the steps. I was living rough and eating rats. Getting fucked by every Invictus
asshole who came down to the burg looking to slum. I probably would’ve just kissed the sun one day,
but I met Dr. Pope, and he showed me the Steps. It set me right up.”

“Is Pope the heavy with the busted up nose?”

“That’s Pushkin. He’s Pope’s guy. You start walking right, and he’ll be looking out for you too. Last
time my old man came sniffing around, looking for a little action, Pushkin broke his legs with a length of
rebar and pulled out his fucking teeth with pliers! I swear to Christ, I never laughed so much. Getting right
with the ones who made you who you are is part of the steps. You square things, and you get powerful.
Nothing can fucking touch you then.”

“I guess. Confidence is a powerful thing.”

vConfidence? I need confidence like I need another cunt. You walk around with confidence without
anything to back it up, and they’ll have the guts out of you. Power is a powerful thing. You got a lighter?”

“Yeah, here.”

“When Pushkin was done stomping my sire, I went up and told the old fucker exactly what I thought
about him. I unloaded everything I'd been carrying for years, and then I set him on fire with kerosene.”

“Jesus!”

“He survived. More or less. But I got this out of the deal.”

“pretty nice flask. Silver?”

“Yeah. It was his, and I filled it up with kerosene. Now watch this.”

“Oh man, don’t drink...”

“And this.”

sWhat the shit? How is that not burning you? How are you evening standing that?”

“This is the ninth step. Dr. Pope says Step Nine means you ‘Made direct reprisals to such people as
harmed you wherever possible, making sure to injure them or others’.”

“And that gives you asbestos skin and a taste for kerosene?”

“No, it gives you something new, something that’s yours and only yours. I was pretty tough before
I did the ninth Step, but now when I sip kerosene, fire just tickles a little.”

“What does that feel like?”

“It’s like my skin is a shell, and inside I'm screaming and thrashing around. You ever get the coke
bugs crawling under your skin?”

“Shit yeah.

“It’s like that, except it feels like I'm the bugs, and I'm trying to get out. I did a couple other steps
right too, and there’s some other tricks I know, and it's the same. It’s like I'm trying to claw my way out
of my own skin.”

“Why the fuck would you do it? That sounds horrible.”

“No, that’s the thing. It feels so fine. It's better than anything I ever did, breathing or not, but it’s
not drugs, blood, or sucking your sire’s toes because he made a slave out of you. It’s all you. It's like
getting high off yourself.”

“Wwell, if it works for you I guess it works for you. How do you get started? What's first?”

“Step One is admitting you’re powerless over your frailties, and that your life has become tormented.”

“So how do I actually do that? Do I have to set somebody on fire?”

“It’s not like that. There’s no payment for services rendered like the shit the spearmen or the pagan
bitches do. This ain’t religion. You follow the Steps, and you walk them to scary places where you don’t
know who's going to live or die, stand or crawl. And the steps force you to decide if you're going to get
fucked or be the fucker, and if you work the process, and you do it with an open heart, then what you
take back is a...”

“Asbestos skin and a taste for kerosene.”

“Hehe, yeah. You get what you get, but it's what you're supposed to get, right? Did you meet Peg
when you came in?”

“Was she the little girl with the goat? I seen some weird shit, but the look that goat gave me scared
the balls off me.”

“Only people in the program know this, but Peg worked all the steps. Started out as a scared little |§
thing, now nobody fucks with her. She’s Pope’s Number TwWo now. I heard she got Goat when she did g
the eleventh step, and the goat is some kind of god. I also heard that she swapped her heart for Goat's |l
heart, and Goat is now immortal, and she’s invulnerable. I also heard that she’s really Goat, and the Peg
we see is like an illusion. I don’t know. But if you're having trouble making a step work, she’s the one
to talk to. She’s sweet as carrot cake if you bring some beef liver or a marrow bone for Goat to gnaw.”
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Mbuth to fail — blood‘ in — blood out —

ever returning in to the self-same spot.

: ree sires. One nativity. | :

c@clﬂdcd from revenant leech to Kin cd -kmd
l"l’ook the best of our farflung bloodlines. ‘

. He knew nothing of clan or inherited limitations.
‘In hirr;self, he had no borders.

Potential everlasting.

\._'I'he origins of his damn;mon were a mystery,
/but we made his damnation our own,

3 Vas the sculptor dares presume ownership

- over earth-spawned marble.

- %W;th the gift of lucidity fading fast,

he crowed a bitter war laugh

: ;ap'd charged into the gloom for further battle,

set out fo corrupt the earth and confound Heaven.

- Ovr deluded Dragon Knight, tilting at gods.
.I- 3

We are the Brides of Dracula,
and we refine our creation,
y In'thc deep sleep, he slumbers before s now.
Lct us link arms and dance —
img around, mouth to tail. y
By our fearsome art, we shape torporous dreams.
i Ha cbnqucrs the nightmare continents,
c'--lmRalcs all past selves and kills
mcmory that would make him less than he ought to be.
\ rlth every slumber, we purge his i impurities.
1th every slumber, the flcsh more resembles the legend.

L

‘He has been a brute monster, L
and sorrowful scholar, \
_ and temperate teacher, :
and student and prophet. 9
What he believes, he can do. ¥
And so we sheer away all memory of boundaries. -
Should we desire him to soar, !

we have but to erase knowledge of the cart%s pull.

He awoke bclicving.hc sired us.
And so we became his childer.

" He woke believing he mentors us. gL Y]
And so we taught him as h.g'i I" e
Our words became his words. ' ¥hy
We shape his dreams and the story.
We influence the storytellers.

Verse, like water, requires only time
to carve the mountains,

. We are the Brides of Dracula.
Call us legend crafters.
Call us paradigm shapers. SN
We refine our creation.
We guide our sleepwalker. e The
Through him, we explore unlit possibility. | i e
Through him, we fathom forbidden change. a3

Through him, we subvert the curse and tyrannous sta
/

We are the Dragon,

by our three heads,

we are greater than our sum.
Swear to the axe!

Swear to the mysteries!

“Swear to the dying light! i 19

We are the Dragon,
and he is our son,
our experiment,
our Great Work. ! -
Let us end. Let us begin.




ity. I’ d the need to fortify
d for security. I've foun ’
’m sure you understand the nee onecd o oriy
: SuPlf(Qse- i r:ce aga}ilnst intrusion, and they double as both th’a'clan('lt ia n?ate andehat’s '
ot ;ng rgeption Sometimes it’s a bit difficult to tell wha; s legi )
in animal pe . . e
}alse alarnll). You haven’t seen anything out of place, have y

[pause]
You’re certain?
i i i i e only the faintest
?;ind i‘g fascinating that even after centuries of experlme(igtatlon,ri\»:: Llﬁvt 0 tii,n he e
ly is. We make new discove : 5

i malleable the Curse truly S
ldiatk?zfxth(?l\g ones weren’t as simple as they looked at first glance. Isn’tit g
ou

[pause]
P i ty, hissin
e ged noise. The same low growl, in the dlstagce, followecg by a r;cg;(])a y. g
b E?aCkgIrl?iu: cacoph;)ny of other calls. It continues until the recording ends.
ellow, a

Is someone there?

ause] ing?
[\fery funny. Is someone there? Can you see anything?
e
[sﬁ;cstlzat off. Salvaged what 1 could. Tither
nd of recording] fe B docter kePt to techpica
[e flotes, or they ot up gng walked
off before the fite, of 5o coy and
A —

mysterious. tiere’s a sampler of fiis

deepest, most personal thougpts,

instead. T hope you'|l forgive me.
—Ttafices

e

I emergred From Chrysalb’s this afternoon. The sun no longer mires my brain down‘m sﬁeeéofan I

els as
though Tve eseaped from a prison. I+ T 8o chovse, T ean jevate twice as much, time t; my researeh, - and T
would be a ool not 4y,

8armby Suffered sigrniﬁmnt irgxxr tmiﬂbt I have prepared skin %ma“ts ty expedite healing. The Procedure
is simple, it well Practiced. Skin grarts will soak in fresh human blood until tomorrow. I will then wrap them
around Barmby‘s damagred regions (in this case allmgr the sealp, neck, shoulders, and back). Inotcdtims (two

parts blood, one part Vitae) follow, aﬁmg the ed%es of the %m#t at intervals of halt an ineh. Tve set up a
morphine dri;D t tide @amaby over until then, byt

T have endeavored ts broaden the seope of this
material (human and animal) has aﬂways resulted |
suceesstul). There has been some SUCLESS %m%mgr
Skin?

Come to think o2

Procedure's applieations. Kindred Hlesh, %m#’ced to ﬁivin%
n necrvsis far me (t%wu%h a doMea%ue swears she was
animal flesh. to human bodies and vice versa. oLymnthra;De

it, this very same procedure braugjut ?Barnaby ints my em;olloy.

The sky stild iﬁaw& over Research Triangée Park. Tpnight it is a salmomn pink. None of the sther Defiant
iy

claim responsibility or Jmowﬂedf, and T am inclined ts belieye them. Wy elaim o be tyy busy to Look ints it and
I am disinelined ts believe tha . Wy’re wau'tingr for me t investi%ﬁte by air. Wy know it is mﬂy a matter o
time before mrmsity and compulsion win gut, T}uey know me well enou%h Mn%s ean be a burden of a sort.



There is & tree %rowin% From the Wredka%e /b the Cabe d_ands Cemetery, by the Eno River. It casts no
shadow. Why?

Surgery was a aam;oﬂete failure. ?hysimﬂ evidence of ;Dossessim by a malevolent cntity remains elusive.
”b’armby has bequn dis;wsall.

Ex?eriments in the reanimation of animall tissue continue.

The basie process is simple. A syringe of my blood — at least 50 md_, undiluted — is introduced to the
animal cadaver. Tve eonducted three md;ections m the ventral surface of the trunk, one on the ventral
surface of the neck, and one on the dorsal surface of the trunk, near the spine. My chaice of site seems
aompﬂetefly irrelevant. The Vitae knows. Onee introduced, the cadaver rises, and seems o gain both a normal
mnje ob movement and sMr;Dened ;Dreda’cory instinets. 04 course, this new ereature cannot Feed itself,
rendering it de;oendent on the ori%inall source of Vitae. T rather like this armn@ement

The process has limitations. 0F note, the cadaver cannot self-repair, and retains both pre and
;Dostmortem inaLuries. T want to see how far I can take this. Will a’c’cempt to animate tissues of several
animals amdﬁined to%eth,er.

SQe;Dt Lour hours in Sol collected from Mﬂrtmi%ue, and am now dispﬂaym% arachnid Features. Field ?(Luide
notes many species A tarantula native to the re%ion, notabﬂy most of the genus Avieularia. Very colortull.

T spent the day asleep, melded with the acidie muck of peat harvested from the Cal na Ména bog in
Treland. T experienaed 4 vivid dream, all the more notable because I dont dream anymore. Toren~lit faces
surrounded me, all of them yeuin% at me. T was im?ortant -4 ;Drics’c, perhaps. No, thats not it. T was
a king. T raised my arm, and something sharp struek it, breaking it. The harvest fuad been poor, and U/wy
held me rcs;wnsib e. ’ﬂwy bound me, arms over Ile%s, knees to chest, cast me in to the dark water, !let’cin% it
swallow me whaole. T looked up. There was no sunﬂi%h,t no entry hole ’chrau%h the Hm’cinqI Myer o ?ea’c—i’c
had elosed its mouth. Wy had been dMntin% 4 name. fn impar’cﬂmt name. 4 name that looks %i%antimﬂ/ly
down. Do I dare remember it?

T awoke to find my skin sﬂi@hdy darker, of a slli%hﬂly /leath,ery feel. Ny other outward signs of aMn%e.

There are worlds within worlds. Our Jvordﬂy cousing will pmtde m and on about eontroﬂﬂin% hurman
tMu%M, WAX- ;Dae’cim/l/ly about their tinker—tay dominion over living aulture, but it allready ?Mys out, mueh more
efle%anﬂly, across the whole animal kin%dam.

Take, for example, the microorganism Toxoplasma %mdii.

Tts a devious little pamsite. It s;preads in the feces of the common house eat, and when it infects rats or
mice, it reprograms their brains. 'ﬂvey become more active and less Mmid——thﬁy‘re even attracted to the seent
ok eat urine, which. is normaMy anathema to rodent sensibilities. It mani;oallates the rodent back into the cats
mouth, so that the pamsi’ce may aontinue its life ayaﬂe in the mﬂy place it can, within the feline beMy.

T follow the life dyeﬂes o ;Damsites with %reﬂt interest. There are patterns there. Something on the
;Deripmry o tMu%M. Samethm% familliar...

Back on track. Does Toxoplasma %mdii abPest the human host? Between 10 and L0 ;Deraent oF Americans
are infected, perhaps even more. ?re%nant women are told to avaid it, out oF risk of damage ty the fetus. In
h,ea!l’chy adults, it was tMu%M by cause little effect. The pamsite rests in the brain, dormant. But G’uxst how
dormant is it?

i reaentlly read & paper by a living (zech, sdentist claiming to have sufLered behavioral modification by the
?amsite. He dites inereased recklessness, changes in sexual behavior, impaired motor skills, and lower reaction
times (whieh, may account For an untold number A automobile Fatalities). Other studies link toxoplasmosis o a
variety of mental diseases including bipolar disorder, obsessive—compulsive disorder, and sehizophrenia.

Jet the dords boast about their Myfperson's knowfled%e oF o;oemnt eonditioning. ﬂwy alll Lok like children
proud!ly tromping about in dusty, adult military unitorms discovered in the attie.
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The ﬁivmgf study is Limited, however. Tt rempves the human too far from the rat. The elosest these studies
can get to observe a human in predatory dan%er i by fow reakﬂess/ly one erosses a busy street. T can make the
data pure. T ean study the infected human as Prey. Tor the next few months, T will fimit my Mntingr to those
confirmed as hosts ty Toxoplasma gondii (with, 4 little Mﬂ;o from the Duke Mnivershz medieal records). Ferhaps
Friedman would be WI'UI'H% 0 co-authar. Tn a seaond study, perhaps, I eould manipulate my bady to demonstrate
feline featuyres.

There are whole worlds that never see the sun. Movile Cave is one such, world ~ five million years ags, it
was eut off from the outside, and it remained Sealed until 4 roup of Surveyors ehanced upon it while diggin
in the rock. The creatyres inside it were tm;o;oed, with no way to leave, or ty obtain nutrients Ffrom the syn—lit
ecosystems outside.

Wy didn't die oyt Wy thrived.

SMnﬂigﬂt forms the basis of most st the world's ecosystems, but in Places it cannot reach, sther Sourzes of
energy piek up the slack. In Movile, everyt/u’ngr revolves around mats o4 bacteria, no thinner than paper, that
Float upon the water. Ihuch fike bacteria in the deep sea, thcy derive energy from inargﬁmia compounds, repﬂmn%
;Dhatasynth,esis with far more arcane chemieal reactions. Tn turn, tfwy are food for the sountless invertebrates
that erawl, slither, and swim t%wugh the dark.

OF course, the bacteria arent S0 kind as ty Produce breathable oxygen; instead, Uwy turn the air ints a noxisus
Soup of sulfur fumes and carbon dioxide. Breathers start running into trouble at around five g SiX hurs. The
thmg.s in the cave have not mﬂy adapted to this environment, Uusy are thrivm% in it. Many of them lack eyes,
instead rcﬂyin@ WMMy on senses that are far more ysefyl in complete darkness. Some s them are pale, thin
thm%.s, seemmgﬂy translucent, but ng fess deadﬂy for it. Wy Live, breed, and die without ever seeing the sun.

And its in Wallachia, tpy. T would kil o samples of its aMy, but T doubt that would satis#y me. Samethmg
about the place beckons to me, and not gust inteMeatuaMy. What else lies dpwn there in the dark?

?erh@s it will be my @ﬂﬁd?d%ﬂ&

Friedman and T had another Fryitful meetin% yesterdzy. s it turns out, he's identified several loeations oF note
within the Trmngle ~ Sites e feels apyld Prove fryithy

mounted in fine taxonomie fashion. Tt smelled ‘Pﬁiﬂd}l of ol and plastie, and when T peeled back its Carapace,
I saw its wings were qbssy black. Tt reminded me o 4 %dl’bﬂ%e bagr. 7fe claims he gat it from the test site
Tve desigrnated #A-3, a Ms;oitaﬂ indinerator that seems t) have fallen inty disuse, T£ it bears fruit, T would be
pﬂeasantﬂy surprised. Tt would be rice tp haye a novel Nest o alpse my Mmmtory.

Everyt%u’n% went wrong. What didnt T see? Muy didn't T see it?

We went ty test site A-3, but when we arrived, the place was deserted. T couldn't see or smell anyt#u’ngr, alive
or dead, mueh, less the hive st areatures fe Promised me. It was just an incinerator voom, covered in ‘g decade's
worth of dust, with no Signs of disturbance anywhere. Friedman, tfm%h/ Swore there was samet%u’n@r there. #fe
told me hed teach me how to see it ri@rht then, that he had a Seale prepared and ready.

The Poor bastard neyer gat the chance. Somet/l,mgr came out of nowhere. T didn't %et 4 good look at it, at first
=4St & blur of steel and blye li@ht It slammed him ints the ground, and tore ints him with, daws like knives.
I tok offense, and grat very. very angry. I tackled it off him, and wrestled with it, but it wasnt ﬂmgr before it
started t overpower me. I remember mk;’ng up and seeing its face - a ring of eyes, bri@ht blue and bﬂ_azmg. in
the darkness like tiny stars. That was it.

T still don't remember how T t out, much less with, friedman sﬂangr over my shoulder. T dont think it ehased
me. I havent seen it since, but ¢ ts no quarantee its qgore away. What i its -

No. Fear will pamﬂyze me. T will make this entity and its lair a known factor. Untid then Tve passed on word
that #-3 is of—limits for the foresecable future.

riedman remains in tarppr. I expected him ts be awake by now, but it seems e was darm%ed more severel
than T t/wu@ht I should have seen it gaing in; the C}mng Shi is natariousﬂy frail, and not Just by the standards
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of my Clan. T8 Td warned fim, then ;DerM;Ds fed still be moving, and T wouldn't have his useless, tar;oid body

Ilym% under my lab beneh.
Would he have listened to me if T had? What did the fool see in there that T did not?

T must find it. T must make it a known %mnti’cy.

Friedman is still torpid. Tve started usini him as a rest for my instruments. T have three mieropipettes
seeured under each, hand, and Tve stacked boxes of slides on top of Ris chest. Childish, perhaps, but am T
not allowed to make use of him while hes slumbering in my inner sanctum? Perhaps it would be asking too
much $or this treatment to aatualllly wake fim up. fn awakened, angry Friedman is ;Drenﬂemb/le a aompﬂete/ly
unresponsive one, especmllﬂy when his presence here is both inconvenient and merimimtin%

T suppose I oould move him to another secure Location, but T feel better Mvin% eyes on him all the time.
The only ones who come in here are Barnaby, and myse!lnc and ﬁarna’oy knows better: T d;ust wisho T eould do

someth,in% more ;Dr(;duative with fum — more ;Dradua’cive, and less ?etty. Tt feels like he's done this dﬂs’c to spite
me, the bastard.

Damnation.
T shouldve known better. T should have known Someone So !laose/ly tethered to their existence couldnt

withstand even the most eursory autopsy. @amaby tidied up the mess, but thin%s O’uAst became much, more
complicated.

More seaarity is in order. They cannot Find out.

T found the soil samples that Friedman broa%ht from B-L, a4 site he tMu%M was related to A-3 somehow.
%%amst my better dﬂd%men’c, T mixed up a bed of mud and Fell aslee.

T dreamed again. This time, it was the eyes, staring at me From across campus. It knew where T was, and
what Td done. There was m’c//um% T oould do to hide From it. Barnaby sustained serious irgury before T pulled
myse!lqﬁ out of it, but as before, he will pull t%wu%h,

T oan see it. Or can I Perhaps a more novel a;D;meh to thi
and more adept at self—defense than @amabyi

S ;Drob/lem is in order. 80me’ch,in% trustwar’chy,
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Each covenant keeps certain tricks close to their chests,
holding them as edges and advantages. For some covenants,
these secrets are expressions of religion, and thus must only be
shared with believers. For others, these tricks act as recruiting
tools to entice fence sitters. Others still use their trade secrets to
ensure loyalty in sworn members. Regardless of the covenant,
each uses their unique skills as a method of enforcing hierarchy;
some members are more valuable than others are, and members
who are more valuable get the best toys.

With Storyteller discretion, some of the Merits may be used
outside their respective covenants. For example, the Carthian
Merit “Mobilize Outrage” doesn’t offer any hard reasons why
it couldn’t be used outside the Movement, or even by human
characters. Its inclusion here reflects the fact that it’s generally
taught to Carthians, and is an important tool to the Movement.
While the sections state that such Merits require a dot of
Covenant Status, use your best judgment for your chronicles.
In some cases, for example “Toss That Shit Right Back,” it
could apply for non-Kindred characters as well.

Conthians: T Tools of Revolicion

In the Movement, you learn tools for survival, and
tools for establishing and maintaining order in chaotic
circumstances. Everything runs a tenuous balance between
practical and experimental.

2%

Members of the Carthian Movement have access to the
following Merits. Unless otherwise noted, they have an additional
prerequisite of Status (Carthian Movement) ¢ or higher.

Dlly Ct (> 2 we)
Prerequisites: Athletics ¢, Stealth ®¢, Streetwise

Carthians are the vampires most intimately familiar with the
city streets. A Carthian with Alley Cat moves through the city
unseen as any Nosferatu and Mekhet might, and gets where
she’s going unimpeded.

Effect: When rolling to navigate, hide, evade, or pursue
in your character’s home city streets, Alley Cat takes effect.
With the one-dot version of the Merit, four successes mean an
exceptional success on these rolls. With two dots, three successes
make an exceptional success. With three dots, any successful roll
is considered exceptional. Note that this doesn’t affect actual
successes in extended or contested actions, but affords the
advantages of exceptional success regardless of successes rolled.

(Bumy of One (% 7 weees)

Prerequisites: Carthian Status at equal or higher level

Carthians always have each other’s backs. A ranking member
of the Movement is never alone.

Effect: To activate Army of One, the character must make
a call or otherwise contact her allies in the Movement. This
takes an instant action. Roll Presence + Politics + Carthian
Status. In ten minutes minus the successes rolled, her backup
arrives. She receives one backup Carthian per dot in Army of
One. They will fight for her, or contribute to teamwork actions.
If faced with a deadly or overwhelming threat, they may run if
they fail a Resolve + Composure roll.

CARTHIAN BACKUP

Atiributes: Intelligence 2, Wits 2, Resolve 2, Strength
2, Dexterity 2, Stamina 2, Presence 2, Manipulation 2,
Composure 2

Skills: Athletics 2, Brawl 2, Drive 2, Firearms 2, Intimida-
tion 2, Politics 2, Weaponry 2

Disciplines: Celerity 1, Resilience 1, Vigor 1

Merits: Carthian Status 1

Initiative 5, Defense 4, Willpower 4, Health 8
Humanity: 5

Equipment: Baseball Bat (2 Damage), Handgun (1
Damage), Shotgun (3 Damage, 9-again), Leather Jacket
(1/1 Armor)

A character may only use Army of One once per story. For
each Carthian Backup that meets torpor or Final Death, the
character loses a dot of Army of One. The Sanctity of Merits
rule (see Vampire: The Requiem, p. 109) applies. At Storyteller
discretion, the backup may have a couple of additional, relevant
dots or slightly different equipment.
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Prerequisites: Not a member of the Carthian Movement

While your character is not a member of the Carthian
Movement, she spends enough time around them to be
considered one of the crew.

Effect: This Merit provides a handful of advantages:

* Your character receives a +1 bonus to all Social interactions
with Carthian Movement members, as if she had a single dot
of Covenant Status. While she cannot purchase Carthian
Law Merits, she can count as a Carthian with a single
Status dot for the purpose of Carthian Law consensuses
and effects.

Once per story, she can draw on a dot of Allies: Carthians,
Contacts: Carthians, Safe Place, or Herd. This should come
at the cost of a small favor from the Movement.

If she ever formally joins the Carthian Movement, she
sheds this Merit and adopts two dots of Status: Carthian
Movement, essentially jumping up the ranks beyond the
average recruits.

@mf%z (se)
Prerequisites: City Status ® ¢, Politics *®

Many domains refuse to take Carthian members seriously,
since members of the Movement point out the failings of the
status quo, while not having enough power to enact solutions.
While this can be a stark disadvantage in the political theater,
some Carthians have learned to manipulate this reputation into
a mantle of powerful punditry, where they’re expected to tell
the city when the emperor is naked. The political establishment
effectively becomes unable to silence its most ardent critic. A
wise administration finds a way to work with a Court Jester, not
against her.

Effect: A Carthian with this Merit cannot suffer political
repercussions short of death for the act of criticizing or
challenging the establishment. A Prince or other authority
figure attempting to enact political punishments, including but
not limited to: censure, exile, removal of positions, destruction
of property, or stripping Clan, Covenant, or City Status, finds
his own City Status reduced by one dot as the city withdraws
support. The Court Jester gains a Beat.

Note that this does not prevent clandestine punishments,
or indirect reprisals.

,éWtoéM/ ﬂ%ow/wmz{i ( oo )
Prerequisites: Carthian Status ¢, Science **

Since, in many cities, the Carthian Movement has the fewest
elders of any covenant, some Carthians specialize in studying
Devotions, in order to make the most of their lowerlevel
Disciplines. A Devotion Experimenter’s task is to research
new Devotions and teach their effects to her fellow Carthians.

Effect: A Devotion Experimenter is better at learning and
utilizing Devotions than your average vampire is. She subtracts
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one Experience from the cost of any Devotion, to a minimum
of one Experience. Additionally, she gains the 9-again quality
on all Devotion activation rolls. If she teaches a Devotion to
another vampire, she gains a Beat, and her student enjoys her
cost break on the power.

Facking Tf ()

Prerequisites: Subterfuge o

Fucking Thieves, or Magpies to the less resentful, are
Carthians that specialize in stealing the secrets of other

organizations. While they can’t dig in deep enough to master
these tricks, they can learn enough to approximate them.

Effect: A Carthian with this Merit can buy a single covenant
advantage reserved for another group, at one dot. For example,
she might steal a first level Mystery of the Dragon, a Theban
Sorcery, or Cruac ritual, or an Invictus Merit. This stolen
knowledge is imperfect at best. Any failures with the stolen
knowledge are automatically considered dramatic failures. Any
Experience costs apply normally; this Merit functionally adds
one Experience to the cost.

This Merit may not be taken multiple times. The dot of
covenant advantage cannot be used as a prerequisite for
another purchased Merit or ability.

%" 800%2/ %y (. g )
Prerequisites: Carthian Status *, City Status ¢, Intimidation

A Carthian with this Merit is widely recognized as a loose
cannon, willing and ready to use violence to make a point.
While everyone suspects she’s willing to fly off the handle,
intent is (usually) not a crime.

Effect: If a Jack-Booted Thug makes a threat, it carries weight.
Her menace diffuses political action. Using Jack-Booted Thug
requires a point of Willpower, an instant action, and a Presence
+ Intimidation + City Status roll. Characters with equal or less
City Status than her successes are affected. Affected characters
may not act against her or other Carthians in the scene either
Physically or Socially without spending a point of Willpower.
This Willpower does not add to the dice pool, and additionally,
the dice pool suffers her City Status as a penalty.

Jack-Booted Thug can only be used once per scene. Physical
violence from the Thug or any of her protected Carthians ends
its effects immediately.

%olz@@ @0%7@ (o Z eee, /XZZ&)

Prerequisites: Brawl ¢ ¢, Willpower eeeee

Your character has the hands of a revolutionary. She fights
with the passion of the oppressed. She breaks skulls the way
a slave breaks his bondage.

Effect: Your character gains access to the following effects
at each subsequent level of this Merit.

Strike to Preempt (*): Against an overwhelming opponent,
a revolutionary’s only choice is to strike first and to strike so



hard the opponent cannot strike back. Your character puts
everything into a single attack to end things quickly. When
spending Willpower on your character’s attack, add her
Willpower dots to the attack roll instead of the normal +3. This
technique may only be used in the first turn of combat. She
cannot take an action in the next turn, and loses her Defense.

Unbreakable (¢ *): When resisting Mental or Social coercion,
including from Disciplines, spending Willpower adds your
character’s Willpower dots to a contested roll, or subtracts from
the opponent’s roll on a resisted roll. This occurs instead of
the normal +3 or -2 from spending Willpower. Unbreakable
may only be used when your character is actively engaged in
combat, or will be initiating combat in the next turn. This
includes use of Strike to Preempt.

Dying On Your Feet (¢ ¢ *): The Carthian with this ability
remains standing and fighting long after most vampires would
fall. Her will forces her forward despite crippling injuries.
While in combat, your character suffers no wound penalties,
and is not subject to torpor when her Health boxes are full of
lethal damage. Only aggravated damage, and thus Final Death,
may stop her. At the end of the combat scene, she will fall into
torpor if her Health boxes are still full of lethal damage.

Kl Oz (v®e)

Prerequisites: Carthian Status ¢*ee, City Status ®eee,
Politics ® e

A Carthian that takes the role of Prince often finds herself
assailed from all sides. Critics from without question why she’s
in the Movement and yet claiming traditional rulership. Critics
within look at her as a sellout. Many Carthians take similar
but distinctly different roles when they lead a domain. This
affords them some leeway with the Movement, and enough
respect from outside to get the job done.

Effect: A Sell Out “Not Prince” enjoys the benefits of a single
dot of Covenant Status in each covenant represented in the
city. She gains the social advantages and dice pool benefits
afforded those Status dots, and may learn covenantspecific
advantages if she can find a teacher. Any time she would lose
City Status, she can instead lose Carthian Status. She does not
lose this Merit if she falls below the required Carthian Status.
Indeed, she can be drummed out of the Movement entirely,
and maintain it.

Additionally, she may count as a Carthian or not a Carthian
at any time for the purposes of Carthian Law, as she sees fit.

Kool Ciminal (*°)

Prerequisites: Politics ¢, Streetwise ® ¢, Subterfuge ®*

Your character always has the right double-talk, alibi, or
non sequitur to diffuse a situation where she or an ally faces
accusations of wrongdoing.

Effect: Once per story, your character may attempt to
deflect an accusation made against her or another member
of the Movement in the city, by mortal or Kindred sources.

Roll Manipulation + Subterfuge. If anyone wishes to push the
issue, they can contest with Wits + Subterfuge, penalized by
your character’s Streetwise. If you are successful, the current
scene ends, as your character drops a rhetorical bomb to end
immediate debate. It doesn’t entirely end debate; the issue can
rise again. It also doesn’t end captivity.

Toss. TRt SHL R ft Bac ()
Prerequisites: Athletics * ¢, Dexterity ®®®

When the revolution is backed against the wall and
outgunned, the best option is to throw the enemy’s weapons
right back at them.

Effect: When attacked by a thrown weapon, you may opt to
have your character dodge the attack. Roll the dodge normally
(see Vampire: The Requiem, p. 176). If your successes exceed
the opponent’s, your character catches the weapon, and tosses
it right back. Apply the additional successes as an attack against
the opponent. The opponent’s Defense does not apply.

Conthian [faw

Carthian Law is a hotly debated aspect of the Movement’s
place in the All Night Society. From whence does it come? Why
does it work? When does it become unfair to the will of the
people? While these questions have many possible answers,
with no covenantwide consensus, the Movement cannot
deny the power of Carthian Law, and wields it as a weapon
of revolution, and a method of surviving against established
forces.

Unless otherwise noted, Carthian Laws only affect Kindred
characters. With Storyteller discretion, ghouls made aware of
Kindred law may be subject.

Prerequisites: Carthian Status

The Vinculum, the blood bond, is one of the oldest, most
fearsome tools of Kindred tyrants. To the Movement, blood
bonds typically exist as forms of slavery, or in some cases as
defense against such slavery. This Law exists as a form of
defense against the blood bond, coming from the combined
consensus of the local Movement.

Effect: A member of the Movement in good standing can
only take Breaking the Chains. The character must be subject
to an active blood bond at any stage. She must feed from -and
thus become a single step bound to - a number of Carthians.
Add one to the City Status dots of his regnant, multiply that
number by three. He must feed from Carthians of combined
Carthian Status equal to or greater than that number.

Upon doing so, his bond to the regnant shatters, and he
establishes a single-step bond to the Carthians involved. He
becomes immune to further blood bonds from the former
regnant. Additionally, actions that would normally violate

the blood bond effectively become an additional Dirge for
1 £ p
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the character; thus allowing him to regain Willpower from
those actions.

The Merit fades and is refunded per the Sanctity of Merits
(see Vampire: The Requiem, p. 109) once the bond would
have otherwise ended. This includes fading over time, or by
death of the former regnant. The character can have multiple
instances of this Merit, reflecting additional regnants. This
requires additional drinks from Carthians.

Breaking the Chains will not work to break a bond
established by a character he’s fed from as part of a past
Breaking the Chains effort.

2 [ (oooo.)

Prerequisites: Carthian Status *eeee

Law, at its heart, boasts the ability to bring peace. Cease Fire is a
Carthian Law built on that principle, essentially disarming Kindred
of their greatest weapons. While this Law can be used to force some
degree of peace, it's usually used after a massive upheaval in order to
diffuse potential reprisals. After the Uprising of Vancouver in 1989,
the Movement laid down this Law to stop the powerful, displaced
Invictus status quo from striking back. After all, total disarmament
benefits the less armed more than anyone.

Effect: Bringing Cease Fire to bear requires a consensus
of at least half the Status-bearing Carthians in the city. Only
one participant needs this Merit, however. Once the Cease
Fire takes effect, all Disciplines and Devotions in the domain
cease to work normally. Any attempt at activating a Discipline
fails unless the vampire first spends a point of Willpower,
which does not add to the dice pool. This Willpower point
can be spent the turn prior in the case of powers that require
Willpower for activation normally. If the power requires an
activation roll, any dice that come up as 1s cause 1 level of
aggravated damage to the user. If the power does not require
a roll, it causes the user aggravated damage equal to the level
of the power used.

Cease Fire lasts until the Carthian who possesses this Merit
either uses a Discipline successfully, leaves the domain, or
meets Final Death. Additionally, the user can set a condition
for dissolution when laying down the law.

Coctee %@m&f/\gyp&(gz (o Z eesee)
Prerequisites: Carthian Status ®

The largely secular Carthian Movement maintains this ancient
practice as a defense against sorcery. Precedent for this Law goes
back as far as the Code of UrNammu, over four thousand years
ago. In essence, it constructs a set of rules for the way sorcery
works or doesn’t work, and shuts down anything violating those
rules. The Carthian sets a sort of “rules of engagement” for the
mystical, and the word of law enforces them.

Effect: When adopting the Coda Against Sorcery, the
character signifies whether the Coda applies to all sorceries, a
specific variety of blood sorcery, or a single defined ritual. This
requires the character to have seen the power in effect, or at
least be versed in the basic way it works. Note that this does
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apply to non-Kindred magics if the character wishes. Changing
the definitions requires the character abandon his current
Coda under the Sanctity of Merits rule (see Vampire: The
Requiem, p. 109) and purchasing a new instance of the Merit.

Characters using a defined sorcery against the character
suffer his Merit dots as a penalty on any roll to activate or wield
said sorcery against him. If Defense applies against the sorcery,
add his Merit dots to his Defense against attacks made with
weaponized sorceries.

ﬂ%ww M (eee)

Prerequisites: Carthian Status **

In many domains, a single Kindred is established as interpreter
of the law. In Carthian domains, this is frequently not the Kindred
at the top of the chain. This Carthian Law establishes a single
delegate, which cannot be the highest executive Kindred in the city,
as final arbiter of legal matters. The appointed judiciary does not
have to be sanctioned by said executive, however. This allows the
Movement to appoint a legal arbiter in spite of a Prince’s decree.
While this allows the Movement a degree of powerful arbitrary
power, it has resulted in more than a few “judges™ deaths at the
hands of an angry Prince.

Effect: The character establishing the judiciary needs
possess this Merit, the appointed does not. When appointing
a judiciary, the Carthian sacrifices a dot of Willpower and
Blood Potency. These dots do not return so long as the judiciary
remains empowered.

The empowered judiciary can make proclamations of legal
interpretation, which remain inviolate. She must make her
proclamation in such a way that the majority of the city is privy,
and the proclamation must relate to established or understood
prohibitive city law. It does not, however, have to directly coincide
with the stated message or intent of the law. For example, “None
shall murder another Kindred” can be interpreted as, “Jonathan
Palmer is not allowed murdering; mortal or Kindred.”

Characters violating the public proclamation lose a dot of
City Status. The effect is palpable, if not immediately obvious.
Public opinion shifts hard away from the violator. Often, others
will step up to fill the void left. If the character has no City
Status remaining, he instead suffers aggravated damage equal
to the judge’s City Status. This is immediately obvious, as the
violator’s flesh chars.

With additional Blood Potency and Willpower points (to a
maximum of 3 each), the judge may be empowered to strip Clan
and Covenant Status from violators. Lost Status dots apply to
the Sanctity of Merits rule, however, buying lost Status should
be difficult at best.

Judiciary appointments last until the judge meets Final
Death, or the highest executive power in the city changes hands.

Prerequisites: Carthian Status *eee

This Carthian Law forces an enforced law upon on all
others to whom it applies. On the surface, this breeds an air



of fairness. On the other hand, a Carthian domain willing to
offer up a bombastic martyr can cause immense harm to the
rule of a tyrant, or can impose a firm example upon would-
be opponents. When the Movement conquered Honolulu,
the incoming President had an advisor physically attack him,
executed him as a sacrifice, and declared any harm against the
Movement punishable through this Law.

Effect: Establish Precedent must be used on the same night
a law is. The Carthian invests a dot of Willpower to sign the
punishment as precedent, which remains gone so long as the
precedent remains in effect. For a year and a day, the Law
punishes any further actions that match the violation. Only
actions count, not statuses. For example, “being a Nosferatu”
won't be punished, but “using Nightmare to kill” will be. The
violator must be consciously breaking the law, and must be
aware of the law at the time.

Violators suffer one aggravated damage, and a specific Bane
(see Vampire: The Requiem, p. 108) chosen at the time the
Carthian established the legal precedent. This takes the form
of a mark burned into the offender’s flesh, which cannot be
healed for a lunar month. The Carthian chooses the location of
the brand, and it must be the same for all offenders. A character
may be subject to only one such brand at a time.
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Prerequisites: Carthian Status

Sometimes, regimes have to change. This truism is both
a great motivator for Carthian revolutionaries, and a bitter
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truth for all successful Carthian regimes. To the Movement,
revolution is almost a ritual, a celebration; it takes the place of
religious and political observances in some other covenants.
This Carthian Law marks the beginning of revolution; it
empowers the lower class to rise up against their superiors. It
turns the distrust of authority into a harmful force, making
every strike against the status quo strike harder and faster. On
the other hand, it also sets up rising stars for rapid removal
from their new seats of power. It also protects from invaders
from other domains, which while risky, can make a Carthian
with this Law invaluable to defend a city from outside attacks.

Effect: Once a Carthian activates this Carthian Law, it
remains active for a year and a day. It cannot be deactivated.
From that point forward, it takes effect in any scene the
Carthian is present for. Unlike many Kindred abilities, her
presence can mean her torpid body, or a pile of her ashes.
Death does not end Weaponize Dissent.

In any scene, the character is present for, any character’s
City Status acts as a weapon bonus to any attack against him.
This is to say, on successful attacks, add that much damage to
the effect, of the same type. So a corrupt Primogen with City
Status e suffers four additional levels of damage any time
he’s attacked in the Carthian’s presence.

The Law affects all characters with City Status. It cannot
under any circumstance ignore a given character. And in the
case of invaders from another city, count any City Status they
possess in their home city.

Weaponize Dissent is not cumulative; a character is only
affected by a single instance in a given scene.

Grcle of 2 Comt: Crae Flowerc

The Circle favors creation. They create wildly, and with
abandon. Their sorceries are often less practical, but wilder
than other groups’. They're also highly personal; any given
coven of witches might have their own signature rituals.
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Members of the Circle of the Crone have access to the
following Merits. Unless otherwise noted, they have an
additional prerequisite of Status (Circle of the Crone) ¢ or higher.

nicZen (*)
Prerequisites: Not a member of the Circle of the Crone
Your character is not a member of the Circle of the Crone,
but is close enough that she’s invited to rituals and observances.
Effect: This Merit provides a handful of advantages:
* Your character receives a +1 bonus to all Social interactions
with Circle of the Crone members, as if she had a single dot of
Covenant Status. With a teacher, she may purchase the first dot

of Cruaac and additional rituals. She can also purchase Circle
of the Crone Merits.

¢ Once per story, she can draw on a dot of Allies: Circle of
the Crone, Contacts: Circle of the Crone, Mentor, or Herd.
This should come at the cost of a small favor.

¢ If she ever formally joins the Circle of the Crone, she sheds
this Merit and adopts two dots of Covenant Status, becoming
greater than an average newcomer to the faith does.

W Coarcten (o %jooooo)

Prerequisites: Safe Place (same level), Cruac

Your character maintains a garden of ghouled plants. They
move and act on their own in slow, almost imperceptible
fashion. As well, they act as a vector for your character’s Cruac.

Effect: Your character’s rating in Mandragora Garden
determines the rough size, which must correspond with an
equal or greater Safe Place. An Acolyte can use Mandragora
she’s created herself as if they were her own hands and eyes
for the purposes of Cruac rituals. This allows her to use her
rituals at a distance. If she’s standing amidst her garden, she
may add her Mandragora Garden dots to any Cruac ritual
rolls. Additionally, the Acolyte may cast rituals on her garden
that would normally last a scene. The magic of the garden
sustains these rituals indefinitely. She may have a number of
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such rituals active equal to her dots in this Merit. Mandragoras
transplanted elsewhere wither and die if not cared for by a
character with this Merit.

While she must feed her garden one Vitae per month equal
to her dots in Mandragora Garden, the garden will produce
twice that quantity in sap, nectar, or other fluids, which serve
as animal blood, on which Kindred may feed.

Lastly, because of the intimate association a vampire must
keep with such a garden, it becomes an extension of her body.
Anyone attacking or otherwise harming the garden provokes
her to frenzy as if they attacked her directly.

Note: A vampire’s Mandragora take on qualities of her blood.
They will bear fruit symbolic of her clan, for example. Some
Daeva plants produce pomegranate-like fruits, for example,
and Gangrel sometimes create Indian figs. If the character has
a Cruac style, this will show up in her plants.

W& Cucrnctiaon (® Zo ®®®, opj&)
Prerequisites: Athletics * ¢, Brawl ¢ ¢, Weaponry ¢

The Circle of the Crone is no stranger to persecution. Some
of the Circle’s predecessors developed this Fighting Style in
ancient times, so its Gorgons could defend the group from
the newly ascendant Lancea et Sanctum’s purge of all pagan
traditions.

Effect: Your character gains access to the following abilities
at their respective dot levels. Temple Guardian abilities can be
used together in the same turn, but not with other Fighting
Styles. For example, Athena’s Armor can be used when your
character protects someone with Enyo’s Defense.

Athena’s Armor (¢): Your character stands her ground for
her temple, and remains unshaken. During any turn where
your character is not attacking, ignore the first level of damage
from any attack that hits her.

Enyo’s Defense (¢ *): Your character defends her sisters at
all costs. So long as your character has access to her Defense,
she can reflexively move up to her Speed in yards to intercept
an attack against another character. The attack roll is made
against your character’s Defense (multiple attacker penalties
apply normally), and she suffers any resulting damage.

Eris’s Glory (***): Your character’s relentless defense of
her sisters inspires them to greatness. Any turn where your
character takes lethal or aggravated damage from a successful
attack, choose an ally to gain the Inspired Condition.
Additionally, any wound penalties your character suffers add to
her allies’ Cruiac rolls. Since Cruac takes time, this barely helps
in a fight. But your character’s blood and suffering bolsters her

allies off the battlefield.

Vsl Wtboligy (o)
Prerequisites: Cruac *, Presence ® ¢, Expression *ee
Your character has established and grooms a reputation, a
personal myth that’s greater than the truth. She draws power
and favor from this network of worship around her.

ovenants

Effect: To draw a character into her personal mythology,
a character must teach a lesson, show Cruac, or otherwise
exhibit her personal divinity. Roll Presence + Expression after
a significant interaction. If the witness denies her divinity, the
roll is contested by their Wits + Composure. If successful, the
character receives a “Seed of Her Divinity” Condition. The
Acolyte achieves exceptional success on 3 successes instead of
5 on all Social rolls against the character. The character may
resolve the Condition at any time by sharing and spreading
the Acolyte’s myth. The character uses the same Presence +
Expression roll to do so.

With this Merit, certain Social Merits become easier to
acquire. If she purchases a dot in Allies or Herd, she gains 2
dots instead of one. Previously purchased dots retroactively
reward their additional dots as her myth spreads, at a rate of
1 per story. Mark these dots with a half dot on your character
sheet, as they are not subject to the Sanctity of Merits rule.
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Prerequisites: Craac ®*

Members of the Circle of the Crone favor action. Acts of
faith, acts of sacrifice, and acts of creation. The very act of
performing Cruac reaffirms an Acolyte’s devotion to the old
ways, and impresses her sisters.

Effect: Once per story, during a scene where your character
has performed a Cruaac ritual successfully, you may add the
level of the ritual performed to her effective Circle of the Crone
Status. This affects her Social dice pools, the level of favor she
can pull, and the Social Merits she can interfere with. The
effects last for the entire scene.

Cidc /KEZ@ Herits
Cruac Style Merits reflect the inner fuel, the bloody fertilizer
within your character that fuels her Cruac. They not only

flavor the results, but they bring an additional layer to the
ritual’s effect.

All Cruac styles flavor your character’s blood sorcery,
regardless of whether or not she uses the advantages in a given
ritual. Your Merit dots add to any rolls to identify a magical
effect as coming from your character, if the investigator is
familiar with your character’s sorcery. She may spend a point
of Willpower upon casting a ritual in order to “mask” these
identifiers, so long as she’s not benefiting from her Style.

Ciizac /XZ/@ Henile

Cruiac Style Merits reflect the inner fuel, the bloody fertilizer
within your character that fuels her Crtiac. They not only flavor
the results, but they bring an additional layer to the ritual’s
effect. Think of the casting of Cruiac as a vine, and the desired
effect the fruit. Crtiac Styles are a flower that grows along that
vine. Adding a Style’s effect is optional; you choose before
making the Cruiac ritual rolls whether or not your character



wishes the additional effect. Your character may only have one
Cruiac Style. She may eventually shed one and adopt another,
but this is a redefining moment in her life that must accompany
a loss in Humanity as she faces the truth of her mystical Vitae
and a rebirth of person.

In addition to their basic mechanical effects, these Styles
should be reflected in narration and effect. Higherlevel Styles
have more dramatic effects. While the effects may not always
be obvious, they should be present in the story. If the character
fails her Cruac roll, the effects become a burden at least, but
more commonly an outright problem for her. With Dramatic
Failure, they become a persistent menace.

Cruac Styles use a feature called “Magnitude.” The ritual
level used, or the character’s Style dots determine a Style’s
Magnitude, whichever is lower. Therefore, a character with a
four-dot Style casting a third level ritual has a Magnitude of 3.

The following three Styles are the most common exhibited
by Cruac users. Other, rarer kinds exist.

Cine St Undoilld Ghoos (» w5808, S5
Prerequisite: Cruac ®
Your character’s Crtiac exhibits unbridled chaos. When she
enacts her rituals, things warp and change around her. The weather
shifts suddenly in her vicinity. At higher levels of the Style and of
Cruac, this may summon forth a natural disaster. Additionally,
objects around her change on a molecular level to other substances.

Effect: When activating Cruac, objects around your character
will increase or decrease in Structure and Durability equal to
her Magnitude, as the Storyteller sees fit. If the Cruiac succeeds,
the changes should be distinctly favorable, but not entirely
controllable. If the Cruaac ritual fails, the changes should be
wildly inconvenient and undesirable. At levels three and higher,
this can warp and mutate animals, forcing unnatural, rapid
evolutions. This might include adding or removing limbs, or
other animals’ features (use Protean for a guideline). At level
five, this can affect mortals.

With the expenditure of a point of Willpower, this Style also
causes a violent shift in the local weather. This is determined
by the Magnitude. One dot might mean minor fog, whereas
five could cause a hurricane. Your character remains immune
to any Tilts caused by the weather effect, as she maintains a
primal, intimate connection with it.

Catac Shth: Fomal Ceadion (S Z79%%*, 4”;&)
Prerequisite: Craac ®
Your character’s Cruac is attuned to a force of primal
creation. When she casts her rituals, life blooms rampant

around her. Plants multiply in size. Infertile characters become
remarkably fertile. Animals grow.

Effect: When activating Cruac, all plants within her Cruac
dots in yards (meters) rapidly grow in size, gaining an additional
Size level for each level of Magnitude. Any plant, animal, or
person that’s likely to bear offspring in the next year will bear
twice the normal amount, or three times at Magnitude 4 or 5.
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“A particular plant, animal, or person can only be subject
to one Primal Creation at a time.

With a point of Willpower, the Style forces immediate,
violent, rapid cloning. Any living creatures of Size equal to or
lower than the Magnitude begin growing additional limbs and
features. Within one minute’s time, they forcibly divide into
two distinct creatures. Both are nearidentical copies, losing
one dot of each Mental and Social Attribute, to a minimum
zero. This halves the normal expected lifespan of each creature.

Cetae A;Z% %72%%/;/(' Z eeees Jj&)
Prerequisite: Cruac ®
Your character’s affinity for the Void shows in her magic;

when she casts Cruac, she opens a tiny gate to somewhere
unknown. This allows the Acolyte to birth a familiar of sorts.

Effect: When activating Cruac, your character summons
forth a creature of unknown origins. It appears as a strange
conglomeration of darkness and animal parts; the Acolyte can
force it into a humanoid or animal shape with a Size equal
to Magnitude. Make the creature using the Retainer rules
(see Vampire: The Requiem, p. 123). Its effective dot rating
is equal to the Magnitude. It has Health levels equal to two
plus the vampire’s Crtiac dots.

The creature will follow basic commands blindly, but
will attempt minor rebellions to make the vampire’s life...
interesting. It fades from existence after one hour per dot of
the ritual used, and only one such monster will be present at a
given time; no matter how many times the vampire uses Cruac.

However, the vampire may buy the monster as a Retainer,
rendering it permanently earthbound. This adds one dot of
a Discipline per dot in the Retainer Merit. The monster may
learn the vampire’s Disciplines, and Celerity, Resilience, and
Vigor. Creatures purchased with the Retainer Merit do not
count as the one creature allowed at a given time.

With a point of Willpower, the gateway, which allows the
oddity through, can also absorb others and drag them into a
dark place of no return. This only works on living things; the
other world doesn’t want for Kindred blood. Choose a victim
when using this ability. The victim feels the pull of the unearthly,
and must resist or be obliterated. The victim rolls Resolve +
Composure as an extended action. Each roll requires a point
of Willpower. The required number of successes is equal to the
Magnitude. While fighting this otherworldly absorption, the
character suffers Magnitude as a penalty to all other actions.

Citae fitials

The following rituals are available to Cruiac practitioners.

T Wontlh of Gonnoss. P (o, Feamsonccdidon )
Target Successes: 5

To enact this ritual, the Acolyte must dance through the
entjrety of its casting, putting herself into a sort of ecstatic
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Mﬂm.

Condition: Primeval Truths

Your character has gazed into the abyss, and
it gazed back into her. She suffers an uncanny
angst and melancholy, having seen truths her
Earthly self could not hope to comprehend. She
cannot regain Willpower, and must spend an
additional Vitae to rise each night.

Resolution: Face the darkness. Risk Humanity
Detachment, or otherwise take a significant action
where your character briefly faces the void.

%

trance. She must enact the Blush of Life as part of the ritual - the
cost of which counts as the cost of the ritual. Once complete,
she falls, sweaty and exhausted. She must spend a point of
Willpower to force her tired body to stand. When she does, she
stands proud, fiery, lusty, and invigorated. Add her Cruac dots
to her Presence for the remainder of the evening.

e 72l o/fZleéém ZeiZts (®, SiwinaZion ®)

Target Successes: 5

This rite has the Acolyte spill her blood into a vessel, a basin,
a cup, anything that can hold it. She chooses a topic she wishes
to divine. Then, she places within it a vector for prophecy, be it
tea, bones, or something more personal. The blood swirls, and
shows her truths beyond reality. These truths bend her mind
and crush down on her sense of identity. With effort and wit,
she can interpret the revelation. She gains the Primeval Truths
Condition. Roll Wits + Investigation + Cruiac to interpret the
vision. For every success, you may ask the Storyteller a single,
one sentence question about the chosen topic. The Storyteller
must answer truthfully.

W Y BrasZs [k (8, Fransmcilidon )

Target Successes: 7

Donning the Beast’s Flesh allows the Acolyte to skin a beast,
and craft a mystical hood, cloak, mask, or other article of
clothing from its flesh. When any vampire dons the accessory,
he can take the rough shape of the animal with the expenditure
of a point of Vitae and three turns of transformation. The
animal is a vague approximation, but imperfect in unnatural
ways to a trained observer.

Unlike the transformations granted by Protean, the vampire loses
access to all his Disciplines save for Auspex in the beast’s shape.
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Target Successes: 5

As with Mantle of Amorous Fire, the vampire must dance
into a trance for the entire casting of this ritual, activate Blush
of Life, and must use a point of Willpower to stand from the



exhaustion. Once cast, she gains the Raptured Condition (see
Vampire: The Requiem, p. 305). However, this relates to an
intimate, sensual connection with her Beast, instead of a passion
for any god. Additionally, she gains her Cruiac as a bonus to any
rolls to ride the wave of frenzy.

Shecd e VhrelonZ Bowels (%, Sestrucion *®)

Target Successes: 6
Contested by: Stamina + Blood Potency

Shed the Virulent Bowels only works against living creatures.
The Acolyte must have a lock of hair, nail clipping, or other
waste from the victim’s body as part of the ritual. Once the ritual
is cast, the Acolyte may trigger it at any time in the course of
the next lunar month. If the victim fails to contest the ritual
at that time, his gullet splits wide, and his bowels eject from
his body. This fills all of his Health levels with lethal damage,
causing one lethal damage per turn until finished. Without
immediate medical attention, he will certainly die. Even with
such attention, survival is highly unlikely.

An alternative version of this ritual forces the victim to
choke on nails that appear within his stomach. It’s functionally
identical, but the manifestation appears differently, and leaves
a much more supernatural corpse.

Cnic of Gffrochte's. Vv
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Target Successes: 6
Contested by: Composure + Blood Potency

This ritual “gifts” a subject with a victim’s love. In many cases,
Acolytes use this ritual as an object lesson to neonates cursing
their inability to find intimacy after the Embrace, as it creates
an all-consuming obsession, a lust within the victim.

The ritual creates a potion, of which the victim must consume
three separate drops, on three separate nights. The potion lasts
until imbibed, and the casting creates three effective drops.
The victim receives a contested roll against the Acolyte’s final
activation roll. If the ritual takes effect, the victim gains the
effects of a full Vinculum, all relating to the subject of the
ritual. The ritualist herself cannot be the subject of the ritual.
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Target Successes: 6

To cast this ritual, the Acolyte needs two things: a victim,
and a beloved possession of the victim’s. She must invest Vitae
into the casting, at least three (as the ritual requires), and any
amount beyond that. As part of the ritual, she must kill the
victim. If the ritual succeeds, the victim’s soul inhabits the
possession from that point forward, haunting it, cursing it. If
a new owner uses the item, the ghost can expend one of the
Vitae spent in the casting to make a single action taken by the
new owner a Dramatic Failure. Typically, this occurs at highly
inopportune or dangerous times.

The haunting remains until the last Vitae is spent, or until the
ghost is somehow exorcised or otherwise banished from the item.
If the item is destroyed, the ghost spends one of the remaining

Vitae, and will haunt a possession of the one who destroyed it.

Corgon”s Cape (v%%, Teanamadcdion soo%)
Target Successes: 7

Gorgon’s gaze infects the Acolyte’s eyes with a milky, clay-
like substance. She becomes unable to see while she has the
ritual prepared. The next time a character sees her eyes, the
ritual takes effect, and is “expended,” flushing her eyes of the
substance, and allowing her sight to return in the next turn.

Roll Presence + Occult + Crutiac - the victim’s Stamina. Each
success causes one of the victim’s limbs to turn to stone. Five
successes render the victim completely transformed.

Each transformed limb causes the victim a single level of
aggravated damage, and full transformation causes Kindred
five points of lethal damage. For mortals, the limb is forever
transformed and useless. For Kindred, the limbs heal when
the damage heals. A full transformation is lethal to mortals.
To Kindred, it renders them torpid until they can heal a single
level of the damage.

Werntle of 2 Oloriowss. Snvisk
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Target Successes: 5

As with Mantle of Amorous Fire, the Acolyte must dance
herself into a trance during the entire casting of this ritual and
enact Blush of Life. She must spend a point of Willpower to rise
from the exhaustion. Once cast, the Acolyte gains a number
of advantages for the remainder of the night. First, she gains a
point of armor against all attacks, as her flesh has tensed and
numbed. Any successful attack she makes causes an additional
level of damage. Additionally, she cannot be ambushed or
surprised, as she’s constantly expecting battle.

BoirnZy of the Stom (359, Ruimatlon +5%%)

Target Successes: 10

With this rite, the Acolyte curses a victim with the force of
storms, which leave the victim battered and surrounded by the
dead, but rewarded with strange wealth for the assault. The
curse requires a deeply personal object from the victim at the
time of casting, which the Acolyte’s blood consumes.

Between one week and one lunar month later, when the
victim is around a group of bystanders, the storm strikes. It
could be a typhoon, a tornado, a hurricane, a dust storm, or
any other devastating weather phenomenon. Its effects may be
widespread or surprisingly localized, at Storyteller discretion.
The victim suffers a number of bashing damage equal to the
vampire’s Crtiac dots. Approximately a third of the bystanders
- not the victim - die as result of the storm.
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‘Afterward, the storm leaves massive wealth to the victim.
This could be an insurance settlement, found cash, valuables,
or any other form of coincidental wealth. Consider it Cash
Equipment at five dots of Availability (see Vampire: The
Requiem, p. 192).

Note that this rite kills otherwise unnamed characters. Use
of this ritual constitutes Detachment at Humanity 2 or lower.
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Target Successes: 8

With this rite, the Acolyte pulls a recently dead mortal’s
spirit forcibly back from wherever it was going, and thrusts it
back into its corpse. To do so, the vampire feeds the corpse
the Vitae used in the ritual casting. The person gasps back
to life, regardless of the circumstances of death. He does not
heal beyond recovering a single Health level. He does not stop
rotting. He is, however, fully conscious and aware. He does
not, and indeed cannot sleep. While he remains “alive,” the
Acolyte suffers one aggravated wound she cannot heal until
the corpse is laid to rest. This manifests with her flesh drying,
flaking, and crumbling like a long-dead cadaver.

Denying Hades works on corpses dead no longer than one
day per dot of the vampire’s Blood Potency.

Vinil of 2o Fectits Qocdidis
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Target Successes: 8

As with Mantle of Amorous Fire, the Acolyte must dance
herself into a trance during the entire casting of this ritual and
adopt the Blush of Life. She must spend a point of Willpower
to rise from the exhaustion. Once cast, the Acolyte flows with
the grace of a perfect predator for the rest of the night. Add her
Cruac dots to any rolls for feeding. Additionally, add her Cruiac
dots to her effective Herd Merit, as most everyone around
her all but begs for her attention, stumbling into vulnerable
positions with a subconscious prayer to prostrate themselves
on her altar. This can raise her Herd above five dots. Any
character she feeds from gains the Raptured Condition (see
Vampire: The Requiem, p. 305) directed at the sensation, and
her, not any absent God.
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Target Successes: 15

With this ritual, a member of the Circle opens himself up to
the creative force of the Crone. His coven convenes, and each
contributes Vitae and body parts as a sacrifice. The body parts
can come from anywhere, from anything, but must be connected
as part of the ritual. The sacrificed body parts must be enough
to build a full, roughly humanoid form. The coven determines
the god’s name, with each participant contributing one word to
the epithet title. With the name, the blood, and the body, a thing
exists where there was none before. Each such “god” is different.
Some patchwork abominations, some strange amalgamations of
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numerous features, some otherworldly beautiful. No matter the
form, these monsters are alien and unsettling.

For every Vitae contributed, the god receives one dot the
Storyteller can contribute to Attributes or Disciplines. Ritualists
must possess the Disciplines. This includes only the basic
Disciplines available to every vampire, and Cruaac. Alternatively,
Celerity, Resilience, and Vigor can be given freely. For every
three Vitae, it gains one effective Blood Potency. Each participant
offers up a single Skill they possess, which the resulting god then
possesses. The ritualists do not lose this Skill. The god enters the
world with Vitae depending on its effective Blood Potency, and
can spend Vitae as if it were Kindred. It exudes an aura that’s
functionally identical to the vampiric predatory aura, but any
Kindred witnessing it knows that it doesn’t face a Beast, it faces
something else entirely. Determine its derived traits like Willpower
normally. It cannot learn additional Disciplines, nor can it learn
Devotions. However, if destroyed or otherwise banished from
earth, it can be “recreated” by the same ritualists with improved
capabilities. For every five Vitae spent creating the god, it has
a level of Size. Under normal circumstances, the god has an
indefinite lifespan. It loses one Vitae per day, and can replenish it
by devouring flesh. Causing one lethal damage restores one of its
lost Vitae. It quickly falls apart into nothingness if it loses all Vitae.

Once crafted, the god rapidly grows inside the ritualist, and
bursts out of him. This causes the ritualist a level of lethal
damage per level of the god’s Size.

The creature has no compulsion to obey or even respect the
participants. The primary ritualist himself receives the 8-again
quality on any Social rolls on the god.

Only the vehicle for the god’s birth needs know this ritual.
Participants, however, must each have at least one dot of
Cruac.

HeonZle g/% Cone (v00®® (3. 7, eeess)

Target Successes: 10

As with Mantle of Amorous Fire, the Acolyte must dance
herself into a trance during the entire casting of this ritual.
She must spend a point of Willpower to rise from the
exhaustion. Once cast, the ritualist takes on the bearing of
the Crone, of the unknown that exists at the pit of every
soul, of the creation that seeks to grow and consume, of the
pain that inspires curiosity. For the remainder of the night,
every character that witnesses her gains the Primeval Truths
Condition (see p. 184). Her touch causes one aggravated
wound per turn to any character she touches. A character
brought to wound penalties in aggravated damage by this
effect gains the first dot of Cruac, if they do not already
possess it.

By touching an inanimate object and spending a point
of Willpower, she can rouse the object to life. It effectively
becomes an animal of similar intelligence to a small lizard,
and mobility limited by its form. It cannot become differently
mobile, but can move itself in vague accordance to its shape. It
may be subject to the Animalism Discipline, and dies within
one night, as its body gives out and falls apart.
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The First Estate fancies itself the status quo. It teaches its
members how to protect the Masquerade at all costs, because
without the Masquerade, the Invictus loses its greatest claim
to power. On the other hand, they focus heavily on taking
advantage of and enjoying the fruits of being on top.

Hers;

Members of the Invictus have access to the following Merits.
Unless otherwise noted, they have an additional prerequisite
of Status (Invictus) ® or higher.

ConZossic (¢ Z ®®® /Kj&)
Prerequisites: Composure ®* ¢, Socialize **, Weaponry ®

Your character specializes in the “polite duel,” as polite as
stabbing another person into torpor can be. With Courtoisie,
your character can demand a foe’s attention, and guarantee
the fight occurs within bounds of honorable protocol. Duels
with Courtoisie tend to be social affairs as much as physical,
as participants taunt and threaten their opponents into fatal
mistakes.

Effect: Courtoisie may only be used with hand-to-hand
weaponry. Your character gains access to the following abilities
at each level:

Establish the Duel (¢): The foundation of Courtoisie
establishes the duel. Choose an opponent. If the opponent
engages your character by attacking, the duel is established.
Your character is trained to fend off other opponents with
rapid, shallow swipes. Any other character coming within
hand-to-hand combat range suffers one level of lethal damage
from your character’s defensive strikes. Add her Weaponry
to her Defense against characters other than the chosen
contender. Your character loses this benefit if she attacks
another character.

Value of the Spoken Word (* ¢): Your character can leverage
taunts, teasing, goading, threatening, and otherwise speaking
to create openings to harm her opponent. If she engages
her opponent socially, she may substitute her Expression,
Intimidation, Socialize, or Subterfuge Skills for either her
Athletics or Weaponry in combat, or her Presence for her
Strength, her Manipulation for her Dexterity.

Demanding Attention (¢ ¢ *): With mastery of Courtoisie,
your character can insist an opponent engage, to the exclusion
of other concerns. So long as he’s not threatened by outside
attacks, he must engage your character. Your character’s stance
guarantees his injury if he does not. If he flees, attacks another
character, or otherwise disengages from the duel, Demanding
Attention takes effect. He immediately takes lethal damage
equal to your character’s Socialize, and is knocked to the
ground. If he does not spend an instant action standing, his
physical actions are at -2 dice, and his Defense is at -2.

Clomidboircing (v 7 oe)
Prerequisites: Contacts ®, Resources ®**

Your character is an expert at networking, and gathering
together resources for the covenant’s consumption. In times
of need, the First Estate bands together to achieve great things
and your character is at the heart of that majestic storm. She
knows just the right numbers to call and just the right accounts
to make magic happen.

Effect: Your character can act as a hub for Invictus resources.
With an hour’s effort and a point of Willpower, you may make
a Manipulation + Academics roll. Every success allows one
Invictus character to transfer a dot of one of the below Merits
to another.

This can increase a character’s effective Merit level above five,
by a number of dots equal to your character’s Crowdsourcing
level. For example, with Crowdsourcing e, characters may
increase their Resources to seven dots temporarily. These
monumental levels of influence allows for one massive effort.

Shifts from Crowdsourcing last for one action. Then, those
Merits are lost. The original owner loses access to them for the
remainder of the story.

Crowdsourcing can shift dots of Allies, Contacts, Haven,
Herd, Resources, and Retainer.

Donformation Hedevork ()
Prerequisites: Contacts ®, Invictus Status ®®

As a member of the Invictus, your character has support to
investigate, maintain, and motivate her connections.

Effect: Every Contact your character counts as a Skill
Specialty related to the information he provides. However, she
may only use that Specialty when utilizing information gained
from the Contact. If she loses the Contact for whatever reason,
she also loses the Specialty.
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Prerequisites: Computer ® ¢, Contacts ® (Online), Invictus
Status **

Your character moderates part of an Internet communications
network for the First Estate. This carries with it access,
privileges, and worldwide connections.

Effect: Your character has advanced access to the network.
She can access information, telecommuted assistance, and
investigative aid worldwide. Once per story, she can use a dot in
this Merit as a dot in Allies, Contacts, or Library. The utilized
Merit cannot be local, and is limited by its Internetbased access.
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Prerequisites: Not a member of the Invictus
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‘Your character is not a member of the Invictus, but maintains

close ties and supports the Unconquered’s efforts.
Effect: This Merit affords a handful of effects:

* Your character receives a +1 bonus to all Social interactions with
Invictus members, as if she had a single dot of Covenant Status.

e Once per story, she can draw on a dot of Allies: Invictus,
Contacts: Invictus, Herd, or Resources. This should come
at the cost of a small favor.

e If she ever formally joins the Invictus, she sheds this Merit
and adopts two dots of Covenant Status, becoming greater
than an average recruit does.

Hollesse @ZZ% (eee)

Prerequisites: City Status ®*®

Some Invictus lead because they're power hungry. Your
character leads because she feels it’s her inherent responsibility
to do so, as the superior Kindred. The one most suited
to lead must bear that responsibility, she believes. This
sense of responsibility reaffirms her sense of identity. She
believes herself less a vampire, more an embodiment, and a
personification of leadership.

Effect: This Merit must be tied to an official position within
her domain. Your character may shed a Touchstone of your
choice. Replace that Touchstone with the character’s political
position for all intents and purposes. Losing the position would
be identical to the death of a Touchstone.

Prerequisites: Mentor ®eeee

Invictus favor merit, but often, the concept of merit flows
from sire to childe; a prestigious sire would clearly choose only
the best childer. Your character’s sire is such a paragon. This
affords her certain benefits other neonates might not receive.
When she speaks, all but the ignorant listen.

Effect: When your character speaks, she speaks with the
weight of her sire’s words. When taking Social action with
an appropriate character, she may add her sire’s City, Clan,
or Covenant Status Merit dots to her dice pool instead of her
own. However, if she fails in the action, she loses this Merit
(Sanctity of Merits applies). She may not repurchase the Merit
during the same story, and then only after a major success
outside her sire’s shadow.

Kovial W/Ay (eoee)

Prerequisites: Investigation ®e, Manipulation ®ee,
Subterfuge *e, Wits oo

Your character is a master of digging up little private bits
and personal information through manipulating associates,
piecing together context, or baiting unintentional confessions.

Effect: With an hour’s work, a point of Willpower, and
a Manipulation + Investigation roll, your character can
machinate a social engineering effort that reveals extensive,
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damaging information about a victim. Every success offers
one of the following:

¢ A ten-minute window of unpenalized, safe access to the
victim’s Safe Place.

¢ A damning piece of information that, when used, removes a
dot from the character’s Allies, Contacts, Feeding Grounds,
Herd, or Status. The Merit is eligible for Sanctity of Merits.

¢ A +1 bonus to a Social roll against the victim, or -1 on one of
their Social rolls. Another character can access the bonus or
take advantage of the penalty if the information is shared.

¢ Knowledge of a weakness, including Banes, Conditions, or
other issues at Storyteller discretion.

A character may only be subject to one Social Engineering
effort in a given story. The victim’s Safe Place and Anonymity
Merits penalize the roll to use Social Engineering.

Tech- /ngy (‘ Zo “’)
Prerequisites: Computer ¢, Crafts ® ¢, Science ®, Resources ®

Invictus members pride themselves in utilizing the best
tools humanity has to offer. In the past century, technology
has been an invaluable boon to Invictus supremacy. Your
character spearheads these efforts, mastering technology and
both utilizing and disseminating it to her covenant’s benefit.

Effect: Your character has access to a surplus of modified and
highly optimized technology. At any time, she can provide a piece
of technology two Availability levels higher than her Tech-Savvy
Merit dots with an hour’s preparation. This item will function
identically to a normal example, but you may split her Tech-Savvy
dots among the item’s dice pool bonus, Structure, and Durability.
As well, the item offers the 9-again quality on relevant rolls.
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Prerequisite: Contacts (Inter-City) ¢, Invictus Status *¢

One of the perks of Invictus membership pertains directly
to the Invictus’ strength of organization. Your character has
networked extensively, and can pull favors to make travel a
more reasonable proposition.

Effect: Your character benefits from the following effects.
She can also bequeath them onto another character.

e First, your character cannot be pursued or intercepted in
inter-city travel unless the Skill, effect, or power achieves
more successes than your character’s Merit dots.

e Part of smart travel is never arriving empty-handed. When
traveling, announce your character’s intended receiver, be it
a person, faction, or even a Court. Your character can bring
a gift, rumor, or other item of value, which can be used as
a one-time equipment bonus on any Social action when
engaging with the stated receiver.

¢ Once per story, half your character’s Travel Agent dots
(rounded up) count toward Allies or Contacts dots in a city
where she has newly arrived.
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These Oaths are available to Invictus characters that meet
the prerequisites. Note that a character may have an Oath
Merit, without having sworn the Oath. The Merit enables her
to swear the Oath. If the Oath ends, she can swear it again if
she possesses the Merit. Note that if both participants in an
Oath decide, they can end the terms of the Oath prematurely.
All Oaths must be sworn before a character with the Notary
Merit (see Vampire: The Requiem, p. 116).
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This rare Oath is considered anathema to many Invictus,
particularly those with strong ties to the Lancea et Sanctum.
Functionally, it spits in the face of the Curse, and denies the
vampire’s predation. The vampire swears to abstain from feeding,
and so long as she maintains her Oath, she does not need to feed.
However, this has kept ancient Invictus awake far beyond their
years, as they can defy their need to feed from Kindred Vitae.

This Oath is a rare example of an Oath only sworn by a
single character. Rumor is, it can be sworn without a Notary.
The character benefiting from the Oath must purchase the
Merit dots.

Effect: Swearing this Oath requires half the vampire’s
maximum Vitae, rounded up. Additionally, it costs one
Willpower point per dot of the vampire’s Blood Potency. The
Willpower can be spent over the course of a full week. For
example, a Blood Potency 4 Kindred would need spend seven
Vitae and four Willpower to enact the Oath. Once the Oath is
sworn, the character no longer needs expend Vitae to wake. She
still spends Vitae normally, otherwise. However, if she imbibes
a single point of Vitae, the Oath ends.

Outt of e Munctshoude Beall ()

This simple Oath features as a foundation for many Invictus
interactions. As the name suggests, it solidifies a handshake
deal. Both participants offer a service or swear a prohibition.
Both offer a collateral penalty for noncompliance. If they agree,

the Oath takes effect.

As it can undermine social structures through the peculiars
of its social collateral, some Invictus use this Oath to curry
favor or infiltrate other covenants.

Effect: The Handshake Deal is binding. Both participants
must purchase this Oath, which can be taught to non-Invictus.
One participant must be Invictus, however. Each participant
swears to a service, or swears to not commit a certain act. Each
also offers up collateral, as represented by a Social Merit.

If one character breaks the Oath, the collateral shifts to the
other character. Mark Merit gains in this way with a half dot, as
they are not eligible for the Sanctity of Merits rule. The Merit
shifts for an agreed-upon time, usually a month or a year, but
sometimes permanently.

In the narrative, circumstances shift to suit the transfer.
Contacts make connection with the new vampire. Allies

Qathbreaker

(New Persistent Condition)

Your character has broken an Oath, and the
First Estate does not take kindly to oathbreakers.
The covenant at large will maneuver to limit
your character’s influence and advancement.
Mark two dots of Invictus Status, one Resources,
one Allies, one Contacts, one Herd, and one
Mentor if your character has those Merits. He
cannot access the marked Merits so long as this
Condition persists. Additionally, any failures in
Social Actions among the Invictus are considered
dramatic failures automatically.

Resolution: Risk Final Death for a member of
the First Estate, and have either that member
or the Invictus at large recognize the sacrifice.

Beat: When an Invictus character enacts
retribution on your character, be it directly
through punishment, or by meaningfully
snubbing him in a social situation.

—

welcome her into their doors. The offering of collateral has to
make sense in terms of the deal; for example, one character
might give the other a sealed letter to a Contact.

If the recipient has the relevant prerequisites, she may
purchase the Merit permanently while she has it; this doesn’t
prevent it from returning to the other character at the end of
the terms, but it allows both characters to maintain the Merit.
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Prerequisites: No Invictus Status

Not every Invictus Oath comes down from on high. The
Invictus is an inclusive organization, full of some of the most
ambitious Kindred known. Some younger Invictus coteries
even develop their own Oaths (which can be met with mixed
response from their elders). The Oath of the Hard Motherfucker
is a prime example. This Oath brings a new recruit into an
Invictus coterie, and cements her role in the group.

Effect: The character swearing the Oath must bring a Status-
bearing member of the Carthian Movement to torpor or Final
Death as part of the Oath. Alternatively, they can assault another
vampire who has violated this Oath in the past. This seals the
Oath. Once she’s completed the Oath, she gains her first dot of
Invictus Status. She also gains a dot each of Allies and Contacts
pertaining to her new role, and a dot of Resources. Choose two
Skills pertaining to her new role; she gains the 9-again quality
on those Skills. The new Invictus in this case is the vassal, and
must purchase the Merit. The liege is the new coterie.

If she betrays the Invictus, or the role in her new coterie, she
loses this Merit, and all the associated advantages. Additionally,
her former allies are likely to use her as the target of another
neonate’s initiation. L : .

~
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This Oath binds two Kindred together in a powerful union,
where their collective capabilities are shared, but they must
maintain loyalty to one another or suffer grave consequences.
Many Lancea et Sanctum see this Oath as a mockery of God’s

will. Invictus will often rebut that such a marriage is purely
a political vehicle, and has no bearing on religious doctrine.

Effect: Two characters must purchase this Merit. One
must be a member of the Invictus; the other does not. As
part of the Oath, both characters must swear upon certain
terms, both promising certain actions, and promising certain
prohibitions. This is generally dictated by the terms of the
political climate at hand; often, a ceasefire or other truce
is part of the arrangement. Upon swearing this Oath, both
characters enjoy a series of benefits.

¢ Compare both characters’ Social Merits. If one character
possesses more of a given Merit, the other receives a free
dot in that Merit if possible. If the Merit does not exist in
a single-dot variety, the character receives the full rating.
This ignores the normal limitation for Status in multiple
covenants (see Vampire: The Requiem, p. 113). If both
characters have the same Merit at its highest rating, refund
one character’s. If multiple such Merits exist, divide the
refunded levels as evenly as possible.

e If one character has a superior Blood Potency to the other’s,
the lesser gains a dot of Blood Potency. If the superior
character wishes, he can sacrifice additional points to “gift”
the lesser additional dots. These are not refunded so long
as the gift remains.

e Compare the characters’ Discipline ratings. If one character
possesses more of a given Discipline, the other receives one
dot in that Discipline. This allows a character to potentially
possess a Discipline for a bloodline to which she does not
belong.

Both characters are considered family, with blood sympathy
at one-step removed (see Vampire: The Requiem, p. 98).

¢ Both characters are considered under the effects of a third
stage blood bond (see Vampire: The Requiem, p. 100).
This abolishes any other bonds, no matter the stage at
the time the Oath was sworn. It prevents any other bonds
from taking place.

e As characters increase in traits through play, reassess the
couple’s ratings, and adjust accordingly.

If one character breaks the terms of the Oath, he loses
access to any traits affected by this Oath (from either side).
His Blood Potency becomes 1. Any affected Disciplines
fade entirely. Merits fade as well. The partnert’s traits do not
fade, however; indeed, with Experience, they may be made
permanent. He loses all Willpower points, and cannot regain
them until the partner has forgiven his transgression.

This Oath can only end by way of a Notary, and both
parties’ consent. Or, in more common cases, by death do they
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Marriage Across Lines

Rumors abound of the Oath of Matrimony
occurring outside of Kindred/Kindred unions.
Clearly, the Invictus would never sanction one
of its members being beholden to a human (or
werewolf, or something else), but all the Oath
requires is two consenting adults and a Notary.
To the Invictus, a sworn Oath is inviolate, and the
other character becomes an honorary member
of the Invictus with his gained Status dot. What
effects would it have? Would a mortal character
develop Disciplines or an ad-hoc Blood Potency?
Would Blood Potency and a werewolf's Primal Urge
interact? One thing’s for certain; if such a thing
occurred, it would be the stuff of many stories.
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part. If the Oath ends, all traits return to their original levels.

Dots added by this Oath should be filled in with half-dots
on the character sheet, to denote their source, and that they’re
ineligible for Sanctity of Merits. Dots lost by this Oath should
be refunded via Sanctity of Merits, and may only return at a

rate of one dot per story.
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Say what you will about the Invictus. However, they (usually)
treat their prisoners with some degree of honor, and Invictus
imprisoned by others (usually) serve sentences honorably.
Prisoners to the Invictus, even non-Invictus, may be taught
this Oath. It guarantees certain protections, in exchange for
an agreement of complacency and non-aggression. In these
cases, the Invictus will take prisoners before a Notary as part
of the process.

Effect: Once a character takes this Oath, he swears to be a
model prisoner, which defends him from mistreatment. He’s
the vassal, and must purchase the Merit. The highest relevant
authority (usually the Prince) is considered the liege. From
that point forward, he cannot attempt to escape or bring chaos
to his captors while imprisoned. If he wishes to do so, he loses
a point of Willpower, and takes a single level of aggravated
damage as charred lashes appear across his back. However,
his captors cannot brutalize, torture, or execute him unless
sentenced by an authority in the domain with City Status
eseee [ftheyattempt to, they similarly lose Willpower and
take aggravated damage. Additionally, the highest authority
in the city takes a single level of lethal damage, and knows
exactly why she’s suffering it. Her lashes are not charred,
but bloody and stinging. Lastly, she suffers the same damage
for every day the prisoner is not offered minimal Vitae for
sustenance (IE: one Vitae).

Note that this Oath is a rare exception: his captors do not
have to agree to this Oath, if he has the Notary Merit and can
stand as his own witness, or previously purchased the Merit.



Many outlaws and Carthians have sworn and maintained
this Oath as a form of insurance against the powers-thatbe.

When captivity ends, the character may shed this Oath
under the Sanctity of Merits rule (see Vampire: The Requiem,
p. 109), or he may keep it in case he’s imprisoned again.

OLZE of Clffee (eee)
Prerequisites: City Status or Invictus Status ®®

This Oath seals an Invictus into an official position. She vows
to uphold the duties of office, and in exchange, she becomes
more capable and focused.

Effect: The character swears the Oath upon taking a
position, be it an Invictus position, or a neutral domain
position. From that point forward, her position becomes an
additional Mask for her. Determine exactly what this means,
depending on the specific role she’s sworn to. Additionally,
when she spends Willpower in pursuit of her duties, she may
substitute her Invictus or City Status (whichever is relevant)
instead of the normal +3 or -2 afforded by Willpower.

Invictus take their positions very seriously; violating her Oath
of Office is considered Detachment at Humanity 1. In this Oath,
the highestranking city official presiding over her position acts
as the liege. As vassal, she must purchase the Merit.
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In some domains, the very act of identifying oneself as
Invictus is criminal or otherwise shunned. Sometimes, Invictus
ideology forces a vampire to take actions, which would have
him blood hunted. This Oath allows such a vampire to flee his
home domain, and find safe harbor in a domain less hostile
to the First Estate.

Effect: The Unconquered swears off citizenship in his home
domain as part of the Oath. Once he’s outside his former home,
he becomes nearly impossible to pursue. Citizens of his former
home lose successes equal to the vampire’s Invictus Status on
any actions to pursue or attack the Unconquered outside that
domain.

Additionally, after one uncontroversial month in his new
home, he may shed this Oath under the Sanctity of Merits
rule, and take a single dot of City Status and a dot of Invictus
Status in the new domain. This ends the protections afforded

by the Oath.

This Merit doesn’t require a liege, but still requires a Notary
to enact.

Outh of the Roghtisus Kill (so%)
Prerequisites: Empathy ¢ e Invictus Status e

In defense of the Masquerade, sometimes witnesses and
offenders must die. Invictus ideology teaches that such a death
should be contemplated, but never regretted. A character who
has taken this Oath has taken it upon herself to weather the
crimes of her covenant mates. She carries their emotional and
spiritual burdens so they do not have to regret their duties.
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While local Invictus know her role, she is in no way obligated

to bear a given vampire’s burden; she judges each case with her
own ethics and discretion.

Effect: A character who has taken this Oath can act as
a confessor of sorts; a character connects with her before
killing or otherwise risking Detachment in the name of
the Masquerade and the Invictus. Both characters spend a
Willpower point, and the character with this Merit offers
consolation, encouragement, and sympathy. When the other
character commits the act, she bears the burden. She checks
for Detachment as if she committed the crime herself, but she
gains an additional die due to her separation from the affair.

For this Oath, the liege must be a member of the Invictus with
equal or higher Status. Sometimes, the Invictus allow Lancea et
Sanctum - or in even rarer cases members of the Circle of the
Crone - to swear this Oath and act as confessor for the Estate.
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With this Oath, two Kindred enter into a trust agreement.
While mutually beneficial, either party can end the agreement
in a remarkable, crippling fashion. If a power differential
exists between the characters, the risks are higher for the more
powerful Invictus, so this Oath is often used as a way to show
trust to a slighted inferior.

Some Invictus have other names for this Oath, such as The

Oath of Mutual Vulnerability.

Effect: Two characters must enter into this Oath willingly.
Both characters must purchase this Oath. As part of the Oath,
both characters offer up a single Social Merit they possess, of
any dot rating. The other character receives that Merit; the
original character retains use of it. Mark these Merits with half-
dots on your character sheet, so they’re known to not apply to
the Sanctity of Merits rule. Additionally, either character can
access the other character’s Willpower pool at any time as if it
were an extension of her own.

At any time, a character may end this agreement. The other
character is immediately paralyzed, losing access to their
Defense and actions for a turn. By spending Willpower, the
initiating character may extend this for a turn per point. Note
that since the agreement ended, she cannot use the partner’s
Willpower points for this purpose.

A character can only be part of one instance of this Oath ata time.
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Prerequisites: Invictus Status ¢

This Oath binds an Unconquered into service as a knight,
tasked with defending the Invictus as a whole. She becomes
bound to none, and must maintain neutrality in all her affairs.
[t empowers her to maintain that neutrality, and to take action
in defense of her covenant.

Effect: The character may not be subject to another Oath
tying her to a single vampire or a Vinculum (partial or full)
when taking the Oath of the True Knight. If she attempts to
ingest Kindred Vitae, the blood turns toash in'her mouth.
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If‘another coerces, tricks, or forces her to take his blood, he
suffers a level of aggravated damage. She can enter further
Oaths once sworn, but not at the time of accepting the Oath.

Religion is two things to the Lancea et Sanctum; faith
and organization. The Spear needs numbers, so it needs
camaraderie. However, it brings those numbers with the raw
force of its dark miracles.
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Members of the Lancea et Sanctum have access to the
following Merits. Unless otherwise noted, they have an additional
prerequisite of Status (Lancea et Sanctum) ® or higher.

Gusacte (* Zo *®®, /XZ/@)

Prerequisite: Occult * ¢, Resolve ¢ Weaponry * ¢, character
must have either Theban Sorcery *¢ or Sorcerous Eunuch ¢

Your character has learned the fearsome fighting style
of Lancea et Sanctum crusaders. It’s designed to debilitate
Kindred opponents, and to shut down other dark sorceries
quickly.

Use of Dominate, Majesty, and other Disciplines that might
mar her judgment, suffer her Invictus Status as a penalty.

When attacked by another Kindred, or a ghouled retainer,
her Invictus Status applies as armor. This has no effect against
mundane humans.

Za/n/cea/ eZ - Sanctom

Effect: This Style requires the character use a hand-to-hand
weapon. Your character gains access to the following effects at
each subsequent level:

Shield Against Sorcery (*): This technique filters a lost Theban
Sorcery ritual into a practice a non-practitioner (even a Sorcerous
Eunuch, see below) can use with a series of military motions. It
renders the character’s immediate area something of a “null zone”
for sorcery. Your character must be armed to enact Shield Against
Sorcery. Any magic targeting your character or any character within
her Willpower dots in yards suffers her Merit dots as a dice pool
penalty. This requires your character have full access to her Defense.
If multiple crusaders use this ability, only the highest Merit dots apply.

Silence (**): The voice is often the seat of sorcery. For this
reason, crusaders train to strike for the enemy’s vocal chords
first. If your character targets the enemy’s throat, she suffers
no penalties due to the targeted attack. If successful, the attack
silences the enemy, which may prevent him from casting spells
or using some Disciplines so long as the damage remains.



A Hammer Against Witches (¢ ® ¢): With a well-timed strike, your
character may interrupt a sorcerer casting a spell, using her knowledge
of the dark arts to find a particularly weak opening. The victim must
be casting a spell or ritual of some sort, or a Discipline using an
extended action. Spend a Willpower point before making the attack.
This Willpower point does not add to the dice pool. Make the attack
roll at-2. If successful, the spell or effect is aborted as if it dramatically
failed. Additionally, add the victim’s relevant Discipline or sorcery
level as an additional weapon modifier to the damage caused. Use
the level of the ability he uses; not his highest potential level.
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Prerequisite: Herd (equal or greater level)

Your character not only maintains a Herd, he empowers,
emboldens, and inspires them. Because of his predation, they see
the glory and grace of God. They draw in additional followers,
and achieve unbelievable things. Their blood carries this passion.

Effect: First, dots in Flock count as additional dots in Herd. This
allows your character to have more than five effective Herd dots.

Second, the characters in the Flock always start a scene
with a single point of Willpower. They will always use this in
pursuit of their faith.

Third, the Flock’s blood is potent and livelier than most
mortals’ are. When using the Flock as a Herd, the feeding
vampire regains a point of Willpower.

Lo (+)
Prerequisites: Not a member of the Lancea et Sanctum

Your character attends Mass, but has not formally joined the
church. Perhaps she’s an Invictus member showing support
for the Second Estate, or she’s a Carthian who never quite
lost her faith.

Effect: Your character receives a number of benefits:

* Your character receives a +1 bonus to all Social interactions
with Lancea et Sanctum members, as if she had a single
dot of Covenant Status. She cannot learn Theban Sorcery
unless taught by a member of the Spear. Even then, Lancea et
Sanctum members would look upon her with intense scrutiny.

e Once per story, she can draw on a dot of Allies: Lancea et
Sanctum, Contacts: Lancea et Sanctum, Herd, or Library.
This should come at the cost of a small favor.

* If she ever formally joins the Lancea et Sanctum, she sheds
this Merit and adopts two dots of Covenant Status, becoming
greater than freshly baptized Kindred might otherwise.
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Prerequisites: City Status ®*, Lancea et Sanctum Status
ee Safe Place ¢

Because of your character’s exalted status in the city and in
the church, she’s able to offer sanctuary to criminal refugees
from the domain’s authority. This Merit reflects the refugees
your character currently protects.

Effect: For each dot of Refugees, your character shelters one
criminal convicted guilty of a heinous crime, usually a violation
of a Tradition. These criminals each count as four dot Kindred
Retainers that may not safely leave your character’s Safe Place.

Drawback: Your character is responsible for feeding the
Refugees. Dots of Refugees act as a penalty to all feeding rolls
you make for your character.

Sorcerows W(‘)

Prerequisites: Resolve ¢ ¢

Effect: Your character has been subject to a series of
terrifying rituals and experiments, which affords him a near
immunity to sorcery. Any dice pool for a magical effect targeting
your character suffers his Resolve as a penalty. If you spend
a Willpower point at the time of the effect, instead remove
successes from the caster’s roll equal to his Resolve.

As result of this, he can never learn Theban Sorcery, Cruac,
or any other blood sorceries.

This practice is often used on Lancea et Sanctum crusaders.
Sometimes, this is used as a punishment on captured enemies. The
ritual requires almost a month of captivity, and can be committed
by any character with four or more dots in Theban Sorcery.
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Prerequisites: Humanity (three or more dots higher than
the Merit) or mortal

Your character bleeds in an unnatural, holy way. Usually,
this manifests at the classic wounds of Christ; on the brow, the
wrists, lashes on the back, or a punctured side. However, some
characters manifest this Merit from other places, sometimes in
the place of another saint’s deadly wounds. This blood carries
the fire of divinity.

Effect: Each week, the vampire loses one Vitae per dot in
this Merit. This loss is accompanied by a single level of lethal
damage, as the body opens to release the blood. It occurs at
times of great danger, spiritual rapture, or other dramatically
appropriate moments. The blood does not create blood bonds,
or cause Vitae addiction. It will still create ghouls, Embrace, or
other effects of the blood. Those feeding from the blood gain
the Inspired Condition (if mortal) or Raptured (if Kindred).
Additionally, the vampire receives the 8-again quality on her
next Theban Sorcery ritual during the same scene.

Because of the intense, divine experience of the stigmata,
your character always starts a scene with Willpower points
equal to half her Merit dots (rounded up), if she had less prior
and currently suffers wounds from the Stigmata.

The vampire may force the effect by spending a point
of Willpower.

Mortals: Mortal characters may develop this Merit as a
Supernatural Merit. In these cases, the blood from their wounds
fuels Theban Sorcery. Weekly, the character may manifest one
lethal wound in a time of stress or high drama, producing one

blood point. A vampire feeding from this wound gains the
. 5 ]
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8-again quality on her next Theban Sorcery ritual that night, and
the Raptured Condition. The mortal heals her lethal wounds
at twice the normal rate, healing one per day. However, if she
currently has wounds from the Stigmata, she suffers a -3 wound
penalty as if there was a wound in her final health box.

Vampire characters may have a Stigmatic character as a
Retainer, under very rare circumstances. The Lancea et Sanctum
highly values these individuals, and will not hesitate to take them
away from all but the most pious and loyal members.
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Prerequisites: Safe Place (equal or greater level)

Your character cultivates and maintains a temple to his
faith. It is dedicated to his particular dogma, and supports his
conception of what it means to be a vampire.

Effect: The Temple of Damnation promotes one key idea
espoused by your character’s brand of the faith. Any character’s
actions in support of that idea gain bonus dice equal to your
character’s Merit dots when occurring within the temple. For
example, a faith that espouses resisting the Beast’s violent urges
would receive those dice to resist frenzy.

Additionally, those blessed within the Temple of Damnation
can carry your character’s divinity outside the church’s walls. After
participating in a religious service at the temple, a character remains
blessed for a number of nights equal to the temple’s Merit dots.
During this time, your character may use Theban Sorcery rituals
upon her as if he was touching her, no matter how far away she is.

Temple of Damnation must be keyed to a Safe Place Merit
of equal or higher level.

Note: Like a Safe Place, a coterie may share a Temple of
Damnation Merit.

These are some of the rituals afforded Lancea et Sanctum
members practicing Theban Sorcery.
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Target Successes: 5
Sacrament: An apple, a drop of Vitae
This ritual has the sorcerer enchant an apple (or another
pome), which carries with it knowledge and understanding,
but also bears heavily on the mortal mind. It opens the world
of the unknown, and once her eyes open, they may never close.
A mortal eating the apple experiences the following effects:
¢ The mortal gains dots equal to the vampire’s Theban Sorcery
dots, divided between her Intelligence and Wits. These
temporary dots may take her above her normal limit of five
dots. These dots fade by one every two days.

e [f the character chooses to permanently increase one of
the affected dots during that time, she may do so for three
Experience instead of four.

LE)

¢ The character sees Kindred and other supernatural creatures
for what they are. This effect lasts until the last bonus Attribute
dot fades. This requires no roll. It also mimics the effects of the
ClearSighted Merit (see Vampire: The Requiem, p. 299). This
also renders the character immune to the supernatural effects
of seeing such a thing. For example, it renders the character
immune to the Lunacy caused by werewolves.

e The character suffers a breaking point as her perceptions
open. This breaking point is at -5 to resist. Every time the
character consumes another Apple of Eden, this penalty
reduces by 1, until there is no penalty. At which time, she
can consume the Apple without suffering a breaking point.

¢ The drop of Vitae, invested in the apple, causes Vitae
addiction and Vinculum as if it were a full Vitae. If the
sorcerer invests Willpower, it may be used to create a ghoul.

A character may only be under the effects of a single Apple of
Eden at a time.
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Target Successes: 5

Sacrament: A piece of pure white cloth, stained with a single
drop of menstrual blood

Contested by: Humanity

With the casting, the Sanctified blesses the sacrament cloth,
which remains blessed until activated. The caster must activate
the ritual by ripping the cloth in half. An apparition of Mary or
another womanly saint or holy figure appears before the scene.
Everysingle present character sees the image, and sees her as if she’s
peering into their souls with infinite empathy. This inspires fierce,
spiritual guilt in present vampires. Kindred characters contest the
caster’s roll with Humanity. If they achieve fewer successes, add the
caster’s Theban Sorcery dots to their Humanity for the purpose
of determining what constitutes detachment.

As a misunderstood side effect, characters casting Cruac
rituals under the gaze of the Marian Apparition add the
vampire’s Theban Sorcery dots to their rolls. Some members
of the Circle of the Crone who know of this ritual believe
it’s evidence of their righteousness, and that the Lancea et
Sanctum’s magic is but a bastardization of their ancient gift.

Target Successes: 5

Sacrament: A cloth shroud

Wiith this ritual, the caster drapes a cloth shroud over an area
or object. If successful, the shroud sullies, fades, and burns to
reveal the face of the last person to touch the object or walk
through the area.

W% %/% AosZ(®®, Bivinalion )
Target Successes: 6

Sacrament: A holly switch
Contested by: Resolve + Blood Potency



With this ritual, the caster bathes a holly switch in oils
and incense. The switch remains active for one month after
casting. At any time, a character may snap the switch in half to
let loose an apparition of avenging angels, who storm an area
and chase a victim the breaker can see. The victim makes the
contested roll. If the caster’s roll beats the contest, the victim
suffers the Frightened Condition (see Vampire: The Requiem,
p. 304. Mortal bystanders suffer the Spooked Condition (see
Vampire: The Requiem, p. 305) If the breaker is aware of the
effect, and invests a point of Willpower when breaking the
switch, the angels only appear to the victim.
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Target Successes: 6

Sacrament: The caster’s own Humanity (see below), a statue
of a saint

This ritual is a miracle reserved for the direst of circumstances.
It offers blood in times of emergency, where the Lancea et
Sanctum must but cannot access blood. During the Church’s
early nights, it allowed them to survive while held up in siege.
With it, the sorcerer begs the Lord for respite and succor. In
exchange, the Lord demands the vampire recognize what she
is, and abandon her fetters to her past life.

Bloody Icon must be used in the presence of a statue of
a saint. Once cast, the saint cries forth Vitae equal to the
vampire’s total successes. This Vitae will store for the rest of the
night, and counts as Kindred Vitae for the purpose of feeding
restrictions, but does not cause Vitae addiction.

During the casting, the sorcerer is assailed with imagery of
her Kindred self. After the battery, once the statue leaks forth
sustenance, the sorcerer loses a dot of Humanity. Later that night,
the statue crumbles beyond recognition, and may not be used again.
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Target Successes: 6
Sacrament: A horn

The caster blesses a horn, and scribes into it the name of
a vampire. The vampire’s Humanity must have one dot plus
the vampire’s Theban Sorcery dots or lower for the ritual to
take effect. Once blessed, the horn remains empowered for
seven nights. At any time during that period, the sorcerer may
blast the horn to demolish any inanimate barriers between
herself and the subject. With an instant action, roll Presence +
Academics + Theban Sorcery. The sound rattles the object like
an earthquake. Each success removes a point of Structure from
any wall, vehicle, armor, or other physical barrier protecting
the subject. A person touching an affected object suffers one
bashing damage per success.

At the ritual’s end, the horn crumbles.
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Target Successes: 8

Sacrament: A rod or staff

This ritual enchants a rod or staff. A holder may later spend a
point of Willpower and release the object to activate the ritual. At
which time, the object becomes a venomous serpent. By default,
the serpent will do the activator’s bidding. However, the caster
may issue a command to the serpent when crafting the object.
For example, she might tell the serpent that when activated, it’ll
attack Maxwell. This compulsion overrides the activator’s will.

The serpent desiccates and deteriorates into nothingness at
the end of the scene in which it was activated.

The serpent uses the following traits:

SERPENT

Attributes: Intelligence 1, Wits 2, Resolve 4, Strength
1, Dexterity 4, Stamina 1, Presence 3, Manipulation 1,
Composure 4

Skills: Athletics 2, Brawl 3, Intimidation 2, Stealth 4, Survival 1
Willpower: 8
Initiative: 7
Defense: 6

Speed: 6

Size: 2
Weapons/Attacks:
Type

Bite

Serpents possess a hemotoxin. It possesses a Toxicity equal
to the vampire’s Blood Potency. Each success on the Toxic-
ity roll destroys one Vitae in Kindred, or causes one lethal
damage to mortals. The effect causes one such wound per
turn until it runs its full course.

Health: Equal to the vampire’s Theban Sorcery dots
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Target Successes: 6

Sacrament: A full suit of armor, modern or archaic

This ritual blesses a group of crusaders, members of the
Lancea et Sanctum or otherwise, with the endurance to carry
out a dangerous mission. During the blessing, each crusader
spends Vitae up to the sorcerer’s Theban Sorcery dots. The
sorcerer may expend her own blood in the ritual, but her blood
will cause Vinculum on the crusader when used. This Vitae
wells up in the sacramental armor (which the crusader must
wear), staining it a deep crimson. At any time during the same
night, the vampire may access that Vitae to heal wounds, above
and beyond his normal perturn expenditure. He can spend
one of the blessed Vitae per turn. When expended, the Vitae
first floods from the armor, bloating outward in an obvious,
noticeable fashion, then absorbs quickly into the vampire’s
body, repairing injury. In most cases, it’s a gross violation of the
Masquerade, so it’s reserved for times when the crusader faces
only Kindred enemies, or will leave no surviving witnesses.

Six successes allow a single crusader to be blessed. Every
two successes above that allow another. Once the final Vitae
is spent, the armor falls to dust. ! # :

Damage Dice Pool !Fu
+1 (Poison) 4
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Target Successes: 6

Sacrament: A piece of pure silver jewelry

This ritual enchants a piece of jewelry, in order to be
used later in time of great need. If successful, any Kindred
character may be taught a short phrase to activate the object.
The activating character sacrifices a dot of Humanity and
recites the phrase. The jewelry tarnishes and falls apart. The
vampire coughs up an inky blackness. Dark clouds consume
the sun within seconds, darkened with the sacrifice of part of
the vampire’s soul. This blots out the sun completely for ten
minutes per dot of the vampire’s remaining Humanity. All
vampires in the domain act as if it were night, with no penalties
or harm coming from daytime activity. Slumbering vampires
are roused to wake briefly. Unaware mortals rationalize the
event as a freak storm, and indeed, rain falls heavily.

%& % %% NWontiiss One (%, FransmeZedion **®)

Target Successes: 8
Sacrament: A person content with his life

This ritual is considered heretical to all mainstream Lancea
et Sanctum creeds. It calls on the force of the devil Belial - the
Worthless One - to gift upon a vampire his dark blessings.
The subject of this ritual swears herself to Belial, and slays the
sacramental mortal. She must consent to its effects for the ritual
to take effect, but once it’s taken effect, it cannot be ended
by any known practice. Part of the oath requires the vampire
pledge her immortal soul after her Final Death. This is largely
academic, as no vampire knows what happens to a vampire after
the Requiem’s end. The pledge affords a number of effects:

¢ The subject chooses one of the seven deadly sins with which
to ally: greed, pride, wrath, sloth, gluttony, envy, or lust. From
that point forward, every Vitae she draws from a mortal in
the throes of that sin is doubled. Characters not exhibiting
those sins provide her half the nourishment; she takes only
one from each two Vitae drawn.

e She gains the advantages of frenzy at all times, even while
completely lucid.

¢ She cannot maintain a Touchstone.

¢ She exhibits one physical sign of damnation. This may
manifest as cloven hooves, a third nipple, or any other classic
sign of diabolism.

¢ She gains a familiar. This is a demon in an animal’s flesh. It
counts as a five dot Retainer, with three dots of Disciplines.
She can see through its eyes, and speak through its mouth.

¢ Any member of the Lancea et Sanctum is honor-bound to
destroy her if her pledge is uncovered.

mep% (o000 Liination ®oee)

Target Successes: 8

Sacrament: A body part of a saint

LE)

This rite allows the sorcerer to enact a sweeping prophecy,
predicting a great event in the near future. She makes the
prophecy, which must meet certain criteria (detailed below).
The Storyteller must interpret the prophecy, and enact it how
he sees fit. This is not a prophecy in the “be careful what you
wish for” fashion; things occur as the character sees fit. But
how they come to pass is never truly expected. With the ritual,
she writes the prophecy in silence, in a dark room, with no
witnesses. She seals the prophecy, having not seen the final
draft of what she wrote. If the ritual succeeds, the words, the
written prophesy is enchanted. Then, she reads the words to
the affected group to cast the prophecy.

The criteria for the prophecy:

¢ It cannot target a single character. It can target a clan, a
bloodline, a covenant, a domain, or a family.

e Atleast one member of the targeted group must be present to
hear the prophecy when first cast. If it’s read to the unaffected
first, the ritual fails completely.

¢ The prophecy must allow a way out, usually through a
complicated, dangerous, or grossly undesirable task from
one of the affected. It should not be directly deadly.

¢ The prophecy does not predict a highly specific phenomenon.
It must be something that could occur in multiple ways.

¢ The event must come to pass within the next month. The
character has no influence on when it happens.

¢ She may only have a single prophecy unresolved at a given
time.

If the prophecy is beneficial, the Storyteller is empowered
to add temporary Merit dots reflecting the benefits, up to
the vampire’s Theban Sorcery dots. They last for a month
afterward, or until purchased and made permanent.

If the prophecy is harmful, the Storyteller may not directly
kill the affected characters, but anything short of Final Death
is possible. This can destroy a total number of Merits equal
to the sorcerer’s total successes, spread across the affected. If
the curse needs dice pools, use the vampire’s Intelligence +
Academics + Theban Sorcery dice.
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Target Successes: 8

Sacrament: A full, hand-crafted star chart (requiring 10
successes on an extended Intelligence + Science effort), gold coins

This ritual enchants a visible star, and a collection of gold
coins. Any character holding one of the affected coins intuitively
knows the direction of a promised land, a safe place, a Sanctum,
so long as she can see the star. When cast, the Storyteller comes
up with a location within the same domain. Characters holding
one of the enchanted coins always know what direction it is in,
even if they've never been there. This location is particularly
safe and abundant in mortal life; it acts as a five dot Safe Place,
a five dot Haven, and a five dot Feeding Grounds Merit. Any
character attempting to find those within or even the location



itself suffers -5 to any relevant rolls. Characters that have been
to the sanctum forget its location once they've left, but if they
possess a coin, they may use it to return.

The location remains bountiful and safe for one night. The

sorcerer may spend Willpower points to extend its sanctity for
one night each, indefinitely.
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Target Successes: Special
Sacrament: A text, at least three hundred years old

This ritual peels back the curtain of the Masquerade, across
awide area. The caster conducts the ritual in the center of the
desired area. At the culmination of the ritual, the book used as
the sacrament opens wide, hovers in place, and spews forth light
for the duration of the Apocalypse. The basic ritual requires ten
successes. This affects an area at a radius of a half mile from
the center. Every five successes adds a half mile to the radius.

All vampires within the area are affected. They appear their

Gicts. Srccal. 7 Rodes, of 78 &

Every member of the Ordo Dracul is expected to build
and share a body of work. Most of the time, this means
weak, impractical, and failed experiments. The covenant
recognizes that failure is part of the scientific method.
However, it exalts, celebrates, and publishes successes; these
are some of those successes.

%

Members of the Ordo Dracul have access to the following
Merits. Unless otherwise noted, they have an additional
prerequisite of Status (Ordo Dracul) * or higher.
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Prerequisites: Not a member of the Ordo Dracul

Effect: Your character dabbles in the Order.

* Your character receives a +1 bonus to all Social interactions
with Ordo Dracul members, as if she had a single dot of
Covenant Status. Ordo Dracul characters are formally
disallowed from teaching her the Mysteries of the Dragon,
but it’s been known to happen.

e Once per story, she can draw on a dot of Allies: Ordo Dracul,
Contacts: Ordo Dracul, Library, or Mentor. This should
come at the cost of a small favor.

e If she ever formally joins the Ordo Dracul, she sheds this
Merit and adopts two dots of Covenant Status, becoming
greater than a newly sworn initiate might.

Hest Cuianlian (v 7 oo%e)

Your character has been entrusted with defense of a Wyrm’s

Nest.

: 7 i T
true age. They look the part of corpses, sometimes skeletons.
They reek of the grave. They attract flies. In the affected area,

Obfuscate and illusionary Disciplines fail.

At Storyteller discretion, this ritual affects other supernatural
creatures in the area, revealing what they are.

The Apocalypse lasts for one week, ending the next sunset.
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Target Successes: 15
Sacrament: A table of rotten food

This massive plague curses the entirety of a domain for an
entire month. From the moment it starts, until it ends, every single
Kindred finds her ability to ingest and store Vitae limited. Any Vitae
a character keeps in her body above her Humanity acts as mortal
food. She cannot use it for any normal purposes, nor can she keep it
within her system. Within an hour of drinking beyond her artificial
fill, she vomits it up painfully. This regurgitated Vitae is completely
worthless, even to the poor wretch who attempts to consume it.

Effect: The level of this Merit determines the level of the
Wyrm’s Nest your character defends. Your character never
has to roll to access the Nest’s advantages. Her attunement
to the Nest gives her a bonus equal to her Merit dots on all
perception-related rolls on the Nest grounds. Most Dragons
tie this Merit to a Safe Place. This allows the purchase of Nest
Merits (see below). A coterie may share in the cost of a Nest
Guardian Merit, as if it were a Safe Place. Additionally, while
on the grounds, Nest Guardian Merit dots act as Ordo Dracul
Status Merit dots, if they exceed the character’s Status.
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Prerequisites: Resolve ®ee Stamina *ee¢, Weaponry ®°,
Sworn

The Impaled are a warrior subsect of the Ordo Dracul that
prioritizes pushing the Kindred bodies to extremes in order to
become something greater. As their name suggests, this often
takes the form of impaling oneself. Ordo Dracul with this Style
ignore many of the limitations experienced by other Kindred.

Effect: Your character gains the following advantages at each level:

Passion Through Pain (*): Your character uses pain as a
meditative force to focus and center her actions. Any time your
character suffers a wound penalty, instead add that amount to
all relevant dice pools.

Beyond the Pale (¢ *): Your character does not suffer torpor
when her last Health box is filled with lethal damage, unless
she also suffers aggravated damage equal to her Resolve.

Action and Reaction (¢ **): Your character is an expert of
using an enemy’s momentum against him. When struck, your
character may return with an equal and opposite reaction, in
lieu of her normal action. To use Action and Reaction, your

character must have an instant action still available in the
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turn, and must be successfully attacked and damaged. Spend a
point of Willpower when struck. When making a hand-to-hand
attack, unarmed or with a weapon, you may choose to use the
opponent’s successes instead of rolling to attack. This ignores
the opponent’s Defense. The attack cannot be targeted; it must
be a general attack to the opponent. It uses your character’s
weapon damage, not the opponent’s.

TolighitSfoctie (+o%)

Prerequisites: Ordo Dracul Status ¢eee

Your character is a Twilight Judge of the Ordo Dracul, a
respected position trusted with rendering final judgments in
internal debates. Multiple Twilight Judges can exist within a given

domain; however, when one rules, the ruling is considered final.

Effect: Your character is empowered to adjudicate Ordo

Dracul debates and arguments. Her word is law within the
covenant. Your character’s judgment is sacrosanct. Any
character defying your character’s judgment immediately loses
a dot of Ordo Dracul Status. Characters that lose their final
dot of Ordo Dracul Status in this way are typically put to death
to end their disgrace to the Order.

Because of her exalted position, your character cannot be
denied mentorship in a Mystery of the Dragon if she requests
it. In essence, this Merit behaves as a five-dot Mentor she
can access specifically for Ordo Dracul issues. She may even
determine an exception to normal prohibitions of heresy within
the Ordo. For example, she can rule that a character is able to
learn the Coil of Ziva (see p. 201), or she might allow non-Ordo
Dracul characters to develop Wyrm’s Nest Merits (see below).
She may be the subject of such judgments; the Ordo Dracul
does not consider conflict of interest or nepotism an issue.
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Sample Supernatural Merits

Automatic Writing (e°)

Prerequisite: Mortal only

Your character can enter a trance of sorts, in which she’s temporarily overtaken by a spirit or ghost, and compelled
to write mysterious things.

Effect: Your character must meditate for at least one minute. Spend a point of Willpower and roll Wits
+ Composure to enter the trance. For every success, your character writes a single statement or clue about
something occurring in the area, or relating to a pertinent issue. The Storyteller provides these clues, and they
may seem completely nonsensical. Characters may attempt to interpret the clues with Wits + Investigation or
research efforts.

Drawback: If the roll fails, or the character does not employ a personal item of a local spirit in the meditation,
she’s haunted afterward. Any time she fails a roll for the next week, it's considered dramatic as the spirit
intervenes in complicating and sometimes dangerous ways.

Laying on Hands (ee¢)

Prerequisite: Mortal only

Your character’s faith or force of devotion becomes a wholesome force that heals the sick and mends injuries.
However, she takes some of those injuries upon herself by proxy.

Effect: By spending a Willpower point, touching the sick or wounded, and rolling Presence + Empathy, your
character may heal them. Every success heals two points of bashing damage, or one level of lethal damage.
Three successes allows for a single point of aggravated damage.

Drawback: For every two points of damage healed (rounded up), your character suffers a single point of
the same type of damage. Additionally, your character may heal diseases and other ailments. The Storyteller
assigns a target number of successes between one (the common cold) and ten (flesh-eating bacteria). This
takes an extended action, and the character suffers a minor version of the illness.

Numbing Touch (¢ to eeees)

Prerequisite: Mortal only

With numbing touch, your character’s psychic gifts allow her to numb a person, rendering them sluggish
and incompetent. With intense concentration, she can cause neurons to shut down.

Effect: This Merit has two effects. With the first, your character may numb with a single touch and a point of
Willpower. Against an unwilling subject, roll Intelligence + Empathy + Numbing Touch, contested by Stamina +
Blood Potency. If successful, Numbing Touch takes effect. An affected character suffers no wound penalties, and
suffers a penalty equal to your character’s Numbing Touch dots to all dice pools requiring manual dexterity or
sensory perception. These penalties fade by one every turn, until gone completely. Alternatively, the character
may focus her gift into a ‘psychic weapon’ by spending a point of Willpower, at a range of up to a foot from
her hands or face. When the invisible “weapon” strikes an opponent, the character may spend an additional
point of Willpower to lash out at the victim’s nervous system. In addition to the normal effects of Numbing
Touch — which do not receive a contested roll — the victim loses Willpower points equal to your character’s
Numbing Touch dots. If she has no Willpower points to lose, additional points become levels of lethal damage.
This can be employed as part of an unarmed attack.
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These Merits reflect a relationship with a Wyrm’s Nest. All
Wyrm’s Nest Merits have an additional prerequisite of the

Nest Guardian Merit. Unless otherwise noted, all Wyrm’s
Nest Merit costs can be shared among a coterie.

(o Zﬁooooo)

Prerequisites: Ordo Dracul Status ¢ e

Wyrm’s Nests are commonly used as the foundation for
Ordo Dracul chapterhouses. Establishing a Wyrm’s Nest
chapterhouse with the proper rites allows all within to study
and gather in peace.

Effect: Characters inside a chapterhouse are calmed and
collected. Add the Chapterhouse Merit dots to any rolls to
resist frenzy, or to end a violent course of action.

Additionally, subtract Chapterhouse Merit dots from all
efforts to Lash Out within the chapterhouse.

Note: Only one character contributing to the Chapterhouse
must bear the Status requirement.

Cucille (+o%)
Prerequisites: Occult ®oee

The Crucible Ritual is one of the most important uses for a
Wyrm’s Nest. Once a Wyrm’s Nest has been consecrated as a
Crucible, members of the Ordo Dracul find themselves more
capable of evolving into their Coils if they study on the Nest.

Effect: Characters evolving into a new Coil find it easier
if committed on a Crucible. Characters learning Coils on
the Crucible buy Coils of their chosen Mystery with two
Experiences, and Coils of other Mysteries at three Experiences
per dot. They develop Scales for a single Experience.

Fong Sk (o 2 weven)
Prerequisites: Academics ¢, Occult ® oo

Your character has mastered the complex mathematics and
parapsychology sufficiently that she can arrange the items in
her Wyrm’s Nest in order to focus its ectoplasmic energies and
benefit those within.

Effect: When taking this Merit, choose a single Skill. While
in the Wyrm’s Nest, characters may take your character’s Feng
Shui dots as additional dice when using that Skill.

JBuilocs %ﬁo 7% oo..o)

Prerequisites: Occult o

Your character has secured a Perilous Nest. Usually, this
means a haunted place. But other supernatural oddities may
constitute a Perilous Nest. With her rites, she has harnessed
these dangers to endanger only individuals meeting her
defined criteria.

Effect: If a character meets your character’s chosen criteria, the
Nest lashes out to show him he is not welcome. This is different
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for every Nest, but as a rule, doubles the owner’s Merit dots to
use as a dicepool to harass, assault, or otherwise imperil intruders
each turn. Successful “attacks” can cause bashing damage to the
character, or cost the character a Willpower point. He may resist
the assault normally, depending on the variety of attack.

%Z@w
Here are two Coils and some Scales available to Ordo
Dracul characters.

7 Gl of Gnitia

This ancient Coil is named after a Slavic dragon god of sorcery.
Zirnitra’s Coil is nearly extinct; to most Order sensibilities, it
offers limited rewards and great risk. Functionally, it removes an
oftoverlooked weakness of the Kindred condition: the penchant
for developing mortal magics and psychic phenomena. Some
Dragons have developed this Coil to regain the lost gifts granted
to them by their heritage as part of a werewolf family. Some use
it to recover the magics tied to their mortal bloodlines. Merits
must still be purchased; this Coil allows that purchase.

Below, we've provided a couple of examples of such
phenomena. However, you can find other Supernatural Merits
in other World of Darkness books.

It’s worth noting that this can cause unintended complications
for a chronicle. Not every human Supernatural Merit will work
well within a Vampire chronicle. Use firm discretion, and
discuss each given purchase with your Storyteller.

%/47 e Mé%” .

At this basic level, the Dragon develops the ability to learn
mortal magics and psychic abilities. For every dot in the Coil of
Zirnitra, your character may learn a single Supernatural Merit
reserved for mortal characters. However, in addition to any
Willpower or other costs, every such power’s activation requires
asingle point of Vitae. Any failures with Supernatural Merits are
automatically considered dramatic. This does still give a Beat.

Unbleash e Wind *®

Your character may spend Willpower to activate Supernatural
Merits without the normal limitation of Willpower in a turn.
She can spend a point to activate a Merit, and spend Willpower
to increase a dice pool.

Now, drawbacks do not always occur when using Supernatural
Merits granted by this Coil. However, all failures are still
considered dramatic failures.

Cmdeoliten F2lenZial *®®

Your character’s blood attunes to her supernatural gifts, as
they become more and more a part of her. She may spend Vitae
to increase dice pools for Supernatural Merits, as if they were
Physical Attribute dice pools.

LE)

Upon taking this Coil, Supernatural Merits cost one
Experience less, to a minimum of a single Experience. This
counts retroactively; the character is refunded one Experience
for each Supernatural Merit she already possesses.

At this level, Supernatural Merits gained through Coil of
Zirnitra no longer require additional Vitae expenditure.

% /67,670% /A« Bm
When your character spends Willpower to add dice to a

Supernatural Merit dice pool, add her dots in Coil of Zirnitra,
instead of the normal +3 dice.

At this level, failures with Supernatural Merits are considered
failures, not dramatic failures.

Your character may push herself to extremes in the invocation
of her forbidden arts. By suffering a level of unavoidable
aggravated damage (Resilience does not assist), she can roll a
Supernatural Merit activation as a rote action.

Additionally, your character is no longer limited in the
number of Supernatural Merits she may possess.

Dragons learning the Coil of Zirnitra may pursue the
following Scales.

Coaiftng Unhly Pk
Prerequisite Coil: The Dragon’s Breath

Procedure: The Dragon must take a body part from another
Kindred, psychic, or other supernatural creature. He must work
quickly, and graft the body part onto his own form, letting his
Vitae vitalize the tissue before it completely decomposes. The
Dragon must know of a supernatural ability possessed by the
subject, and choose a body part symbolic of that skill. This
procedure may only take place on a Wyrm’s Nest.

Outcome: The Dragon must spend a point of Vitae in order
to fuse the body part with his own form. So long as the Dragon
keeps the body part animate as part of his body, he gains access
to the ability. Any costs aside from Vitae and Willpower costs
must be paid with both one Vitae and Willpower per point of its
normal cost. If the victim survives the surgery, she loses access
to the ability so long as the body part remains detached. She
similarly loses any ability to regenerate that part. The body part
has Health Levels equal to its Size, separate the vampire’s. If it
loses all its Health Levels, it becomes worthless to the vampire.
He may use this to affix a body part to another Kindred or ghoul.

Byckic bolstiiny
Prerequisite Coil: Opening the Third Eye

Procedure: The Dragon conducts surgery to remove a tiny
part of the subject’s brain, this being the part most prone to



psychic phenomena. While this causes measurable damage
to the person’s identity, it protects him from supernatural
influence of his mind.

Outcome: The surgery causes the subject to lose a dot of a
Mental or Social Attribute of his player’s choice. The character
loses access to all Supernatural Merits as well. Any power which
would affect, influence, or read his mind suffer the Dragon’s
Coil of Zirnitra dots as a penalty to their dice rolls, and he adds
those dots in any contested rolls he makes. This includes many
applications of Auspex, Majesty, Dominate, or many psychic
Merits. A vampire or other regenerating creature may heal this
surgery as an aggravated wound.
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This heretical Coil is named after a Slavic goddess of fertility,
health, and life. The Dragon with Coil of Ziva rejects the things
that make her a vampire, and clings hard to her Humanity.
Most Dragons see this as a rejection of the Order, and the
Brides’ struggle to rise above. Some domains consider Ziva’s
Coil apostasy against the Order under the rationale of a sort of
devolution to a primitive form, and execute known followers.
Some domains simply do not speak of it.

At this initial level, the character may shrug off some of the
more heinous effects of her degeneration. Add her Coil dots
to her Humanity for the purpose of determining the effects of
her Banes. This includes her clan Bane. If this increases her
effective Humanity to 10, such Banes do not affect her. This
does not, however, affect the vampire’s weaknesses to fire or
sunlight. This doesn’t affect the Ventrue clan Bane, however,
Ventrue find particular benefits in the Coil of Ziva due to their
challenging relationship with Humanity.

Buttess e Soul ®®

The vampire is able to thrust forth some of the stolen life
in her Vitae in order to defend against the ravages of the soul.
When facing Detachment, she may spend Vitae, up to her
normal perturn limit. Every Vitae spent adds one die to resist
Detachment.

Cnbiven W (Lnima ®®®

With this Coil, your character becomes resistant to the
psychological stains of Humanity loss. She finds her soul’s
trials invigorating. Any time she’d suffer a Condition for
Detachment, you may choose to spend a Willpower point to
take Raptured instead.

iy 7 Bancs sooe

With this Coil, the very essence of the vampire’s immortality
clutches onto the threads that keep her from the Beast. Those
claws shield those threads from that which would destroy them.

Peculiarities of Kindred Wearing
Human Flesh

Tosay The Mysteries of the Dragon are imperfect
sciences would be a gross understatement.
Shedding the Beast’s Skin even more so. While
it generally does what's expected, it commonly
exhibits unexpected exceptions. For example, the
vampire’s heart may continue to beat for weeks
after its use. In some cases, it's taken unexpected
turns. Notably, if a vampire is impregnated in
her human flesh, the body makes due to carry
through to term. But what happens to these
half-damned children?

—

Your character can sustain a number of Banes equal to her
Willpower dots, not three.
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The final spiral in Ziva’s Coil has the Dragon literally
shed her flesh, and with it, her vampiric nature. She spends
three Willpower points to activate Shedding the Beast’s Skin.
Shedding the skin takes five turns.

Shedding the Beast’s Skin lasts for eleven hours, minus one for
each dot of the Dragon’s Blood Potency. During this time, she
becomes effectively human. Her heart beats. Her skin sweats. She
can get hungry, and she can eat. Her sexual tissues may engorge
if aroused, and may orgasm if pushed to that height. No doctor
in the world could see her as anything but human. This comes
with it a loss of her vampiric Disciplines, her ability to ingest,
store, and expend Vitae, and her immortality. She no longer
suffers a clan bane, or experiences blood sympathy.

At the end of the period, she becomes Kindred again.
For nearly a half an hour, she undergoes the sensations
and transformations of the Embrace again. This leaves her
functionally incapacitated during this time. She can hold off
the transformation for one minute for an additional point
of Willpower. Once she’s changed back, she possesses Vitae
equal to her remaining Health Levels, or her previous Vitae,
whichever is lower.

Salls of G

A character with Coil of Ziva may learn these Scales.

Bleeod e Sin

Prerequisite Coil: Buttress the Soul

Procedure: With this procedure, the Dragon bleeds a subject
of all their blood or Vitae. With human subjects, this generally
requires a dialysis machine or other technological assistance
to keep the subject alive. This flow of blood carries with it the
weight of their sin.

Or_do _'D__I_-'acul: The Rit

o gl



IR 4 4 . :
[t cornes The subject must remain effectively bloodless for
at least ten minutes in order for this Scale to take effect. Reduce
the subject’s next Humanity, Integrity, or similar trait purchase
by one Experience per dot of the vampire’s Coil of Ziva.

KW Ze Soul
Prerequisite Coil: Enliven the Anima

Procedure: This ability acts as a sort of pseudo-Amaranth. The
vampire drains a Kindred victim completely, and then continues to
do so further. She spends Willpower and rolls Strength + Resolve
as she normally would (see Vampire: The Requiem, p. 101).

Outcome: Once the vampire has achieved a number of
successes equal to the victim’s current Humanity, she steals one
dot of Humanity from her victim. He loses it; she gains one.
She may only ever strip one such dot from a given victim. The
victim only reaches torpor as result of this; the vampire may
continue to feast to the point of full Amaranth. Regardless,
the vampire suffers Detachment at Humanity 1 (possibly losing
the stolen Humanity dot), and suffers the Tainted Condition.

The Ordo Dracul pursues “Wyrm’s Nests” as part of their
traditional protocol. These are places where massive spiritual
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energy converges. Some call these “ley lines”, “loci,” or “verges,
but regardless, these places are beyond the natural. Haunted
houses, long-lost bastions of the wild, or places of extreme

emotional resonance can become Wyrm’s Nests.

LE)

Finding a Wyrm’s Nest is largely up to the Storyteller; every
Wyrm’s Nest is unique, and thus fits different criteria. But in
game terms, a Wyrm’s Nest meets a few criteria:

¢ A Wyrm’s Nest has a rating between one and five dots.

e A Nest’s rating is tied to its Resonance, a general vibe,
emotion, or idea it embodies.

e Supernatural phenomena occur at the Nest, flavored by the
Resonance. For example, in a Nest of Abundance, plants
might grow at alarming rates, overtaking those daring to
sleep on the floor.

e The rating determines the relative strangeness of the phenomena.
One or two dot Nests might appear as coincidences. Five dot
phenomena appear downright miraculous.

* Dragons can manipulate the rating of a Nest by adding ambience,
or inspiring aligning passions within the Nest’s bounds.

e A Nest’s rating determines the rough area it can take. A
single dot Nest might be as small as a walk-in closet, where
a five-dot Nest could comprise a large building or mansion.

* Alocation may have multiple Nests with different Resonances.

%mmm on a HWesZ™

The Ordo Dracul use Wyrm’s Nests for many important rites,
including the Crucible Ritual, which helps members evolve
Coils more quickly. Some Ordo Dracul rituals may only occur
within a Nest. For example, the Grafting Unholy Flesh Scale
only works in a Wyrm’s Nest. No matter how hard a member
tries, the procedure fails when attempted outside a Nest.
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Vampires gather under many banners. But five have endured the
tumult of Western history better than any other. The Carthian
Movement. The Circle of the Crone. The Invictus. The Lancea
et Sanctum. The Ordo Dracul. Each has its fierce devotees, its

jealous rivals, and its relentless enemies. Now,for the first time,

the covenants speak for themselves.

This book includes:
* A variety of stories from each of the covenants, all told in
1—116;‘.1‘ OwWn “’()r[‘ﬁ.
* Never-before revealed secrets, like the fate of the Prince
of New Orleans.
* New blood sorcery, oaths, and other hidden powers of

the covenants.
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