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Walter could almost forget,
sometimes. For days on end,
when his life was going right.
But out on the ice, it was
impossible, unthinkable, and
especially when he was close to
the path. He was taking the long
way home, ashe wasbound, and
he told himself he would pass by
the path and look, and it would
be as white as a blank sheet of
paper. He would drive home to
supper and...

He saw tracks. Walter
slammed on the brakes, making
his pickup slew to the left, then
to a stop as he expertly steered
into the skid. (To Walter, driving
on snow was simply “driving.”)

The way to the Dwelling
We Do Not Speak Of was not
supposed to be in use tonight. It
should have been as unmarked
as a blameless conscience, but
there were clear and obvious
tracks—the lines and tread of
a snowmobile, by the look of
them. The path was not meant
to be driven upon—ever. That
was why he'd stomped the
brake pedal instead of just
pulling over.

He parked where they
always parked, in a windbreak
created by a jagged rise of
stones a respectful distance
from the Dwelling. He strapped
on his snowshoes, and after
a momentary hesitation, he
pulled down his rifle, as well.

Walter wished he could run,
but he only trudged into the
roughtumbleofupthrust stones,
a peculiar range of debris in the
otherwise unmarred ice sheet.
He stared at the marks of the
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machine’s skids, looking for
other tracks, footprints... but
no, they weren't there, and he'd
see it before he saw any signs of
its passage, wouldn't he?

Under the layers of Gore-Tex
and down and fleece and wool
and cotton and his own skin
and fat, his blood ran cold. With
no real choice in the matter, he
pressed on, and soon, he came
to the end of the stones. There
was a blank stretch leading to
the hill, and he followed the
snowmobile path straight to its
base. The tracks were dismally
clear. Someone had parked at
the base of the hill, walked up
the stone trail to the Dwelling,
walked back down, then
remounted and driven off.

The second set of tracks had
only come down and were not
aimed at the road. They went
straight toward the stones, and
to the snowfield beyond, and
Walter was sure they made a
spear-straight line toward his
home town of Qaarsut.

He swore in both his
languages. How far could it have
gotten? Did he dare confirm his
bleakest fears? Could he face
the others if he didn’t?

Still cursing, he tore off his
snowshoes and ran up the steps,
his rifle held before him. It
wasn't that he thought it would
do any good, but he didn’t want
to leave it behind in the snow.
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The Dwelling We Do Not
Speak Of started as a crack
in the flinty hillside. Slipping
within, all was dark and frigid.
Ancient lamps loomed in a
long niche by the entry, made
from walrus pelvic-bones. In
the ceremonies, they burned
whale oil, but it was forbidden
to store fuel in the Dwelling, so
Walter made do with a tiny LED
keychain.

Even in the dim, flat light, the
walls gleamed. Generations of
Walter’s people had left totems
of carved bone, images of gods
and authorities unnamed to any
anthropologist. Innormaltimes,

it all centered on a pillar of ice. |

Atop that column sat the golden
Seven-Times-Hallowed = Mask
and, within it, the shadowy
black figure of a dead man.

But the mask was missing,
the ice was shattered, and the
footprints of the dead man
went straight from the frozen
wreckage toward the entryway.
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Once he was outside, Walter
wished he could talk to Priestess
Nujalik, but it was hopeless.
The closest cell phone was in
town, its service was spotty,
and Walter had never bothered
to buy a handset. The ground
around the Hill We Do Not Name
was commercially worthless, so
he’'d have needed an expensive
sat-phone to contact anyone.
There was the CB in his truck,
but it would only work if anyone
was listening.

He retrieved his snowshoes,
took a deep breath, whimpered
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without realizing it, and set off
toward the upright rocks. He
made it all the way through and
to the other side before he saw it.

Night had fallen but the
moon was high, and the dead
thing was a blotch of blackness
disturbing the featureless white
of the plain. Behind, its trail was
a scrawl of lesser darkness, for
the snow here had blown deep.
At points, the thing was forcing
its way through chest-high
drifts, and at no point was it less
than knee deep.

“Neem me niet kwalijk?”
Walter said, in a voice no man
could have heard over the wind.
The creature did not pause, and
Walter took a dozen reluctant
steps closer.

“Utoqqatsissutigaa!” he called,
now speaking Kalaallisut,
which they called the New
Language. The thing continued,
and he wondered if it was
ignoring him or if it was simply
mindless in its pursuit.

“Sefet Qam!” Walter charged
forward, numb lips stumbling
over the alien syllables that
aligned roughly to “Strength of
the Crocodile’s Skin.”

“I name you and claim your
loyalty,” he said in the Old
Language, rote phrases he'd
been taught intermittently all
his life. “By the temple and the
Mask we serve, I...”

Walter's thin voice faltered. It
had stopped, and it had turned.

Freed oftheice, itseye-sockets
were brown pits. Its mouth was
a pursed circle, drawn tight by
dried flesh. It was naked in the

snow, all tissue desiccated into
leathery lumps, collarbones
and elbows and the pelvic ridge
prominent in its silhouette.

“What name do you claim,
you who would stay me in my
course?” The voice was dry as
a tomb, but it spoke perfect
English. “If you a temple servant
be, our mutual pledge exceeds
my loyalty to you or yours to me.”

“L.. speak only Dutch and
Kalaallisut.” Walter clutched
his rifle like a child with a
stuffed animal.

“De Heilige Masker,” Sefet
Qam replied, in the same
tongue. “It is taken, and I am
arisen. Know you the one who
violated the temple?”

Walter shook his head. “But I
can help you search,” he said. “I
have... a vehicle. And clothes.”

It was hard to read expression
on the rotted face before him,
but after a pause, it nodded and
began trudging toward him.

Walter willed himself to turn
his back on the temple defender,
but his eyes would not look
away. Eventually, they walked
side by side—he atop the snow
and the dead thing pushing
through it.

U

“Your horseless carriage is
loud,” the temple guardian said
as they moved down the road.

“I apologize.”

“Are you sure we cannot
simply go to the Mask and
seize it?"

Walter risked a glance at
his passenger and shuddered.
“Please, it would be better if you
were... concealed.”

“Less distress for you, you
mean.” Sefet Qam somehow
managed to look shrewd, even
with a frozen, leathery grimace
for a face. Yet now there was
a gleam in the back of his
eye-pits, as if something was
thawing there.

“We can make pictures very
quickly. It would not do for
people to come looking if an
image of you traveled very far.”

“Po-laroid,” the dead man said.
“I know of these images.”

“They have improved since
your last awakening.”

“How many years since... the
year of the English, 1963?"

‘It is now the year 2012."
Walter risked another glimpse.
“But you were last awake in 1983.
Do you not recall it?”

“I... do not. Not yet.”

An awkward silence
descended until they reached
Walter's home on the outskirts
of town. “We’ll bundle you up
so you can pass,” Walter said.
“No one is in my house, so we’ll
be safe.”

“If no one is there, who opened
the gateway?” Sefet Qam asked,
pointing to the garage door.

“It’s an electric device,” Walter
said.




“Like the flameless lamp.”
Sefet Qam shook his head in
what Walter could only assume
was amazement.

Soon, the animate corpse
was zipped into Carhartt
overalls, galoshes, and a pair
of thick woolen mittens. A
scarf, stocking cap and pair
of sunglasses completed his
disguise. Walter was surprised
at the relief he felt, having
that shriveled and unnatural
nudity covered, even in such a
rudimentary costume.

“You can sense the Mask?"

“I can... yes, but we must
hurry.”

As Walter pulled out into the
snowy night, he became more
and more uneasy. He had tried,
from his home phone, to call
Nujalik, but had gotten only a
busy signal. It was becoming
clearer that the mute gestures
of his ally were directing him
toward her home.

“Do you remember Nujalik?”
Walter asked.

“NO. ”

“But...sheistheHighPriestess,”
Walter said, wondering how the
creature could have forgotten
1983, a night that would live
on in Walter's memory—when
they summoned the guardian
from its icy tomb to choose
between Nujalik and Walter as
new leader of the faith; when
Walter had failed and screamed
at its approach, leaving Nujalik
as High Priestess of the Faithful
by default.

“The relic is within,” the dead
man said, climbing out as the
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truck came to a halt. Walter
tried his key and frowned, and
he was going to try again when
Sefet Qam gently pushed him
to the side. With what seemed
equal gentleness, the walking
corpse pulled the knob out of
the door with a crack and squeal
of yielding wood.

Walter gaped. The door had
been deadbolted and, he could
now see, padlocked on a freshly
installed hasp.

“Something’s wrong,” he
said, but Sefet Qam didn't
acknowledge it; just strode in
and up the steps while Walter
struggled toput thedoor backin
something like a closed position.
He left that task hurriedly at the
sound of raised voices above.

He heard a fleshy impact and
then a loud thump that shook
the light fixtures above. He
started to run and didn't stop
until he saw the Seven-Times-
Hallowed Mask, resting heavily
on Walter’s borrowed mittens
as the corpse contemplated it.

Lying on the floor, bare-
chested, was another man,
bleeding heavily from his nose
and mouth. With a little hiss,
Walter got closer and realized
the man’s head was no longer a
simple dome, but dented under
the torn scalp and bloodied hair.

“What have
Walter gasped.

you done?”

“Recovered my charge. Yet
now I wonder... is my task
complete?”

“You've killed him!”

“Yes. I suppose I was meant
to. Yet when I produced the
relic from where it hid beneath
the bed, the man gaped in
astonishment. It was only
when he attempted to struggle
that I struck him.”

“Okay,” Walter mumbled,
unable to stop staring at the
motionless figure on the floor.
“Okay, the police chief is one of
us... this man, he’s foreign...”

“Portuguese, I suspect,” Sefet
Qam added, turning the golden
mask over in his hands.

Walter looked up sharply.
“That’s right, he’s a.. was a
scientist. He said he was taking
ice core samples, but everyone
knew he was really looking for
rubies...”

“Or gold?” Sefet Qam asked,
setting the mask on a table, |
heavily. He knew now the
relic was false—an attempt
to conceal the theft of the
true Mask (if only briefly, to
win  precious time)—but
said nothing.

“He's been here for almost
a year. If he knew where the
Mask was, why would he wait
so long before stealing it?"

“Perhaps it took him that long
to seduce the priestess.” Sefet
Qam was studying Walter now.

“No! He was an... an outsider.
She wouldn't!”

Delicately, the tomb guardian
raised the heavy layers of quilt
and blanket tolook at the sheets
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beneath. “Unless women and
men have changed greatly in
recent years, she did.”

“And then fled in shame?”
Walter couldn’t help but
despise the tone of eagerness
in his voice. Nujalik had always
sneered at him, ever since he’'d
disgraced himself, back when
he was just 18.

The guardian did not answer,
only stared at the gleaming
mask.

“To where would she flee?”
he asked.

“Qeqertarsuaq, perhaps. If
she borrowed a boat from
someone, or just took it. Maybe
as far as Sisimiut, if she wanted
somewhere big enough that
people wouldn’t know her. But
why would she flee?”

“Why, indeed. We know that
she is not here. Let us check
her automobile,” Sefet Qam
said, using the English word.
In moments, they were in her
empty garage, the dead man
holding the relic in front of
him like an old woman with a
grocery sack.

“All right... we can call the
police chief to handle things
quietly. I'll drive you back to
the Dwelling, where you can
restore the treasure to its place
and... resume your rest.”

“Is that so? And how will you
find the betrayer priestess?”

Walter hung his head. “I
have no idea. Is that... really
necessary? I think it would be
better for the Faithful if they
never found out about...” Then
his voice was stilled with a
sudden, painful jerk as Sefet
Qam seized Walter by the throat
and lifted him bodily off the
floor.

“She defiled my place of rest,”
the corpse’s voice grated. “High
Priestess or no, she has stolen
the Mask, and she has made me
her implement of murder. I will
not be used so by a mortal.”

Sefet Qam opened his hand,
and Walter dropped to the floor,
gasping and clutching his neck.

“Summon your Faithful,”
Sefet Qam intoned. “We shall
have them all for the search.
The traitor is to be found and
sent before the Judges of Duat,
there to receive Their eternal
judgment.”

“But... *cough*... but what if
people find out? What if more
outsiders come to Qaarsut?
What if they find the Dwelling?”

“Then we will fight them or
we will hide,” the implacable
voice replied. “I am not here to
protect you, or your people, or
your way of life. You, like me,
serve the Mask and the Judge
who placed it in our care. The
difference is my obedience is
direct and yours is a matter
of custom. We are all but tools
of Fate, yet in this matter you
shall be subordinate to me.”

Sefet Qam raised a hand
and pulled down his scarf. To
Walter's amazement, the skin
had filled in and re-colored
itself, turning from leathery
brown to a dry but recognizably
human black. The creature
swept the spectacles from its
face, revealing brown eyes,
bloodshot but obviously alive.

“So soon?” Sefet Qam
muttered, in distracted English.
“We have little time, Walter. Call
them.”

As Walter scrambled to his
feet and stumbled toward
the house, the mummy Sefet
Qam spoke under its deathless
breath.

‘“And now my scattered
thoughts knit once more,
Walter of Qaarsut. I recall your
cowardice of that day, though
‘tis hazy. We shall see if young
Nujalik proves herself your
better once again.”
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Memory is the basis of every journey.
— Stephen King, Dreamcatcher

In this day and age, the first instinct of a certain type of
player might be to question the viability of a roleplaying
game about mummies. Say the word “mummy” to this
sort of player and watch his face contort as he struggles
to accept even the possibility of the premise, let alone the
premise itself. (We can all see him picturing Brendan Fraser
swinging awkwardly away at the CGI.) To be perfectly clear
and frank, we understand this instinct, to a point.

But that point, then, represents part of why we went and
made such a game, anyway. If that sort of player thinks
it’s a monumental challenge to create a rich and exciting
roleplaying experience centered around mummies, then
it’s a challenge we not only accept in good faith, but
one we actively relish. One of the things almost all game
designers (and writers in general) tend to appreciate is a
true and fair opportunity to effect nothing less than the
utter transmogrification of disbelief into delight. For some
of us, that’s essentially what gets us up in the morning.

What you're reading now represents the culmination of a
lot of genuine effort and creativity, on the part of an equally
genuine team of writers and artists, to provide just such a
transformative moment. We've done our best to take every
apprehension-inducing image, every shambling stereotype,
and turn them on their heads for your enjoyment and, with
any luck, your betterment. All we can assure you is that
this game is a product of sincere vision, direction, and hard
work. But don’t take our word for it. Give the game just as
sincere a chance, and decide for yourself.

Welcome to Mummy: The Curse.

If you're on board for this kind of ride, the first thing
you should know is that it’s going to be a bumpy one. The
denizens of this iteration of the World of Darkness live
either short and interesting lives or long and interesting
ones—and in the case of mummies, the very longest.
The streets of this place are either hot and stinking or
bone-chilling in their macabre void of warmth, and in
either case, always dark with something more than night.
Inhuman immortals—some called the “Arisen,” others

“Shuankhsen”—walk these crowded streets, as they have
since before Rome ever paved her own. They are the last
remnants of a bygone age and empire, refusing to let slip

their grip upon a world that has long since moved on.
They are at once ancient and terrible, innocent and proud,
isolated, tragic, and obscene. And at their very core, they
are relentless.

They are mummies. Yes, mummies. But not quite like in
the movies.

THEME

Nothing is more important to storytelling (and thus.
to Storytelling) than theme. It's what coheres narrative,
expresses tone, and drives home meaning. In Mummy, the
central conceits are such that a wide variety of themes and
motifs can be invoked through its setting and characters,
but at its core, this is a game about mummies—and at their
core, mummies are all about memory. Without memory, a
mummy is but an empty slave to purpose. Memory is not only
that which sustains the soul as an independent entity, but
that which defines the story of one’s existence. And when
one’s existence drags on, through and beyond the lifetimes
of those closest—save only other true immortals—the
importance of memory does not wither, but grow. Memory
is so fundamental to not only a mummy’s existence, but to
what this game is all about, that it merits its own game trait.

A host of other powerful themes cascade like a fan of
cards from this central theme of memory. Chief among
these is its thematic and structural twin, self-discovery.
Even creatures that live for but a moment, as compared
to a mummy, often struggle with what it means to simply
identify themselves: their true character (or soul, if
one prefers), as well as the purposes that drive them to
action. If knowing one’s self and one’s place in the roll
of history—or, in more esoteric terms, the role that Fate
has in store—is important to a human being, imagine
how important it must be to one who once was human,
but whose soul now persists eternally. The more a soul
discovers or rediscovers of itself, the greater its memory
and sense of its own place in the scope of time. These
and other derived themes are discussed at length herein
(Storytellers, see Chapter Seven).




As with the game’s themes, the setting and central
conceits of Mummy allow for a surprisingly broad range of
atmospheric backdrops. The default presentation assumes
a roleplaying experience focused primarily on occult horror,
but even adhering to this vision allows for scenes of comic
relief and the introduction of occasional tonal elements
from a variety of other sources, including and especially
dark pulp fantasy. Howard Carter’s famous discovery and
the equally famous Treasures of Tutankhamun exhibit still
resonate with people, and with the classic films begat by
the King Tut craze, associations between mummies and the
1920s are alive and well.

Mention of the pulp era segues nicely to another aspect
of the potential for dynamism in the mood of Mummy,
which is that scenes (or entire stories) can be set literally
anywhere, any time. So, setting a chronicle during the
1920s is not only possible, but encouraged enthusiastically.
Scenes can even be set anywhere, any time, in mid-
chronicle—by way of flashback sequences. Beyond this,
scenes can even take place in Twilight (what mummies call
Neter-Khertet), since the characters spend some of their
time dead. Few roleplaying games can boast as impressive
an array of possible sets and locales, and Storytellers are
encouraged to take advantage of this when establishing
mood, should it look to be of benefit to their game and
to their story’s overall theme. The default atmosphere
might be one of ancient, creeping dread, but that’s just the
foundation.

THE TENI DIk

Those familiar with previous World of Darkness games
(Vampire: The Requiem, et al.) might have noticed a
slight change in format. This is because starting with
Mummy, we'll be releasing the content of our core games
in a manner best suited to the material and to the needs
of the fans, rather than purely to the needs of print. New
realities of publishing are coming to life, and we'll be
embracing them as we head on down the road. And it
starts with Mummy for a good reason.

Some World of Darkness games would keep no secrets
from their players. They might present narrative as rumor
or offer a trio of options instead of the one that would
confirm its own truth. Mummy: The Curse is not one
of those games. Discovering (or rediscovering) things

about a character’s own life and world is one of the key
expressions of the game’s core theme and thrust, and as
such, it wouldn’t make much sense to provide nothing to
be discovered or rediscovered. Yet that same material isn’t
what we'd provide the player, at her expense, before she’s
even sat down to play. It's what we provide the Storyteller,
so that he can provide it to her during play.

As a result, the division of the core material in our first
presentation of this new game will fall along those lines:
The sections that players will require in order to play the
game are all in the first half of the core book, called Book
One: Player’s Guide to the Arisen; and everything else the
Storyteller needs to run the game are located in Book Two:
Mummy Storyteller’s Handbook. Players who don’t wish
to pay for Storyteller-only content can just pick up Book
One, by itself.

The Scroll of Ages

All Storytelling games are about inspiration to
one degree or another, but this is especially true of
Mummy. The driving force behind a Storyteller's
decision to run this game, as opposed to any other,
is most often the desire to tell a particular story or
explore a given idea through roleplaying. And that
starts with inspiration.

It's common in Storytelling games to include a
list of references that are good for either inspiration
or continuing education on the broader topic of the
game. Given the wide variety of possible influences
on a game this narratively dynamic (not to mention
the fact that research references, if not the materials
themselves, should be made free to the public
whenever possible), we've decided to put our list of
inspirational sources for Mummy: The Curse and its
associated topics online.

Welcome to the Scroll of Ages—our first interactive
reference library. Here, you can come peruse not
only our inspirational references, but those of other
players, and if in your researching you stumble
across something cool and appropriate, come

on back and introduce it for future researchers.
That's what the Scroll is all about. Site hosting is
subject to change, but you can always come back
to the game blog if you need a place to start:
whitewolfblogs.com/mummy.
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The following is a sample of the core terms used in the
world of Mummy.

ab: In the five-fold soul, the heart.

Affinity: A mystical imbuement that grants a mummy
the quiet power to prevail at his purpose.

Apotheosis: A fabled state of being whereby mummies
might either end or otherwise transform the cycle of
death-and-rebirth to which they have chained themselves
for eternity.

Arisen: A mummy or mummies created in lost Irem by
the sorcerer-priests of the great guilds.

ba: In the five-fold soul, the spirit.

cult: Customary term for any group of mortals that has
forged a bond with a mummy.

Deathless: All mummies who are not Lifeless.

Deceived: Mummies of the “lost guild,” they are of a
different breed than the Arisen.

decree: One of five defining pronouncements an
Arisen might make before the Judges of Duat; one’s decree
determines which aspect of the five-fold soul guides a
mummy throughout unlife.

Descent, the: An activity period, or life cycle, for a
mummy; it could last a night, or it might last a year.

Devourer, the: In the mytho-religious worldview of the
Arisen, the oblivion goddess Ammut, who devoured the
souls of those whom the Judges of Duat had judged and
found wanting.

guild: One of six mighty organizations in lost Irem, each
led by a cabal of seven sorcerer-priests (q.v., Shan’iatu);
the five modern guilds reflect the Arisen’s reconstructed
visions thereof.

henet: The spiritual “repose” into which mummies fall
when they must take their rest.

Irem: The Arisen nickname for the many-pillared city
that was the seat of the Nameless Empire.

Judges of Duat: The 42 godlike beings who sit in
judgment over departed souls; each Arisen pledges himself
to the service of his people and his purpose before one of
these 42 beings.

ka: In the five-fold soul, the essence.

Lifeless: Umbrella category of warped, less perfected
visions of undeath than the Arisen.

Maa-Kep: The Arisen iteration of an ancient guild
of laborers and spies led by seven sorcerer-priests who
specialized in the creation of mystically imbued amulets.

meret: Customary term for an alliance among two to
seven Arisen; denotes the group as a unit.

Mesen-Nebu: The Arisen iteration of an ancient guild
of craftsmen and smiths led by seven sorcerer-priests who
specialized in the occult transmutations of alchemy.

Nameless Empire, the: The lost, predynastic Egyptian
civilization that gave birth to all true mummies.

Pillar: One of five aspects of the ancient soul—heart,
spirit, essence, name, and shadow.

relic: A vessel containing distilled or refined Sekhem (or
in rarer cases, substantial levels of unrefined Sekhem) and
thus bearing both discernable mystical properties and an
attached curse; found in one of five general forms (amulets,
effigies, regia, texts, and uter).

ren: In the five-fold soul, the name.

Rite of Return: The single greatest feat of magic ever
performed on Earth, it is the sorcery that created the
Arisen and that binds its Sekhem to their souls so they can
walk among the living.

Sekhem: The pure “life force” that gives both the
Arisen and their occult traditions power.

Sesha-Hebsu: The Arisen iteration of an ancient guild
of magistrates and scribes led by seven sorcerer-priests who
specialized in the creation of the occult word.

Shan’iatu: The cabal of sorcerer-priests who ran the
ancient guilds and created all mummies.

Shuankhsen: The deadliest of the Lifeless, they are
mummies who have been lost to shadow.

sheut: In the five-fold soul, the shadow.

Sickness, the: Informal term for the occult miasma that
settles over living mortals unaccustomed to the ancient
power and dread presence of a mummy (q.v., Sybaris).

Sothic Turn: An interval of time coinciding with the
end of the previous canicular period (about 1,460 years),
during which all the Deathless arise unsummoned and
seek out new purpose.

Su-Menent: The Arisen iteration of an ancient guild of
funerary priests and ritualists led by seven sorcerer-priests
who specialized in the creation of vessels of the shell.

Sybaris: Customary term for the Sickness, experienced
in one of two ways: terror or unease.

Tef-Aabhi: The Arisen iteration of an ancient guild of
architects and engineers led by seven sorcerer-priests who
specialized in the creation of magical effigies.

Utterance: A powerful spell invoked by a mummy
through the power of his Sekhem.

vessel: An object that has either naturally accumulated
or been artificially imbued with Sekhem.

vestige: A vessel containing only pure/unrefined
Sekhem and bearing no mystical properties, but holding
a great deal of emotional or spiritual value to one or more
earth-bound souls.

Mummy, Arisen
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“What the hell do you think you're doing?”

Aadesh Nidal, owner of Nidal Construction
tensed as he lifted his head from the table.
Around him, the rest of his team kept their
eyes on the blueprints, afraid or otherwise
unwilling to look up.

“Mr. Saunders, if you'll permit me to—"

Saunders had no intention of permitting
anything. ‘I'll have your licenses revoked,”
he interrupted. “All of you. Hell, I may have
you up on charges! We’'d agreed—"

“Do not blame Mr. Nidal, please.” It
emerged from the shadowed corner at the
back of the room, that voice; soft, tinged with
an accent Saunders couldn't quite place. “It
was I who made the changes to the plans on
which you’d settled. If you've any objections,
take them up with me.”

“And who,” Saunders asked, trying to peer
through the gloom, “is this supposed to be?”

“Mr. Ouonsou,” Nidal answered with
uncharacteristic hesitation. “He’s a... special
consultant my family brings in for certain
important jobs.”

“And what gives Mr. Ouonsou the right to
just waltz in here and fuck up plans that we
signed off on months ago?”
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An off-white grin split the shadows,
providing only the faintest suggestion of
dark-skinned features surrounding it. ‘I
merely adjusted for a more favorable grace
of fortune, Mr. Saunders. Your angles
were obstructing the flow of Sekhem. I've
corrected for it.”

“The flow of...?”

“Really, you ought to be thanking me. The
Nidal family will be acquiring one of your
new offices for its own, and I did this for their
benefit. That your remaining tenants will
also benefit is only to your advantage.”

“You're insane. You are all—"

“And I've a gift for you, as well. In tribute.
For the lobby, perhaps.”

The figure shifted within the darkness,
pushing forth a metal cart. Atop it sat a small
clay bust of Saunders, himself.

The landlord scowled. “And is that
somehow supposed to influence my decision,
Mr. Ouonsou?”

“Oh, Mr. Saunders.” Without any apparent
change in the lighting, that gleaming grin
somehow grew brighter still. “You have
absolutely no idea...”







You would know the secret of death, but how shall you
find it unless you seek it in the heart of life?
— Khalil Gibran, The Prophet

They ruled under the sign of the scorpion, emblazoned
on the pillars you built.

Your hands sowed the secret seeds of Western civilization.
Later Egyptian dynasties, and the Greeks and Romans who
learned their ways, arose from stones you laid so precisely
a razor could not pass between them, and idols sculpted
with such life and art they seemed to move in firelight. You
toiled in a lost age where crafts and sorcery melded into a
single operation. You invented alchemy. You gave the gods
shapes of looming basalt, granite, and alabaster. Across
millennia, religion, art, architecture, and more all echo
your primal labors.

Our modern world of masters and servants is an echo,
as well—the ancients were not much different. You were
a worker, not a king, and that's why your labor remains
undone. Your masters gifted you with death, but refused
you its peace. Their dread and powerful magic forced
you to serve long after your nation crumbled to dust and
heretical history. Your corpse rises. Made ruthless by time
and ritual, your soul pushes it to obey ancient commands.

Now Arisen, will you toil as your instincts demand, or
will you embark on a greater work to reclaim your memory,
your past, and perhaps even yourself?

HIENDTO DEATH

In Mummy: The Curse, you play one of the Arisen—a
being much like the mummies of cinematic and literary horror.

Over 6,000 years ago, your character was a citizen of a
great empire that preceded the known dynasties of ancient
Egypt’s Old Kingdom. This lost nation was ruled by a sect
of sorcerers called the Shan'iatu, each one a self-declared
Priest of Duat (Egypt's Underworld). Your character served
these magicians, and in return, they cast the mighty Rite of
Return on her. The spell’s physical preparations resembled
those used to preserve later Egyptian mummies... and
required her death. Her soul journeyed to Duat to face
terrible trials before its divine Judges. The experience
denied her a peaceful repose in the afterlife, and also
forced her to define her spiritual nature forever after.

Under the auspices of her Judge, the new Arisen’s soul
and fleshly remains were augmented through the Rite

with the occult energy of Sekhem (“life force”). Sekhem
envelops her spirit, maintains her body, and creates
mystic channels through which her magical will flows. It
is the power of eternity, of that which endures, either in
objects of power or in the cycles of life itself. Sekhem jolts
her into brief flares of simulated life, during which she
feels compelled to recover vessels—objects infused with
Sekhem (and, occasionally, supernatural power). The
divine Judges demand these offerings, and it is the Arisen’s
duty to provide. Unfortunately, her personal Sekhem
declines over time, and once it vanishes, she returns to
death until certain circumstances compel her to rise again.
She inevitably rises with purpose but much confusion,
unable to remember earlier incarnations with clarity.

Beyond the ability to rise from death, the Arisen possess
supernatural strength, enhanced resistance to injury, and
magical powers derived from the mighty sorcery of the
Shan'iatu. Driven to fulfill your creator’s wishes, your
character must decide if she wishes to unlock the true
meaning of her existence, her memories of the past, and
perhaps, the will that could liberate her entirely.

MYTH, POF CULTURE, AND FACT

History, cinema, fiction, and games all have stories to
tell about mummies, but the Arisen represent a particular
vision. To set Mummy: The Curse’s protagonists apart
from other interpretations, let’s see where ideas you may
already have about mummies apply to the Arisen.

Mummies hail from ancient Egypt. True, but the Arisen
were not made during recorded Egyptian history. Before
the known pharaohs, sorcerer-priests ruled under the
sign of the scorpion, building an empire from their capital
Irem, said to originate in the Nile Valley. Their dominion
stretched from Ethiopia to the edge of Mesopotamia.
Physically, the vast majority of Arisen resemble the peoples
of North Africa, Central Africa, and the Middle East.

Mummies are kings, nobles, and priests. False, for the
Arisen. Elite members of the later dynasties did preserve their
bodies with ancient science and religious rites, but these
were distorted shadows of the true, occult Rite of Return.
The sorcerers of Irem performed it upon their retainers to
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prepare them for service across many lives. The Priests of
Duat never became mummies themselves, but left the living
world to attend their patron god in the afterlife.

Mummies rise from the dead under the influence of an
ancient curse. True. Sort of. The Rite of Return was never
intended to give its recipients a second chance to redeem
themselves or to right wrongs per se. It fixes their minds
upon vessels to return to Duat and upon other holy duties—
each Judge may be pleased by certain actions, and obedience
staves off the decline of Sekhem. In those respects, it is a
curse, though mummies may struggle to escape its bonds.

Mummies exist in many cultures, each with a distinctive
form of magic that brings it to life. False, as far as the
Arisen know. Only the sorcerer-priests of Irem knew the
Rite of Return, and only they cast it upon their subjects.
Even if other cultures could somehow use effective sorcery
to raise their blessed dead, such magics are pale reflections
of the eldritch Rite of Return.

Mummies draw power from the gods of ancient Egypt.
Unknown. The masters of Irem made the Arisen using
methods beyond their servants’ comprehension. Mummies
remember gods similar to those of ancient Egypt, with Azar
(closest analog is Osiris) being the divine patron of the

Nameless Empire, but they occupy a secondary position in
the Arisen mind compared to the Judges.

Mummies master ancient sorcery. True, but it is not
exactly “mastery.” An Arisen’s greatest magical asset is the
magic that animates her. She may augment her abilities
with the Pillars of her spiritual being. In addition, the Rite
of Return infuses the Arisen’s soul with the Sekhem and
the instincts to work a few simple effects by rote. Mummies
may expand their rote knowledge, but few become truly
creative occultists. Magical skill is a pattern programmed
into the Sekhem, not the mix of will, enlightenment, and
study that legendary magicians are said to cultivate.

MUMmm4 A
H STORMTELLIMG GRME

Mummy: The Curse upends some of the conventions
of other World of Darkness games and adds new elements
previously unseen. If you've never played a World of
Darkness game before, treat these as guides to help you play
your character. If you've played games such as Vampire:
The Requiem, Werewolf: The Forsaken, or Mage: The
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Awakening, pay close attention, as the following tells you
how the Arisen differ from those others games’ protagonists.

HRISEN IWITH POUIER

Mummies return to life in a flare of power. Sekhem is the
core Trait that lifts the Arisen from death. It begins at 10
dots and lowers over time.

Between their initial Sekhem, the extreme difficulty
required to destroy them, and the resources (human,
material, and magical) they might claim upon leaving
the tomb, mummies begin a chronicle with many of
the attributes other Storytelling games only grant after
long, challenging story arcs. While the Arisen can learn
additional abilities over time, these are overshadowed by
their core advantages. Thus, the focus of play shifts from
accumulating power to achieving the goals defined by their
Judges and personal aspirations—and doing it all before
time runs out.

As Sekhem decreases over time, these missions develop
a particular urgency. An inactive or off-purpose mummy
sheds power uselessly, when she could be channeling it into
recovering a mystic vessel or cultivating Memory. When
Sekhem dims, desperation rises, and a mummy might violate
her moral code for the sake of expediency, even as her time
in the world forces her to rediscover morality itself.

|1 SEARCH OF MEMORY

In place of Morality (see The World of Darkness, pp.
91-94) mummies possess Memory—but they don't start
with much of it. Arisen begin with just three dots; their
memories of not only the past, but of themselves within its
twisting course, are vague, fleeting, and dreamlike. Their
holds on their true personalities, motivations, and values
are just as tenuous. The Arisen raise Memory by reclaiming
their once-human worldview. Moral choices demonstrate
free will and a stronger sense of self, as a person—one
that might reveal the truth lying beneath the shroud of
time. According to a lone, wandering heretic, the most
enlightened Arisen can reach a state called Apotheosis,
beyond duty, beyond time’s spiritual ravages. Then again,
Apotheosis might be a damnable lie.

As a distinctive element of Mummy: The Curse,
Memory modifies some of the conventions used to define
your character. You might be used to creating a detailed
background for your character, but this time, it isn't
necessary. Instead, you'll discover more about who she is by
building her Memory. In a conventional Mummy game, you
won't use the prelude option (see The World of Darkness,
p- 34) to play your character before she experienced the
Rite of Return. Instead, she awakens brimming with
Sekhem, starting play as one of the undying Arisen.

ANCIENT RELICS

The Shan’iatu made all mummies with definite goals in
mind. The Arisen have little knowledge of their masters’
objectives, but understand that they must pursue Sekhem-
infused objects, or vessels. The Sekhem within some
vessels is so concentrated or refined that it produces
wondrous effects. These vessels are called relics. If they
aren’t direct remnants of the Nameless Empire, most relics
were made with Irem’s secrets, passed on (and distorted)
from one generation of occultists to the next. The Arisen
commonly feel they’re these relics’ natural caretakers, for
in their system of belief, a relic has no true owner but the
Judges and the gods of lost Irem.

Seemingly fated to deal with vessels, mummies
encounter them through cult maneuvers, investigations,
and sheer happenstance. Fortunately, the Arisen possess
a magical sense that attunes them to the presence of these
sacred objects. A mummy is especially harmonized to relics
connected to his guild’s magical specialty, but he might be
called to seek out others. Thus, Arisen of different guilds
might band together to take advantage of each other’s key
aptitudes.

NECREES, GHILDS, AND CULTS

During the Rite of Return, its subject truly died.
She endured a gauntlet of knives, teeth, talons, and
venom until she met the dread Judges of Duat. Against
the accusations and tortures of the final Judge, she
pronounced a defiant summation of her being: a decree
that favors one aspect of her five-fold soul. The mummy’s
decree determines her general character and the part of
her soul—the Pillar (see below)—to which she is most
deeply and inherently attuned.

Beyond these innate differences, mummies organize into
guilds: circles that teach Arisen magic and cultivate the
old ways. Mummies begin with instinctual, fundamental
knowledge, but they require training to attain real skill.
Along with the lore of a particular method, the five guilds
also impart certain philosophies and secrets.

As they endure their death and resurrection through the
ages, most Arisen initiate mortals into mystery religions
that guard their bodies and possessions. These cults provide
a third way Arisen differ among one another, as they might
be benevolent secret societies, packs of murderous zealots,
or anything in between.

PILLARS, AFFIMITIES, AND HTTERAMCES

While a mummy pronounces the permanence of her
soul at the moment of the decree, Sekhem endows it
with unnatural strength across its five manifestations: the
Pillars of ab (heart), ba (spirit), ka (essence), ren (name),
and sheut (shadow). In the game, each possesses a reserve




of points that may be spent on a number of game effects,
including supernatural powers and relics. All Arisen can
channel their Pillars into unnatural strength and toughness,
but other gifts depend on the mummy’s decree, guild, and
personal experience.

Among these powers, the simplest are Affinities—
simple (and typically subtle) abilities that enhance a
mummy’s existing powers and senses, or provide a single,
set benefit. More complex or overt powers are the province
of Utterances—magic spells wrested from the age of
Irem. These powers can bind ghosts and wither flesh, and
although they can approach the power of the sorcerer-
priests’ own magic, their masters doubtless kept certain
secrets for themselves.

ANCIENT, PERSOMAL SECRETS

The Arisen know the basics of their existence—their
origins in predynastic Egypt, their positions as servants of
the ruling elite of the Nameless Empire, and their instincts
to rise, serve their cults, and reclaim items of power. But
they don’t know the full story of their creation.

The Storyteller knows.

In some ways, this convention returns to the roots of
roleplaying games, where critical knowledge stays behind
the screen until players uncover it, but it also recalls
contemporary games where part of the fun lies beyond
the immediate challenges of a scenario, in uncovering the
deep and variegated mythology that created it.

Mummy: The Curse separates information into the
player and Storyteller “compartments,” defined by each
book in the core game. If you plan to play one of the
Arisen, you have two choices: You can choose not to read
the Mummy Storyteller’s Handbook, or you can indulge
in the spoilers, using the separation to guide your behavior
and roleplaying.

ORI,

They remember the ancient days like fading dreams. The
Arisen know the general course of their history, but specifics
(and even larger swaths, depending on the soul and Memory
rating in question) slip away save for a few vivid scenes that
leap to mind at a familiar sight, sound, scent, or feeling.
These triggers occur more often in the modern world than
you might think, for so much of it is but flesh on the bones
of their own civilization, lost though it may be.

When a mummy’s Sekhem burns bright, it overwhelms
the human bonds of Memory. The Arisen feels cold instinct
and understands certain images, words, and ideas, but
complex recollection is much more difficult to grasp. One
glimpse of a hieroglyph might unfold into a dream of her
time in Irem, but she lacks the emotions to sift through its




images and build a comprehensible story. When Memory
wanes, a mummy understands the lost days the way an
animal might, as a mass of shapes and sensory triggers
with little significance except where they touch upon the
business of raw survival.

Nevertheless, an outline remains—a story of the dynasty
before dynasties, powered by their labor and the sorcery
that sent them from the shadow of Irem’s columns to
demons, to judgment, and into the future.

THE COMING OF THE SHAITTHT

The Arisen remember old stories, sung before hearths and
clay idols; a grandfather’s tales about beginnings lit darkly. In
this time before time, the ancestors eat raw flesh and hard
seeds because fire is an accident, rarely a craft. When the
people die, elders weigh their bodies with rocks, but sometimes
the dead rise to stalk the living. Or a gray breath crawls from
a corpse’s mouth, and the living quiver with a dead man's
rage. They live in the Black Land—Kemet, the “heart of the
world”—with the River (to us, the Nile, but to them it has no
other name, as by comparison, nothing else is truly a river)
as its aorta. They do not dare the white, deep desert, nor the
strange and ageless scorpions that guard its depths.

Instead, the scorpions come to them.

They crawl on the red sleeves of strangers—ghost-
tamers, men who speak in pictures, women who make fire.
They put beast and man alike to the yoke. They uncover
corpses and command them to pile the stones that once
held them into walls. They bind the mad ghost-winds to
their fetish amulets and staves.

The necromancers teach every soul lesser crafts but
reserve sorcery for the most gifted sons and daughters of
Kemet. The old stories split into hundreds of folk tales
and ritual songs, but in them all, the sorcerers called the
Shan'iatu pass on a secret: When a few are given real power,
the few can command many to common purpose. From
the tribes of the Black Land, the necromancers fashion
a nation. Above elders, they crown themselves princes.
They say that spirits and ghosts have lords as well—the
42 Judges of the Underworld and their own divine patron,
the god Azar. They produce for Irem a king and high priest
of Azar, called Pharaoh. The Shan’iatu declare themselves
a senate of sanctified necromancers, Priests of Duat, who
serve that dark realm’s god and its assessors of the soul of
man—that dread assembly that is the Judges of Duat.

Although they never claim to be gods, the Shan'iatu
never call themselves mortal, either.

THE CITY OF FILLARS

Cast in stone and gold, the desert scorpion becomes
a scepter’s head and battle standard. It represents the

The Religion
of the Pillars d

The Arisen revered the Shan'iatu as something
between teachers, lords, and demigods. The sorcerer-
priests gave their ancestors civilization, and made their
works the magical spearhead of an empire. In the City
of Pillars, only the Shan'iatu could fully worship the
gods, but they accepted the petitions of commoners
on their behalf. Gods from Egypt’s historical dynasties
stir something in the Arisen, but they can only identify
a few of these (those featured most commonly in
Irem’s religious epics) from the most ancient days.

Above all other gods, the Shan'iatu worshiped
Azar, believed to be the predynastic form of he whom
the Greeks named Osiris. Azar sent his divine bau-
presence into Irem's Pharaoh. The city itself was a
monument to the god: Each of its pillars was a djed—a
representation of the spine of Azar, the unifier of life
and death. As the senate of sorcerer-priests ruled Irem
under the Pharaoh’s ceremonial rod, the 42 Judges

ruled Duat under Azar.

power of the Shan'iatu; sorcery that can hold back venom
or unleash it sevenfold. The necromancers turn hunters
into soldiers, and they yoke the living as they did the dead.
Eventually, they bring Kemet to heel and split its peoples
into artisans, acolytes, laborers, and ever more warriors.
Split into castes, the people are no longer self-sufficient
tribes. They must be commanded as one, from a capital.

Arisen know of legends that say the Shan'iatu created
the city in a single night, coaxing its stone from the earth,
but few of them believe it. Kings command, but workers
build. Nevertheless, the capital obeys an arcane design:
its temples, granaries, and audience chambers sit in the
shadow of grand pillars, built and placed according to the
principles of sacred occult architecture.

It's said the sorcerer-priests never named the city, for no
one has ever found or recalled its name, but later legends call
it Irem (a term for a false paradise in a tongue long dead). It
becomes known throughout the Nameless Empire as the City
of Pillars. The necromancers build the heart of their state
here, its chief temples, stables, and marching grounds. Their
subjects still struggle with new technologies, and the tribal
order isn't prepared for specialized labor, so the Shan'iatu
divide command of the artisans and laborers, building craft-
houses to train and equip workers from each industry. They
augment the artisans’ work with sorcery, always with sorcery.

Anointed in blood, obsidian blades grow as strong
as iron. Blessed with corpse-ash, figurines lurch across
temple floors. After the Empire’s fall, these divisions




develop into the mystic guilds of the Arisen, many of
whom recall their craft-house more vividly than other
parts of their past lives.

New aqueducts, wells, and houses support the swelling
population, but Irem’s artisans devote as much labor to
arms as civic construction. They inscribe holy scorpions
on maces and sword hilts. Magical rites accompany
every step of a new weapon’s design. Some crafts do
not appear to be weapons at all, but forces within them
offer death to an enemy through spontaneous rot or
flame, or by a dread keening that drives their minds to
ruin. Irem’s artisans first witness these powers during
testing, where slaves and prisoners demonstrate their
effectiveness viscerally.

The craft-houses build barracks for Irem’s soldiers. The
Priests of Duat replace tribal warrior societies with legions,
appropriating the traditional initiations to reinforce military
brotherhood. They learn their trade by suppressing internal
revolts. It isn’t difficult, but that doesn’'t restrain them.
Renegade villages burn, their leaders often disappearing
overnight, whereupon the seven Shan'iatu guildmasters of
the guild of scribes erase them from every graven record.

In Irem’s one hundredth year, its conquest of the known
world begins.

H MAMELESS EMPIRE

Each legion of warriors obeys two Shan’iatu co-generals.
Irem’s troops march the open desert without hesitation
and follow the River south, past the city’s farthest outposts.
At first, the clans they encounter cannot even imagine
organized violence on the scale of these basalt- and
bronze-clad legions. If these tribes have something to offer
the Shan'iatu, they are led in chains to build satellite cities.
Otherwise, soldiers exterminate them; a detachment of
corpse-bearers carry the bodies back to Irem and to the
necromancers’ yawning vaults.

It takes only a year to conquer the lands that will
one day be called Libya and Nubia, but resistance is
strong in Canaan. Tent-dwelling nomads scatter before
Irem’s army, but warn those to whom they had long paid
tribute. These Ki-En-Gir command the only professional
soldiers the Iremites have seen besides themselves. The
foreign warlords keep seers by their side, and although
their troops are no match for the legions in open battle,
they arrive at a stalemate: the oracles’ foresight counters
[rem’s superior weaponry. Only the corpse-bearers declare
victory, sending heavy caravans back to the City of Pillars.

A general from every legion in the east meets their Ki-
En-Gir counterparts in Ubar—a cursed citadel where the
curtain between worlds is threadbare. When they return,
Ubar no longer exists. The sands have swallowed even

its stones. From then on, tribute flows steadily from the
east: gold, exotic horses, and slaves (and especially the
seers who once opposed them). Those mystics enter the
necromancers’ precincts, never to be seen again. Irem
sends its vassals eldritch weapons with which to defend
the eastern reaches.

After the Pact of Ubar, Irem bleeds the outer territories
for resources with which to glorify itself in temples, statuary,
and ever more grand and solemn pillars. The Shan'iatu
plan the city with precision and expand the craft-houses,
inducting immigrants and captives from far-flung lands.

It is the golden age of an empire that needs no name, for
no others exist, and of the Arisen’s first lives. They labor
with stone, copper, and fire for their lords... until the day
of the Rite.

Ethnicity and
the Arisen

All Arisen once lived in the city they call Irem,
thought to be in the Nile Delta, but they came from
every part of the Nameless Empire. This doesn't
mean mummies belong to every conceivable ethnicity,
however. No Arisen comes by blue eyes or blond hair
naturally. The largest segment of Arisen resemble
modern Egyptians, Libyans, and other North African
populations, minus the influence of later European
arrivals. A significant number possess Central African
ancestry and the same overall appearance as modern
Sudanese. A few hail from the Levant or Asia Minor, as
these were tributary states governed by the Pharaoh’s
early Akkadian and Sumerian vassals.

As far as the Arisen can recall, the Priests of Duat
appeared to be of the same ancestry as their subjects,
though this might have been due to sorcery, not birth.

The Arisen just don't think about race the way
modern people do. European colonialism, the slave
trade, and the rise of “scientific” racism occurred long
after a mummy’s living years. They rarely empathize
with the thinking engendered by this history, and don't
classify people according to the races Westerners see.
The Arisen recognize differences between the people
of the Nile Delta, Nubians, Libyans, and the people
of Asia Minor that might go unnoticed by Westerners.
Unlike later dynasties, they do not attach any stigma
or merit to these groups based on ancestry. As a rule,
the Shan'iatu did not discriminate in their craft-houses;
only skill and obedience mattered. To the Arisen, there
were only two “demographic” groups: servants of the

Empire and unconquered outsiders.




THE RITE OF RETHRM

There is no work that day. The inner servants call him to
chambers below the palace. They wash and perfume him in
a fire-lit antechamber. They burn his clothes and then give

him a linen robe. It is covered with strange hieroglyphs.

Before proceeding to the great hall, they command him to
drink a bitter, thick liquid from a black stone cup.

As he enters his lord’s vault, he discovers that Irem’s
pillars transfix the earth; one of them passes through the
hall. He finds he cannot feel his extremities. His solemn
pace degrades into a crude shuffle. Sounds grow loud and
strange, as if they're passing through water. One of them is
a chant that begins once they lay him on the stained slab.

He is surprised the chant comes from the mouth of one
of the Shan'iatu. The hoarse growl seems out of place on
his ageless face. His master looms above with a long, copper
spike, and he feels so very thirsty.

Then the artisan’s vision fades into a terrible, white
pain—the first of many.

INTO THE UNDERNIDRLD

Now he dies, for a time.

It’s a long journey into Duat. Time slithers like a dream.

No matter the terrain, he feels as if he’s descending. He

walks west, away from a weak, red sun that never moves.

Later dynasties give a traveler spells and weapons for
the journey. Re even provides a barge between the earth

and outer sky. He has none of these—just an instinct to
walk and the names of places, demons, and incantations
he managed to remember through the torture of ritual
murder. Lesser demons called Slaughterers stalk him with
stone knives. He flees swarms of beetles and tears snakes
from his heels.

Sometimes he buries himself in the cold earth against
waves of flame. They stir in the wind, droplets blown from a
sea of fire that begins to brighten his journey. Sometimes he
simply burns and walks. Every one of the Arisen develops his
own tactic to fight the fire. One covers himself in clay, and
the fire hardens it into armor. Another cuts long wounds in
his limbs so his blood will quench the flames.

Beyond the sea of fire lies a black metal gate as massive
as those his caste built for Irem. Duat’s guardians await him
there, with names such as He Who Dances in Blood and
the Dweller in Snakes. Passage requires a mixture of guile
and determination. Each trial poses a unique challenge.
There are riddles, shapeshifted lovers, and tortures no
living human could endure, seemingly designed to question
the traveler’s very right to exist.

While the previous gates are surrounded by flame and
barren earth, the seventh stands amidst trees of lapis
lazuli and sands of glittering, ground gems. Half-carved
artifacts take the place of stones. Its guard is Shezmu, the
Executioner—a lion-headed man with blood ever-flowing
from his mane and fangs. The traveler knows him as the
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patron of Irem’s armies, knows that he crushes the weak
into blood-wine for the blue-skinned Lord of Duat.

The traveler doesn’t know what happens to failures. He
succeeds. Instead of attacking blindly or begging for an end
to his pain, he answers with the highest magic. The words
vary from one to the next, but they possess a common
meaning: “This is who I am, and no matter what you do,
my soul is unyielding.”

The Executioner steps aside.

Shezmu knows the petitioner, but it is up to the Judges
to determine the exact parameters of his fate. Each of
the 42 Judges demands to know more of his soul’s true
nature. They test him with torture, trials, and visions of
terrible scenarios. When one Judge touches the part of his
soul that cannot break, it passes him to the next—and
the next, until he stands face to face with the last Judge,
who identifies that lone, immovable Pillar of spirit. The
wanderer declares his nature before it. He knows this is his
last chance to turn back—to accept dishonor and ouster
from paradise rather than fulfill his role—but having won
through to this very moment, he instead steps forward and
pronounces his decree. In that moment, the final Judge
knows the soul as one of the blessed dead, and that Judge
becomes his patron for an eternity of service, whispering
the secrets of his Pillar and of the magic within.

The traveler closes his eyes. When he reopens them, he
is Arisen.

Al IMMORTAL CALLING

The Nameless Empire is gone, but the world is built of its
shadows. An Arisen sees them in every carved falcon and
column, in customs and phrases he remembers as novelties—
he was present when they were born. Although the world
seems strange in many respects, it still descends from his
handiwork and from the forgotten reign of his masters.

No mummy arose during the time of Irem, not even
the very first of those subjected to the Rite. They lay as
withered corpses through the Nameless Empire’s end.
Although many returned in Egypt, Nubia, and other former
territories, others report a first awakening in other nations’
treasure houses, temples, or private complexes. Instincts
drive them from their sarcophagi to defend their treasures,
engage their cults, and seek vessels of power. Newly Arisen
mummies more readily kill without remorse and resort to
ruthless, direct methods to satisfy their Judges’ wills. By the
time they regain full consciousness, they could well see the
imprint of their own bloody hands on foreign stone.

Still, other ages are not as disorienting as one might
assume. The Arisen see civilization’s common patterns
everywhere. They don’t take them for granted because, no
matter how damaged their memories, they know on some

level that they created them. The world is theirs, in a sense.
[ts ignorant inhabitants have only forgotten.

Three events drive a mummy from death to the illusion
of life they call the Descent. In death, a state mummies call
henet (“the repose”), the Arisen feels nothing directly—
no sense of time, no dreams as mortals know them, no
sensations. When the time comes to arise, Arisen feel as if
they’ve been thrown ahead in time, but lack a clear past to
tell them just how far they’ve come.

DISTURBAMLE

When an intruder moves or touches either a mummy’s
remains or the central relic of his tomb, the Arisen’s ka
(“essence”) shakes his soul into activity. Blazing with Sekhem
but little Memory, the Arisen often brutally dispatches the
interloper. Afterward, he returns to the sarcophagus or seeks
out a hidden place to rest again, but he might remain active
for a short time thereafter, especially if his tomb has been
tampered with or if he senses an unfamiliar vessel nearby.

summans

A mummy’s cult may also summon him to Descend.
Members might do this when some evil threatens the sect,
but its traditions often encode practical “standing orders”:
signs that vessels are nearby, or omens that indicate
increased supernatural activity. A powerful cult may
summon its master somewhat more often and easily, but
this is not always an advantage for the Arisen. Sometimes,
the “dead god’s” mythos is more compelling than his
living presence. Furthermore, newly Arisen act like beasts
or automata, killing anyone they believe threatens their
tombs and precious vessels. A poorly instructed cult just
might lose its priests to their own rampaging master.

See “The Descent,” page 153, for more information.

THE SOTHIL IMHEEL

Astrological laws govern the ebb and flow of Sekhem
through a mummy’s remains. This process is called the
Sothic Wheel, named for the 1,461-year movement of
the star Sothis (Sirius). At each turn of the wheel, the
star appears at the first dawn of the ancient Egyptian year.
The historical dynasties associated Sirius with the goddess
Isis, the mother of magic and wife to Ra. The Shan'iatu
incorporated these celestial energies into the Rite of Return,
though these dynamics are tied to the day of the Arisen’s
first death, rather than to Sirius, itself. Nevertheless, the
sorcerer-priests appear to have created most of the Arisen
on or within a century or so of Sirius’ natural cycle.

A mummy arises automatically due to the arrival of his
personal Sothic Turn. Arisen crawl from their tombs, gather
their cults (or seek out new ones), and stalk the world
in search of their own hidden destinies. These periods of
strange mass exodus are the most dynamic in Arisen history.

Origins
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THE ROLL OF HISTORY

The Sothic Wheel awakens mummies during the periods
below. To correspond with the Arisen’s personal cycles,
each era has been detailed for the decades surrounding the
greater Sothic Turn. The Storyteller might use these periods
for flashbacks, story hooks, or even historical chronicles. If
players are allowed to flesh out their characters’ histories
(not a sure thing in a Mummy: The Curse chronicle) they
might detail their characters’ actions during these eras.

THE FIRST THRN: 2331 BLE

The Pharaoh Unas is a far cry from the absolute rulers
who preceded him. Courtiers divide his mandate among
themselves, and many are buried in temples that approach
his own in magnificence. This may be due to Arisen who
have seized power under these guises. Unas is the last king
of the Fifth Dynasty and appears to be revered for his
religious role, rather than significant worldly influence.

During the Sixth Dynasty that follows his reign, local
lords (the Greeks call them nomarchs and their fiefs
nomes) seize effective command over much of Egypt, and
challenge central authority with wars and assassination
plots. The last pharaoh, Pepi II, rules for 64 years; his heirs
are too old and bereft of influence to succeed him. Decades
after his death, the Nile barely floods—it’s one aspect of a
drought that affects the entire world. The Old Kingdom
shatters under war and famine.

THE SECOND THRN: 10 BLE

Egypt is weak; the mighty line of Ramses has been lost
for centuries. Osorkon I inherits his father Shoshenq’s
conquest of Judah. Treasures from the Temple of
Jerusalem decorate his chambers, but these victories do
little to cure the rot that has taken hold of Egypt. Most
of the pharaohs of this period rule only Upper or Lower
Egypt, contending with regional kings, priests, and petty
lords who challenge their reign. At one point, Pedubast I
and Takelot II both claim the title of pharaoh. Pedubast
prevails long enough to leave a successor, but this
Shoshenq VI quickly topples from the throne. Nubian
kings stand poised to assert authority over Egypt, and
although they renew the kingdom for a time, they will
never give it the strength to resist invasions by Assyrians,
Persians, Greeks, and Romans.

THE THIRD THRN: 551 LE

Newly fallen from a nation of mystics and philosophers,
Roman AZgypt is a Christian country by decree. From
Byzantium, Theodosius I imposes his faith on the empire
and orders the destruction of pagan works. This includes
razing the Serapeum, the final remnant of the Library of
Alexandria. Lost works include accounts of Irem and its

sorcery. The Arisen enter a world a century too late to save
any evidence that their civilization ever existed.

Neoplatonists, Manicheans, and polytheists avoid the
death penalty by practicing in secret. Arisen drift into
this pagan underground, building their cults—and raging
over lost vessels and defiled ruins. Even in decline, Roman
influence eases travel to distant places. Some Arisen leave
their broken homeland behind in search of distant artifacts
and places they might rule as lords or demigods, far from
imperial sanction.

To the Arisen, Christianity tells a familiar story but gets
the names wrong. A tortured king who becomes a god
and guides followers to resurrection is familiar enough.
So is judgment and damnation. Azar was their wounded
king; the Judges identified sin and meted out punishment.
Egypt enjoys prosperity until its conquest by the Sassanid
Persians. Eventually Umar, the second Rightly Guided
Caliph, brings Islam to Egypt.

THE FOURTH TURN: 2012 [E

Atrisen who first hear the call of Sirius awaken to find
their possessions scattered by the British Empire. Some
crawl from sarcophagi in museums or mansions, their
vessels and cultic artifacts under glass. They learn that
their forgetful descendants have ground sacred cats into
fertilizer; even that 100 years before, mortals used ground,
mummified flesh as snuff. The Arisen see treasures wrested
from the best-guarded tombs on display for the world to
see and learn that modern explorers have invaded Egypt’s
most secret—and sacred—places.

Cults learn modern security techniques and ways
to invest money for the ages. The increasing pace of
technological advancement proves a challenge for the
Arisen, who must absorb new skills to blend in; posing
as country aristocrats just won't cut it. Fortunately, they
are builders and makers with a knack for understanding
the logic behind innovations. In the end, things are not
all that different. Iremite and dynastic Egyptian symbolism
penetrate every layer of culture, and as ever and before, it
remains a world of masters, workers, and slaves.

INLIFE AIONG THE LINING

The bulk of the Arisen are linked to one another by a
commonality of experience. They trace their origins to
the same ancient culture, their supernatural nature to
the same spell, their purposes and needs to the same set
of drives and motivations. Most of them also share the
same sense of cultural and historical alienation, constantly
awakened into a world they neither know nor understand,
then returned to fitful slumber just as they begin to get a
grasp on their new environment.




These shared experiences are central to understanding—
and roleplaying—the Arisen. At the same time, this
similarity of events does not mean that each and every
mummy feels or reacts to those events in precisely the
same way. What follows is a general overview of Arisen
“life,” freed from the tonal biases and understandings of
prior sections. Most of this is likely true of your character,
but perhaps not all; and even then, how your character
has adapted to such an existence is entirely up to you and
your Storyteller.

RIUARENING

The cause of a mummy’s awakening, and the first few
moments of a new life cycle, have an enormous impact on
the shape of that mummy’s existence to come. In some
respects, an Arisen awakening is a disorienting experience.
A human waking up in utter confusion from the deepest,
most dream-intensive slumber still possesses far more
clarity of thought than a mummy in his first moments.
Not only does he have no memory of his time in Duat (if
that’s even where his soul resides while in henet; no Arisen
knows), but he lacks any real notion of self. Who he is,
what he wants, what he used to be—all of these are foreign
concepts, at least initially.

This is not to say that a newly awakened mummy knows
nothing. On the contrary, certain pieces of knowledge
are indelibly burned into his mind, occupying almost the
entirety of conscious thought.

First and foremost, he knows why he has awakened.
He may not know the specific details—if his cult has
awakened him, for instance, he doesn’t yet know what
they want of him—but in a more general sense, he’s fully
aware. He knows if he has, indeed, been summoned by his
cult (or by someone else with access to the same magics).
He knows if he has been called back by the turning of the
Sothic Wheel. Finally, and perhaps most dangerously, he
knows if he has awakened because his remains have been
in any way moved or defiled.

Oh, yes—and he knows precisely what he’s capable of
and how to access the entirety of his necromancies, powers,
innate abilities, and relics. This, then, is the primary
difference between a freshly awakened Arisen and a waking
mortal: The Arisen might be confused and bleary in terms
of memory, but he’s absolutely clear-thinking in terms of
action and decision-making. More than one would-be
tomb-robber has died at the hands of a newly awakened
mummy who has proved fully capable of acting, despite the
fact that he has yet to recall his own name.

In fact, thanks to the near-overload of Sekhem upon
first arising, a newly awakened mummy is far more likely to
resort to violence—regardless of his normal personality—

than at almost any other time in his waking life. The urge
to burn off some of that power, coming as it does during
the period of activity in which the Arisen feels the least
connection or kinship to mortal beings, makes the spending
of Sekhem (whether on physical augmentation or sorcery)
almost instinctive. It's not precisely the equivalent of a
murderous rage in a human being—the Arisen isn’t truly
out of control and is more than capable of restraining those
urges (especially if only his cultists or other non-enemies
are present)—but it can certainly manifest in similar ways.

NERTH WARMED DUER

It is perhaps unfortunate that immediately upon
awakening, during that period of time in which an Arisen
is most likely to respond to any sort of hostility or confusion
with violence, he’s also most likely to cause hostility and
confusion in others. An occult malady called Sybaris (“the
Sickness”) can cause disorientation, fear, or panic in mortals
at even the best of times, but it is at its strongest and most
disturbing when a mummy’s Sekhem rating stands at 9 or
10. Furthermore, during this period the Arisen resembles
what he truly is—a walking, shambling, mummified corpse.
It's nigh impossible, unless he has access to modern clothing
that conceals every last inch of flesh, for him to pass among
humans; and even if he does, the spiritual taint of the
Sickness means people are likely to react pretty poorly to his
presence. Members of a mummy’s cult are taught to prepare
for such a reaction. Other people, quite obviously, are not.

Thus, the time when an Arisen is most likely to act like
a bloodthirsty, rampaging monster is also the time when
other people are most likely to perceive him as such. This
unfortunate convergence means that, unless cultists make
up the entirety of the human population with whom a
mummy must deal for quite some time—hours or even
days—after he awakens, a newly arisen mummy is almost
certain to cause death and destruction that he otherwise
might have avoided.

It's also during this time that tales and rumors of a
mummy’s existence—or at least the existence of some sort of
horrid thing—are most likely to spread among the credible,
drawing the attention of other Arisen, the Lifeless (see p.
29), and various mortal occultists and monster hunters.

PURPDSE

Nothing is more important to Arisen existence than
sense of purpose. Not personality; not history; nothing. It
is the driving force in the lives of creatures who shouldn’t
be living at all. Perhaps worst of all is the fact that, when
the Arisen were called to “serve” so many thousands of
years ago, the sorcerer-priests meant it. A mummy has no
actual say in what his first purpose is.

=

Unlife Among the Living
BT e EE®

JIB8EE




In most instances, the manner and cause of a mummy’s
awakening is itself a determining factor in the Arisen’s
first purpose. If it’s the violation of a tomb, the mummy’s
purpose is to prevent further desecration, to repair
what’s been done, and (most importantly) to seek brutal
vengeance upon the perpetrators. If he’s awakened by his
cult to perform a specific task, he has no real choice in the
matter; that task is his first purpose. A mummy can choose
not to act on his purpose, but doing so comes with its own
substantial downsides.

Only when the Arisen awaken due to the turn of the
Sothic Wheel do they find themselves living without an
overriding objective shaping everything they do, think,
and feel. This, along with the fact that Sekhem can
deplete itself more slowly for Arisen awakened by a Sothic
Turn, makes these excruciatingly rare periods the only
“lifetimes” in which the Arisen can easily pursue their own
goals—whether that be the rediscovery of self, a greater
understanding of Arisen nature, or just spending a bit of
time listening to music, traveling the world, and knocking
back mimosas.

Even during these periods, however, an Arisen feels some
drive to pursue goals related to his nature, his Judge, and
often, to the needs of his cult. It’s not as dominating as it
otherwise would be, but the urge to track down vessels, or to
protect the mortal “tribe” over whom he watches, remains
intact. In the presence of immediate need—such as actually
bearing witness to violence committed against one of his
cultists or the discovery that a relic with which he has a long
history has been stolen—a purpose may temporarily assert
itself as strongly as it does during more focused lifetimes,
with all the associated requirements and loss of Sekhem.

THE SHEFHERD AND THE FLOCK

Far and away, it’s the call of his cult that draws a mummy
back from death most often. Only cultists possess the means
to do so without either drawing the creature’s wrath down
upon them or sacrificing an important relic in the process
(or both). Only they have the occult knowledge and the
relevant vessels (assuming the Arisen hasn’t consumed
them all). It's not easy, and it’s often a procedure known
only to a particularly wise few in the community, but it’s
certainly a useful ability to have. Some cults raise their
Arisen patrons only once every several generations, for
the most vital of tasks. Others are a bit freer, resources
permitting, summoning their mummies more often and
with lesser provocation, but in either case, the Arisen have
little say in whether to accept. Fortunately, most of them
rarely object to doing as they are requested.

Most of the time, when a cult summons its Arisen patron,
a priest or other cult leader is present (or will be shortly)
to explain to the mummy what it is the cult requires. On

Final Purpose

Many of the Arisen come to realize only gradually
that they possess a “final purpose; a goal that
transcends even the causes for which they are raised.
This final purpose pertains to the objectives and
portfolios of the Judge a given mummy serves. If a
mummy who has discovered this final purpose veers
from his summoned purpose in order to pursue it, he
doesn't suffer the Descent at nearly the same rate as
one who abandons his arising's first purpose for more
frivolous reasons. (For more, see “Judges of Duat” at

the end of this chapter.)

rare occasions, however, an Arisen might rise at the call
of the cult, only to discover that he has no idea what it
wants of him. Perhaps he was summoned in the midst of an
emergency that has since forced the cultists to scatter or
that has slain all those who knew why he was being called.
Whatever the case, his ignorance of the cult’s intentions
does not free him of the obligation. He still loses Sekhem at
an accelerated rate if he’s not actively pursuing that goal.

Such an Arisen isn’t completely adrift. Just as the Arisen
can vaguely sense the presence of other mummies or of
relics attuned to their guild, so too can a mummy ignorant
of his cult’s intended purpose sense, in very general terms,
when he’s on the right track. This knowledge comes with
no fine detail; it’s purely a question of “This direction feels
wrong” or “Hunting down and killing the leader of this
particular rival cult feels like the right thing to do.” (This
is less a strict game mechanic and more a Storyteller’s tool
for running “What did they call me back for?” mysteries
without leaving the characters completely adrift.)

Solong as he’s actively trying to figure out his first purpose,
he’s considered to be following that purpose where Sekhem
is concerned. Should his efforts wane, however, he’s once
again gone off course and pays the cost accordingly.

Stewardship

It’s possible, having read thus far, to have gotten the
impression that the average cult sees the Arisen purely
as a servant. While a very few depraved (and likely short-
lived) groups do feel that way, the majority of them are
well aware that they have been graced with a supernatural
protector and patron, one touched by the magic of the
gods themselves. The Arisen isn’t some menial laborer
to be brought out of storage at a whim, but a near
demigod unto itself whom the cultists must venerate. Its
obedience is to the magic and to its own nature, not to
them specifically, and they’re smart enough to remember




that. Truth be told, most cultists would be happier if they
went their whole lives without ever needing to interact
with the Arisen.

As such, one of the most common reasons for calling up
the Arisen is to serve as the cult’s protector. When the cult
or its community (or sometimes others only tangentially
connected to it) are endangered, it does what so many of
us only wish we could—calls on some terrible supernatural
avenging angel to smite the enemy!

This sort of danger can manifest in all manner of ways.
It’s frequently something as straightforward as “Someone
is trying to kill us!” Another Arisen or other supernatural
entity is the most obvious sort of attacker to require a
mummy’s defense, but not the only sort. It could be a rival
cult, monster or treasure hunters, or an outside military,
criminal, or insurgent force that wants the cultists dead
for reasons totally unrelated to their cult status. Someone
may be trying to steal the cult’s land or property, either via
violence or political clout. Alternatively, the Arisen may
be protecting the cult’s interests rather than its members
or property; if, for instance, a rival has somehow managed
to wrest away control of a particular corporate entity or
political office. Anything that endangers the cult, directly
or indirectly, physically or otherwise, is at least a potential
reason to awaken the undead patron.

For some cults, the roles of patron and protector also
become one of leadership. Clearly, the mummy cannot
command the cult on a day-to-day basis, but he can lay
down a series of laws or procedures that he expects his cult
to follow. Some cults, either because they were so ordered
or of their own accord, summon the Arisen to make certain
decisions of particular religious or traditional importance,
or to pass judgment on their own internal conflicts. (The
awakening of a mummy to effectively choose a cult’s next
high priest, as referenced in the prologue to this book, is a
perfect example.)

Some cultists believe that the Arisen have access to
divine knowledge and wisdom (even if they sometimes have
trouble remembering it), and as such, they often prefer to
consult their patron on matters of significance, even if the
cult doesn’t consider the Arisen to be its leader per se. Even
something as simple as “Help us decide who our next high
priest should be,” however, can become a mummy’s driving
purpose, requiring he do everything in his power to not only
make the decision, but to make it well.

Servitude
While the Arisen may not be servants of their cults, they
do serve their cults. It’s a subtle distinction, but one that
most priests and cult leaders are wise enough to make.
What the cult requires, the mummy provides—but woe
indeed to the cultists who abuse this sacred responsibility.

The tasks for which a cult might raise its mummy are
potentially limitless, but they most frequently fall into a
narrower atray of options.

Performing Rituals: It might seem a bit odd to call the
Arisen—in itself a difficult and costly mystical endeavor—
only to beseech their aid in performing another rite.
Remember, however, that the Arisen are creatures not
only of great magical power, but also religious significance.
As such, for cult rituals of particular spiritual or arcane
import, the presence of the Arisen is often considered to be
beneficial, if not downright essential. While this obviously
isn't the most blatantly plot-intensive reason to raise a
mummy, it does occur, and it certainly can lead into a story,
if run accordingly. (One could, in fact, run an entire story
based on performing such a ritual, if the preparations also
required the Arisen to assemble certain important vessels
or individuals, as described in the follow sections.)

Acquiring Vessels: Relics and vestiges are almost as
important to the various cults as they are to mummies
themselves. Above and beyond any mystical power they
might possess—though that’s certainly nothing to scoff
at—the historical and religious significance of vessels is
immeasurable. If cultists should discover the location of
a vessel particularly important to their cult, learn that
someone else is misusing it, or (gods help the perpetrators!)
discover that one has been stolen from them, calling on
the Arisen is the only obvious choice. This might result
in a full-on clash with another cult or other organization,
an Indiana Jones-style expedition, or even the raiding of
another mummy’s tomb! (This latter is never attempted
lightly—both out of respect for the Arisen’s status and
because a mummy who’s been awake any length of time
is almost certainly less potent than one who's just been
disturbed—but it does happen.) If there’s one single task
that the Arisen spend more time performing for their cults
than any other, it’s this.

Hunting Down Enemies: Many Arisen cults have foes,
or at least rivals. Other cults want what they have or seek
retribution for past slights (some of which may be centuries
old). The Lifeless and other creatures who oppose the
Arisen know that their cults are a weak spot at which they
may strike. Occultists and monster hunters seek the cults
out, often with grim intentions. Like any other organization
or faith, some also have enemies within the mundane
human population: political, business, or criminal interests
with whom, for whatever reason, they find themselves at
odds. When these entities attack a, Arisen cult, it may
summon a mummy for protection, as described previously.
Not all cults wait to play defense, however.

Call them soldiers, call them thugs, call them assassins;
the Arisen serve as all these and more. When a high priest
points a mummy at someone and says “Him,” few powers
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on this Earth are potent enough to save the man. This
is a last resort, at least for more reasonable or sane cult
leaders, as murder and violence almost inevitably attract
attention that nobody wants—but sometimes, it all comes
down to who has the tougher muscle. They don’t come
much tougher than the undead.

The lines can become pretty blurred between a mummy
raised to defend and one raised to attack; indeed, one such
purpose often segues into the other.

Bodyguard or Escort: While guarding a particular
person or object might seem to fall under a more defensive

purpose, the situation changes when travel is involved.

Accompanying a high priest to another country or ensuring
the safe delivery of a relic, for instance, requires a different
mindset and a different focus than the more broad-based
“defend the cult from those who would destroy it,” and it
often encompasses aspects of quite a few of the previously
described objectives.

PIECES OF THE FRST

The bond between the Arisen, mystical relics, and
emotionally resonant vestiges comes from the core of the

Frivolous Awakenings

It's not common, but on occasion, a cult does fall into
the unfortunate habit of calling upon its Arisen patron for
purposes that don't really warrant his attention. It might
be that it's simply calling on him too often, getting into
trouble that it could easily avoid because its members
assume he'll be there to help. It might be that the cult's
actually come to rely on him for tasks the cultists should
be able to perform themselves. Sometimes, a mummy
somehow finds the will to actually object to the purpose
he's been given; again, it's an extremely rare occurrence,
but it does happen.

Under these circumstances, the Arisen has a few
choices open to him. He can simply refuse to abide
by his purpose. Doing so not only results in a quick
depletion of Sekhem, but it's frankly uncomfortable.
It feels unclean, unhealthy, on both a physical and
spiritual level. Most mummies take this step only under
extreme circumstances.

More often, the Arisen carries out the task for
which he was summoned—but makes his displeasure
unmistakably clear to his cultists, possibly even
hanging around after his objective is completed to
do so. In the case of cultists who have simply fallen
into bad habits, a simple admonishment may suffice.
At other times, when the problems (or corruption) run
deeper, well, the cultists don't actually have many ways

to protect themselves from their own Arisen. Maybe
the next high priest will be more competent.

mummies’ very nature. It is, in many ways, the heart and
soul—so to speak—of many a Mummy chronicle. Beyond
any mortal biological attachment, vessels and the Arisen
are, on a metaphysical level, already a part of one another.
They are both conduits of Sekhem, living history, or
both, channeled through and accumulated in bodies not
normally equipped to handle them. This is not only why
the Arisen can replenish themselves by feeding off vessels,
or sense their proximity, but also why the Arisen often feel
compelled to seek and accumulate such things even when
there’s no obvious purpose to doing so.

That last bit is worth expounding on. While the entire
purpose for awakening a mummy may revolve around the
retrieval of vessels, the Arisen are drawn to such things
at all tmes. In part, this is simply a matter of conviction.
Due to the nature of the magics involved, the Arisen firmly
believe that all relics—even those created by other, younger
cultures—are inherently the property of the Judges of
Duat and the ancient gods of lost Irem. The greater part
of this connection, however, is innate. If the Deathless
sense the presence of a vessel in their vicinity, their initial,
instinctive urge is to acquire it. If they have no use for a
vessel—they don’t require the Sekhem, it has no particular
magical power or symbolic significance that interests
them—they still feel the need to collect it. The Arisen
are compelled to deliver vessels to Duat, though most
will ensconce at least one relic and a few vestiges within
their tombs, and the drive to claim them is ubiquitous. It’s
innate and instinctive, an aspect of the shared life essence
between them.

That’s not to say that the Arisen are slaves to these urges.
They are, for the most part, desires rather than needs. A
mummy isn’t likely to abandon an ongoing effort to chase
after a relic he happened to hear about. He isn’t likely to
start a battle over a vessel he doesn’t actually need and on
which he has no prior claim (though some more impulsive
or simply stupid Arisen might). It's not an overwhelming
need—again, unless this is the purpose for which he was
summoned—but it is a constant one. A mummy without
anything else going on, either because he’s completed his
purpose but has not yet returned to death or because he’s
awakened due to the Sothic Turn, is as likely to begin
searching out vessels, just for the heck of it, as he is to do
anything else.

RIGHTEDNS UENGERNCE

Few themes are more common in tales of mummies than
vengeance. Almost everyone’s heard some variant, such
the (possibly apocryphal) “Death shall come on swift wings
to those who disturb the rest of the Pharaoh” on the tomb
of Tutankhamen. For the Arisen, while this curse may not
be spelled out, the impetus is very real. Any desecration




of the mummy’s physical remains or destruction of
his tomb or theft of its central relic can result in his
awakening. Consider that a newly arisen mummy is at his
most powerful and his least deliberate, reacting almost
exclusively on instinct and emotion rather than thought or
memory. Combine that with the inherent drive to destroy
any who violate his sacred tomb, and it’s understandable
why very few mortals unfortunate enough to stumble into
an Arisen tomb have time to regret their actions.

All Work and No Play

Avoiding or ignoring the purpose for which he
was raised comes with a cost—increased depletion
of Sekhem, general feelings of shame, and possibly
even the enmity of other Arisen, depending on
circumstances—but that doesn’t mean that a mummy
never chooses to do so. Sometimes, an Arisen is just
too driven by his own personal goals to abide by his
given objectives. Other mummies don't ignore their
purposes, but refuse to devote the entirety of their
efforts on them, insisting on taking some “personal
time” to pursue other goals—even if that means
potentially fading away or otherwise failing before their
primary task is completed.

The sorts of personal goals that might drive a
mummy to neglect or completely ignore his driving
purpose vary widely, but they tend to fall into certain
broad categories.

Personal Growth: After so many cycles of life
and death, some mummies become obsessed with
figuring out who they are, what they are, and what
their true purpose may be. Sometimes, these needs
outweigh even the purposes for which an Arisen was
awakened. Some study occult lore, seeking to learn
hidden truths about the Judges of Duat, the Rite of
Return, or Irem itself. Some literally seek to discover
themselves, focusing on the reclamation of Memory
and thus knowledge of who they used to be. A rare
few seek Apotheosis, hoping to escape the eternal
cycle and truly live once more. While other Arisen may
feel that these mummies are behaving irresponsibly or 1
selfishly, they can usually sympathize with their goals.

Appetites of the Living: The Arisen, as a whole,
are far less forgiving when it comes to the second
category of personal motivation. Whether it's because
a mummy has grown jaded and lost faith with his
existence, or has become enraptured by some element
of the living world—power, wealth, even love—a rare few
Arisen abandon their purposes utterly, solely for their
own satisfaction. These Arisen are viewed as utterly
selfish and wasteful, and they often find themselves
at odds with their fellow mummies.
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Some few, however, do indeed manage to escape the
Arisen’s initial wrath. They may enter the tomb, cause
some quick damage or steal a single vessel, then flee before
the mummy has the chance to awaken. A few—through
powerful magics, intricate preparations, or sheer dumb
luck—might even succeed in escaping from the mummy
after he’s arisen. These poor deluded fools might even
believe they're safe.

They’re not. The drive to seek retribution for this sort
of violation is infused throughout the Arisen spirit. It
becomes his purpose, one just as binding as any issued by a
cult. Most such Arisen focus everything at their disposal—
magic, knowledge, allies, resources—into finding those
who defiled their rest. Most also try to retrieve whatever
was taken or to repair what was destroyed, but it’s the
vengeance itself that remains the primary goal.

A mummy’s vengeance is not limited to his remains
or his tomb, however. Any sufficiently egregious wrong
committed against an Arisen (or, in some cases, his allies
or cult) can develop into a Sekhem-fueled vendetta.
This doesn’t mean that anyone who ever gets in a
mummy’s way becomes a target. Only particularly vile or
personal attacks—deliberately exterminating an entire
cult bloodline or causing a mummy to utterly fail at the
purpose for which he was raised—might result in this
burning need for vengeance. (In other words, it'’s at the
Storyteller’s discretion.) If this does happen, though, then
revenge against the individual becomes a second driving

— From thie private LertErs g Anta-Herspm,
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purpose, one that the Arisen is compelled to follow once
he’s discharged (or failed at) the first.

This need for vengeance survives even death. If a
mummy seeks vengeance on someone, returns to death
before culminating his efforts, and is then awakened again
for any reason while the target of that vengeance still
lives, the quest for revenge reasserts itself. (It remains a
secondary purpose, however; that is, the first purpose for
which the Arisen was raised takes precedence.)

THE HOURGLASS TURNS

The Arisen have a peculiar relationship with time, even
when compared to other potentially immortal beings. They
are eternal, but not continual, hopscotching through history
without ever having the opportunity to really get to know
the world—or worlds—in which they awaken. As such,
certain elements of the Arisen experience are shared across
the entire breed and utterly unknown to anyone else.

MEMDRY AND SELF

Memory, both as an in-character term and as a game
statistic, is more than just a question of whether a given
mummy can recall the name of the vendor who sold
dates next door back in the days of Irem. It’s a measure
of how much identity the Arisen has at all, how much
of himself he actually knows—and it’s a measure of how
human he is, in terms of personality, drives, thoughts,
and emotions.

™ The Arisen World ﬁa




Consider that we're speaking about beings who were born
thousands of years ago, who know they cannot truly die, who
spend most of their existence in an Underworld they can never
consciously remember, who have seen all of history fly by in a
series of stuttering images, who are all but incapable of forming
meaningful bonds with living people. It’s all but impossible
for a human being to even comprehend those experiences or
to imagine what they would be like—and in turn, those who
experience them do not remain entirely human. The ability
to empathize or understand people, or even to see them as
meaningful individuals, begins to fade. It becomes harder and
harder even to recall the emotions, wants, and needs that drive
such unimportant, short-lived creatures. When one cannot
be permanently destroyed, and when whatever changes one
makes to the world don’t matter because it'll be a whole
different world when one awakens again, it eats away at the
very capacity to care. Not just about others, but about anything.

The only defense the Arisen have against this slow
deterioration of empathy and self is memory. The more
they can cling to (or rediscover) who they were, the more
control they have over who they are. A mummy with low
Memory is, in many ways, a machine. He lacks any real
sense of self and exists for literally no other reason than to
fulfill whatever his current purpose may be. He cares little,
if at all, for the consequences of his actions and often lacks
all but the faintest trace of a moral compass. Those with
higher Memory scores, who remember who they were and
what being human felt like, are far more likely to retain
their own personalities and to care whether they've just
accidentally destroyed a school bus full of disabled orphans.
(Unless they were real assholes in life, too, of course.)

It’s a vicious cycle, in that an Arisen with little Memory
also has little reason to care about regaining it. Once a
mummy reaches this point, there’s little hope that he'll
ever again be more than an instrument of other people’s
(or his Judge’s) will.

Little, but not none. Occasionally, something sparks
what little trace of humanity such an Arisen retains. It
might be a relic from his old life, the commission of a truly
dreadful act, or what have you. In such cases, even the
lowest-Memory Arisen may be inspired to begin trying to
rediscover and recreate who he was. Of course, the higher
a mummy’s Memory, the more of a person he actually is,
and thus—in most cases—the more Memory he wants
to recover. This is particularly true if his higher Memory
allows him to form stronger relationships, perhaps even
true friendships, with some of the mortals around him.

THE HARDER THEY FALL

All Arisen feel the ticking clock of Sekhem and the
Descent. Some embrace it, accepting it as a part of who and
what they are, actually preferring to spend most of the time

Who the Dead Fear

For all their power, all their immortality, even the
Arisen are not immune to fear. They have enemies in |
the World of Darkness, entities capable of thwarting
their aims at the very least—and, in some cases, of
actually corrupting their eternal existence. i

Other mummies are, of course, the most common of |
the Arisen’s supernatural opponents. While any wise
Arisen respects the capabilities and powers of his
fellows, however, other recipients of the Rite of Return
aren’'t normally sufficient to give a mummy nightmares.

Or rather, most of them aren't. The Lost Guild,
however, are a different story. These mummies—
who may or may not be legend—are the survivors
of an ancient sixth guild, practitioners of occult |
nomenclature: the magic of true names. Betrayed by
the other guilds and believed exterminated before the
fall of Irem, these few apocryphal survivors are utterly
mad, if they exist at all, driven solely by the desire for
revenge against the Arisen of the five guilds.

Even these, however, pale before the veritable
bogeymen of the ancient dead. Called the Lifeless,
these creatures are neither Arisen nor mortal, but
foul corruptions representing the most fearsome and [‘
depraved depths of necromancy. The worst by far are |
the Shuankhsen, twisted reflections of the mummies |
themselves and some of the few beings said to be able
to truly destroy an Arisen—or, even worse, corrupt one
into becoming Shuankhsen himself!

The Storyteller, of course, has more information on
all of these, much as you may wish otherwise.

dead. Others fight kicking and screaming, taking whatever
steps they must to eke out just a few more days of life. Most
mummies fall somewhere in between. In every case, though,
it’s a driving factor that none of the Arisen can ignore.

To an extent, a mummy’s feelings toward the Descent
influence almost every aspect of his behavior. Arisen who
want to stretch out their “lifetime” as long as possible are
positively stingy, spending Sekhem only when all other
options have failed—sometimes twice. They tend to walk
a fine line when it comes to pursuing their agendas. They
want to remain “on purpose,” so that their Descent comes
more slowly, but they also know that they’ll lose Sekhem
far faster once their purpose is concluded. Thus, it pays for
them to take their time as much as possible, while never
completely abandoning their objectives.

Other mummies, those who are more purpose driven
from the get-go, are far more willing to spend Sekhem
in the pursuit of their goals. Live long or die swiftly,
experience the world or let it sweep by, all this is secondary
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to the completion of the mission. These Arisen go through It is far, far from a universal thing, but on average, Arisen
Sekhem like candy, if using their powers brings them a  with lower Memory scores are more likely to be of the latter
step closer to success. If these mummies find themselves  attitude toward Sekhem, while those with higher Memory—
running low before their purpose is obtained, however, they  and therefore more of a personality capable of appreciating
often do a complete about-face, becoming more miserly life and the world around them—tend toward the former.
than their leisurely fellows.

The Heretic

They call him the Heretic. The renegade. The one. Believers say he remembers Irem clearly; that he no longer
Descends; that neither time nor the Judges may interfere with his endless life. They say he is a sage, a sorcerer, like
the Shan'iatu of old; tell how he traveled to celestial A'aru in the flesh but returned to save the Arisen. Some of these
statements must be lies—fanatics always lie, because nothing true is as beautiful as their beliefs—but those who follow
the Heretic's footsteps will say that one thing is only an allegory, or the other’s an occult riddle: The keys to a rumoured
mystical state called Apotheosis. Believers say their stories describe a program of ethical works and quests for buried
secrets. Some invoke an ancient principle of cosmic order called Ma'at.

The Deathless know of Apotheosis—and distrust it. Similar philosophies marked the first major divergence from Irem’s
true religion into the degenerate faiths of historical Egypt. Mummies have heard priests appeal to Ma'at through the ages
to conceal their own failings and seen civil wars erupt where each side claims to fight for ultimate truth. Mummies may
not recall every Iremite precept, but they know that the heart of the ancient faith is personal revelation before one'’s Judge.
They've done it. No higher morality is necessary and, indeed, is usually nothing more than a gateway to hypocrisy. After all,
look at the modern world, full of preachers who say they know the mind of One God and the holy laws He would impose
on humanity. Has Aten or Jehovah, Ma'at or the Ten Commandments produced better people? Do they teach and execute
sorceries that can compare with the might of Irem? Can they produce true immortals? No.

The Heretic is a dangerous creature, and Apotheosis, a questionable undertaking. Mummies who seek him out,
believing he walks the Earth, tend to Descend quickly. They waste time defying their Judges in search of the truth behind
the myths. Furthermore, the Arisen’s enemies have heard of the Apotheosis myth and use it to hunt them. On too many
occasions, an audience with “the one” has turned out to be an ambush by rival cults, petty necromancers, or the Lifeless.

A few of the Heretic's followers claim to have met him, but the story always turns out to be a lie. Undaunted, believers
say that they spread rumors to not only promote Apotheosis, but to conceal the renegade’s true location in a tangle of
misdirection. His would-be servants lack the artificial demeanor common to those under supernatural compulsion, so
their fervor appears genuine. Still, they're all infamous liars and not to be trusted, especially when they assail Arisen ears
with stories about what Irem was really like. Adherents seem to come by vessels more easily. Some of these appear to
be made of modern materials such as plastic and steel, indicating a more recent construction. Orthodox Arisen believe
Apotheosis might be a strategy promulgated by mortal sorcerers who know the secret craft of relics, as the Shan'iatu
did. Captured writings refer to a cult called the “Ladder of Set” Perhaps its members capture foolish mummies to power
their artifacts, bribing the Apotheosis cultists with a few so that they will continue to act as stalking horses.

Despite all the evangelism and talk of some Arisen “savior," its few disciples encourage Arisen to discover Apotheosis
for themselves instead of waiting for the Heretic's grace. One of his poems reads, “There is a voice within your Name
that whispers what is right and wrong. Listen!” Devotees seek out tombs and vessels that contain writings from the
most ancient days. These represent the twin principles of the Heretic's philosophy. First, the seeker must discover a
moral code outside of the Judges’ service by listening to some inner urge and determining its principles. Second, the
philosophy tells the Arisen to seek out remnants and traces of the Nameless Empire not out of fidelity to the Judges,
but for purposeless curiosity.

If any Arisen have gained anything from the Heretic's advice beyond overbearing pride and the delusion of true
memory, they've never shared it. Believers frequently abandon other mummies, even those they've long called friends.
They've either been tricked into their own capture or else they fear the wrath of the Judges, who might set faithful Arisen
upon them for their transgressions.

(For more information about Apotheosis beyond the typical Arisen perspective, Storytellers [only] should consult the
Mummy Storyteller's Handbook.)
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[The Tradition of the Amulet]

In the forge, the smith wields the hammer, but he
is not alone. Someone has to work the bellows. On the
battlefield, the general issues commands, but neither is he
alone. Beside him stands an aide who brings him reports
and carries his banner. The mason chisels the pillar, but
someone must carry it away. The architect lays the lines,
but someone else must fit the stones together.

Irem had its geniuses, and it had its army of slaves, and
in between them was that layer of free workers who were
not the masters of their craft, but who knew enough to
handle the majority of the work. Those mid-level laborers
were known as the Maa-Kep, “Bearers of the Engraved.”

The engravers made themselves so useful that they
earned the nickname “second hands,” which conveyed
something of the sense that working without them was like
acting with one hand tied behind one’s back. The Maa-Kep
succeeded so well at becoming essential and ever-present
that the guildmasters soon approached some of the most
trusted with a new mission: Ensure Irem’s ideological purity.

It started as a natural outgrowth of their tendency to
bring the stick down on the back of an idler and reward
those who did more with less time, but very quickly, a
segment of the Maa-Kep had been quietly transformed
into Irem’s (and the world’s) very first secret police—under
the direction of their seven Shan'iatu guildmasters. After
all, the laborers could go everywhere, were trusted with
the details of every undertaking, and were often ignored

as they stood around quietly listening while they waited to
work the bellows, take the order, or work the quarry.

NUERDIEN

Initially, the guild grew out of the stone dressers and slave
drivers who worked under the direction of the Tef-Aabhi
(see p. 51 to shape the stones of Irem’s mighty tombs and
temples. But as the Nameless Empire expanded, the guild’s
responsibilities grew. Soon the Maa-Kep were in charge
of not only the labor that built boats and laid roads, but
of transporting food for the army. They made themselves
useful to the alchemists by tending to the tedious details of
acquiring reagents, and they ingratiated themselves with
the effigy builders by ensuring reliable access to quality
materials. The only group with whom they had serious
conflict was the scribes, who saw the builders as a crowd
of unctuous and graceless louts with ambitions above their
station, trying to usurp the scribes’ rightful position as the
most trusted advisors of the collected guildmasters. But
in time, they reached an uneasy accord, with the literate
guilds advising on matters of policy, philosophy, and
religion. The Maa-Kep were left with the unglamorous and
practical issues of deciding what's needed where, how to
transport it with the minimum spillage and loss, and so on.

Today, the Maa-Kep retain that pragmatic focus. They
are happiest with a clear task, the information they need
to accomplish it, and perhaps the promise of a hot drink

,//— Sy Maa-Kep (Bearers of the Engraved)
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when they're writing up their reports afterward. They
often keep tabs on other guilds’ members as a matter of
course, not because they have a superior priest to report
to, anymore, but because the world is uncertain, and it’s
necessary to know who can be trusted. Most Arisen have
their confidence until they do something to break it. Even
those who violate a treasure or fail to pursue the Judges
will with sufficient zeal rarely get an open rebuke. They're
just watched a little more and get a little less cooperation
from the ever-present, ever-necessary Maa-Kep.

Despite the occult energies surging through them, the
Maa-Kep prefer to focus on getting the work done rather
than agonizing over what it’s all about. In their experience,
there are commanders who focus on philosophies and
grand intentions, and there are sergeants and aides-de-
camp who make sure there are enough boots to go around.
Those underlings can get by quite comfortably, pursuing
their own modest agendas without incurring undue
suffering. A leader with no sensible followers? People
like that never change events for the better. They either

)

disappear in a sad little cloud of impotent self-importance...

or they leave scars on history.

MEMBERS

During Irem’s glory days, this guild attracted those who
craved comfort over glory and the prosperity of the Empire
over any abstract and narrow ideology. Obedience was
prized to a point, but the most revered and influential of
the Maa-Kep were always those who attached themselves
to leaders in whom they had faith... but whom they were
willing to question or challenge. The engravers knew the
deeds of their masters were to be recorded in stone and
saw it as their mission to ensure that those deeds were
worthy. They found it easier, once they were trusted, to
prevent excesses than to cover them up afterward. The
best service the best advisors could offer was, sometimes,
honest dissent. Anyone afraid to speak truth to power was,
at best, a lackey.

Then again, the Maa-Kep had their share of yes-men. If
the best of the Second Hands could speak to the best in
the leaders they advised, the worst of them simply went
along with leaders whose plans and impulses were less pure.
The great virtue of the engravers is their subtlety, but their
greatest weakness can be indecision or simple cowardice.

The modern world can seem, from one perspective, as
if it has grown around the Maa-Kep ideal while discarding
other elements of Iremite governance (noble houses, god-
kings, the conqueror’s right of enslavement, and so forth).
Compassion has replaced glory as the justifying reason
for government intervention. Bureaucracy is far more
common than theocracy, and basing supreme executive

power on heredity is generally considered quaint, at best.
With their amulets providing them the knowledge they
need to fit in and navigate the complexities of modern life,
Maa-Kep can be smug and complacent... and, yes, even a
little lazy.

Not a few within the guild now feel that perhaps the
good ideas of the engravers have been taken a little too far.
Is there no longer a place for the greatness of blood? For
the absolute rule of a deity’s word? For stark brilliance and
acts of indomitable will, unshackled by written law and
obedient only to a higher purpose?

In fact, about half of the Maa-Kep still feel that way. The
rest have, put simply, gone native.

PURPDSE

The Maa-Kep guild lies tensioned between two urges,
and while that’s not a comfortable position, one can shoot
an arrow a lot farther with a taut string than with a slack
one. The conflict is between the Second Hands’ open
desire to organize, aid, and empower other Arisen as they
always have, and their more covert command (as it was
back during the days of the Empire’s height) to monitor
and evaluate their fellows—both above and below—to
ensure the greater security of the Iremite powers. A Maa-
Kep who finds someone who's just as dedicated as himself
can relieve this pressure, give trust, and serve with all
his heart. Another might abandon the shades of Duat
altogether to chase the promise of the mortal world and
escape the bind that way, though it’s rare. Most of them
just muddle along, trying to keep their companions on the
up and up with gentle guidance and chiding, while working
reluctantly against those who stray too far.

LONTRIGUTE OR BE DISCHROED

Many of the engravers’ tasks in the ancient world were
cooperative. A lonely brilliant alchemist could pursue her
holy experiments in solitude, but no one builds a road or a
fortress all by himself. The Maa-Kep attracted cooperators
and reinforced that tendency aggressively. A Maa-Kep
puts the task at hand above any personal nonsense. He
does what needs to be done, and if he can’t do it, he helps
the ones who can. For engravers, perhaps the worst flaw
is vanity, which not only mocks those who pursue it but
makes them useless to their colleagues. Someone who isn’t
actively contributing is an impediment and needs to be
corrected, either gently or harshly. Someone who stands
in the way of progress, who's not just passive but regressive,
needs to be clued in or else forcibly moved aside. Usually,
the allies of the Maa-Kep have had plenty of warning before
they get excised like a tumor, though given the laborers’
preference for subtlety, those former allies may not have
known to heed their admonitions in time.
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ATTEATION IS NEUER POSITIUE

The desire for positive recognition is strong in all humankind, but the
Maa-Kep value modesty in all things. When they’re helping, they take quiet
satisfaction in pursuing the job, not the rewards or accolades that might arise

from success. When they’re monitoring someone for disloyalty, well, then the
disadvantages of obviousness are even more pronounced. It’s easy to regard this
culture of discretion as mere shyness. Easy, but wrong. As perfectionist
slave drivers and ideological purists, the Maa-Kep regard people
largely as tools for the glory of their lost Empire. At their most
extreme, they see themselves as tools no less than anyone else,
and they admire even as they manipulate. If the greatest good
is the preservation of Irem’s cosmological ideals, the greatest
honor is due to those who cultivate same, even if they're
misled, self-interested, or operating under duress. The
Maa-Kep exist to ensure that everyone around them can
achieve for the glory of Irem’s way, while they themselves
go unnoticed. Accolades are a form of failure, because they
mean the Maa-Kep had to step in and take over another’s
actions directly instead of helping that worker accomplish
his task, or instead of compelling someone else to achieve it.

PRALTICES

The central tool of the guild is the amulet, and compared to the
other guilds’ tools, amulets seem like a humble implement. They
don’t summon firebolts or kindle love in the unforgiving breast
or imbue a man with the strength of a legion. Usually, they just
take a bit of knowledge or ability from someone and redistribute
it to someone else. They can’t create information, any more than
pouring from pot to cup creates tea.
Technical information is good, obviously. Knowing how to hack
a phone, fly a plane, or field strip an AK-47...these are all skills that
can help in the right situation, especially if you're trying to avoid the
sort of attention that firebolts, unnatural love, or inhuman strength
tend to attract.
Even better (for staying on the down low) is background
information. What's on telly? How do you say, “Mild sauce, please”
in Tlingit? Just what do all those numbers and letters on the
subway schematic mean? This softer, wider knowledge may not
hide Arisen from the few with mystic senses and rapine hunger
for Sekhem, but it can hide them from the far more common
lowlifes who are always looking for a rube or tourist to scam
or rob. Most mummies are more than a match for a direct
confrontation, but dealing with innumerable petty grifters
is beneath their dignity, and more critically, it wastes time.
When you're staring down the Descent, you don’t want delays.
Best of all is social information. How does one dress to
avoid attention in Rio’s favelas? How close do you stand to
a Finn for your conversation to feel comfortably personal?
What's the password to get onto that military base?
Amulets can give access to all that and allow an engraver
to pass through the world without ripples. The Maa-Kep




infiltrate, insinuate, and at their best, consummate their
purpose unseen. That's how they operate.

EUERY SOUL HAS FRIENDS

It’s far easier to rob a house if its owner trusts you, invites
you in, and unlocks the door. So, to achieve one’s goals, one
finds out who is standing in the way and befriends her. It
may turn out better than one hoped; one may find someone
soft and uncertain who can be rescued into the light of the
Judges’ benevolent rule. But more likely, the Arisen finds
someone with prejudices that can be played to, expectations
that can be met, and problems. Always pay attention to the
problems. This principle plays, again, into the Maa-Kep
cultural obsession with secrecy. Other guilds long for showy
victories, final showdowns, and apocalyptic climaxes. But to

the Maa-Kep, anything that stands out, even if it's good, is. ..

inelegant, at best. Preferable to a disaster, of course, but any
time one draws attention to one’s self, he makes it harder
to watch and harder to help others excel. So one works
through friends and then heaps praise on those who crave it.
Often, allies get stronger when they’re watched, but for the
Maa-Kep, personal regard always weakens them.

T0 MOUE AN ELEFHANT, SCARE ITITH A MOUSE

The powers of this guild are subtle and lend themselves
far better to disguise and gaining false confidences than to
straight-up mayhem and destruction. Yet when faced with
something that just must not be permitted to exist, the Maa-
Kep rarely meet force with force. They find a weak point and
exploit it, or they find someone for whom the problem in
question is a weak point. The mummy gets an ally and tries
to help, but rarely looks to be the tip of the spear.

As with the guild’s apparent shyness, its apparent
cowardice is a facile explanation for a far more nuanced
reality. The Maa-Kep are as willing to risk death and
suffering as any of the Arisen. They’re just less inclined
to do it in a big, showy, and usually pointless display. Maa-
Kep martyrs are the silent sacrifices who simply disappear
with no explanation while scouting the edges of a situation
that hadn’t yet become a full-blown catastrophe. During
Irem’s rise, many Maa-Kep died battling traitors within the
hierarchy of empire, and many of those died to cover up
betrayals that would otherwise have shaken the faith of the
other guilds. No one else has as full an appreciation of the
number of times the entire Iremite enterprise came close
to being devoured from within, but despite seeing how
even the greatest and wisest can turn away from the gods
and Judges, the Maa-Kep keep a firm grip on their faith in
the rightness of their cause.

0N APOTHEDSIS

By and large, the engravers consider Apotheosis an
unattainable mirage that distracts the Arisen from the

good, true duties for which they were snatched from death’s
jaws. The Songhai people have a saying: “The floating log
never becomes a crocodile.” It works the other direction,
too. Arisen have already escaped death once. Asking to
escape from the escape is hardly a reasonable request.

Favored Vessels: Amulets. If you want to try to make
a big impression fast, you write a love song with a catchy
beat. If you want something to last? Carve it into stone.
The petty amulets are usually carved wooden accessories,
while the better class are cut stone and/or precious gems.
Some of the most potent amulets are adornments of place,
not person. At the Empire’s height, the engravers crafted
a huge marble seal that was capable of raining Sekhem on
multiple Arisen all the way out to the horizon. When it
was taken, the Amkhat army feasted for days.

Since that time, the Maa-Kep have kept their vessels
more modest, but seals of carved stone are still common.
On the plus side, they’re imposing, potent, and bloody
heavy. No one is going to slip a four-foot diameter chunk
of granite in his pocket and traipse out of a tomb with
it. But that cuts both ways: Someone who steals such a
heavy item invariably comes in hard and well-prepared, so
stealing it back is going to take more than a bit of luck (and
often a convincing local dialect).

Guild Affinity: Mummies of the Maa-Kep begin play
with Affable Aid as a bonus Affinity.

HFFRBLE AID

Prerequisite: Guild Status (Maa-Kep)  +

Effect: The modern saying describes a favor “with strings
attached.” For the laborers, that's a string of Sekhem
that floats out, gentle as a spider web, whenever they are
engaging others.

e The mummy adds +2 to the following actions:
perception, seduction, and shadowing stealthily (see
The World of Darkness, p. 39). If a Willpower point
is spent, the bonus equals the rating of the mummy’s
defining Pillar, instead, but only for one roll.

* Once the Maa-Kep has done something that might
evoke gratitude—regardless of the target’s experienced
emotions—all subsequent Persuasion and Socialize
rolls with that person benefit from the 9 again rule.
This benefit lasts for the rest of the current Descent.

¢ The Maa-Kep can amplify this feeling by act of will,
regardless of relationship to the subject. Doing so costs
a Willpower point, and for the rest of the scene, all
Empathy, Stealth, and Subterfuge rolls made for him
pertaining to a single target will benefit from the 8
again rule. This benefit ends if the Maa-Kep attacks or
otherwise indisputably betrays that target.




Stereotypes

Mesen-Nebu: The lovely thing about them is that what they want is usually obvious.
Just ask them how you can help and they tell you all you need to know to get whatever
is necessary.

Sesha-Hebsu: As close to us as brothers. Cain and Abel were brothers, too.
Su-Menent: As the others help us by being above and raining down orders, these, our
fellows, help by being below and taking them. Keep on their good side.

Tef-Aabhi: They see themselves as puppeteers, and certainly they have plenty of strings
to pull, but the real puppet master is the one whose guidance is unseen.
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The Deceived: Some things you just can't relate to. Others cry out for understanding

but will never, ever find it... and probably never should.

The Shuankhsen: Stay away until you're acting in concert with allies. There's

no shame in asking for help with a task beyond one's abilities. There's shame in
arrogance and failure.
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[The Tradition of Alchemy]

Wealth. Beauty. Desire. The alchemists’ Mystery flows
between its three aspects, and the Mesen-Nebu command its
flow. Before the Rite of Return, those Born of Gold learned
how metal, stone, and the panoply of other substances
obeyed will and intelligence. In an age dominated by soft
copper and brittle obsidian, they mastered the secret of
bronze. They followed omens of wealth into the earth
and commanded mining slaves to bring it forth. The guild
enjoyed its essential role; the others soon learned they
could not proceed without its materials. Alchemy is magic’s
foundation, deeper than sacred shapes and sigils. They all
require sacred substances born of the great art.

It would be pointless to explain the entire Mystery to
an outsider, but alchemists pass on simplified doctrines
to their cults. Fools believe alchemy transforms base
substances to valuable ones; lead into gold, and all that.
In fact, alchemists recognize that power takes many forms,
and that the wise shift it from one thing to another or
concentrate it from the many to the one. The alchemist’s
furnace never makes wealth, but collects it from things
lesser eyes cannot properly appraise.

Therefore, the only difference between wealth, beauty,
and desire is how an alchemist chooses to manifest the
essence of a thing. A properly instructed servant could
impose these transmutations on anything at hand—indeed,
this is the basis for all commerce. In their own, small ways,
laborers perform the simple alchemy of turning work into

bread. Banks concentrate clients’ wealth and transmute
it into the power to build factories and bring nations to
heel. The Mystery is broad enough for even the ignorant
to employ, but only those Born of Gold understand it fully.
To turn an investment in slaves into gold through their
mining is a clumsy, simple transmutation; to convert a
slave’s flesh directly into gold may be more difficult, but it
demonstrates the unveiled Art.

Modern alchemists are sensualists, power brokers, and
business magnates. A Mesen-Nebu might prefer one aspect
of the three but never thinks of privilege as a collection
of separate elements. No matter their wealth, they never
forget that alchemy is a craft requiring sweat, muscle, and
practical knowledge. Power is all around; effort commands
it to one’s advantage. If one refuses to claim that power,
or to learn how it might be harvested, one has no one to
blame but oneself.

NUERIEW

Without the Mesen-Nebu, the Nameless Empire would
have been a petty village, housed in reeds and protecting
itself with fragile, simple weapons. The people of the Nile
worked in copper and stone, polishing a shiny object here
and there to adorn chieftains or decorate rough altars. The
Shan'’iatu taught primitive craftsmen the secret properties
of matter: how heat, tools, and incantations could summon
forth materials with incredible attributes or merge their
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strengths in entirely new substances. They tore chasms in
the rock and sent slaves to mine the valuables within. The
other guilds shaped these pure ingots and polished gems in
their own creations.

The lords of Irem made one house out of its smiths,
jewelers, and mine overseers. The Shan'iatu revealed
that they all unlocked the alchemical essence: Dedwen,
or “prosperity.” Modern philosophers might call Dedwen
“utility” because it symbolizes an occult principle of value
that transcends particular applications. The alchemists
knew that all material creation harvested Dedwen and
urged it toward a particular manifestation.

The invention of bronze was a logical, inevitable
consequence. The Mesen-Nebu studied how Dedwen
manifested in tin and copper and combined them in a
new metal. Clad in the toughest armor, Irem’s warriors
slashed through enemy resistance with the strongest
blades in the world.

Alchemists gave the Empire more than military might,
however. Sophisticated materials led to better tools and
more beautiful monuments, as well as the wealth to buy
off any neighbor that might be difficult to crush by force
of arms. Irem possessed more gold and finished jewels
than any other civilization of the time—more, in fact,
than even slave labor alone could generate. When mining
did not provide suitable base materials, the Mesen-Nebu
employed higher alchemy to transmute more esoteric
forms of Dedwen into riches. Their potions turned a slave’s
flesh into gold and bones to lapis lazuli. Life, like gold, was
just another manifestation of prosperity, and the Mystery
converted it into more useful forms.

Mesen-Nebu crafts and potions gave the Nameless
Empire its industrial base at the cost of the people’s
resentment. Other guilds hated bartering for essential
materials. Low-caste workers resisted being treated as mere
resources to convert and spend at need. The alchemists
never couched their actions in the language of patriotism
or self-sacrifice. Those Born of Gold believed then, as most
do now, that the Judges of Duat decide what people must
accomplish to earn the afterlife but not the circumstances
of living itself. If a slave studied the art of alchemy, she
would be a slave no longer; the guild would gladly employ
her. Conversely, sons and daughters did not inherit their
parents’ positions unless the demonstrated skill in the art—
more often, they went to the mines. This, at least, earned
the Mesen-Nebu grudging respect from the populace.

MEMBERS

Alchemists bound intelligence, talent, and hard work
into a minimum degree of ability before their house accepted
them. The distinction between effort and natural ability

was irrelevant, so long as the apprentice avoided foolish
missteps and kept the guild’s secrets. The alchemists could
be accused of hypocrisy in that they claimed to recruit by
merit alone but only discussed the art openly with fellow
members and close relatives. Mesen-Nebu parents cast out
children who failed to meet the guild’s standards, but they
also made every effort to ensure that their offspring would
be in the best prepared to earn a position.

The Arisen cannot bear children, so their alchemists
are more egalitarian than they were as mortals. What
Mesen-Nebu lack in humility they recover in recognizing
accomplishment. A true alchemist recruits impoverished
mechanics as readily as bankers—though admittedly, a
mechanic needs to explain why he isn’t rich. Alchemists
treat inherited wealth with a mix of disdain and curiosity.
The heir earned nothing, but his talented ancestry might
indicate buried potential.

The alchemists suffer from a weakness for beauty, for it
is the most enigmatic form of Dedwen. Material strength,
wealth, and political prestige have straightforward uses.
Esthetic properties are powerful for reasons that lie at
the edge of the alchemists’ understanding. This is why
they have called themselves those Born of Gold. Gold
is beautiful and rare, but it had no practical ancient
use beyond those properties. Most vessels are not just
functional objects, but works of art. Aside from renegades
such as Akhenaton, rulers prefer to be depicted with
visual appeal trumping realism. One Born of Gold also
appreciates the beauty of skillful actions. An archer
striking her mark creates Dedwen in excellence. It is said
that high alchemy manipulates esthetic value along with
material properties—that in sacrifice, a beautiful servant
or great swordsman makes a blade sharper.

PURFOSE

In lost Irem, the Mesen-Nebu craft-houses never
darkened. The Empire’s endless appetite for bronze and
gold kept the smelting fires alive. So it is today, though a
modern tomb might be lit by butane torches and computer
monitors as the alchemist commands material and
economic transmutations. To coax a vessel into Sekhem
and deliver it to the Judges is the holiest of holies, but it’s
also an act many alchemists secretly regret. Those Born of
Gold would love to slow the process, reverse it, and spend
decades examining every step of the operation.

Mesen-Nebu believe they hunt vessels to acquire
Dedwen for the Judges. If they are ever allowed to return
to Duat, how can they expect palaces to be waiting for
them unless they finance and furnish them? The world of
the living contains finite prosperity, bound to those who
can exploit it. The world of the dead should be no different.

SWNEEEEE
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So the alchemists feel no shame about becoming as wealthy and politically
connected as possible. The more Dedwen they command upon the sunlit earth,
the more they might channel into their final destinies. Besides, there is no
shame in taking one’s reward, so long as it does not hasten the Descent. They

might not be able to send the taste of fine wine down to Duat, but the Mystery
says such a thing is possible, so it should be attempted. Some of them believe their

Judges can siphon Dedwen from the world if they ritually entomb or destroy
beautiful things and people. There’s no evidence that they do this, but like all

magic, alchemy relies on faith.

EUER4THING TO THE DESERUING, NOTHING UNTHOUT EFFORT

Conquered with alchemists’ bronze and glorified by their gold, Irem’s
Nameless Empire demonstrated that, above all, victory falls to the people
willing to pay for it. The Shan’iatu paid for the guild by imparting mystic

knowledge, and the Mesen-Nebu repaid that debt with labor. The

Nameless Empire arose out of this wise transaction and similar (though as
far as the guild is concerned, less essential) exchanges with other artisans

and warriors. Most alchemists believe the sorcerer-priests of Irem were
mortals like themselves, but if anything, this increases their prestige. A

god is an aspect of nature, and his power reflects that of the universe
itself. Men and women enter the world with nothing more than frail
flesh and spirit to carry them. To become something more they must
study, strive, and contend with the forces that oppose them. The
Shan'iatu did it all and triumphed, pointing the way for others.
The only reason the Mesen-Nebu cannot become their masters’ equals
is that none have yet cultivated the imagination and will to learn the
Judges’ greatest secrets. The Shan’iatu were courteous enough to not only
provide eternal life to the Arisen, but an eternal connection with these holy
beings—an endless opportunity to attain greatness. This was not a gift, but an
advance payment for services. The alchemists intend to not only fulfill their end
of the bargain, but render further payment for a final reward in Duat.
In comparison to these lofty ambitions, the petty complaints and half-finished
lives of most mortals can only rouse contempt. The powerful few oppress the
impoverished masses because the downtrodden cannot perceive their own
value. If they did, they'd create an efficient power bloc with fellow members of
their caste and bargain for a better deal. But they never do—only their masters
understand their servants’ power, so only they exploit it efficiently. No king or
manager rules perfectly, however. Exceptional people fall through the cracks.

Those Born of Gold search these gaps and recruit the talented people they find

to serve as cultists and Sadikh.

THE ESSENCE ATTAINS GREATEST POWER AT IT5 MOST MYSTERIDNS

Alchemy is the study of nature as it exists beyond the riot of form and history.
Mundane forces beat gold into endless shapes, melt it, and smash it, but it’s
always still gold. The Mesen-Nebu'’s art delves deeper still, and might transmute
the immutable metal. When it does, what remains? Those Born of Gold name this
primal value Dedwen and wax philosophical about its manifestations, but they are
not sure exactly what it is. They understand that human beings intuitively prize it in
many forms: Van Gogh’s The Starry Night, a bundle of hundred dollar bills, the pomp
of a coronation ceremony. Wise men and women change its manifestations. Sorcerers
indulge in mystic transmutations, while normal folks make do with better known laws
of nature.

The Arisen World
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Alchemists have already made the leap from ordinary
labor to magic, but what lies beyond that? Do the gods
control Dedwen’s flow on some more basic level? Do
the Judges? Did the Shan'iatu learn it from them? These
questions stir an alchemist’s heart. She knows that power
flows to those who understand it best, so she constantly
questions the surface appearance of things. She looks for
conspiracies, inside information, and scientific oddities:
secret eddies in the river of existence. Without common
sense, these studies become obsessions, stealing precious
time until an alchemist’s Sekhem perishes, tasks undone.
But if she succeeds, she discovers new ways to gather
Dedwen and spends the proceeds on herself. The Mesen-
Nebu build strong cults this way, leveraging the secrets of
commerce, politics, and occult subcultures.

PRACTILES

Those Born of Gold walk a world of malleable, finite
things. Like currency, alchemy can represent nearly
anything valuable, but is not so subjective that a dollar
(or the alchemical equivalent in Dedwen) buys a diamond.
Although they love wealth and its symbols, Mesen-Nebu
are extraordinarily budget conscious when it comes to
achieving their aims. It's immensely satisfying to turn lead
into gold with magic, but it’s usually more practical to use
credit on a lead interest to invest in gold futures.

LERRM THE UHLUES OF THE AGE

The worst thing an alchemist can do is ignore the way a
new age defines wealth. Every culture recognizes a fragment
of Dedwen, a new source of leverage for the educated
Arisen. It's tempting to act immediately, at Sekhem’s peak.
Yet Sekhem strengthens direct action above all else, and
personal intervention risks an alchemist’s most important
asset: herself. It's better to descend a little, investigate
the world, and find a more efficient way, along with new
avenues to enrich the cult.

SPEND AS MUCH AS NECESSARY

After studying power in all its forms, alchemists love its
precise, effective use. Indecision is a sign that, on some
level, a Mesen-Nebu doesn’t believe she deserves the
resources at her command. Those are the doubts of a
natural slave, not a master of gold and bronze! If anything
gets in the way, a Mesen-Nebu either doubles down or
changes course—usually the former. An alchemist tends to
be willing to risk resources to demonstrate her superiority,
but never essentials such as her current incarnation or her
tomb of vessels. Within these bounds, those Born of Gold
would rather crush opposition than avoid it.

00 HFOTHESIS

How much is it worth? Any one of the Arisen can
live forever, master sorcery unattainable by mortals, and
command a cult that dances in the dust of the civilizations
it outlasts. Apotheosis promises... what, an end to the
Descent? Then what? The cycle of Return might be painful,
but it’s a known quantity. Can a mummy’s shell repair
itself after millennia of uninterrupted existence! Can the

“enlightened” recover lost Sekhem? Apotheosis is a series

of vague promises linked to a moral code that treads on the
alchemist’s desires and might outrage the Judges—and it is
they, and not some mad, Arisen hermit, who hold the keys
to Duat’s final gate.

Favored Vessels: Regia. These alchemical creations
transmit the power in a basic form and substance—a vast
category that includes potions, weapons, and even the
raw materials for other wonders. Other vessels rely on
magical sculpture and inscriptions, but regia only require
enough shape to hold their functions. Blades need edges,
not hieroglyphs. Even then, a shape is only a moment in
time; blades bend, potions flow like water, and in the end,
they all dissolve into Sekhem. An alchemist knows when
to beat swords into plowshares... and into swords again.

Guild Affinity: Mummies of the Mesen-Nebu begin
play with Divine Flesh as a bonus Affinity.

DIUIME FLESH

Prerequisite: Guild Status (Mesen-Nebu) ©+

Effect: The Arisen’s supernatural flesh transmutates its

physical properties at her command.

* The mummy gains +2 to the following actions:
carousing, interrogation, and oratory. In addition,
her player gains the benefit of the 9 again rule when
rolling Composure + Medicine for the mummy to
accurately imitate the blush of life, and can make such
rolls unskilled without penalty.

* As a reflexive action, the mummy can gain +1 armor
for a number of turns/minutes equal to the rating
of her defining Pillar. There is no cost or visible
manifestation to this effect.

* As a reflexive action, the Arisen can gain +2 armor
for a number of turns/minutes equal to the rating
of her defining Pillar. This effect costs a Willpower
point, and using it causes the mummy’s skin to
acquire a visible metallic sheen. The Arisen chooses
its color. (According to tradition, apprentices choose
tin, journeymen choose bronze, and masters, gold.)
Her skin resembles the metal, but it changes back
to flesh if it is separated from her body. It’s not only
supernaturally tough, but electrically conductive, too:
While the effect is active, she takes no damage from
electricity or electricity-cloning powers, provided

Mesen—Nebu (Born of Gold)

S T g
= L LT LU L

39



some part of her body is in contact with something
else at the time (e.g., the ground, an enemy’s throat, Terror Sybaris (see p. 148). The effects of this power
etc.). Even if struck midair, the empowered skin still do not “stack.”
reduces all such damage by half in any turn when it’s

The Arisen

Stereotypes

Maa-Kep: They are correct to believe excellence can be stored and exchanged. They
are wrong to believe it is a thing separate from the trinkets in which they put it, or even
the act of making them.

Sesha-Hebsu: Every other guild once relied on the materials we made for them. Not the
inscribers of texts. | don’'t know whether that makes us allies or rivals.

Su-Menent: | appreciate physicality as much as the next woman, but to paraphrase, if
you like it then you should put a ring on it. A gold one, with certain properties.
Tef-Aabhi: Masters of form, not essence—but the form is exquisite.

{09

The Deceived: They didn't sell themselves. They bought something they didn't
understand—something hungry. Never forget your liabilities.
The Shuankhsen: Beggars and thieves. Beat and amputate them accordingly.

active. Calling on this effect immediately invokes

World
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[The Tradition of the Scribe]

The kingdom that ruled the ancient world from the City
of Pillars was the first great empire of man, and few mummies
are as proud of that fact as the scribes of the Sesha-Hebsu.
The Nameless Empire gave the world a number of material
and civic innovations, none greater than the establishment
of the position of the “official.” No human culture had ever
used bureaucrats (nor had the literacy required to do so) until
Irem birthed the scribe. Those who apprenticed themselves
to this guild served as broad functionaries of the predynastic
Egyptian state: archivists, notaries, tax assessors, and other
civil servants. During a time when few mortals could count
to 10, let alone read and write, the Sesha-Hebsu were the
privileged few—equal in means to all but the wealthiest
Iremite nobles, and second only to the Shan'iatu themselves
in social status.

From its inception, the Sesha-Hebsu guild was a breed
apart—an equal member of the hexad of Irem’s guilds, but
ever separate from the rest. The Shan'iatu were powerful,
but they were also proud and often egotistic individuals.
And to their credit, they recognized early on the need for a
body they could trust to administrate the ebbs and flows of
the Empire and, when necessary, to mediate between the
sorcerer-priests themselves. They knew the problem that
had (and still has) always befallen mankind; the fact that
without a mitigating “third-party” structure, the infighting
between Priests of Duat, or even between guilds entire,
would eventually spell the Empire’s end. This role fell

naturally to the most learned and impartial among them,
and so it was that those seven priestly scribes were called
upon by their brethren to keep the sacred books and scrolls
that allowed a large and fast-growing bureaucracy to not
only bear its own weight, but to flourish.

Modern scribes are mediators, investigators, researchers,
and subject matter experts. They are accustomed to the
respect of their colleagues but recognize that such respect
is earned; accustomed to a certain level of wealth and
privilege but, unlike their allies among the Mesen-Nebu,
are rarely as concerned with power for its own sake as they
are with appearing just and wise.

NUERDIEN

Almost every action the Sesha-Hebsu undertake stems
from their belief in a cosmological principle they call the
Scroll of Ages. Just as the Sesha-Hebsu were a core part of
their society but ever separate from it, so too does the Scroll
both represent Irem’s religious structure while standing
fully apart and distinct from it. There is some difference
of opinion among the scribes as to what form the Scroll
takes, but all are in agreement as to the fundamental role
it serves. Some personify the Scroll as the eternal work of
a deity who, despite his divine nature, embodies his role
as Scribe of the Gods more completely than he embodies
the idea of being a god himself. Others view the Scroll in
the abstract, as a cosmic construct that, in effect, inscribes
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itself over time. However it’s modeled, the Scroll of Ages
is, in simplest terms, the cosmic record—source and host
of any and all individual akashic records inscribed therein.
The Scroll empowers the scribes’ work, and it is what gave
them the authority required to sit in judgment of others
in Irem.

The Empire’s highest law was, of course, its divine
“senate”: the Priests of Duat. When a crime was considered
of grave importance, including all crimes against the
Pharaoh, they alone convened to review evidence and
issue pronouncements of guilt or innocence (usually guilt).
As with the passage of new laws, the Pharaoh typically
announced the final verdicts of all such trials before the
masses, often with great accompanying ritual pomp and
almost always pursuant to at least one public execution. Yet
every system needs its functionaries, and if the Shan’iatu
could be likened to the state’s “chief justices,” then its
local and district justices were the scribes of the Sesha-
Hebsu, who heard and pronounced judgment over the
vast majority of criminal and civil cases and disputes. And
when those disputes arose among Shan’iatu themselves, it
was the seven guildmasters of scribes who mediated.

To this end, Irem’s code called for the convening of
tribunals of three to seven scribes to hear cases. If the
matter revolved around a single or simple legal issue, the
scribes were all assembled from the same house (headed
by the same guildmaster); if the topic touched on multiple
issues, then the tribunal’s scribes would be drawn from a
corresponding number of Sesha-Hebsu houses. (Toward
the end of the Empire’s reign, these judicial bodies often
included the addition of a priest of the Su-Menent, too,
but only when occult or religious expertise was an essential
component of the matter at hand.) Together, these
men heard testimony, interviewed witnesses, reviewed
evidence, and occasionally coaxed information from
recalcitrant commoners, sometimes with the assistance
of an experienced interrogator of the Mesen-Nebu. They
meticulously inscribed the keynotes of all proceedings
(making them early court reporters, as well as judges), and
at trial’s end, recorded the verdict in massive, mystically
protected rolls of leather called “statue books.” These
records served double purpose, as the scribes often
incorporated their occult work into them, allowing an
inscriber to later scry on the guilty from afar or, if come
face-to-face with the citizen, to know if he was lying
about a crime committed subsequent to his hearing. If a
petitioner or accused had sufficient cause and means, he
might appeal his verdict to the Pharaoh or even to the
guildmaster himself, but most of the time, a tribunal’s word
was final and binding.

MEMBERS

Attention to detail and an unflinching discrimination of
mind in the face of adversity are the most overt hallmarks
of the Sesha-Hebsu. During the Empire’s reign, the principle
requirement for apprenticeship was, of course, comprehensive
literacy—a rarity in Irem’s time, not just among the citizenry,
but even among the guilds themselves. The degree to which a
knowledge of letters mattered in the other guilds varied with
the guild, with the tendency rising as one advanced through
the ranks; those of highest status, nearest to the guildmasters
themselves, were almost always at least functionally literate,
while apprentices of the other guilds rarely were (though
the work of the Tef-Aabhi in particular did require a form
of literacy, at least as it pertained to one’s working grasp of
geometry). The second principle prerequisite for scribehood
was sound judgment, irrespective of one’s level of education.

The Law of Irem

Like the Egyptian dynasties that followed, Irem's
view of justice was that it lay with the gods and the
Judges, and was thus immanent and retributive in
nature. The legal code drew a distinction between
the administration of civil and criminal matters. For the
former, citizens had to petition the courts on their own
behalf (slaves couldn’t even do this, of course, but
could be represented by a freeman). Criminal matters
were prosecuted by the state, often initiated by the
guild’s ranking members and usually at the behest of
the Watch or other lower officials.

After murder and theft, the greatest crime was
the evasion of taxes or corvée work (forced labor).
These were duties to the state and thus to the gods
and Judges. Punishment was often Draconian: fines,
beatings, forced labor, mutilation, or death. Even minor
offenses were met with a combination of measures;
usually fines reinforced with physical pain/torture (often
lashes and open wounds). Mutilation took the form of
removal of body parts—most commonly noses, ears,
and toes or whole feet—and execution was typically
conducted through public ritual impalement, though
the courts used other methods, too. Unlike other early
cultures, the Iremites didn’t implement justice through
trial-by-ordeal, but in certain rare cases, the Shan'iatu
would impose such a sentence from on high (often for
sheer entertainment value, for the benefit of a bored or
restless populace). Clemency was all but unheard of,

not merely in Irem but throughout the Empire.




Like the Mesen-Nebu, the ranking members of the Sesha-Hebsu prized talent first and
foremost, and would oust or deny even their own children if they couldn’t keep up with
their letters or demonstrate wisdom beyond their years.

Although all Arisen can voluntarily leave their guild to join a different one,
conversions into the Sesha-Hebsu are notoriously rare. In lost Irem, it was said
that scribes were born, not made, and the combination of traits required to serve
(well) as a scribe are not common among the Arisen. By contrast, withdrawals
from the scribes’ ranks are much more commonplace. They may happen for a
number of reasons, but the most common is when a scribe is publicly
and shamefully revealed to have acted without impartiality in a
matter of grave importance to the Arisen or the Judges. When this
happens, the expected thing is that the scribe will defrock himself
of his judge’s robe, if not forever, then for a period he (and usually
his peers) could deem significant. While others can’t force such
a personal decision, a disgraced scribe can expect to lose status
(and Status) in his guild if he refuses to do so in the face of
overwhelming evidence. Typically, a would-be penitent leaves
the Sesha-Hebsu to apprentice himself as a priest of the Su-

Menent, though one may leave to join the Mesen-Nebu if he
already has a sponsoring patron among the alchemists.

PURFOSE

The Sesha-Hebsu are driven to serve the same purposes they
served in life, back in lost Irem. The scribe’s calling is an eternal
one, his work critically important to both his fellows and to the
eldritch entities at whose bidding they all arise. The twin faces of
the scribe’s Janus mask—the arbiter and the scrivener—permeate every
facet of his immortal existence. While members of the other guilds might
not always recognize a scribe’s authority over them, they all appreciate
his eternal role, and most will endeavor to facilitate his ability to fill that
role. Whether it’s looking to him to settle a dispute or to pierce the veil
of obscurity around a given mystery, they know the scribe is there to give
counsel that’s wise not only in his eyes, but in the gods’ and Judges’, too.
In the default cosmological worldview of the Sesha-Hebsu, the two
cornerstones of creation—and thus of all magic and deed—are the
Will and the Word. The Sesha-Hebsu believe that, in lost Irem, these
two precepts were embodied in the traditions of two guilds: the scribes
of the Sesha-Hebsu, who keep the Word; and the disciples of the lost
guild (those so-called “Deceived”), who bore the Will through their
expression of the ren-hekau (“name magic”). Alone among the five
guilds, the Sesha-Hebsu are most certain of the existence of the
Deceived because, once in a while, they think they can remember
them. And even for those rare few scribes who've never had such a
personal recollection, they still “know” that the Word and the Will
are both intertwined, so it stands to reason that a sixth, lost guild
would revolve around the Will. Despite this uniformity of belief,
the subject remains oddly polarizing among guild members: Some
feel this makes them best suited to learn about, and if necessary,
combat the Deceived, while others feel their shared history
should only drive home the broader purpose they all serve.
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The entire concept of the arbitrator, of jurisprudence itself,
is contingent on the would-be assessor’s understanding of
context. Failing to grasp the issues at work in a complex
situation or negotiation is a recipe for unsound judgment—
and that’s the one thing a scribe must not have. And the
Sesha-Hebsu recognize that part of sound judgment is
knowing not merely how circumstances alter cases, but
why. Situational variables that might weigh heavier on one
“side” in a certain place and time could very easily weigh
heavier on the opposite side in another. For this reason,
the Sesha-Hebsu can be among the most adaptable to
changes in the living world, for their minds are strong and
conditioned enough to seek out understanding first, before
judgment. Scribes who give counsel or pass judgment
without “doing their homework” have, in a very real way,
dishonored not only themselves and their guild, but their
duty to the gods and the Judges. This idea eventually
manifests across all spectra, from changes in social mores
and perspectives to the ongoing development of mortal
law and commerce. Naturally, scribes tend to specialize,
but even then, they view unfamiliar situations or dynamics
as challenges, rather than obstacles.

THE IMEIGHT OF IORDS

Ask any scribe, and he'll tell you that he bears a heavy
burden. It's not that members of the other guilds aren’t
important, or that they don’t fulfill their role in the grand
scheme. It’s that the Sesha-Hebsu are the keepers of what
is most fundamental—not just in one area, but across the
board. Mystically, they are alone in upholding what they
feel is the cornerstone of all magic (the Word), since
there’s no longer an organized tradition of true name
magic (if there ever was). Socially, the Sesha-Hebsu bear
the responsibility that all bureaucrats and officials carry: to
maintain neutrality, and to serve the collective interest in
addition to their own personal interests. And individually,
each is pledged to the diligent and studious accumulation
and organization of the historical record—a commitment
to the power and value of words that spans millennia and
dizzies the mind. To the Sesha-Hebsu, although words
themselves may be plentiful, it is fallacy to conclude that
they only have meaning in bulk, or over time. When
the words one speaks can break hearts or condemn the
innocent or move mountains (literally, in the case of the
Arisen), each word—each syllable—must be chosen with
full cognizance of and respect for its weight.

PRALTICES

The Sesha-Hebsu are not as resistant to change as are
the Su-Menent, for their role requires of them a resiliency

of thought not considered essential for the priests” work,
but neither are they as intuitive, nor as given to bold,
inductive leaps, as are the Father of Idols. The scribes
often play the role of advisors, and occasionally of referees
(especially between alchemists and, well, everyone else),
but they best enjoy being the bearers of those documents
to which all are bound. They get by on exceptionally sound
judgment, uncompromised perspective, and often as not, a
notoriously painstaking adherence to exactness, and doing
so has served them well for a very long time.

MARK THE SCROLL

As his title suggests, the primary function of the scribe
is to inscribe. Whether he’s expounding complicated legal
opinions or engaging in little more than glorified bean
counting, the immortal scribe perpetually engages his role
as both notary and keeper of record. This practice manifests
across a broad spectrum of incarnations, and indeed, there
are just as many ways to “mark the scroll” as there are Sesha-
Hebsu—each serves as his capability, conscience, and Judge
dictate. Some focus on the historical, seeing it as their duty
to chronicle the passage of time in ways that mortals never
could. Others focus on the metaphysical, interpreting their
guild’s affinities and teachings chiefly through the lens of
Iremite cosmology. For some of these, the practice is itself
a devotional, a sacred orison that brings them closer to
the divine and to the truths it represents. Others feel the
commandment calls on them to “make their mark” in the
allegorical, by creating or doing something worthy. For
many Arisen, simply chronicling their life cycles—from
the purposes they arose to fulfill to the words of power they
secure for return to Duat—is enough.

SEER THE IMBALANLE

The Sesha-Hebsu take their duties of old quite seriously.
The very concept of the authoritative “official” is their
legacy, and its rights and responsibilities are their eternal
inheritance. For 5,000 years, they've been the ones who
balance the scales, especially among their own kind. The
scribes do this not out of some undefined commitment to
mankind, but because it is their nature and because they’ve
seen what happens to systems when the observance of
process is discarded. For millennia, they’ve seen what
befalls men who forget or refuse to learn the lessons of
history. They’ve seen what happens when the Arisen fall
to infighting, purposelessness, and avarice. They’ve seen—
and it is their solemn duty to do whatever they have to
do not to look away. Whether mediating disputes among
Arisen or sniffing out forged art, all scribes seek the unjust.
They don’t always treat fairly with all involved, but their
role drives them to direct the process.
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The search for cosmic truth is a walk on the tightrope,
requiring a careful balance of several different (often
conflicting) needs. It isn’t the scribe’s role to intuit
unsubstantiated questions, but he is driven to seek out
answers all the same. Given the fact that their area of
specialty is lore, most Sesha-Hebsu are content to “grow”
to the precise extent that their labors allow them to:
through the recovery of recorded history, whether magical
or otherwise. If Fate has a plan for them, they will make
their mark as they are meant to, in whatever manner and
time they must. Those who differ with this thesis (or just
find it insufficient), however few in number they may be,
make for some of the most tireless seekers of Apotheosis-
related lore in this or any world.

Favored Vessels: Texts. The written word reflects the
scribe’s way, and the Sesha-Hebsu believe that, together
with the lost art of the ren-hekau, it remains magic’s
principle fundament. All the reagents in the world wouldn’t
mean anything to the alchemists of the Mesen-Nebu were
it not for the vocabulary those materials represent. All the
sacred geometry in the world wouldn’t benefit the Teb-
Aabhi if they couldn’t inscribe it. The Word and the Will—
together, as always.

Due in part to their especial aptitude for knowing relics
(see Eyes of Justice, below), and to the broader applications
of their work on the Scroll of Ages, the Sesha-Hebsu tend
to become veritable repositories of lore on the subject of
their objects of expertise. They often recall and recite the
stories of texts past in the way that mortals might think
and speak of former lovers. Some daydream during their
meditations, imagining what might have become of a given
tome. Indeed, many have been known to retain more about
texts than they do about their own lives.

Stereotypes

Guild Affinity: Arisen of the Sesha-Hebsu begin play
with Eyes of Justice as a bonus Affinity.

EYES OF JUSTIE

Prerequisite: Guild Status (Sesha-Hebsu) ©+

Effect: The eternal scribe sees the world through the

eyes of justice.

* The mummy adds +2 to the following actions:
cutting a deal, seeing through forgery or disguise, and
examining a crime scene (see The World of Darkness,
p. 38). If a Willpower point is spent, the bonus equals
the rating of his defining Pillar, instead, for one roll.

* The Sesha-Hebsu can sense the relative might and
peril of a relic, as all Arisen can, but can do so on sight
(registering it as a corona of burnished gold). If it’s
a text, specifically, that he’s looking at, he can get a
sense of its story, power, and curse with a successful
Intelligence + [Academics or Occult] roll.

* As areflexive action, the scribe can spend a Willpower
point to enter a state of enhanced awareness that lasts
the scene and grants his soul the ability to see two
things: First, his player benefits from the 8 again rule
on rolls made for the scribe to sense the Lifeless, and if
successful, he can see them (as moving silver coronas).
In addition, anyone who has taken a life (personally
killed a mortal, or sent one of the Deathless into a
death cycle) since the sun last set is identified by a
curious corona of white that gets brighter around
the person’s hands. If the subject is actively trying to
conceal her guilt, her player’s entitled to a contested
Wits + Subterfuge roll, but the roll for the mummy
counts as trying to see through a disguise. Even if she
loses, the Arisen has no way of proving his findings,
since only he saw them.

Maa-Kep: Valuable allies, when not conveniently forgetting who it is they serve.

Mesen-Nebu: Deserving of the station they so cherish...

until they are not.

Su-Menent: Their role defines them, and they remain its greatest casualties.
Tef-Aabhi: Their ingenuity is almost as valuable as their arrogance is astounding.

{

{

The Deceived: Some transgressions were built to last.
The Shuankhsen: The ageless vacuity they represent is all the proof a reasoning mind
needs of the just rightness of our way.
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[The Tradition of the Shell]

The importance of funerary tradition in ancient Egypt
is well known to even the most casual scholar of the
age. The artifacts recovered from the period reveal this
at every turn, as one notices the fine eye for ritual detail
and the prevalent intention of preserving as much worldly
wealth and reputation as possible in hopes that the dead
would enjoy what they had acquired in life. Although
these early cultures built vast tomb structures and spent
obscene amounts of gold, stone, and labor to insure such
transferences of wealth, the preparation and intent with
which they did so paled in comparison to the utterly
zealous methods used in the Nameless Empire.

Although it was the Shan’iatu who crafted the Rite
of Return from the darkness of time before time, it was
the lesser priests of the Su-Menent who poured over the
tablets, gathered the regents, and prepared the bodies for
the ruling elite’s sacred work. Unflinching and removed
from the menial levels of politics, these death priests clung
to the laws of their masters and developed a prodigal grasp
of Irem’s darkest magics. They selected would-be members
not only for the power of their minds and faith, but also for
their ability to stomach the bizarre and gory vicissitudes of
the sorcerer-priest’s often cruel experiments, and the guild
of shells manifested alongside the mystical operations that
would one day make the Su-Menent eternal.

It would be soothing to the sanity of most minds if the
art of the shell was restricted purely to those timeless rites

of the funeral whereby the passing of the soul into the
Underworld is guided by the soft murmur of chants in
a dusty, lamp-lit chamber. This is not so. For the art of
shells is the very act of binding the elusive threads of life
and soul within a vessel fashioned from preserved forms
of the dead. Once this power is secured, it is yoked to the
purposes of the Su-Menent and the Judges, from whom
all blessings flow.

NUERIEW

Vanished though it now may be, the City of Pillars was
a civilization fixated on permanence and sustainability.
From the lowest laborer to the most exalted Pharaoh,
all harbored a wish that what they had worked so hard
in life to acquire could be taken with them whole into
the lands of the dead. Humble rites of ancestor worship
and prayers uttered over the bodies of lost loved ones
as they were lowered into earthen holes sufficed, at first,
but as the holy men of that day took notice of the direct
correlations between the soul and the preparation of its
husk, the Shan'iatu moved quickly to hide the full brunt
of this mystery from the masses and formed those who had
witnessed these truths into a guild of obedient priests who
would one day learn the power of death over life.

From within the many temples of Irem, the yoking of
spiritual energy was steadily mastered. With flesh, bone,
and relics crafted of hair and teeth, adorned with the
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symbols to which the currents of magic bow, the priests
reverently learned to trap the life-giving powers of the
gods themselves within the shell. Although true life could
not be bestowed or returned, the warped and powerful
forces that could be contained provided power unheard
of, a power that could endure beyond the veil of death.
The Shan'iatu were pleased with the progress of the lesser
priests and guided them toward increasingly refined
and rarified mysteries, but all were not pleased with the
aberrations birthed within those hidden basalt chambers,
and it was not long before the meddling of lesser souls
would stir the Su-Menent to harsher methods.

Although the security maintained by the Maa-Kep was
as efficient and vigilant as one could ask for, the need
for slaves and laborers made certain secrets hard to keep.
A slave from the north, a former holy man himself, was
the first to violate the sanctity of the Shepherds’ vaults,
when he heard but a few words spoken by the Shan'iatu
to their disciples. The phrase was the preliminary formula
of harnessing the divine in a prepared vessel of flesh—
the very essence of the priest's way—a transgression, he
thought, beyond the imagining of all things natural and
ordered. His tongue removed in the fashion of all the
slaves who served the priests, the oversight of the slave
being literate allowed him to transmit the horror to other
slaves, and a corrupted expression of the true formula
was passed in crude form through many uninitiated hands
and became a lesser magical system in its own right—an
inferior aping of the high rites, stolen by fools. Outraged,
the priests took great pains to contain the spread of this
sacrilege, slaying the transgressors en masse as symbols of
what it meant to defy the keepers of death. Although the
lesser form was vanquished quickly within Irem’s walls,
the new methods took root far to the north and survived
into the modern day as the occult teachings of the gliphoth
(the mystery of the shells that failed to contain the right
will of God).

Between the advancement of this new magic and the
never-ending need for the rites of burial and preservation,
the power of the priests grew, limited only by the nature
of their service. All the peoples of Irem feared death,
and it was the Su-Menent who shepherded the entire
process. The priests slipped a dark noose around the fears
of the Nameless Empire and in this way became great
and terrible, if at a price. Because the priest caste could
not allow its dogma to be corrupted through politics
and lineages of the untested, oaths of celibacy were
taken for both occult and security purposes. Henceforth
undistracted by the obligation of families, and unmoved
by attempts at seduction, the priests served the Judges of
Duat with total focus, bound only by the laws and dogmas
of their masters.

MEMBERS

All priests in ancient Irem were subjected to lengthy and
baroqueinitiation fromearly childhood. Academics, meditation
techniques, and magical cosmology were made available to
those selected to serve. None were so tested, though, as the
aspiring priests of the Su-Menent. Although tests concerning
herbal preparations, sacred geometry, and medicine were
required, the primary tests were those concerning blatant
occult talent and the measure of one’s ability to protect secrets.
Truth and wisdom were the essential virtues of the priest’s guild.
The methods used in the construction of vessels of the shell
were dangerous in and of themselves, with even the slightest
preparation holding enough power to spread disease or stop
the heart even if just barely misapplied.

As a new Sothic Turn reaches its zenith, the death
priests have come to occupy strange niches in the modern
world. Physicians, morticians, grave robbers, murderers,
taxidermists, and occultists by necessity, the Su-Menent
must keep the morbid nature of their craft well hidden
from today’s mortals, as the wisdom of shells is one of the
most subtle crafts—one requiring a focused mind and an
allegiance rooted in faith to the laws of the Underworld
and the dogma of the Judges.

Perhaps the most abstract and little spoken of quality
sought in candidates is conformity. Although the priests
desired elegance of design and ingenuity by way of
efficiency, they would cast all else aside in the face of an
overly passionate disciple. For if such an egocentric being
were to take up the powers involved in the manufacture
of shells and the internment of the spirits of the dead with
personal gain, advancement, or even expression as his
goals, the great chaos that could—and, in the minds of the
priests, would—unfold would surely equal those forces that
took the Nameless Empire from the pages of history. After
all, a shell cannot be filled unless it is empty.

PURPDSE

The Su-Menent are, at their very core, the bearers of
the darkest flame. With the exception of the most routine
vestige, the vessels of the shell are based on the unpredictable
manifestations of flesh and bone. To truly interrogate the
inert form of a deceased cobra, to access destructive power
from the delicate skull of a falcon, or to command the
animated armored corpse of a house guard requires not
only faith, but a tolerance to the frequency of Sekhem that
actualizes such deeply unnatural works. Although closeness
to this death force can take its toll on the mind and body of
the Arisen, the life-death vacillation that occurs when these
sorts of vessels are used have a proportionally vivifying effect,
as through the gifts of the Shan'iatu (or other productive
sorcerers) the priest becomes a momentary god.

\ ' Su-Menent (Shepherds of the Chamber)
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Even though the Su-Menent have in many ways established themselves as sovereign
over the forces of death and the Underworld itself, they are constrained entirely by their
ultra-rigid idea of “the will of the Judges.” It is not so much a desire for simplicity, but

rather a suppression of self-expression in the interest of keeping a pure view of extremely
detailed and obscure ritual demands with potentially catastrophic consequences. As
Arisen, they are confined by their spirituality, seeing little room for interpretation beyond
the most literal. A likeness of Anubis is not a decoration or an optional votive image,
and its placement within the tomb is not a matter of opinion—there is an unspoken
map that demands the presence of the god in the central passage, and without
it, the entirety of the metaphysical lattice that is the tomb—its “Lifeweb”—will
fail to establish the right spiritual routes, and the Judges of Duat (and thus, the
gods) will abandon the tomb because the plan was not followed. This adherence
certainly keeps the Su-Menent from the most grievous failures, but it also
curtails some of the most profound innovations and insights.

Largely denied their traditional role within the culture of the Nameless Empire,
the priests have had to adapt more drastically than the other guilds. As the
religion of lost Irem is no longer substantiated by a vast and powerful culture,
the Su-Menent have secluded themselves within a remote corner of the Arisen
world. Latching their cults to fringe religions, doomsday fanaticism, or any other
subculture that can be easily commanded by a dichotomy of fear and obedience,
the priests conduct themselves as a smaller but no less fanatical version of
their former station. Yet even as they cling to ancient traditions, their grasp
slips more and more as a direct result of their refusal to compromise, bound
by the letter and word of edicts even older than themselves.

ALL FOR THE JUDGES, NOTHING FOR THE SELF

It is the firm belief of most Su-Menent that the betrayal not of the
Deceived, but by the Deceived was the greatest betrayal of ancient Irem.
Although the Shuankhsen are more terrifying in their horrible methods,
it is the nature of the Deceived’s transgression that so burns the souls of
the priests. It was the need of those of the “lost guild” to express the flaws of
their individual selves that called forth their doom and their refusal to obey the
mandates of the gods that cursed them for eternity. As such, the Shepherds are
especially wary of the Deceived, whom they know exist.
Although the Su-Menent prefer to be viewed as aloof and wise, it is often
a remnant of wrath and personal hatred that is stirred in them by unchecked
expression. Like bitter and powerful eunuchs envying the simple unobtainable
love of peasants, these Arisen tend to blatantly hate what they can never have
or enjoy. And so it is in this gesture of spiritual retraction that the priests espouse
the virtues of the deprived self, reducing passion and emotion to a homogenous
current of energy reflected in the husks and vessels they seek.

HS UHTER FLOWNMG FROM SHELL TO SHELL

The body is fixed and specific; the animating force is a continuum without
differentiation. Although this certainly pertains to the gross specifics involved
in crafting uter (vessels of the shell), it also informs the behavior of the priests
themselves. There have been and always will be funerary priests. Their role

is unchanging, as is the nature of death itself. Whereas other guilds must
modernize and deal with the perils of technology, the rituals of death are
as eternal as the condition they address. As such, the voices and hands
involved are meaningless—it is only the purpose they collectively serve
that matters. While the specific talents are appreciated in their time,
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the eternal priest is an idea, a tenet that is embodied in the
Su-Menent as a guild. If the guild endures, the individual
manifestations of it ultimately mean little.

PRACTILES

Obedience to the Judges of Duat and perseverance in
the face of eternity define the Shepherds of the Chamber.
They are as they have always been and always will be. To
toil endlessly with only a deep faith that they must is the
nature of their path. Although a mortal might find this
way to be a hell in its own right, for the Arisen of the Su-
Menent it is a source of solace that protects them from their
dread fear of change. As a result of this ethic and a lack
of attachment to self-expression, there is comparatively
little intrigue among guild members. (Comparatively.) It
is stability for the sake of stability that coheres the guild,
whether politically or financially.

HTTHIN THE MANTLE

Being a priest of the Su-Menent, and thus of the Arisen
entire, is a responsibility to be taken seriously, and nowhere
is that any more true than in the priest’s relationships
with those around him. The greater his status within
and commitment to his guild, the more he takes on the
traditional manner and appearance of the priest, with all
guildmasters going bald and wearing kohl powder. The cults
of the Su-Menent are lesser reflections of the priesthood
itself. After years of droning indoctrination, cultists are
often entrusted with vital responsibilities such as grave
robbing, the cleaning of bodies, hunting for materials, the
brewing of preservatives, and chanting vigil. But no matter
how much a cultist proves herself to the Su-Menent, it is
likely that she will never achieve more than these tasks,
since the priests, for good reason, do not trust easily. In
their minds, the uninitiated exist on another plane entirely,
incapable of the right performance of essential rites. But
what is equally essential is that, through it all, the priest
must be his cultists’ priest, too. Even cults that aren’t
expressly religious in scope must understand the divine
nature of the Su-Menent.

LRASF THE SHELL

The nature of the shell is impermanence. Although
spiritual energies are shaped by them, vessels of all kinds
can rot and fail, especially when prepared by uninitiated
or careless hands. Although the stuff of uter is yielding,
the preparation of such vessels requires a firm mastery
of preservation. Mummification is a broad art and does
not always provide the precise technique necessary for a
particular creation. The conditions under which the shell
met its end, the precise position of the sun or moon when
it occurred, the hand that cut the throat, and the prayers

that were uttered when the entrails were being harvested...
are all of the utmost importance and must be studied
and treated with dutiful solemnity. Beyond the exacting
nature of his craft, the Su-Menent must be able to hold the
shell at that precise state and moment with deftly applied
natron, resin, or bone dust thus blessed to freeze the form
in place, ever unchanging from the moment it is ripped
from the natural world and inverted with the Judge’s or
sorcerer’s intent. Once the form is secured and prepared,
its potential is limited only by the need of the priest who
inherits it.

0N APOTHEDSIS

What the Su-Menent lack insofar as an obsessive desire
for a sustained Descent, they balance with a deep desire
for ritual refinement and the apprehension of the Judges’
will. Although none but the most foul and rebellious
would attempt to decipher the sacrosanct secrets of the
Rite of Return, it stands as a central mystery by which
all other works are modeled and compared. So it is with
each uter that a piece of the greater plan is revealed and
that homage is paid to the source of their being. Beyond
this, few Su-Menent priests see the value in chasing
dangerous fantasies.

Favored Vessels: Uter. To force the immutable energies
of life into ritually prepared remains is the nature of the
priest’s work. Uter are not bodies, but channels to which
Sekhem is most naturally bound. What is more potent a
vessel than a body once imbued by the gods themselves? If
bone, sinew, teeth, and flesh can be reshaped in accordance
with the wisdom of the Judges, what is the limit of this
craft? The flesh is a riddle that Sekhem must solve.

Despite their inability to craft such horrors themselves,
the versatility of the guild’s vessels is literally endless, with
living insects drowned in amber, bone-shod thrones, and
boats of skin being examples of their possibilities. As
Sekhem and flesh are a marriage accepted by the most
brutal forces of the natural world, the atrocities and
aberrations that can be concealed by the forgotten masters
of the shell are truly horrifying. Carapace shells that sing
with the voices of deceased children, the preserved eye of
an infamous executioner still capable of filling the heart
with a fear of death, and gruesome bone weapons that
drip not with physical poison, but spiritual venom have all
graced the sealed vaults of the Su-Menent's reliquaries.

Guild Affinity: Mummies of the Su-Menent begin play
with Fated Soul as a bonus Affinity.

FHTED SOIL

Prerequisite: Guild Status (Su-Menent) ©+
Effect: The Arisen has a strong affinity for the soul itself
and for the path it winds through Fate.

\ ' Su-Menent (Shepherds of the Chamber)
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* The mummy adds +2 to the following actions:
healing/diagnosing wounds, meditation (not Memory
rolls), and memorizing and remembering (see The
World of Darkness, pp. 38-39). If a Willpower point
is spent, the bonus equals the rating of his defining
Pillar, instead, for one roll.

e All Arisen are fearless, but the Su-Menent are
especially so. Any attempt to scare away or otherwise
strike fear into a Shepherd is treated as if the attacker’s
player’s roll resulted in a failure (or in extraordinary
success, if the power calls for the Arisen’s player to
roll to resist).

Stereotypes

* The Shepherd adds +1 to the effective rating of his
Supernatural Advantage Trait (Sekhem; maximum
10) when resisting the magics and machinations of
others (only). There is no cost to this effect. When
resisting mental or emotional compulsion, specifically,
the Su-Menent’s player can spend a Willpower point
(as a reflexive action) to use the mummy’s defining
Pillar rating in lieu of his Supernatural Advantage
Trait (Sekhem) to resist. If he does, he can continue to
use his Pillar in lieu of his Sekhem to resist all further
attempts to influence or control him for the rest of
the scene, without additional cost. If the Arisen can’t
apply his Sekhem rating to resist a given assault, this
effect offers no benefit.

.

Maa-Kep: What seem to us irrelevancies, they would craft into terrible weapons.
Mesen-Nebu: When one looks deeply into the heart of change, one learns that nothing

truly changes.

Sesha-Hebsu: The word is the purest form of power... and the easiest to misuse.
Tef-Aabhi: They give water to the lifeless. We give life to the deathless.

{

{

The Deceived: Those who mock our obedience need only witness the plight of the
betrayers.
The Shuankhsen: The difference between our understanding and the deepest
darkness is told in the monstrosity of these devourers.

The Arisen World
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[The Tradition of the Effigy]

Two great secrets, above and beyond all others, dominate
the laws of magic and power that flow through the many
layers of the world—unchanging, immutable, and as binding
to gods as to mortals. The first is that, like water, air, or sand,
the flow and accumulation of energy can be shaped. The
proper angles, the right materials, even certain symbols
can call it forth, magnify it, or alternatively, repel even the
greatest concentrations of power. Shape, location, substance,
direction; on such details do the most potent and most ancient
of magics rest. Remnants of these practices still stand in the
most peculiar passages and chambers of the great pyramids.

Second, and perhaps of even greater importance, is the
law of sympathy: A part of a being, an image of a being,
does more than represent that being. To those with the
proper understanding of magic, of the world, of the gods,
it is that being. Nowhere is this belief more prevalent than
in the funerary practices of ancient Egypt, where effigies
of the dead were provided not merely to honor those who
had passed, but to give the returning soul a body to occupy
should the corpse itself be damaged or stolen.

So yes, both these laws of magic were understood by
many, from Irem and Egypt to the many nations and peoples
beyond. Understanding, however, is one thing; true mastery,
quite another. And perhaps only the Tef-Aabhi can truly
claim total mastery, a full comprehension, of both.

To the Father of Idols (see “Purpose,” below, for the
philosophical reasons for the singular title), how something

is accomplished is equally as vital as what is accomplished;
the form is as important as the function because—albeit
often in ways that mortal eyes cannot observe and mortal
minds cannot grasp—form changes function. The Tef-
Aabhi are, paradoxically, among the most practical and
the most artistic of the Arisen. They are also, even more
strangely, among the most humble and the most arrogant:
humble in their knowledge that they require outside
materials to work their greatest magics and that even they
are vulnerable to any who possess their likenesses; arrogant
in their belief that the magic of the world, though shaped by
what lies without, comes entirely from within.

In the modern day, the Tef-Aabhi are most drawn toward
positions and circumstances that require substantial
preplanning and design. Architecture and sculpture are
the most obvious, and indeed the most common, but
possibilities range from manufacturing to urban planning
to—for those mummies capable of sufficient adaptation—
mechanical repair and even computer programming.
So long as it engages them on a mental, aesthetic, and
metaphysical level, they are at least potentially content.

NUERDIEN

Considering that the Deathless, as a whole, are creatures
of antiquity, taking great pride in their lineage and comfort
in tradition, it often strikes other mummies (as well as
mortal cultists) as peculiar that the Tef-Aabhi constantly
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maintain that they are the youngest of the guilds. Not only
do they claim it, in fact, they take pride in it and are more
than ready to argue with anyone who disputes that honor.
(Not that most other mummies ever would.)

The other houses of Irem had existed for generations,
they claim, before the Father of Idols appeared. The Mesen-
Nebu had already mastered the secrets of their metals
and materials; the scribes, their words of power; and so
forth. Irem had grown from a single village to a community
verging on becoming the world’s first true nation. But at
least so far as the Tef-Aabhi believe, that was where Irem
would have remained, were it not for them.

The first generation of the guild was purportedly
assembled by the Shan’iatu from among the greatest
the other guilds had to offer, brought together for the
express purpose of finding new ways to advance Irem’s
understanding of civilization, technology, and magic. The
Father of Idols, then, is the distillation of the best of all
that came before. They were the most advanced, the
most forward thinking, using the work of the others as a
foundation on which to build wonders the likes of which
had never before been imagined. The Maa-Kep may have
learned to infuse objects with power, but not to construct
entire edifices or even neighborhoods to do so, not to know
how an image could hold power over what it represented.
The Sesha-Hebsu mastered the written word, but it was
the Tef-Aabhi who took that idea forward into the concept
of written plans and higher mathematics. The Su-Menent
may have laid the occult foundations, but it was the
youngest guild that came to understand the precepts of
sacred geometries and angles of power.

It might have been the others to originate all these
things, the Tef-Aabhi maintain, but it was they who took
the best portions of them and extended them to their
greatest conclusions. (These are, perhaps unsurprisingly,
claims—both in terms of “best portion” and “greatest
conclusions”—that the other guilds dispute regularly.)

What nobody can dispute is that the Father of Idols
took Irem in directions it otherwise could never have gone.
Great structures and nigh impregnable defenses; temples
and tombs of palpable mystic power; wagons and chariots
of great speed and resilience; and of course, magnificent
statuary and similar works of art—all were the result of the
Tef-Aabhi’s discoveries and practices. It’s safe to say that
everything the modern world thinks of as ancient Egypt
would never have developed without them.

MEMBERS

More so than any other guild, the Tef-Aabhi made
every effort to recruit from Irem’s population based solely
on merit and ability, without the slightest attention paid

to bloodline or social caste. As the newest guild, and one
often viewed with suspicion by the other houses (and even,
at times, the sorcerer-priests), this was more than a matter
of pride, but perhaps one of survival. It would be foolish to
suggest that politics and nepotism never factored into the
guild’s choice of apprentices, but for the most part, the Tef-
Aabhi succeeded in abiding by their own rules.

It helped—and still does today, on those extraordinarily
rare occasions that a mummy comes new to the guild—
that the required aptitudes and skills for joining the
Father of Idols were relatively broad. The Tef-Aabhi seek
both practicality and the ability to appreciate form and
function as two sides of the same coin. Planners, builders,
mathematicians, and more are all welcome. The unifying
requirement is their intelligence—that is, their ability to
grasp the precepts on which the Tef-Aabhi operate—and
their willingness to plan ahead. On the other hand, in the
days of Irem, anyone who attempted to join and then failed
to display the proper attitude and aptitude was immediately
dismissed; the guild offered no second chances. While the
Deathless connection to the guilds is more metaphysical
and thus doesn’t require the permission of other members
to join, the Tef-Aabhi do tend to look askance at those
who came late to the party. They are particularly turned off
by especially rigid or conservative thinking; while they rely
on plans and schematics, they've no interest in people who
are bound so tightly to tradition that they are unwilling to
adapt or to learn.

The Father of Idols were responsible for the creation of
ancient tombs, including many still used by mummies today.
This is yet another achievement the Tef-Aabhi like to cite
when claiming superiority, or at least more refinement and
advancement, over the magics of the other guilds. It also
leads to their own tombs being more important to the Tef-
Aabhi than they are even to most other Deathless. Unless
there’s an extremely pressing reason to do otherwise, all
mummies of this guild possess the Tomb Merit (see p. 81)
at a rating higher than one dot.

PURPDSE

In lost Irem, the Tef-Aabhi strove to accomplish two
separate but related purposes: to build up their nation
through architecture and monuments—and the magics
thereof—and to increase the society’s control over magic
(and, indirectly, the rest of the world around them in
general). It was these goals that spawned the towering
statues of men and gods, and that birthed the sacred
geometries and eldritch angles of temple and tomb.

[t is also in the practices of the Father of Idols that one
begins to detect their guiding philosophy of magic, a belief
that separates them from other guilds. The Mesen-Nebu
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believe in Dedwen, an essence that exists in all material objects that grants much
of the object’s value and from which alchemy derives much of its power. The Tef-
Aabhi believe nothing of the sort. So far as they are concerned, nearly all heka—
an Egyptian term that, to members of this guild, refers to the peculiar forces of
the world they manipulate through what we call “magic”—comes more from
within the caster than from without. The magic of a mummy’s tomb or sacred
pyramid, or the Sekhem within a relic, springs not from that place or object, but
from the individuals who built and/or used it. Angles, geometries, runes; these
can aid in the focus of heka, but they do not create it. Just as a great stone has the
potential to be a statue of Ra but is not one until a sculptor gives it that shape, so too does
the stone possess the potential for magic but has none of its own until a sorcerer imbues
it. (Even those exceedingly rare relics that develop “organically,” as it were, absorb
their power from the people who have surrounded them over the years—again, at
least so far as the Tef-Aabhi believe.)
| This philosophy is also responsible for the peculiar name of the guild itself. As
/ the Tef-Aabhi see it, their works—statuary, architecture, and magic alike—are
/ the “offspring” of themselves and the stone (or other materials),
and as it is they who contribute the heka and the craft to shape
the stone’s potential. As such, the guild is the metaphorical
“father,” singular, of the world’s greatest works.
To this day, their ultimate purpose has not changed. The Tef-
Aabhi seek to create great works that have both unmistakable
aesthetic and practical purposes, but that also contribute
to society’s (or their own, or their cult’s) broader ability to
manipulate and manage the flow of heka, and in so doing, for
mankind to align itself to the will of the divine. Just as there is but
one Father, there is but one Lifeweb, and the duty and privilege of
the Tef-Aabhi to see it as a whole. As such, the inability to create
their own relics drives them near mad with frustration, and some
members of the guild spend a great deal of time seeking mystical
pathways to overcome this limitation.

IHAT 15 INORTHY, LASTY

The worth of something—an object, a tradition, a belief, a ritual—is reflected,
in part, by its longevity. If a tradition is useless, it should fade; and, conversely, if it
fades, it was useless. A structure of wood, no matter how well designed, is inferior
to one of stone, for it will not and cannot survive as long. And yes, the gods are
superior to the Deathless, and the Deathless to mortals, by the same logic.

To the Tef-Aabhi, the question of which is the cause and which the effect—is
something more valuable because it lasts longer, or does it last longer because it’s
more valuable’—is meaningless. There is no “one, therefore the other.” The two
are intertwined, inseparable.

It is for this reason that the mummies of the Father of Idols prefer to work in
stone over clay, clay over parchment. It is why, too, the bulk of effigies, be they
great statues or tiny figurines, are of stone or metal, when it is so much simpler—
especially in the modern world—to capture images on canvas, papet, or film.

— ESCHEN N0 FROUEN TOOL, RELY O N0 UNPROUEN DNE

Another doctrine that stems from the Tef-Aabhi’s identity as the

e youngest and most progressive of the guilds holds that the guild’s arts—
' both mundane and mystical—are based, in part, on the work of the others.

That doesn’t in any way mean that the Tef-Aabhi are as skilled occultists

Tef—Aabhi (Father of Idols)
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as the Su-Menent, as knowledgeable as the Sesha-Hebsu,
and so forth. They are not and do not claim to be the
masters of all arts. Rather, it means that they do not shy
away from basing their own endeavors and discoveries on
aspects of what the other guilds have developed.

At the same time, however, the Tef-Aabhi are encouraged
to adopt new techniques and technologies only after
careful consideration. Jumping on the next big thing is for
fools, until the next big thing has been around long enough
to be proven effective.

In short, “be adaptable, but don’t be reckless.” (Easier
said than done, of course, but they do try.)

In following this tradition, the Father of Idols finds itself
among the guilds most readily able to assimilate to the
modern world. Many of its members find concepts such
as computers or advanced mechanics to be fascinating
rather than frightening (though they can still be a touch
overwhelming, as well). By the same token, however, they
often eschew much of modern society as utterly purposeless;
form without function, empty of meaning. They are likely
to adapt swiftly to the technology of the era; far less so to
the behavior and popular culture.

PRACTILES

The magic of effigies, the art of statuary, the strength and
shelter of great edifices, the defensive solitude of tombs—
none of these could exist without the proper preparation
and design. The mummies of the Father of Idols are deep
thinkers and inveterate planners. Far more important to
consider things through in advance, to get things right and
to develop contingencies, than to act without forethought.
Check and double-check; design and revise. A Tef-Aabhi
who's had the time to plan is nearly unstoppable. One
caught by surprise, in a situation for which he has truly
never prepared, is often vulnerable, if however briefly.

As a (somewhat) logical offshoot of this, many of the
Tef-Aabhi tend toward perfectionism. An effigy is more
effective the more it truly resembles the person or thing
it's modeling; a building is more structurally sound, and
possibly more mystically attuned, when the angles are just
right; and so forth. Between this and their constant search
for understanding and mastery, the Deathless of the Father
of Idols tend to view the entire world as little more than a
series of problems to be solved, obstacles to be overcome,
or distractions to be ignored.

PLANTO PURPOSE, BUILD TO PLAN

Initially, this appears to be nothing more than an
iteration of the guild’s principles and techniques as
previously discussed. It is, however, more than a mandate
to plan for everything; it’s also a warning about getting lost
in the theoretical exercise of planning. It's not enough for

the Tef-Aabhi to learn or design for its own sake. They
should always be working toward a particular purpose—if
not the one for which they were raised, then one of their
own choosing. Work, planning, even art should have
purpose behind it, where the Father of Idols is concerned,;
they’re not necessarily useless without it, but they're far
more valuable, and more worthwhile, with it.

NOTHING 15 BE40N0 UNDERSTAMNDING

Even the greatest mysteries of the world—the gods, life,
and death—are not beyond comprehension. With the
proper study and meticulous application of thought and
experimentation, anything can be understood. It would
be foolish, of course, to suggest that any one individual
could know everything; but the notion of failing to pursue
understanding and mastery because “there are some things
mortals weren't meant to know” is utterly anathema to the
Father of Idols. (This, too, is why they tend to function
better in the modern world than many other mummies:
They take the mysteries of modern technology as a
challenge, not an obstacle.)

0N HFOTHEDSIS

The mummies of the Father of Idols, on the rare occasions
they contemplate Apotheosis at all, tend to be of two
minds on the concept. Given the intense effort—and, by
definition, planning and meticulous procedure—that must
go into the obtaining of Apotheosis, the Tef-Aabhi see it
as perhaps the ultimate embodiment of their beliefs and
practices. On the other hand, so little is actually known
about Apotheosis—most of it having drifted through
the ages as echoes of rumors of legend—that the Tef-
Aabhi consider themselves insufficiently knowledgeable
about it. Attempting to obtain a mythical state without
understanding either the process or the end result is a leap
of faith that few of the Father of Idols are prepared to risk.

Favored Vessels: Effigies. Figures of stone, metal, clay,
or wood require skill, planning, and patience to perfect,
representing the epitome of what the Father of Idols revere.
They are most potent when used in conjunction with the
precepts of sympathetic magic, thus hearkening back to
the beliefs and practices of the Tef-Aabhi in the days of
Irem, itself. Finally, assuming they were properly made with
resilient materials, effigies—mystical or otherwise—are far
more likely to survive the ages than nearly any other sort
of vessel.

Of course, effigies have their practical limits, as well.
Because they do function on the precepts of sympathetic
magic, to an extent if not entirely, they are often weaker (if
not entirely ineffective) when used against any target other
than that for which they were designed. While a human
figure doesn’t need to look exactly like a specific person




to effect that person, it’s likely to have less of an effect the
greater the differences—and it’s not likely to be much use
at all against, say, an animal or a vehicle. Most Tef-Aabhi
keep a figurine that vaguely resembles themselves at hand
at all times, as they believe it empowers any magics they
use on themselves.

Guild Affinity: Mummies of the Tef-Aabhi begin play
with Model Lifeweb as a bonus Affinity.

MODEL LIFEMER

Prerequisite: Guild Status (Tef-Aabhi) *+

Effect: The Tef-Aabhi is especially sensitive to the

sacred interplay of Sekhem all around him.

* The mummy adds +2 to the following actions: create
art, repair item, and solving enigmas (see The World
of Darkness, pp. 38-39). If a Willpower point is spent,
the bonus equals the rating of his defining Pillar,
instead, for one roll.

e As an instant action, the mummy can study an object
by laying his hands upon it, much as all Arisen may
study vessels (see “The Name’s the Thing,” p. 147).
As long as he is free to concentrate on it during those
several moments (being attacked or moved about
constitutes distraction, certainly), he can discern the
object’s true purpose, whatever it is. Understanding
it in technical terms is reliant on his own expertise,
but his player’s entitled to a Skill roll. If the object
is a vessel, add +2 to an Intelligence + [Academics

or Occult] roll for the Tef-Aabhi to get a sense of its
rating, power, and/or curse. If successful—and if it’s
an effigy—he also gets an image of the relic’s last
bearer, as though successfully tracking its kepher (see
p. 147). If he gets an exceptional success, he might
get an image of the effigy’s creator instead (Storyteller
discretion), if it has one, though he might not know
it at the time.

As a reflexive action, a Willpower point may be spent
for the mummy to enhance his sensitivity to the
patterns of Sekhem. His ability to discern the purpose
of things expands beyond his hands and into his
immediate environment. For the rest of the scene, any
time the mummy gets close to (same room or locally
defined area) an object or representation that’s true
purpose is deliberately concealed or misrepresented
outwardly, the Storyteller must allow the player a roll
for the Arisen to discern it. The roll is Wits + [Skill,
variable by situation: Craft, Investigation, or Survival].
The difficulty depends on the subtlety or depth of
concealment or misrepresentation: e.g., a panel that
hides a secret door would be straightforward (1); a
secret door hidden by a panel with a real bookcase
in front of it, less so (2). Success might not instantly
reveal what the true purpose is, but it confirms that
one exists. (At Storyteller discretion, a failed roll can
be retried later in the scene if it’s appropriate.)

Stereotypes

Maa-Kep: Probably our nearest brethren; our own methods and discoveries might
never have existed without them, and for that, we are grateful. They remain shortsighted
and tradition bound, however.

Mesen-Nebu: Pompous “nobles” who fetishize and depersonalize our shared occult
ways to a distressing degree. If they hadn't accomplished so much, they'd be worthy of
complete disdain.

Sesha-Hebsu: The acquisition, archiving, and dissemination of wisdom is commendable.
It is not, however, of sufficient purpose unto itself, is it?

Su-Menent: They know many secrets, master much power, but they rely on “tools” that
cannot help but fail eventually. Even for the Arisen, the flesh is weak.
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The Deceived: I'd give much to know what they knew. Still, they cannot be allowed to
interfere with our goals or to destroy what we've built.

The Shuankhsen: Rage, violence, instinct, and destruction. Our opposites and
nemeses in every way. Evade them, first and foremost, but pass up no true opportunity
to erase them utterly.

Tef—Aabhi (Father of Idols)
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A mummy’s first act as a mummy is to pronounce his decree before the last Judge he meets in Duat and, in so doing,
to bind himself to the Rite of Return. Each Judge bestows both a particular decree—by virtue of its defining Pillar—and
an attached set of favored Affinities that the player of any Arisen pledged to it can acquire at a discount, whether at
character creation or during the story. The Affinity associated with the bestowed decree (listed first, except in the case of
Arem-Abfu and Usekh-Nemtet) is granted automatically during character creation. Players generally get to choose their
own Judge, but any approach is fine, provided it’s acceptable to all involved.

Called the Roar, this entity was said to be the Judge of
those who give voice to unfettered rage. Its pledges claim
it comes to them as a massive lion with distended jaws and
a mane of bones.

Defining Pillar: Ab (heart).

Bestowed — Affinities: Voice of Conscience; Beast
Companion, Beast Soul Fury, Guardian Wrath, Words
Summoned Forth.

HIM-RHAIBIT

Called the Eater of Shadows, this being is Judge and
waking nightmare for those who perpetuate crimes
against humanity (such as murder on a large scale). Its
visitors are confronted by a three-headed hound of ill-
omen that stands taller than any man and snorts tendrils
of black smoke.

Defining Pillar: Sheut (shadow).

Bestowed Affinities: Night Creature; Eternal Legend,
Glorious Mien, Nihilist Awakening, Shrouding Aura.

HIl-AFRH

Called the Bringer of His Arm, this Judge is the
embodiment of the soul’s response to the destruction of
purity. It appears as a muscular humanoid with alabaster for
skin who stands draped in a headdress of golden feathers
spattered with fresh blood.

Defining Pillar: Ba (spirit).

Bestowed Affinities: Auspicious Mastery; Blessed Panoply,
Deathsight, Miraculous Benefactor, Radiant Lifeforce.

HIl-HOTEF

Called the Bringer of Sacrifice, it is Judge to those
who would commit violence in the cause of oppression
or slavery. The Arisen say it appears to them as an
ordinary sacrificial bull with eyes that betray a deep and
palpable sadness.

Defining Pillar: Ka (essence).

Bestowed Affiities: Enduring Flesh; Charmed Lives,
Healing Counsel, Night Creature, Running Like Flight.

HREM-HBFL

Called the Final Judge, this force is said to be second
only to the Devourer in its capacity for mercy. It is Judge
to those who bear the greatest true evil and commit the
grandest of its acts—crimes against the cosmos itself. It
appears only in a pledge’s mind, as none can bear its sight.

Defining Pillar: None. (The player rolls for decree
randomly [one die, dividing results by two]).

Bestowed Affinities: Ancient Horror Unveiling, Guardian
Werath, Living in Now, Soulsight, Words Summoned Forth.

HRTEM-RHET

Called the Crocodile’s Tears, this entity is Judge to those
who use deception or lies to commit blasphemy (such as
defrauding holy temples or misusing religion purely to
corrupt individuals). It appears not in flesh, but as a jackal-
headed statue that seems to weep slowly from stone eyes.

Defining Pillar: Sheut (shadow).

Bestowed Affinities: Voice of Temptation; Auspicious
Mastery, Blessed Soul, Gift of Truth, Retributive Curse.

BASTI

Called the Stare, this Judge can sense buried secrets with
but a look and uses its gift to judge those who have “eaten
their own hearts” (i.e., tried to cheat justice). It appears as
an androgynous robed figure with a thin mouth and nose,
but blank skin where its eyes should be. Instead of hair, its
head bears a multi-colored mop of snake bodies that end
not in heads, but in unblinking eyes.

Defining Pillar: Ren (name).

Bestowed Affinities: Enlightened Senses; Anointed
Prowess, By Steps Unseen, Sight Beyond Eyes, Soulsight.

FENTI

Called the Snout, this being judges those who steal
from others, especially those who try to cover their tracks.
It appears as a stocky humanoid with a stark white bull’s
head and a ring through its nose that’s said to vibrate
unnervingly as the Judge sniffs out the guilt of those in
its presence.
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Defining Pillar: Ka (essence).
Bestowed Affinities: Anointed Prowess; Beast Companion,
Beast Soul Fury, Enlightened Senses, Epic Heart.

HEFET-RHET

Called Embraced of Flame, this Judge is bane to those
who would revel in violence committed in the process of
theft or other nonviolent crime. It appears as a 10-foot tall,
bare-chested warrior with the head of a male lion. Both its
fists and its mane are wreathed in crackling flame.

Defining Pillar: Ab (heart).

Bestowed Affinities: Glorious Mien; Dominating Might,
Familiar Face, Grip of Death, Running Like Flight.

HER-URI

Called the Face of Dread, this Judge presides over those
who like to terrorize others, especially their own kind. It
appears as a manifestation of one of the observer’s most
harrowing visions, but as soon as a viewer starts to grow
accustomed to its face, it shifts to form a different vision.

Defining Pillar: Sheut (shadow).

Bestowed Affinities: Fearsome Soul; Auspicious Mastery,
Divine Countenance, Familiar Face, Shrouding Aura.

HERHF-HET

The one called Whose Face Is Behind It has a reputation
for being one of the highest of Judges, as it adjudicates
transgressions of fine distinction or that require wisdom
to assess properly. It looks like a linen-wrapped humanoid
with a pair of darkly feathered wings and a featureless oval
for a face. When looked upon, its face reveals the faces of
loved ones the observer has lost.

Defining Pillar: Ba (spirit).

Bestowed ~ Affinities:  Nihilist Awakening; Ancient
Horror Unveiling, Enduring Flesh, Familiar Face, Voice of
Conscience.

HETCH-ABHI

Although called Shining Teeth, the name references the
Judge’s traditional role, which is to judge those who “bear
shining teeth” (i.e., attack) against the sacred. In this case,
sacred tends to mean either other human beings or certain
rare or wild animals (as non-domesticated animals were
said to belong to the gods and not to Man). It appears as
a tall humanoid with black skin and bull horns, draped in
the trappings of nobility and carrying the customary flail
and crook.

Defining Pillar: Ka (essence).

Bestowed Affinities: Paragon Shames the Weak; Falcon
Soul Aloft, Godsight, Pharaoh Reigns Anew, Rouse the
Khaibit.

RENEMT

Called the Penitent, this Judge has authority over
transgressions of blasphemy and desecration. Not all that’s
religious is truly holy, but that which is can be profaned or
despoiled. The Penitent appears as a hooded figure draped
in a white robe with lapis lazuli inlay; looking under the
hood reveals a hairless, blue-skinned face and a pair of
yellow eyes with irises like those of a serpent.

Defining Pillar: Ren (name).

Bestowed Affinities: Gift of Truth; Retributive Curse,
Soul Infusion, Soulsight, Voice of Temptation.

RHEM-1MHI

Called the Overthrower, Khem-Inhu is a higher Judge
charged with assessing those who use or abuse the law to
harm others. It appears as a pale-skinned Egyptian noble
clad in the customary royal shendyt (linen waist tunic), its
face and neck covered by a ritual death mask that takes
the shape of an elaborately framed snake head. In one
hand it grips a scepter, in the other, a scale.

Defining Pillar: Ren (name).

Bestowed ~ Affinities: Radiant Lifeforce; Auspicious
Mastery, Deathsight, Guardian Wrath, Voice of Conscience.

MAR-NANTHF

Called the Seer of What is Brought Forth, Maa-
Nantuuf has dominion over those who pollute or despoil
themselves, body or soul. As Judge, it can see the taint in
any substance, living or not. It appears as the archetypal
hieroglyphic Egyptian male, except that it stands naked but
for a burnished gold gorgerine (neck collar) and ceremonial
mask, with two white bull horns.

Defining Pillar: Ka (essence).

Bestowed Affinities: Living Monolith; Enlightened Senses,
Glorious Mien, Sight Beyond Eyes, Voice of Temptation.

NEB-ABITI

Called the Lord of Horns, Neb-Abitu is one of the
highest Judges of spirit. Its purview is those who conjure
and spread idle gossip or meaningless chatter that obscures
matters of genuine import. It has the body of a large brown
owl and the head of a hairless Egyptian man whose piercing




yellow eyes have no pupils and whose lips have been sewn
together with flax.

Defining Pillar: Ba (spirit).

Bestowed Affinities: Sight Beyond Eyes; Night Creature,
Shrouding Aura, Voice of Conscience, Words Summoned Forth.

NEB-HERI

Called the Lord Above, this Judge oversees those who
act decisively but in extreme haste, especially those who
sit in judgment in such a manner. (It's rumored that Neb-
Heru even keeps watch over his fellow Judges for the same
reason.) Its seeming evokes the iconic sphinx of old, with
the body of an African lion and the head of an Egyptian
man wearing a golden headdress.

Defining Pillar: Ab (heart).

Bestowed — Affinities: Epic Heart; Charmed Lives,
Fearsome Soul, Living Monolith, Wisdom of the Ancients.

NEB-1MKHI

Called the Lord Imkhu, the Arisen consider this Judge
to be brother to the Lord of Horns. It passes judgment over
those who make a habit of eavesdropping, especially those
who act on what they hear. Its seeming is the archetypal,
anthropomorphic Egyptian figure; in this case, a man
garbed in white linen, bearing the head of a hooded cobra
whose hood is always fully open.

Defining Pillar: Ren (name).

Bestowed Affinities: Familiar Face; By Steps Unseen, Epic
Heart, Living in Now, Shrouding Aura.

NNEBHA

Called the Flame, Nebha is the bane of all those who
trade routinely in deception and lies. Perhaps the least (most
foundational) Judge of shadow, its chosen form is that of a
free-floating ball of impossibly white fire whose light burns
away falsehood and reveals the truth in all things.

Defining Pillar: Sheut (shadow).

Bestowed Affinities: Rouse the Khaibit; Blessed Soul,
Dauntless Explorer, Falcon Soul Aloft, Gift of Truth.

NNEFER-TEM

Called the Eternal Lotus, Nefer-Tem is perhaps the
highest of Judges, second only to Usekh-Nemtet. Its
wisdom and jurisprudence are as eternal as its emblematic
flower, and it thus assesses only the most discrete offenses,
in this case those involving morally gray wrongdoings. Its
form is that of a falcon-headed mummy holding a scepter
in one hand and a lotus in the other.

Defining Pillar: Ba (spirit).
Bestowed Affinities: Soul Infusion; Anointed Prowess,
Deathsight, Eternal Legend, Soulsight.

NEHA-HATI

Called the Stinking Body, its judgment is reserved
for those who violate the most basic needs of another.
Typically, this starts with the taking of life, since that’s
the most basic need, but it also applies to denial of food,
shelter, and so on. Neha-Hatu appears as an Egyptian
“minotaur”—humanoid, but with a bull’s head and cloven
hooves, wearing a gorgerine and carrying an axe.

Defining Pillar: Ka (essence).

Bestowed Affinities: Retributive Curse; Blessed Panoply,
Glorious Mien, Grip of Death, Running Like Flight.

NNEHEB-KA

Called the One Who Unifies, this Judge knows the
value of humility, having purview over those who reek of
arrogance or who seek out undue acclaim. It appears as
a horrid sphinx-like being with the head of a leopard, a
forked tongue, the torso and forelegs of a lion, and the
hind quarters of a long and coiling serpent with reddish
brown scales.

Defining Pillar: Ab (heart).

Bestowed Affinities: Divine Countenance; Beast Soul
Fury, Dominating Might, Enlightened Senses, Nihilist
Awakening.

[NEHEB-MEFERT

Called the Beautiful One, Neheb-Nefert is among the
highest arbiters of the mortal soul. It is Judge to those who
disrupt the natural order of the community, whether by
flouting all the mores, stirring up dissent where none is
necessary, or otherwise working against the common good.
It comes as a radiant feminine silhouette whose face is ever
obscured by light and whose skin, glimpsed infrequently
through the glare, seems draped in a quilt of black and
white feathers.

Defining Pillar: Ba (spirit).

Bestowed Affinities: Living in Now; Ancient Horror
Unveiling, Anointed Prowess, Divine Countenance,
Familiar Face.

NERHENHI

Called the Innocent, this dark entity surveys a soul’s
willingness to disregard or turn deaf ear toward the truth,
however ugly it may be, and condemns in harsh measure




such craven souls. It appears as a grim vision—six jackal
pups nursing at the teats of their dead and bloated
mother. Although her corpse never moves, any and all
communication seems to come from her alone.

Defining Pillar: Sheut (shadow).

Bestowed — Affinities:  Deathsight; Enduring  Flesh,
Godsight, Healing Counsel, Soul Infusion.

NERRTI

Called the Double-Nile Source, this Judge plays moral
authority to those who indulge in impure sex (adultery and
homosexuality aren’t seen as impure, but bestiality and
necrophilia could be). Qerrti appears as a half-man/half-
lion—its top half is that of a bald and tanned warrior, with
the lion’s “forelegs” being the man’s arms, while its back
half hosts the lion’s two hind legs and tail.

Defining Pillar: Ab (heart).

Bestowed Affinities: Miraculous Benefactor; Anointed
Prowess, Radiant Lifeforce, Soul Infusion, Voice of
Temptation.

RURNTI

Called the Double-Lion Judge, it reserves its judgment
for those who defile or destroy sacred or sanctified places.
It appears as a large, extremely feral-looking lion with two
heads, side by side. One head looks as though it was once
set on fire. The other is normal, but slavers like a rabid beast.

Defining Pillar: Ab (heart).

Bestowed Affinities: Blessed Soul; Beast Soul Fury, Blessed
Panoply, Guardian Wrath, Running Like Flight.

SERHIR

Called the Balanced Scale, this Judge espies those who
pry into matters not of their concern and levels judgment
on those whose meddling results in real harm or injury. It
appears as a grim vision—six baby Egyptian asps crawling
in and out of their dead and bloated mother. All the
Judge’s communication seems to come from the serpent
young, who speak in perfect unison.

Defining Pillar: Ren (name).

Bestowed Affinities: Blessed Panoply; Living in Now,
Night Creature, Retributive Curse, Soulsight.

SER-HHERI

Called the Disposer of Speech, it is Judge to all those
who stir up strife among their own kind. Ser-Kheru appears
as a giant Egyptian vulture with a gleam in its eye and a
severed tongue dangling from its blood-caked beak.

Defining Pillar: Ba (spirit).
Bestowed Affinities: Running Like Flight; Charmed Lives,
Dauntless Explorer, Grip of Death, Voice of Conscience.

SER-TIHI

Called the Disposer of Wrath, Ser-Tihu is perhaps the
highest arbiter of the mortal heart, second only to Usekh-
Nemtet in its wisdom. It is Judge to those who embrace
anger without cause and those who rant or foment unrest
without reason. It appears as a very pregnant African lioness.

Defining Pillar: Ab (heart).

Bestowed Affinities: Healing Counsel; Deathsight,
Radiant Lifeforce, Retributive Curse, Sight Beyond Eyes.

SET-MIESH

Called the Crusher of Bones, its purview is those who
steal from or harm others out of need or necessity. What
constitutes necessity is the rub, and a potential source
of confusion among those pledged to this Judge. (Given
its nickname, the Crusher’s views on need are likely
Draconian in nature.) It comes as a moving, snorting
automaton carved from limestone in the shape of a bull.

Defining Pillar: Ka (essence).

Bestowed Affinities: Dominating Might; Charmed Lives,
Glorious Mien, Grip of Death, Nihilist Awakening.

SHET-KHERL

Called the Orderer of Speech, the Arisen speak of
it as brother to Nefer-Tem, and thus among the highest
of Judges. Its purview is those who allow their failings of
spirit (vanities, insecurities, jealousies, and the like) to
overwhelm their virtue or good judgment. It appears as the
iconic hieracosphinx, bearing the head of a great falcon-
with-headdress and the body of a white lion.

Defining Pillar: Ba (spirit).

Bestowed Affinities: Wisdom of the Ancients; Godsight,
Guardian Wrath, Pharaoh Reigns Anew, Voice of
Temptation.

TH-RETINHL

Called the Fiery Foot, Ta-Retinhu holds a special dark
place in the annals of Arisen legendry. It holds sway
over those who commit violence either for information
(torture) or for the sheer pleasure it gives them. It appears
as a bronze bull set atop a small pyre, the flames rising to
obscure all but the top half of its body. A faint, echoing
wail can be heard coming from within.

Defining Pillar: Ka (essence).




Guardian Divine

Bestowed — Affinities:
Countenance, Fearsome Soul, Running Like Flight, Words
Summoned Forth.

Wrath;

TCHESER-TEP

Called the Exalted Hand, this Judge’s province is the
protection of the dead from the living. This applies broadly,
covering the physical (grave robbing, etc.), the conceptual
(the deceased’s good name, etc.), and the mystical
(preventing the subjugation or oblivion of a spirit by the
living). It appears as a jackal-headed nobleman carrying a
black staff in one hand and an ankh in the other.

Defining Pillar: Sheut (shadow).

Bestowed Affinities: By Steps Unseen; Godsight, Guardian
Wrath, Nihilist Awakening, Voice of Conscience.

TEM-SEPL

Called the Source of Command, it is Judge to those who
would, in the language of the Egyptians, “curse the king.”
In practical terms, this applies to anyone who would “cheat”
(use magic, for example) to subvert the power of a rightful
authority. Its seeming is that of a pale and hairless pharaoh,
dressed in royal finery, but in place of a head, there’s a nest
of writhing viper tails emerging from a central fleshy hub,
giving the illusion of seven snakes digging competitively.

Defining Pillar: Ren (name).

Bestowed Affinities: Charmed Lives; Auspicious Mastery,
Dominating Might, Fearsome Soul, Pharaoh Reigns Anew.

TENEMH

Called the Retreater, this Judge cannot abide a false
witness, especially when the lie or slander leads to true
harm. It appears as a shivering cur, its pelt half-eaten by
mange, whose twitching tail is tucked between its legs.

Defining Pillar: Sheut (shadow).

Bestowed Affinities: Beast Soul Fury; Enlightened Senses,
Running Like Flight, Shrouding Aura, Soulsight.

TUTHNTEF

Called the Giver of Wickedness, Tutuutef is Judge to
those who indulge their appetites reactively, especially
with sex and especially in anger (using sex as a tool for
revenge, etc.). It appears as an obsidian funerary statue
carved smooth in the shape of a seated and bejeweled cat.

Defining Pillar: Ab (heart).

Bestowed Affmities: Pharaoh Reigns Anew; Anointed Prowess,
Beast Companion, Charmed Lives, Voice of Temptation.

IAMENTI

Called the Seed Entwined, Uamenti is Judge to those
who debauch others, especially through rape. It appears
as an ithyphallic anthropomorph with the head of a black
bull, arms that end not in hands but in snake heads, and
the black-skinned, muscular body of a tall and ardent man.

Defining Pillar: Ka (essence).

Bestowed Affinities: Shrouding Aura; Epic Heart, Familiar
Face, Grip of Death, Soul Infusion.

IATCH-RERHET

Called the Rectifier, this Judge presides over those who
curse the divine or work ill against the very cosmos (whether
metaphorically, by actively inviting ruin or oblivion, or
literally, as in the case of dark magic). Such transgressions
show what happens when blasphemy becomes reality. It
appears as a limestone statue of a hooded figure holding a
scroll open with two scaly hands.

Defining Pillar: Ren (name).

Bestowed Affinities: Godsight; Ancient Horror Unveiling,
Divine Countenance, Nihilist Awakening, Retributive
Curse.

NEM-BESER

Called the Eater of Entrails, it is Judge to those who
steal, by cunning or by force, land or territory that
rightfully belongs to another. It appears as a reptilian
horror comprised of a fleshy hub (which surface looks like
the back of a hooded cobra) with giant examples of seven
different breeds of Egyptian snake (sand viper, spitting
cobra, etc.) growing out from its center of mass.

Defining Pillar: Ren (name).

Bestowed Affinities: Eternal Legend; Beast Companion,
Beast Soul Fury, Dominating Might, Glorious Mien.

INEM-SEF

Called the Eater of Blood, this Judge is whispered to be
feared even among its own kind. It assesses those blessedly
rare souls who live for the corruption of others, especially
through carefully constructed lies or half-truths. It appears
as a massive, ratty jackal that looks more spider than
mammal, its neck and head swung low to the ground, hind
legs up, crimson tongue lolling.

Defining Pillar: Sheut (shadow).

Bestowed Affinities: Grip of Death; Enduring Flesh, Gift
of Truth, Running Like Flight, Soulsight.




WSERH-MEMTET

Called the First Judge, he who is “long of strides” is
Judge and instructor on the very concept of immorality or
sin. Often seen as the judge of judges, his understanding of
the divin