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Truth, in matters of rehgwn, is SImply
the opinion that has survived.
— Oscar Wlde '
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X Tale
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She stood before the altar, her short dark hair
uncovered from the wimple, arms uplifted. Her plain
gown trailed behind her on the floor. Surrounded by
chilly stone walls, her voice seemed to suggest that
of a bird trapped inside, perhaps tricked by the
reflection of light against the two glass windows. At
the sound of the door, she hastily covered her hair
and turned around. Catching sight of Benedick, she
dropped a quick curtsy and smiled. “Good evening,
sir. I hope I do not disturb.”

Benedick felt his heart twist at the greeting, and
he hoped his own smile was equally pleasant. She
seemed so very sincere, which was what galled him
the most. When her hood and wimple were in place,
one couldn’t see the tiny scar that was the only sign
of her mark. The smile, the light in her eyes, the
sweetness in her voice — how could such a wonderful
creature be spawn of the Devil?

“Ah, no, no, sister,” he replied quickly. “Merely
coming to see if you would join us in the hall for
Christmas revels.”
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“The offer is a kind one, lord,” she replied. “But
if it please you, lord, perhaps it were best I should
remain behind. Your young son seemed overly taken
with me, and I fear that he should give unintentioned
alarum by his joy.”

Benedick searched his thoughts. What had he
been told? Yes, that creatures of hell refused to join
in revels of Christian festivals for it pained them.
Yet, here she was in the chapel singing holy songs.
Ah, but he had been warned that her kind was
particularly skilled in misleading good Christians
into thinking that they were no different than any
other. And she spoke of little Hugh — how fortunate
he had been to learn of her foul intentions before
she had been able to corrupt his boy! His mortal
son, born not long after Benedick’s Embrace, was
his greatest treasure; it would be up to him to keep
the land when Benedick was forced to retire from
the public eye.




The young woman gave him a critical look. “Lord,
what troubles you? You seem uneasy this evening.”

“Nay, nay, only distracted. My business weighs
heavy upon me.”

“Of course, my lord,” she answered, and in her
answer, Benedick felt cold blood-sweat creeping
beneath his tunic. She didn’t believe him, he was
certain of it.

ok 3

Genevieve frowned internally. Such formalities
were so unlike Benedick, especially after all that they
had endured together in the last few weeks. She
wondered what had gone wrong to make him act thus.
Had his mortal wife accused him of infidelity with her?
The very thought was ridiculous, yet the ultimate proof
of its impossibility would also be her death warrant.

w3

Benedick considered his next move carefully, not
wanting to reveal his intentions or resolve. He had
been warned about how clever these creatures were,
and he had innocents in his castle whose safety he had
to consider.

“I, ah, merely wished to see if you would be joining
us. | am sorry to have disturbed you.” He turned away
from her when an idea came to him. He had to be
certain the demon could not get away, yes, and he had
just thought of the perfect place to keep her until such
time as she could be fetched by those who could deal
with her.

“Now I recall why I sought you!” he said with
forced jollity. “I received a most interesting letter from
someone who claims knowledge of one of your brethren.
It is in my study, if you would see it.”

Bright joy came to her eyes, and for a moment,
Benedick thought that perhaps his source had been
mistaken. There was no trace of malice in that smile,
only true happiness, that of a loving sister seeking
information about her lost ones. Perhaps she was as
innocent as she claimed—

“A fine Christmas present, indeed!” she laughed,
and her voice echoed in the chapel. “Thank you, Lord
Benedick! I could not ask for a sweeter gift! Might
L T2

“In my study, on the desk,” he replied, his tongue
feeling thick. Surely demons did not evince such
genuine pleasure and joy over news of lost kin. Surely
his visitors were wrong. There was nothing demonic
in that blissful face—

“Thank you, sir,” she said as she curtsied and then
walked quickly to the chapel door. She pulled it open
and paused. The flickering torchlight behind her created
a strange sort of halo around her head. She smiled
gently and her voice was soft, but no less happy. “God
keep you, Lord Benedick.”

The chapel door swung shut behind her with a
finality that made Benedick jump. He impulsively
crossed himself and whispered, “To save my son — it
is not murder, is it?”

¥ 3

Genevieve did not need to read further than
the first few lines — she had seen the same sort of
letter before, in other places. They began with the
same platitudes and appeals for reason, followed
with warnings, followed with threats and closing
with apologies and no guarantees of safety in the
event that warnings were not heeded. As if she
needed further proof, the seal at the bottom of the
letter damned it as the work of the Tremere.

She hurried out of the study, clasping her hands
tightly before her in an attitude of benevolence,
although it was more to keep them from shaking.
She believed that Benedick must have thought she
would be distracted by such a trick long enough to
spring the trap around her. What had they told him
this time? They often tailored their lies to suit the
situation. It wouldn’t be beyond them to claim that
she was to deliver little Hugh for a blood sacrifice or
seduce his servants for “unspeakable pagan rites.”
She bit her lower lip to distract herself from dwelling
on the matter. Benedick had seemed like such a
sensible man when she had come to his manor for
the first time. He had withstood their threats and
bluster for so long. Did the monsters not even pause
to honor the holiest of days?

Her chamber was in another tower and her belong-
ings were packed, as they always were. Would she be
able to dodge their servants (placed at strategic points
around the castle) long enough to fetch her bundle
and rush out the back door?

“Sister!”

Genevieve felt her breath catch reflexively.
The childish voice belonged to little Hugh, who
had taken a distinct fancy to her in the days following
her arrival. She had so hoped that she wouldn’t see
him before she departed. Swallowing the choking
fear that came to her throat, she turned toward him,
hoping that he wouldn't notice her chilly hands
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and face. Given the circumstances, using blood to
warm herself and flush her face would have been
dangerously wasteful.

Hugh, a dark-haired boy of six, pulled away from
his nurse and rushed to embrace Genevieve around
the waist. “Sister, you have to come hear the singing
for Christmas! The brothers sing so sweet.”

She fought to control rising tears and returned the
hug as much as she dared, bending down over the cap
of his dark hair. “Of course I will, Hugh. I have
something to do for your father first, and then I shall
be along. Go with your nurse and I shall see you then.”

Genevieve caught the nursemaid’s eyes as she
looked up then, and in the mortal woman’s gaze was
something unreadable. For a moment, Genevieve
wondered if it was pity, and she appealed to it.
Perhaps sensing what needed doing, the nursemaid
led Hugh away to the main hall.

Genevieve’s footfalls made a noise no greater
than falling dust as she hurried down one flight of
stairs, in and out of shadowed corners, and up the next
set of stairs. The door gave way quickly, and she took
in the scene from the vague light falling from the
entrance. Her bundle lay just inside the door, ready to
be seized. She snagged it—

And then a viselike grip clamped around her
wrist, nearly breaking it. She screamed and pulled
back into the stairway, fighting the grip on her. No,
it would not end like this! But whoever held her
was determined not to loosen his hold. There was
only one way loose then. Steeling herself, Genevieve
seized the dangling sleeve and pulled the arm (still
seemingly having no owner attached to it) toward
the torch flame beside the door, closing her eyes
briefly so she would not see....

The smell of cooking Cainite flesh sickened
her, but not as much as the unearthly shriek of
agony and rage that accompanied it. Her fingers
had some trouble loosening from the sleeve, for
they cramped from clutching it so tightly, but
Genevieve got away and sped down the stairs. She
hugged the bundle tightly to her chest, as the only
remembrances of her sire and kin were within.

By now, shouts were heard in the castle. They
must have set their servants in a dozen places, and the
shriek had no doubt warned them that she was not
going to be taken easily. She could hear the sounds of
men-at-arms moving, trying to cut off her escape.
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At the bottom of the stairwell stood one of the
servants. “Sister, why are you—" was all the old
woman had time for before Genevieve moved her out
of the way. She could see the great doors of the hall. If
she could just reach them, she would be safe. If she
could just reach them, she would be free.

A dark figure clad in black and silver stepped in
front of her, holding a struggling child. Hugh. The
man was short and slender and wore a heavy silver
chain. He was smiling. “Sister,” he said with a voice
full of malice, “surely you're not going to run off
without seeing Hugh like you promised. Oh, by all
means, continue running. Continue, and I'll tear the
boy’s arms off.”

Genevieve skidded to a halt on the stone floor.
She could hear others spilling into the chamber
behind her, others who had seen the Tremere threat-
ening the boy. “Just don’t hurt him,” she said. “Put
the boy down, and I'll let you take me.” What are
you doing? her mind screamed at her. Will you give
yourself up for just one boy! She took a measured step
forward, and then another one, clutching her precious
parcel to her chest. She saw Benedick, ashen-faced,

at the side of the hall.

“Oh, very good, Sister,” the Tremere said. “Just
walk slowly this way and soon you won't be troubling
Lord Benedick any longer.” She took a step closer, and
another one. The Warlock dropped Hugh to the
ground and offered his hand to her in a mockery of the
courtier’s graceful gesture.

“No!” she screamed and struck the Tremere with
all her might. He staggered back. Hugh ran for her,
screaming her name. Genevieve lifted him to her and
quickly toward the door. The Tremere made as if to
seize her, but Benedick’s crossbowmen trained their
weapons on the Cainite and he reconsidered.

The hall fell silent. The boy clung to her cold
frame and whimpered. “Hugh is going with me, my
gracious host, for at least a little while,” Genevieve
finally said. “I wish him no harm, but I need to ensure
my safety from your...other...guests. Your son will be
returned to you, unharmed, unless he chooses to journey
on with me. I trust you have no objections?”

Benedick’s gaze was ice cold. His eyes wandered
from Genevieve’s face to that of her assailant’s, before
finally settling on the boy. “Milord...” one of his
soldiers said uncertainly. “Shall we—"




“Open the door, and let her go,” Benedick said She was not surprised when she heard fighting
flatly. “And God have mercy on your soul if youdon’t  break out behind her. But she never looked back.
return him.” Neither did Hugh.

“God have mercy on yours, Lord Benedick,”

Genevieve replied, and still holding Hugh, walked
out into the night.

-_—
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For my own part, 1 cannot say how it came to be that I
accepted a commission to be a scrivener to these folk. 1 certainly
never wasan enemy toSaulot’s childer, and T enjoyed familiarity
with several of their number in my youth in Jerusalem. how=
ever, none were particularly close companions, and our
friendships waxed and waned over the years. With the coming
of the Usurpers, though, our intimacies took on a much different
timbre. The last 20 years have found me sadly reckoning those
who had fallen, whether by the hands of the Usurpers or by
those of their tools both Cainite and mortal. T thought long on
the questions I had delayed in asking them, the words that T
had forgotten to speak to them, and it seemed that all things
conspired against me ever having the chance to make good on
those regrets.

Then a strange and marvelous thing occurred three
years ago. A slender youth, fair and fresh in face as a mortal
boy bur several decades past such age, came to my house and
spoke the name of my dearest friend among his clan. My
friend had bethought himself to make record of his clan’s
name and time upon this earth, even as they were scourgzd
out of it. he wished tomake my name known among his clan
as one of trust and honor to whom his clanmates might go
if they wished to make record. The honor was one greatly
unexpected, and I did make the youth welcome that night.
Since that time, I have received countless many unto the
making of such a record, both of Saulot’s line itself and of
their companions and oathmates carrying the tales of those
who had fallen. The record in your hands is but a small
parcel of that which T hold in trust.

Some may question the truth of the contents of this
treatise, owing toa lack of names that 1 can tag onto tales like
trailing ribbons. As for reply, 1 say, what of the tales carried
from battlefields by scribes and bards? They have few names
for the men who fell there in the first rank, and yet we do not
discount those poets for liars. What of the hearth wisdom that
has been passed between men and women, Cainite and kine, for
uncounted years? has aught ever been made to name the
author and speaker of every such word? We Cainites accept
the Book of Nod, as mortals accept the holy Bible or the Torah,
while the question of authors is left to be discussed by men of
greater wisdom than us. Even theyin their fickle wisdom have
given us few answers. It is for the reader to decide if he reads
truth or tale, and all L ask is that he make no quibbles about the
paucity of names within.

It has become custom among some writers to dedicate
their efforts to someone of worthy fame, or to the one who has
been most instrumental in the creation of the work (in ancient
days, o that radiant creature called amuse). 1 had thought the
custom unworthy of keeping until this volume was created at
the direction of my old friend, of whose fate there is no
knowledge. Therefore, to this old and dear friend, Trisala,
grandchilde of Saulot, and in remembrance of the warm lotus—
drowsy nights in Ujjain, I set my hand and my effores.

Simon ben=Yaakov
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First, know that even within the Salubri, there are
divisions. Even the most cursory look at the structure of the
clan reveals one, possibly two, deep divisions. First and
foremost is the demarcation between what can only be called
“castes,” and there are either two or three of those. The best
known, of course, are the healers, who are the Salubri that
the Tremere would have us believe to be evil, blasphemous
creatures of darkness. Beside them are self-styled warriors —
those who strike back at the Usurpers and hunt the infernal
Baali through the dark places of the world.

There also may, or may not be, a third caste of Salubri,
who call themselves “watchers.” They are not held in high
regard by their siblings in the blood. While the habits and
skills of the healers and warriors are reasonably well-known,
almost nothing is known of these watchers, save for the
scraps | have been able to gather and present here.

On CasTtomMm

The Salubri have always been a deeply solitary clan.
Since the days of Enoch, they have preferred solitude and the
open road to one another’s company, save when it came to
companies of warriors searching for bloody constraint, or to
sires teaching their childer. They occasionally gathered in
the past, but they have not done so in any great number since
the beginning of the Tremere persecution. They fear that a
gathering of Salubri would make a rich catch for the Usurpers,
and so they scatter themselves to the four winds. When one
is unlucky enough to be caught, she cannot betray her
clanmates (even unintentionally) if she does not know
where they are.

WHAY OF THE
WHRRIOR

Though many were the tales brought to me from regard-
ing the warrior caste of Saulot’s childer, I am most indebted
to Nuriel, Kadiel and Scatha-Columbkille who spoke with
me at great length and detail upon this subject. The writings
of Nuriel and the narrative of Scatha were so thorough that
any further tales brought to me have been as gilding the lily.

For all that I have vowed to protect my guests by
giving little description or mention of them, I believe that
Scatha-Columbkille requires particular mention. Hailing
from Hibernia, this female warrior chose her names from
a famous woman warrior of her land and from one of her
country’s early saints. She was easily as tall as her male
companions, and I witnessed her duel against an intrud-
ing Ventrue to the point where her foe nearly fell into the




slumber of the grievously wounded. This she did, I might
add, without making use of her clan’s Discipline (which
she had deemed to be unnecessary and, therefore, dishon-
orable against so puny a foe). Kadiel claimed that Scatha
had been granted leave to bear arms and drive the chariot
of one of the kings of her native country, although he was
not specific about the time when this great honor oc-
curred. Scatha herself was somewhat vague about when
she had been Embraced (in great part because Hibernian
time-keeping and our own method have something of a
disagreement), but based on her recollections, it was
sometime around 700 Anno Domini.

By way of introduction I say this: Had Samiel never
been a stubborn childe, the warriors should not have ever
graced this world. They owe their caste and the creation
of their unlives to him. They are the flower of his wish to
inflict on the unrighteous the wounds that his brethren
healed, and by that, they are the flowering of the seeds
planted by Saulot and Caine.

To be a warrior of the Salubri is far different than to
be one of the animal Gangrel, the bragging Brujah or
even the stoic Ventrue. Any beast may take up arms and
swing wildly in the direction of one’s target, striking
something eventually. Even a blind lion sometimes makes
akill, after all. A beast may eventually obtain cunning to

harry his enemies, but he is still a beast in the end. To be
one of Samiel’s own requires not that one’s cunning or
strength be foremost, nor that one carry some tattered
banner of an ideal or honor. It demands a mix of all that
makes a warrior, a priest and a man, brought together,
wrought and quenched in the blood of their sires. They
strive each night for this, and demand no less from their
childer. Indeed, in these terrible days, they must demand
it even more.

THE TIME OF THE WHRRIOR

I am Nuriel, childe of Akhraziel, and [ do set here my
hand and words. At my left hand is Kadiel, childe of Dokiel,
and at my right is Scatha-Columbkille, childe of Baradiel,
who place their sword-hands upon these pages and swear to
the truth spoken within.

The caste of the warrior finds its origins in the time
of Enoch, perhaps earlier, when Samiel, childe of Saulot,
rebelled against his lot as a placid healer. He worked no
great malice, nor brought harm, but found that the ways
of study and quiet works were not to his liking. Why
Saulot chose to Embrace a childe with a restive spirit so
opposed to the temperaments of his other childer remains
a mystery to many, yet it is one that should not be
questioned for its wisdom. It has been suggested that
Saulot was planning for a time ahead, perhaps following




the guidance granted by one of his visions. Other stories
claim that Samiel at first followed the Salubri way, and
only later did his spirit chafe under its bridle. However it
happened, Saulot gave Samiel over to train with the likes
of Brujah and Gangrel, thinking that only in the company
of warriors would Samiel find his contentment.

Samiel is said to have grown strong and able under
his tutors, leaving his sire’s side as a discontented, undis-
ciplined childe and returning a blooded, wise young
warrior. Stories tell that he wrestled beasts, diverted the
flow of a river and was left without arms or clothing to
survive for 30 days in the wastes of Nod. The tales about
how he gathered his band to him and trained them are as
plentiful as stars in the sky, but it was also said that Samiel
had 15 warriors at his side when the fatal events of the
vale of Gehenna came to pass.

[A note to the curious: Scatha related several tales
of Samiel that seemed to favor the Fenian cycle in their
telling, which T have preserved elsewhere. Though the
notion of a warrior being tested in the seeking of
companions and a companion being tested to join so
great a warrior is not confined solely to hibernia; 1
suspect that were I to inquire of a German warrior, a
Tuscan one and one from Russia, I would hear stories
about Samiel that sound much like the finest warrior
cycles from those lands.]

The tale of the vale of Gehenna has been passed into
our hands thus. There had been many dread whispers
come to Enoch about the creation of a cult of foul
infernalists who made tithe and obedience to the dark
powers. And there was great fear that these infernal
servants might wax powerful enough to attack Enoch
unto her very walls. There was also grave counsel made
and given, and Samiel charged four of his bravest warriors
to go forth and investigate the matter. This process was
done and the nights passed in endless succession for
nearly two waxings and wanings of the moon before there
was word of their fate returned unto Samiel.

Of the four who had departed, only one returned, and
he was near madness with hunger and terror. He was tended
by a healer who was childe of his grandsire’s lineage, but it
was some time before he could speak.

When he did speak, it was to tell a tale of stolen blood
and horror such as to make Tzimisce himself flinch in
remembrance of the fallen. When the sorry record had
played itself out, we had word that two of our own had been
diablerized by the vermin who named themselves Baali, and
the dread-haunted messenger himself chose to end his life by
embracing the sun.

Saulot grew enraged that his grandchilder had been
so ill-used and he demanded that war be made upon the
Baali in return for the stolen blood, and lest the monsters
use their new power to create such horrors as had never
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been visited upon the earth. It is said that there was much
amazement at the change in Saulot’s countenance, but of
all his brethren, only Malkav gave him comfort and did
not chide him for his choice. Samiel and his warriors,
standing with an assembled force of every clan, descended
into the valley of Gehenna bearing the blessing of his sire
and the breath of his great-grandsire.

It is not for me to describe the Baali Wars, to speak of
the actions of the devils, or of the sacrifices made, or of
the suffering both inflicted and endured. This is a tale I
leave for others more gifted with words than myself. What
remains to tell after the bloody conflict is simple: We
suffered the loss of Samiel himself, and of over half his
followers. Those left behind at first wished nothing from
unlife, and the grief of their grandsire gave them no
comfort or courage. Saulot spent much time closeted with
his sorrow, allowing no visitors (save Malkav and a much-
loved childe known as Rayzeel), and the remaining warriors
were downcast.

[t is said that one who had been named Uriel by Samiel
found the writings of Samiel, which then became the
warriors’ Code. Thus Uriel, named for the angel of the sun,
took up the mantle laid down to lead the warriors who would
follow. All who now follow the warrior path of the Salubri
can trace their lineage back to one of these five grandsires —
Uriel, Za'aphiel, Ezrael, Aariel and Gabriel. But for these
five grandsires, the warriors might have languished and
faded in the icy night of Saulot’s grief.

Following the Code of Samiel, the warriors grew numer-
ous, and betook themselves to travel across the lands, seeking
teachers of the arts of war that they might strive to learn.
They sought students in these lands and Embraced them in
the way of the Code, teaching them as they themselves were
instructed as childer. In this slow fashion were the ranks of
the warriors replenished, and they did grow to a number
much greater than had been under Samiel’s time. Many did
bethink themselves that Saulot had somewhat less joy in
that which his childe had wrought than he might once have
had, for his childe could see it not.

When there are fine warriors, there will be war for
them, and thus it was for our grandsires. They stood
against the Lammites in the land of Cana, against the
Assyrians on the hot plains of that land, against the
worshippers of Moloch in the river valley, and when there
were no mortal wars requiring their aid, the warriors
sought the Baali and gave them no peace or surcease until
the evil ones were forced far from the homes of good folk.
Thus passed the years in teaching and blooding the
young, in standing against the enemies made, and in the
telling of the old tales, until the Wicked Night.

Here endeth this tale.

[Conflict seems to draw the warriors like moths to
light, less for the joy of battle and the ring of arms as




is the Brujah way, than for the need of a cause, of a
wrong to make right. Samiel’s descendants’ devotion
to their chosen cause, their faith or even a patron saint
is deep and unswerving. Should a warrior fall away
from his path, there is no doubt that he is a creature of
deepest misery and greatest danger, for he has nothing
to lose should he fall further.]

The CHOOSING

In the meeting and speaking of the warriors, | have
found very little principle regarding how they are chosen
for their caste and Embraced. Some attracted their sires
during their mortal knightly training, while others were
plucked from the dying of the battlefield as if by strange
Valkyries. Nuriel has told the tale of his Embrace, which
would seem that he was chosen after he stood against his
sire-to-be while defending a temple of Mithras. Some had
almost no skill in arms, while others were accomplished
mortal warriors long before taking up the path of Samiel.
The latter has seemed to be the way among the youngest
of the brood, such as Kadiel, who saw his last battles as a
mortal on crusade to the Holy Land.

[ am bound by the presence of Scatha-Columbkille that
a word be said about female warriors in the line of Samiel.
Neither Kadiel nor Nuriel would speak much about the
subject, for reasons I am not quite certain of. Scatha said that
she had met only one other woman wartrior during her
travels, but had heard little on Samiel’s doctrine regarding
the Embrace and training of the gentler sex. Finally, one of
ancilla age consented to my questions, but only if I should
not give his name. His words follow:

“‘Gamiel never bade that females be blooded as his
own, but neither did he forbid it, and thus it has come as
we have traveled that we have encountered worthy
women who bore arms when there were not men to do so
or when the men found them worthy of this. Those who
are blooded of the caste are often of no inconsiderable skill
or age, as many of this time find it undesirable to offer a
blooded woman to serve Samiel and our cause.”

Indeed, Scatha gave me no cause to question if the
women were trained more lightly than males, for I did see
her make practice with others in the fresh evening hours,
and very often she stood her ground and gave little to any
opponent. She did say that some Cainites of other clans
would not receive or train a woman, even when she bore
letters of greeting from her sire. Of these, she spoke of a few,
saying only that she had been refused admittance to a Greek
Brujah training hall and two Ventrue keeps. She found it a
great wonder that some of these who refused her claimed
that they did so at the directive of God, whose priests in this
time forbade that a woman should bear arms.

While there is no single sort of person who is most
likely to stand with the warriors, | have come to discern
certain facets of spirit that seem to me to be touched upon
more often:

e Firstly, there is some skill of arms, however
rudimentary. Some have said that they were children
playing with swords in the family’s yard when they were
first approached, albeit in accordance with Saulot’s
dictates, they were not brought under the Embrace until
many years had passed.

® Secondly, there is conviction of spirit, even if that
conviction is to say one truly knows nothing. Rarely have
[ found a warrior who is indecisive or hesitant upon a
matter; even if he is wrong, he holds to that stance with
a grip like a hawk’s talons until he is otherwise shaken
from it.

e Thirdly, there is often a restive nature to the spirit
that seeks direction and calling. Some Salubri have claimed
that they were unaware of such until their Embrace. This
wanderlust of the soul has often been called the Precept
of Samiel, especially if it manifests among the healers of
the clan.

e Fourthly, all have seen battle in some form, whether
as children watching from a distance or by standing in its
very center. | have never yet met a warrior who came to his
first experience of battle after the Embrace or blooding.

s Fifthly, some receive a direct calling. This is less
common, but some of the finest warriors do speak of
visions, dreams or other means by which they were called
to this life.

TuE TRAINING

Of those who were my guests, Kadiel was the closest
to ayouth, newest from his blooding and training. “Youth,”
however, is a term I do not prefer using for him, as he, like
so many of his peers, had grown strangely old before his
time due to the horrors of the hunt against him and his
clan. At Nuriel’s direction, he set down the tale of his own
training. Kadiel’s words might well belong to many other
neonates of the clan, or so says Scatha, who claimed that
with but a few changes it could easily be a tale of her own
training. Here is his tale:

I “Kadiel of the line of Aariel. do herewith set down
the account of my training by the directive of “Nuriel.

Upon my FEmbrace. my sire instructed me in the
ways of the Cainites, of our history as a people and of
the lineage of the clan. Even as I studied this. I was
4iven my first lessons in the art of the sword. Though
T Was trained as a soldier by the grace of my mortal
birth, my sire did deem that I must relearn under his
tutelage. for without these new lessons, T should not be
able to learn further. As I made progress. I was taught
the rudiments of Valeren and my other Disciplines. and
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made to practice them even as Idd spar with my sire and
master. When I was not within the practice hall. T was
in the library or chapel receiVing instruction on our
philosophies and the Code of Samiel.

I was three years into my training as a neonate
when my sire deemed that T must take up study with
another — a “Brujah elder whose hand had been on each
childe of my sire and whom my sire counted as comrade
and peer. I made my way to this worthy's hall. and he
called on me to stand and deliver before I could present
myself. Though it might have been a small matter for me
to defend myself before. I had unlearned much of my old
ways with the sword. and thus came before him as if a
child with a stick. I was nearly struck down. but he held
off the final blow and raised me to my feet, saying that
it Was his Way to test all those who came beneath his
roof that he might best know how to teach them.

If T had thought that my sire was a difficult master
who expected much of me. the “Brujah elder proved to be
all this and twice more besides. Not content to instruct
me in War and the art of arms. but also in philosophy and
scholarship. he tested me in games of chess followed by
long chases through the forests surrounding his hall. By
my own admission. T Was a stubborn pupil at times, and
though my sire had given him leave to beat me should T
prove recalcitrant or otherwise undesirable as a student.
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my master found it more profitable to let my folly
thrash me when I fell to one of his students in the
fighting ring.

After a year of this tutelage. my sire Visited the
hall to gauge my progress and determined that T was fit
to begin the next time of training — the time of the
testing. I had heard that this was when the unfit were
winnowed from the ranks. for those who failed at their
tests of ten did not survive their failures. I should sin to
elaim that T accomplished all of my tests without error
or misstep. but likewise should I sin to claim that T made
no successes except through my sive's charity. Far more
important than the success of physical accomplishment
or of strain endured Without weeping was the moment
that had come upon me when I wWas alone in the wastes
for a single night without arms or clothing, there to
meditate upon Samiel. Saulot and the task that lay
before me. I am not blessed with a sage's tongue nor a
healer's joy. and thereby. I shall not sully what T ¥ see
with clumsy. halting description. T only know that all
Was made clear to me regarding the wWarriors and my
place among them.

T continued for the next two years in training that
built upon the lessons of the first. whether of religion
or tactics or history. 1 Was even taught to write.
whereas I had only been able to read text before. and in




several tongues, such as Latin, French. Hebrew and the
ancient tongue of Enoch. As I gained command of this
| lust tongue, my sire and I spoke it often to exclusion of
all others.

[This 1 have noted, that when Salubri encounter each
other and wish to speak in private, they use the €nochian
tongue. Should they find one among them who did not learn
the language, they may spcak in hebrew and make all due
haste to teach the ignorant one. As €nochian seems to have
become a dead and forgotten language among the greater
number of Cainites, the Salubri have found a fine means of
speech with which to ensure their privacy.]

In summation. seven Years were taken to train me
properly as a Warrior of Samiel's line. “When my sire
deemed that I had met his satisfaction in all things, T
was taken to my blooding. “But let none imagine that a
warrior's learning ends upon the moment of his blooding.
for even now, I do take study with those Warriors of
other Lands to learn their arts and hear how they make
war — just as 1 teach those who would hear upon my
own skills.

I made query of Kadiel if he did intend to raise up his
own childer in this fashion, and he replied that he would,
and he would spare them not, for a lazy or soft warrior
brought no good to the line. He made no mention if he had
Embraced any at the time when he and I spoke.

THE Broobine

The blooding remains one of the greatest mysteries
among those of the caste, and one of greatest personal
privacy. Scatha-Columbkille likened it to the ecstasy of a
saint or the wedding night between a newly betrothed
couple — unfit for the eyes of others. She would not speak
of it for anything before me. Likewise Nuriel would not talk
of his experience, but deemed it a moment even deeper than
the Embrace. Kadiel made small talk upon it, but told me
nothing of any consequence.

In the end, I received the greatest portion of knowl-
edge on this subject from an old squire who had brought
me his late master’s journals. The man, a mortal of some
50 years, wept to recall it, as much for the loss of his
master as for the remembrance of what he had hoped he
might one day receive as well.

Here follows the excerpt regarding the blooding of
Sulien de Lessen, later called Nathaniel and childe of Israel.

‘T was brought toa clearing in the woods, bearing my
armor and arms. My sire did bid me to strip tomy skin and
lay out all that I had brought with me upon the ground at
his feet. This I did, and then we did pray for some hours.
The night around us was of great stillness, without sound
of bird or beast to disturb. The sky above was litonly with
the thousand stars of the firmament, and though the
night was of exceeding clearness, it was cold.

- contained in this have |

Tue CoDE OF SAMIEL

Many warriors spoke of this text, which is said to

detail nightly conduct in war and peace. I have been
unable to discern when the text itself was likely

written, but it must have been completed before the

Baali Wars if Samiel did indeed write the entir
ocument. [t seems more likely that Samiel wrote o

dictared certain sections, while Uriel and his coterie

. finished the work.

Central to this codex is a section that is believed

~ to be required for the proper blooding of any Salubri
- warrior. Those who could most likely tell what was

ince passed on, and the

~ eldest find their memories giving them strange trouble

in these days. The most enduring legends claim that
Samiel received direct dictation from Michael,
commander of the Heavenly Host, and was further
commanded that he should purify his warriors by certain

means. Whether such is true or not, those elders who

did receive their blooding by Michael’s word report

that the act was less about the shedding of the first

physical blood, but rather the acceptance of spiritual

sacrifice as well. It was described thusly to me:

“# was at once terribly aware of mu unliving state, and
uct 4 had licele conceen for it. iy spivit scemed to open, and
the wound on it made bu my Embrace was whipped into
blecding. Then did something greater than musclf offer me to
dvink, bidding me that 3 should do so and without frar. This
ddid, and it was as though 7 had been brovght to the Embrace

bu cocrn thing 4 did hold sacred to musclf.”

Over the ensuing years, the Code was copied for

the use of other warriors when they created and blooded

childer, bur just as often have those copies been lost ¢

destroyed, at least since the beginning of the Usurpers’
hunts. More importantly, those who were blooded by

the Code and wise in its ways have also been destroyed.

Alternate means of the blooding ritual were created,
but one cannot help but suspect that the childer of

~ these lesser bloodings are not learning what Samiel
- would have wished them to, and that they are somehow

“lesser” as a result.

Most of the warriors believe the true Code to be

largely lost to them, although they search for it no
differently than some scholars might hunt for the Book

of Nod or for parchments of the Gospels. To these

Salubri, the Code is their heritage as a caste and the
inheritance of their childer. Without it, they may .
blunder along as best as they can, but they believe it is
unlikely that Samiel would find their work pleasing.
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"My sire then ordered me to stand in a circle he had
prepared and walked around me with great care, asking
questions of my training and knowledge. If T misspoke or
hesitated, he would grant me a single lash. It was test of
myrage, Lknew, and I held it with all strength and effort.
he SPokc ‘to me in €nochian, then in hebrew, and 1
responded in kind. Above all, I knew that T must hold my
rage and not allow it bridle me, for such would Surcly be
a failure of all that 1 had learned.

“I bled from 10 lashes, and the smell of my blood was
asincense upon the air. Though] was staggcr:d,] did not
bend. Thereupon my sire called me to recite the codex he
had taught me, which 1 did without blemish or error.
When I had finished, he said, “Who are you, who claims
that you will hold this Code as dear as your own life=
blood? Who are you that would serve the Lord and be
numbered as of Samiel’s lincage(?" he asked not for my
birth name, but for that by which I should be known until
world’s end, the name by which Samiel should summon
me forth from my grave. Though 1 had given the marter
much thought in the time before, 1 could not recall the
name 1 had chosen for myself. Then, as if from a distant
place, 1 heard the voice of my father in my ear, which did
say, ‘Let him be called Nathaniel.” Surely this was a sign
of good fortune and a blessing, and 1 did say it to my sire.
My sire traced a sign in the air and said, “Then be thou
Nathaniel, and speak tome thy Code asa warrior should.”
This 1 did, and my sire said, “Be thou childe of my blood
and brother of my sword. 1 shall stand with thee, back to
back, against all who wish us ill and shall be with thee in
the hosts ere Judgment Day.” I made the same oath unto
him, and then my wound began to overwhelm me.

My sire brought forth a wineskin of vitae, which 1
drank, and 1 closed my lashes by mine own will. 1
dressed and rearmed, and we returned to our haven as
daylight began to lighten in the east. The next night,
when we encountered a Cainite lord of the Ventrue
line, my sire did say to him, “This is my brother and
childe of my blood, Nathaniel.”

Tuose WHO FIGHT

[ was given a few names of legendry beyond those who
consented to speak with me. I cannot say how many still
walk the earth, though I do believe that many have elected
to conceal themselves, less to preserve themselves than to
safeguard Samiel’s legacy.

Yael, described to me by Scatha, is said to be even older
than she, having perhaps been Embraced during the time of
the Greeks. She was described as a woman of graceful form,
strong but slender and like a deer. She came from lands far
to the north, from a group of horse-herders among whom she
had great favor as a warrior and archer. Yael apparently
learned both paths of Valeren and performed both with
great skill, to the dismay of many infernalists. There is much

CLANBOOK: SALUBRI

~

concern for her, as her concerted crusade against the Baali
and their mortal followers has drawn not only the ire of those
monsters, but also the wrath of their infernal masters.

Hershel was a German youth, barely out of pagehood
when he nearly fell on the battlefield while carrying his
master’s standard. His sire, fighting nearby, received a
mysterious summons to save the boy. He did. The Embrace
was delayed for some years until Hershel was of proper age
and size to receive mortal knighting. Like some of his peets;
Hershel refused to accept the Tremere’s crusade against his
clan, and he continues as one of their staunchest and mos
cunning enemies, harrying their attempts to build chantries
in his native land.

Oreniel al-Noor is deseribed by Kadiel as having been
a man of considerable age when he was chosen for the
Embrace, a retired soldier of Persian blood. He had sough
the path of the ascetic in the last years of his life, but he
returned to give assistance to his people when they faced
invasion. Another warrior was much amazed by the old
soldier’s skills of tactics and command, and that he could
still heft a sword as a commander should. Upon being first
approached for the Embrace, al-Noor refused, nor did he
accept the second time he was asked. In all;, he was
approached three times, but upon the third time, he
accepted, claiming that he had had a vision of an angl
seated in a pine tree who bade him to accept the offer. He
is believed to dwell in Persia, teaching the next generation
of young warriors the old arts of tactics and strategy.

TuE WHARRIOR AND GOLCONDA

The Salubri way of seeking Golconda creates a quandan
in those who consider it from the outside. It would seem to
be ironic — even anathema to the very notion — that 4
warrior who sleeps with blooded sword might seek and find
that blessed state. | have made query to those warriors wha
came to me, and of these, I received an answer from onlj
Scatha-Columbkille, which I here transcribe:

“The blessing of Golconda is not so strange to us as yo
think. What is Golconda, but to balance the raging of the
Beast with the thought of Man? To a warrior, it regards
bringing balance to the heart, which drives the blood int
the sword=arm. We do not kill for sport, nor do we engage
in the hunting of beasts unless for sustenance, our own of
that of our mortal neighbors. We do not sup from our fallen
enemies, for such is anathema. It is one thing to speak d
one's deeds, but another to boast heedlessly, and this second
is anathema. We do not engage in needless savagery of
pillage upon victory, for this is the way of beasts and devils;
We do what must be done, but take no joy in slaughter.”

T asked if there ever came a time when the warrior putup
the sword to take up the path of Golconda, and Scatha said unll i
“There are some that do so.”

I should ask further, but prudence grants forbearancé
upon the subject. It would seem from that said that many



FALLEN ANGELS

These words are bu the hand of Naricl, childe of Akhrazicl.

J write of thest with a steadu hand but an uncasy heart.

Thep are brechren of mine, blood of mu father and claim descent
from Samicl, as do & and mine. As Raphacl must acknomlcdge
his Rinship with Lucifer, so do A acknowledge mine with those
who have followed Lucifer's path.
i At began upon the diablerizing of Sanlot. s word of the
- ratastrophe spread among us, there was a great welter of
confuscd noiscs and clashing thoughts. The healers exhorced
us to remember the words of Saulot in his last vision, of how
he had spoken of his death; for us to act thuslo was to ignore
those words and bring shame upon his memorn. Some of the
sages among us agreed with them, while others said that we
must look upon this coent as uouths lcaving the homes of their
parents. e of the warriors are not so skilled in patience as
some might wish, and there was a call to cleaoe from the
Tremere that which thew had stolen from s, Were we not
warriors: Did we not have the strength of atm and heart to do
802 Calmer minds interoencd, claiming that a slanghter would
be a shaming lcgacy to gift oor father with. Some listencd,
some did not.

‘Thosc who did not listen said that they would take back
what the thicving Wsorpers stole, and tear from them all that
thew had pilfered like cutporses in a street. They mere led by
two descended of Saricl's line who renounced their names and
chose instead to call themseloes by the names of fallen angels,
and they vowed that they would rather dic in greatest damna-
tion, lost from hope of Golconda, if it meant that thew might
bring any 2surper with them to suffering. The did not go so
far to renounce their bloading, but thew spoke such blasphemy
upon their departure that 3 wonder that onr First Sire did not
Tisc up in rage to smite them.

A do not know 1f thew haoe done as the fallen before them
did and sought infeenal incervention. Those who chose to
follow them were small in nomber, and thew have not been seen
since their departore from our councils. Their waus present s
with the gravest of questions: 3f they haoe fallen compleeely
into infernalism, then we must slap them as our blooding and
our history demands. 130t as our numbers Grow o few, to slaw
them may mean that we slay ourscloes, for no Salubri shall lift
hand against kin. 3t may be that we must answer chis question
in the daus to come.

Saulot grant us wisdom to choose wisclu.

warriors do not reach the blessed state, if for no other reason
than there is never time enough to lay aside the sword.

Tue Days To CoME

In these days, the warriors stand at an impasse, uncertain
whether to advance or retreat. They are not so numerous that
they may stand against the Usurpers and make open war on
them, and yet none can let the insult of Saulot’s Amaranth
and their clan’s decimation go without answer. For each
strike made against the Usurpers, another Salubri ventures
too far into open ground and pays the ultimate price. How-
ever, every Salubri death is answered as quickly as possible
with a chantry burned, a Usurper destroyed or a pawn broken.
Above all, the warriors fear that by this crusade against the
Tremere, their work against the infernal is incurably inter-
rupted. As their numbers are decimated, the remaining
warriors grow frantic with rage and despair. They seek to
channel this fury into useful deeds and find their works
turned against them. Where is safe haven for them, when
even the Church so many sought refuge in is used as weapon
against them?

Nuriel spoke of the oaths of hospitality among the
Tzimisce, and that the binding of these things had made for
safety for many among the warriors. He gave little other
news on the matter, save that the eastern reaches, amid the
forests and icy lakes of the Carpathians, might prove to be
more hospitable to his clan than others might suspect. He
gave a puzzling clue to the matter: “Orestes and Athena.” As
I have yet to entertain one of the Fiends here, I cannot ask
them of the matter, and must instead turn to Hesiod and
ABschylus, who give me little aid.

THE SONG OF THE
HEALER .

I have been fortunate enough to have four healers as
guests in my home, but it is a poor number indeed if one
listens to legends of how numerous such Cainites once were.
The tales suggest that there once were far more healers than
there are now, but that they have fallen to the Usurpers as
wheat before the scythe. One young healer who called
herself Genevieve brought light to these caverns for the first
time in centuries with the lightness of her spirit, while an
elder man translated texts of mine from his own.memory of
reading them as a youth. They were not only bringers of
health, but repositories of wisdom as to startle even those
who fancy themselves well-learned (though this may be but
an elderly Cainite’s fancy, tricked into bloom by that rarest
of all gifts: amenable company).

A trait I found most remarkable in many of the
healers I was able to meet was that most believed it their
duty to care for the broken body and for the injured soul
as well. Whether in the sweet voice of Genevieve or in
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the deft touch of a woman who sought to mend a page of
a prized text that a so-called Artisan had torn in his
research. These hunted ones make themselves allies and
friends among those who are most often friendless among
the clans, such as the childer of Malkav and Nosferatu.
Likewise, their travels often take them among those
whom the mortal world has chosen to scorn, such as Jews
or among those the Church has deemed to be heretics.
They often do themselves great injury. A warlord of a city
who has taken a disliking to the Lepers and attempts to
roust them from his city may crush a healer along the way,
while a mortal king driving Jews from his lands may be
unaware of the Cainites who shelter among them.

It is a sad thing to note that I received most of the
stories and tales of the healers from others, rather than
from the lips of the healers themselves. Only a bare
handful have come to my sanctum; the rest arrived only
in a manner of speaking — via parchments and through
the tales of bards and oathmates.

Tue HEaALER’S RoAD

The account presented here is the work of an elder who
came to my sanctum four years ago. While I have made some
annotations in light of more recent news, the words remain
her own for the most part. She was remarkably well-traveled
and as well-learned in the holy scriptures of Hindu, the
Torah and the Buddha as she was in the Holy Bible. Her
scholarship was remarkable for a woman of her time,
Embraced near the end of her life some 300 years earlier, and
she did say that she could never have imagined such changes
to herself during her mortal life.

Al these /ﬁl'ngJ G account came fmm lhe /earn:'ny of my
sire an(/["am hiss sire geﬁ:re bim. T do present them as Jq‘ff fo
the most g[arrbus God.

Tlhere are few slories of the time in Enoct thal arenof. feyeno/,
bul il is /éyend}'y as ,f the TBible or the greaf fexls cf India. That
#s fo say, the feyenaf 45 our own and we allow i fo be [eyend; bult il s
the slorres thal Grow up fmm lhe seeds of Lrulh,

Our fa!ﬁer, Saulol, was said fo be a _yousz’ af the Second
G[{'y, wise in the ways of medicine and feaﬁhy, and, possessing

unusual lalents. On[y small ﬁ'aymen!.r af memory reyaro(fr.'_g

4is descriplion remain, and of lhese, many conlradicl one

anollrer. All agree lhal bis bair fe!f past bis shoulders, per-

Eap.s dark like the peaple of those lands, and (hal e was nof
exceplionally tall] and that to look info firs eyes was lo look into

greal wells of peace. Gt bhas been sard that Fatber Gaine saw

bim working in the frelds, lending sick animals, and gy this, @

his _g'enlfeness and | finc//:y nafure, did Gaine call| ﬁar one of his

childer lo y.r)[/ bim wilh the Embrace. His nalure did nof
ch ange wilh the Embrace, and because af Lhirs, Father Caine

fepi‘ hiim close fo fis side. There was [ittle feafou.sy among the

otber brethren, far Sawulot did not board his _yooo/ /Ezuor, and
be shared many Fkindnesses wilh (hem (" esp ecia[é( wilh hirs

brother TMalkav /
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[ had heard similar tales from clders of other clanill
specifically that Saulot was one of Caine's favorites by his’
nature, his wisdom and some quality that Caine found pleasing,
1 have often wondered, given the legend of our progenitor, if
Saulot did not remind Caine of his lost brother Abel.]

Upon the Embrace, Saulof soughl lo bring powers of grealer]
Eeafzhy lo bear. We believe that he crealed lhe gifls of Ualeren
fmm biis own blood aﬂmem the Ieaaﬁr}{gs r)f elders easl r)f the cﬂy. i
These be /auy.é./ fo olbers be &mgraceof; and’ a‘fey bore hese|
powersno O(V//-_e.(‘en/fj/ than lhe speeof andstren 5!/157 of the z)’ru/bfar
the .sfapecﬁanjrzhji af the gmgre[ :chmy these elders and!
mysf;'cs, hielearned cerfainmanners of meditation and) 'p wvﬁ'ca/rbn" g
of the spiril. When Eeneyﬁ.’c/ecf these praclices, he discovered ihal
bis y,ﬁ’s became s/rcmyefy wa.rpecf and would not oo as be willed)
them. His childer were less susceplible, buf fﬁey foo found thal
the ey must beep their discipline  pure, les! {heir powers fa[f preyla
evrl’ fhfﬁzeace.s.

7561’6(1}?3!‘, Saulof maintained that he and firs childer muil
[follow certain practices of purily, meditation and. Jpz)‘tfua/;'{'y if the:
5744’.9 of Carne were to be fep/ fmm laint and nigurly. From lhese!
commandments and .s[uo@'es, we do believe thal the f!k-.r/ slones an.
Me roa(ffo 90[6'0{20(3 aere [azif!fé;mn. anafer /f;e deyi:i of our
f:::/fer, we conlinued and pma:perea{ Ict.ﬁhy up roles as myslics,
bealers, augurs or those who lended he berds.

Thse third eye that we bear is said to bave been a necessary.
Iﬁ}hy, wﬁm@ we saw info the olher worlds, lhe lands af the soul
cmff [52 pr]‘tf!‘ea.&ms‘. @My we cannol woné. Juczg wana{ers now. _[7 a{:'
nof knoa.

[This is another thing that I have heard from elders of
other clans. Some have targeted the third eye as the
impetus for the slaughter of the Salubri, as supposedly it is
proof that the powers of Saulot’s childer do not come from
Caine, but rather from some foul source in the E€ast. Such
scholars furcher cite the fact that the Baali laired in the
€ast in those days, conveniently ignoring the fact that the
human infernalist cult from which Baali sprang do not
appear in textor tale for another several hundred years after
the time of €noch. Likewise, there is lictle mention of where |
exactly Saulot went on his journeys, save that he was seen
heading east. Based on discussions with a companion of |
mine, Trisala, it scems most likely that Saulot went into the |
lands across the Indus, at least at first. however, it isa
strange suggestion that perhaps we did not learn all our
gifts from Caine, nor that Caine possessed all of ours. After
all, there is no tale that ever ascribes to Caine the use of
Valeren, or makes the claim that he was versed in the
wizardly works of the Usurpers.

From accounts of the Malkavians and Nosferatu, it |
seems that the Salubri had something of a reputation as
mystics long before Saulot’s famous trances. This fact is not

entirely unusual — medicine and religion have a long |
|




conjoined history, and tales from Babylon and the Bible
recount prayers made and the occasional sacrifice to God to
ensure a good outcome in affairs of physick.]

The coming of the warriors was nof recerved's w:wrlnfé//emofjb oy
r/r.tr:}?y those n;_'yf!’& a/;'ef' Saulol’s f:}‘.s‘f Journey. A number of
Salubri )grumffeof thal Samiel was mere/y bilter and discon-
fen/eof and that be was ocvlvczj'oﬁhed’ asa maywaraf childe should be.
DBt Saulot allowed this to be, and 1t was fﬁefefore decreedthal we
should abide b_ry such, Some féareJ that 5}« af[otw}zy ourselves tobe
frained, f;pr aar, we would be consumed @ . Others conlinued fo
s[ucfy their yzﬁ\r of Ifea[[n'g, but in new ways that would Jeﬂe/;'/
warriors, while Samielcreated. ‘qﬁs lhat mirroredife powers (:/E's
sire and bretbiren, meant fo deal deatt as we deall [1/e

The Baali Warswerea p/ayue upontheland, like lhe 5&'}6[3
oisited upon Syyp/ in lhe book of Enodus. Some were reluctant to
stand upon the freld agarns! the zhférna/}ls/s, bul others yoaa@af
lhem, C/Eu}'m}:y that zf we frad nof lhe stomach fo lake the ﬁ'efo{
would the other clans do sof Whal ‘grealer spur could be pulfo Lhe
sides of the Uentrue, lhe S‘izzgyreg than o see the faﬂ’ﬁ and
A‘[reny!ﬁ‘ of the healers as banners upon lhese dark pfaz'n.s.? So
many healers and warriors came, and, /;zw [eﬁ". The bealers were
cul down as /ﬁey wordked, aﬂen withoul _guarr/ aroundtbhem, or /ﬁey
dred thal their cﬁ’cuye.s mz'yﬁ/ Live.

The loss af so many of hiis brood a:ez'yﬁeo/ yrea/{y upon
Saulol. T am ftold that e closeled 51'mseﬂ" for many afay.s,
a//bm[ny oanz/ %ayzeef and somelimes his brother MMalkav fo
come lo bim. HHe would not come to the pfa:‘n atbere the faffen
had fczzh, wanafen'ny on{y in the darfness o/'ﬁr's mind and
spirrl. Such was bis ynr'ef lhal il geyan fo posson Ais yﬁs, and
the Beast roiled within A.{'m, seekin g escape. Some fea:reof
that he m.{'y}gf do A/'mse[f or ofhers fnjury in bis madness.
hen, one ru'ylﬁ’, bhe tﬁsappeax'edfmm the cily, /e[[v'ny no one
a/ﬂ:’s departure. Those who remained bebiind were ﬁ-anh‘c, bul
lherewas no sign ofﬁ:‘s Jesliny, only lgalfeEaJyoae. Without
bim, bis ehiilder pz'neof and withered. Some o/epar!'e(/ on their
own journeys, /Ez'mﬁby fo /;'!)J Aim and 51‘1'1:5? bim back. Of
lhese, none relurned and lhere bave been no lales af/fem.

yeaz'.r pczmeaf. The recfanz'nys of that lime claim a fu// 10
/ or 100, the sources are s!ranyefy con/.;(:eof _/ years came and

wen/ 5@/51‘@ a .r/ranyeﬁyure appeareJm‘ fgeyales of.fﬁe m'/y

fo regues! enlrance. Tt was Saulol, refurned, ff‘am more jour-

neys ofwancfenby in the East. He bore many cufcmyes aboul
bim in his manner and fis ways, which he ascribed lo the

ngy.sh'c?a/s!uo@iz.s be had made with the wise men and elders af
the lands 5gyonJ/£e river ocz[[ey\s. .{szparficu[ar, be .;pcu{e of
lhe stale of%}'ucma, ofw.ét'cﬁﬁe faof[earneo(ofﬁ'om a wise

man who had wandered like Aﬂ:}nseﬂf

[Again the question of to where Saulot departed raises its
head. 1 believe that he certainly returned to India for at least
some of the time he spentaway, followed by arespite in Cathay.
his studies are indicative of one who took instruction from a
number of masters of the gods of those regions.
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The idea that Saulot may have met the Buddha isa lictle
difficult to countenance. Similar stories of him meeting Jesus
Christ and the Prophet Mohammed have as much likelihood,
but every Salubri of every religion is quite firmin the belief thar
Saulot met that particular holyman. I suspect the legend exists
more to give credence to certain movements of a heretical bent
than as an actual record of historical accounting. If nothing
else, the timing is problematic, asis the confusion as towhether
Saulot made two or three journeys €ast. 1 am inclined to
believe the latter, though one could conceivably read chis
account to mention only two.]

Q/pan fiis relurn, Saulol Jid seek lo rarse up his domncast
childer, /eczcﬁfny them the wonders and greal lhinkers bie had
melton bislravels. He prazlrecf Tibhuriel and the olber warriors
who maintained his childe Samrel’s feyacy, and he exborted
the healers new .r/ren)gr/ﬁ of purpose. He pz’act‘.r'cerf nem melhods
of P urr'fy and medilation thal e elaimed gave tithe to hiis new
slale and 5z-ouy£f him ofeep peace. Wany believed that fie had
been fuf/y refurned fo lthem and /ﬁey refa;'cec{ But all was nof
well. Saulol became prey lo strange visions and frances thaf
be could not control. There were m-'yé[s when he could nof be
roused af all, /}om bits cfay 's slumbers, so deep was Ais descent
info s[eep, Thie wisest ofﬁ}'s childer and several af Talbao’s
brood lended firm as best iﬁey could, unable to franslale the
strange longues be would multer in or e:rp/a;]n wﬁ:y be would
scream or weep wilhoul maiinj. Over lime, fie learned fo rein
in lhese dreams and visions somewhal, ﬁ:mm; them fo come
when he was meo(r'i’a!t'n‘g or praying. Malbav !;imseff 1s sard fo
have /}mncf Saulol’s trances aﬁ'fls/ur&by, and fo have turned
fit's face /}'om biis brother as a resull.

Tt came fo pass a fém years aﬂer birs relurn from the East
thal Saulof was me&fahjﬂy in the yaro{en one nt'y.tf/, and an-
olher vision came Io fiim. DBul when if was done, be started up,
wilh a slrange wild ook in s eyes. He lef out a greal cry and
rushed away Jeﬁtanaf the m‘fy walls, saying fo all thal be had

ﬁ:untf an answer fo what be Im]}r muyjﬂ He was gone for a
week, and when be refurned, fie was weak and thin. Jf was as
/ﬁouyﬁ there was a [f'yﬁﬂ! around bim. He spo[e in a sirange
voice aboul fow be had fo.rmJ thal which the old sage bad fold
bim about, and about fow be ﬁna[f} understood. HHe called this
state Solconda, /;:r i was in thal place in Tndra where he bad
mef the sage who sef bim on lhe road, and where he bad f:}'st’
laken .slucé( willi lhe sage.

Saulot Jouyfl fo encourage biss childer and brelbiren fo
tread the pai£ to Goleonda as welll Some ﬁ[ff}wed’ _/Wan_y
fatmcf the pai£ of purr'é( and’ prayers and works fo be foo
af.r)?}'cuﬂ lo slay upon, IEouyﬁ Saulof cf:bfurye them to continue
striving. _Terﬁaps fé”ey could nol reach /Br such now — many cy“
the warriors compfazheo( that zf [}fey ﬁfﬁ:w bis /eacﬁ:hjs, lhen
/ﬁ-ey would fave fo pul up their swords — bul Saulol mpﬁ'e'a/
that :f lifey preparetf lhemselves now, /A‘ey m:_yﬂf reach if in
lafer years, when ilfey had, /éwer cares upon them. The healers
fbunc/ # was nol as d’rﬁbuﬁ for them fo reach the blessed slate as
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# was for otber Cainites. The practices that Saulol bad laught

every bealer from the 59571}10:}7; fo maintain the y:jrf.s a/'llfml? 1
served fo start them all on the pa/£

Those who found Solconda fearned thal lhe ﬂunyer did
nof en/:}'ef}-/ abale, bul it did nol rage and rule them as 5eﬁu'¢;
The soul af the Gainite in Solconda was in balance, resling
between the demon and the man. Such balance _gz'aniec{ peace
and, freeffam ﬁ-am the erimson rage of Eanyer to Gainiles why
achieved if. 758}1 /Eztmof that Ifej( could learn any power fﬁe_
chose wilhoul oG/ﬁ'c’uf! , as lf /ﬁ‘ey had somebow come closerlo
lhe blood a/- their /&refalfer Gaine. And'some fbunof thal they
could bear the touch of weak .runfl_'gzﬂ, or consume morfal) ﬁ: d

far a little while. 9t was nof a refurn fo mar/afrl_fy as J.rzcmyﬁa
hoped, bul Saulol belicved thal this state was bul the next slop)
lo such a course.

Years passed, and in lhal time, the Second Cr'/f/ fe[ [
Q)urmy thi's deslruction, the Salubri did nof suffer as mudks
loss as before. n the ﬂzyﬁls thal followed, /,é-ey were abfe o)
lravello new lands, see}fxbyfnomfeofge to add fo lheir studiesof
Goleonda and the sacred. myst'en'es, and feaﬂhy tbe brokenas
l!;ey badbeen /au_yﬁ!. z)un'ﬂy this time, many claim thal son
wen! down into the river uaf[ey.r wilh lhie warriors who scouled

ﬁu- the nests of the Daals.

T know very Little about the wﬁy of Saulol’s torpor, bul ':
shall fell whal was fold fo me 5] my sire. Saulo, 5efl'eu:lqy hill
childer sirong and his agﬁyafrbns filled, chose fo refurn fo Ihe
East fo /}}7:'56‘ his studies wilh the m_y.s‘!:'c maslers who had
instructed bim 6-2)‘-0113. Whether lﬁ‘ey thad died or féey drd nol
bave the answers e Jouy};t' £5 nof known. All that any in Lhe wesl
now 15 thal be refurneof ?'m'e[ and /by/éss, and. Jauyfl mf:'.rge 1
a cave wherein he enfered a ﬂmy lorpor.

Since the J'II:?E!J cf the Second Gﬂ_{y, whal is there lo say
thal 'you have nol aﬁ"eaa@f hbeard? We fave continued, as we were
instructed fmm the 59;1)2!2:37;, o heal and 5;*:?:57 calm fo lhe
borrors af the world. We fhave been loremasters and leachers,
doctors and seneschals, mystics and mer:ymafem. Sor so /ony,
the Gainites called upon us and our wisdom, our yﬁs. For 50
[Oﬂf, we were treasured and loved.

Where shall we mark the end of our cfays.? From the f:}'e .i"'
Fome? From the faff cf Hellas? Or fmm Lhe lerrible m’y/ﬂ ahen
so many of us woke sereaming fmm n{yflmm& thal rode ust
Dnd all around us, the candles thal marked our passage hrave
been blown ouf one 5} one.

Tue CHOOSING

There is little by which one might choose a likely
Salubri healer from a congregation. Of the many whose tales;
I have heard, or the few I have met, there seemed to be ng
factor that all deemed universal and necessary to a healer.

There are more than a few healers who had anything;
to do with holy orders, if one must seek a trend. Some
healers were novices, not even approaching the time of
vows. An older man had been a lay deacon, choosing to




shelter among the monastics after his Embrace. Some
were laity among the orders, with no thought given to
taking full vows. Genevieve described herself as having
been a holy novice seeking direction when her sire came
to her. While many healers find themselves a link to the
holy orders in some form, owing that medicine in these
days seems linked to the monasteries and convents, they
do not always begin there.

While the healers take care not to Embrace those too
young, they have a great spread of ages among them. From
the bloom of girlhood to respectable old age, most of the
seven ages of men find expression in their ranks. There is no
preferred age of Embrace, as there is among the warriors.
While a man may not be able to lift a sword upon a certain
age, there is little to preclude him from laying hands on
another or speaking and listening. Indeed, a number of
respected healers are of middling age or elder, as it brings a
certain amount of trust and comfort to the ill that they are
in the hands of one who seems wise and experienced.

Many were deemed “good” in life, although I have
heard tell of one or two who were brought in for the express
purpose of administering a lesson. | have never met these, so
I am not certain if the lessons adhered.

THe EMBRACE

The entire experience of the Embrace and childehood
is taken with great gravity among healers. Perhaps more so
than warriors, and certainly now, healers lay an enormous
burden upon their childer. A healer will eventually be more
than a practitioner of medicine — she will be a teacher, a
lorekeeper, a diplomat, a sage, a mender of hearts, a friend to
the friendless. If she is to carry that burden successfully, then
she must be of very sturdy character to do so. Some warriors
have remarked, somewhat glibly, that a warrior childe can
be molded after the Embrace if he is unsuitable. A healer’s
childe, on the other hand, has no such luxury. Given this
situation, is itany wonder then that the healers choose their
childer with the utmost care?

In ideal times, healers take a great deal of time to
approach their would-be childer. They often meet the
mortal in a harmless guise and may become further
acquainted with him as a companion or even relative. The
sire may put the prospective childe through a series of tests
meant to judge the depth of his character and compassion.
Such acts may appear frivolous to others, but it is a matter
few healers would avoid if possible. Failure or uncertain
results can spare the healer a great deal of irritation if the
prospective novice does not measure up to standards.

Should the mortal show all the qualities that the
healer wishes for her childe — strength, courage, compas-
sion, joy, integrity, honor — then the healer approaches
her to offer the Embrace. This is often couched in eccle-
siastical terms in these days, encouraging the mortal to
consider the matter for herself in the same way that she

would consider taking holy vows. It is a committing to a
life that will be utterly strange to the one approaching it.
Rarely, except in dire circumstances, does the healer
outright reveal herself for what she is — such is often a
very quick means to the witch-fires. If the mortal refuses,
the healer does not return to the issue for a while —
perhaps months, perhaps never. Time and Fortune do
have a way of spinning the wheel at the oddest times.
Should the mortal agree, then the healer explains the
great benefit and greater cost of this life. Should the
mortal still agree, then all proceeds apace.

The healers prefer to grant the Embrace in quiet
surroundings with stores of blood laid by in prepared
vessels. Even among a clan with such a reputation for
even tempers, the first hunger does not change, and sires
seek to make the change as smooth as possible. Once the
hunger and the first sensations have passed, the sire may
now set about teaching the childe all that she will need to
survive the nights.

In the past, long childehoods were not unknown.
Indeed, they were even expected, owing to the vast quanti-
ties of knowledge to be learned, the Disciplines to be mastered
and the simple tutoring of how one should treat others, from
Cainites to animals. After a childehood of perhaps five years,
perhaps longer, the childe was released in a ceremony not
unlike an adult rite of passage.

In these nights, however, many childer are denied
the careful tutoring and slow childehoods of study that
their sires and grandsires knew. Many are not tested in the
same fashion, with their deeds and reputations being test
enough. Their Embraces are hasty, and they are taught
only rudiments for survival before they are thrust into the
world, rarely by choice. The Usurpers have come to
discover that, like infant animals, new Cainites are weak
and unsteady, and the sires are often exhausted by the
Embrace. Stories of childer who have awakened sur-
rounded by Usurpers or alone with only their sire’s ashes
are becoming all too frequent.

TME oF TESTING

Unlike the custom among the warriors, the healers
spend little time in testing their charges. One learns by
doing among the healers, and some may spend their first
nights in the Embrace practicing their new gifts beside
their sires. The act itself makes for the truest affirming of
the lessons learned.

As for the seeking of Golconda, that is a slightly
different matter. Most believe that one should be ad-
vanced at least two steps along the path before giving
one’s pupil any instruction, while others insist thatr one
should not begin instruction of others until reaching the
verge of Golconda oneself. The general thought seems to
be that one teaches with caution and always with an eye
to one's own spirit. There is a time to ignore whispers of
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self-doubt, and then there is time to heed such before
granting a student too much knowledge. Genevieve said
that she had instructed several Cainites on the rudiments
of necessary behavior, to turn their thoughts and hearts
to calmer paths, but she would never presume to lead
them down a road that she herself was only now setting
her first foot upon.

The eldest healer who spoke to me implied that the
learning, and thereby the testing, have no true end. Forever
shall there be secrets to unearth and ponder, new truths to
learn and test in the fire of the world, and always shall
everything be tested by its Maker as a reaffirmation of the
faith placed within it.

THOSE WHO SERVE

These are but a few of the noteworthies of whom I was
told or whom I received in my sanctum. By the inclusion of
these here, I have been forced to exclude others. This is no
intended slight upon those others, only the effects of limited
space on the parchment. [ have recorded those worthies’
tales elsewhere in the hope that I may create a second
volume, for surely there is material enough.

Genevieve du Fortin had passed her 10th year of
unlife when she came to my cavern. Though the flush of
life had passed from her cheeks with the Embrace, she was
as fair as any maid I might have known in my long-ago
youth. As circumstances had conspired to make me an old
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man and she of holy orders upon our meeting, our business
was far less brisk than the rumors might have it. Originally
of noble birth, she had taken orders to escape a particu-
larly loathsome prospective marriage, and while yet a
novice, she experienced a vision of an elder Salubri
instructing her to take up the mantle of unlife. Despite
her youth, she has mastered many of the healing arts and
carries some recognition as a midwife. Her constant com-
panion, who assured that our business took no
improprieties, was a Scottish Gangrel named Chance,
who seemed ever solicitous for her welfare.

Rayzeel was said in many tales to have been one of
Saulot’s favorite childer, and a sister to Samiel. Trained
as a healer, she was less a healer with her hands than with
her fine wit and gentle soul. In her life, she had been first
a slave in Enoch, playing upon a lyre or harp and singing
with such sweetness as to make the birds pause to listen,
lest their harsh song interrupt hers. Saulot found her
music soothing to his meditations, and when he grieved
for Samiel and the lost warriors, only she seemed able to
rouse him. Some have suggested that the relations be-
tween Saulot and Rayzeel were less than that of a sire and
childe and more akin to that of lovers. The extant frag-
ments of one of her songs, called “No Light But Thine”
suggested that they were of exceptional closeness, but
there is no actual evidence of any impropriety. Does not
the Song of Solomon speak similarly? None know of




Rayzeel’s fate — indeed, she seemed to withdraw from the

world upon the beginning of Saulot’s torpor, and there
are few mentions of her. Many believed that she might
have gone to death after her sire’s Amaranth, but others
point to new songs afoot in the world that seem to bear
her mark upon them.

Matthias, a healer of holy orders from England, is said
to have met Yael when she came to his monastery in
search of healing after a battle with a Baali of age and
power. A natural affinity sprang up between them, and he
took up her work of crusading against the infernal.
Matthias rarely chose to travel openly with Yael, working
instead to unearth her prey within the Church or to
search out earthly treasures and give Yael aid when she
required it. Their treatises on the infernal, excerpted
elsewhere in this text, are considered by many to be the
standard work upon the subject. And none would gainsay
it. Described as a man in his elder years, brisk, kindly and
well-schooled in both the ways of the world and of the
Church, Matthias was believed to be well along the path
of Golconda. Many revered him for it.

[1 had believed that Macrthias still lived, but a Madman
came bearing a terrible tale that claimed Matthias had
been slaughtered by Usurpers who sought to lure Yael to
destruction. he told of Matthias’ great agonies and the
cruelties of the Usurpers, and how, at the very last, Matthias’
third eye opened, shedding beautiful light, and how the man
himself seemed to see something that brought him joy in the
midst of his torture. What Marthias saw the Madman
forbears to speak of, claiming that only Yael is privileged to
know such.]

The HereTICS

The name seems a strange one, I realize, but it came
upon the suggestion of Marius, who first brought this matrer
to my attention.

In the years surrounding Christ’s life, paying particu-
lar note to those after his crucifixion, there were a great
many would-be prophets who attempted to seize the
mantle of Christ for themselves. Some claimed they were
Christ resurrected, while others said that they were the
intended Messiah foretold in prophecy. While many of
these were simply deluded hopefuls or lunatics, a signifi-
cant portion were frauds and cozeners who misled simple
people who hungered for hope and spiritual healing. Such
movements often irritated provincial governments, who
called for purges when the followers of a particular mad-
man grew too numerous, or when his rantings advised the
overthrow of the government.

It is worth noting that more than a few of these
quacks had miraculous cures and healing attributed to
them. Marius, who witnessed a number of these cozeners
at work, insisted that several bore abilities that only
Saulot’s healers should know. In particular, he noted

Amphiloctes, a man who claimed to be a Roman slave
who had converted his master by his miraculous visions of
Christ. Not only had Amphiloctes demonstrated certain
abilities that should have been known only to masters of
Valeren's arts, but he also demonstrated remarkable skills
that seemed to mimic the effects of Auspex and Fortitude.
Crowning his monumental hubris was the settlement he
had established outside of Acre, a half-witted second trial
of then newly fallen Carthage. I have been led to under-
stand that the settlement has been destroyed by one of the
innumerable factions who have passed through.

By way of commentary, I add this: There will always
be those that believe their gifts set them apart from the
ruck and run of their fellows, whether they are human or
Cainite. Of these, there will be those who believe that
such entitles them to use these gifts selfishly or for per-
sonal betterment. The Salubri, no matter how disciplined
their Embraces and childehoods, are no less vulnerable to
such temptations. It is a sad thing that strips away some-
thing of the beatific legend that they have shrouded
themselves in.

THe CROSSROADS

Healers in this day find themselves caught by a paradox
as frustrating as Zeno's. While it is their mandate to care for
the sick in mind and body, to soothe injured souls and to
guide the lost who seek a path to follow, this work often
makes them easy to lure and trap. Tales of healers duped by
Tremere using the sick or lost as bait for traps, or of would-
be teachers betrayed by students who were in turn betrayed
by the Church and their agents, are written on every wall
from Hibernia to the Holy Land. So many cries for help rise
up, but how many are snares for the gullible, and how many
are souls truly in need? Does one risk one’s unlife to do what
is bidden of every healer, or does one choose to ignore the
cries of the suffering and hope to avoid the trap that will
inevitably be waiting, sooner or later? This dilemma is one
every healer faces.

Unlike their warrior brethren, healers must continually
depend on the assistance of others to survive the nights. As
such, they seek shelter among mortals, in solitary cottages,
or among their Cainite brethren, in exchange for healing or
service in an advisory capacity. Yet, the last option has
become too untrustworthy, as many Cainites fall prey to
blackmail, the powers of the mind or lies. Those who turn to
the Church for aid may find Magisters all too willing to
barter with Usurpers.

Of all of Saulot’s childer who wander in these nights,
it is the healers whose future is most uncertain. The gifts
that once marked them as rare and remarkable in this
world are now considered the gifts of Hell itself. Their
third eyes are called devil’s marks, and they are so hounded
that they cannot conceive of banding together, lest they
be destroyed en masse. It is my great hope that either times
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shall become more hospitable for them, or that those who
have fallen shall reach what they sought through their
unlives — for as things stand, this earth offers little to
Saulot’s kindest childer.

THE BOKE OF THE
‘WATCHER

What follows here is largely conjecture, and one that
my more reliable sources had little to add to. Scatha-
Columbkille spat and made a sign against the evil eye
when I mentioned it to her, while Nuriel seemed to find
the idea too absurd. A healer whose name I have been
sworn not to reveal was greatly troubled at my suggestion,
while another hinted that she had heard tales of such but
refused to speak more. Genevieve told me thatIshould do
well to refuse any such person entrance to my house if
held her clan in as high esteem as I claimed to.

This situation has left me with something of aquandary.
Do 1 spread falsehood that might well endanger others of
better repute, for the tale makes for fine telling? Or do I
refrain and endanger those who might most need such
knowledge to make their journeys safely? In the end, it adds
up to this: All history began as a tale in the telling, and all
history that comes thereafter is someone’s story.

Thus it begins.

My speaker identified herself only as “Pazia” and said
that if | wished to partake of her knowledge, I must tran-
scribe itdirectly from her own lips. [herewith obey, although
I will pause the narrative to interject my own commentary.

“l was Embraced during the reign of Empress Theodosia
by Wenceslaus, a Salubri who had traveled from the eastern
reaches near what is now Vienna. He trained me for the path
of the healer, and I placed my talents in the service of my
empress and her favorites. 1 continued to serve within the
empire of Byzantium until the Great Event.”

[Note: Pazia never referred directly to Saulot’s diablerie,
and she found it to be a grave insult when I did so. She does not
deny the reality of the event — she simply saw no reason to
refer to it. 1 have understood that others like her have spoken
of the event in similar terms, calling it the Great Cataclysm,
the First Night or the Wicked Day.]

“We were made mad with grief, my siblings and [.
How shall one describe that which was done to her, that
which was done to all of us? Qur father was slain, and at
the hand of creatures who thought to seize what was not
theirs. How we did mourn and lament for the days when
the ancient goddesses, the Furies, hounded for those who
slew kin, and our tears should have brought up those
sleeping spirits from whatever tomb they nested in. Our
sisters were like children, frightened and without guid-

CLANBOOK: SALUBRI

ance, fearing themselves to be slaughtered next, butdl
would not run. Qur father had told us that we must)
strike at those who hewed us. Qur brothers stood #
sword in hand, needing to be told which shadow tosw
at, for Samiel’s words had not spoken of the time when
clan would face such treachery at the hands of monsi
claiming purity.

“If only we had but seen the swing of the sword whenf
sisters were first cut down! Alas for thee, sweet ones, yours
throats cleaved by the Usurpers! And still our brothers call
not strike, hesitating when our enemies were weak. Ands
the slaughter, the lies, the curses went on. We who had o
been as pearls to the Cainite kings — prized and treasured
were now cast away on the word of bastard wizards. [twa
and continues to be, a horrible time.

“It came to pass that several of our number arrived|
the city of Damascus seeking safety, as | had with my oy
sire, and there was much discussion made about the horrof
that beset us in the world beyond. Did not Saulot’s word
to us claim that we should not return enmity for enmity, bif
never did he demand that we bare our throats for the
tyrants at our doors. It remained then that we must choos
to stand or die, lest all our kind be left to burn in the sus
without a thought from any other of Caine’s childer.

“Qur sisters, the healers, have fallen greatly in thes
days, but we must not mourn them overmuch. Did not out
father say that there should be lambs to the slaughter, and
that those who fell should be as lambs? Therefore, we willl
weep for them, as our father might wish, but there i
nothing else to be done.

“Our brothers, the warriors, stand amazed and swing
at shadows, wishing vengeance but uncertain of theit
target. It must be to us to guide their sword-arms, to tum
their hands upon the proper objects of wrath. Have not’
other siblings done the same for their poor confused
brothers, lest the swords be turned in the wrong direction
and their strength wasted?”

[Note: Pazia referred to the healers exclusively as “sisters’
and using feminine genders, while the warriors all became |
“brothers.” 1 am less certain if this was merely a manner o |
speaking than a veiled reference toother things. Likewise, she
spoke dismissively of the healers, but she had a strangg fire |
regarding her “brothers” — the warriors that I found verging
uncomfortably close to carnal.]

Not long after Pazia departed, a letter was delivered to
the island. I found the contents disturbing enough to merit
consideration and inclusion in this text (The neglect of any
mention of the healers in this missive requires that I draw
unpleasant conclusions regarding them and their relations
to these self-styled watchers.):



To Master Simon

Gooo sir, it would seem that I have misspoken
myself upon the mission of which the watchers are
charged. This was not my intent, but my ignorance. As
Yyou often speak to my brethren, T would leave this
missive in your hands to deliver unto them.

In watching the door of Ceoris. we have learned a
strange and mighty secret regarding our father.“What
arrogant Wizard so new to the blood could imagine
that he might so eas[[y orink the soul of one who has
seen empires rise and the history of the world writ by
his own finger? Truly, hubris is the meat and milk of
the Usurper and all his seed shall suffer thereafter! |
My heart rejoices with the very thought of it, of 4
Tremere's hand smiting his childer with his pridel

My brothers. stand ready. for your sword-arms
shall be needed in the days to come. “With each unlife
taken, you exalt our father and avenge his murder. e
You like the Furies upon the backs of his slayers and
be ever ready. for soon shall Ceoris gates fly open and
shall all things stand revealed

T am, in all things, your sister. Trust and believe me.
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REGARDING THE THIRD EYE

Ure theories surrounding the develop-
rmntofﬂ)eﬂﬁcbegcinmvdv Crrbraced
Salubri and ifs uses bave been put fortb
sirice Saudot ficst ceturred feorm the Cast
bearing his strange beﬁu‘rnitg Sirce 3 begarn
this record I have ashked the question of
evergSa[ubrivdpobascorﬂetorngcaoe,
and I have received a di t ansvoer voith
cach arrival.




By and large, the most popular theory seems to center on
the idea that the eye is centered around the Discipline of
Valeren, a theory l am inclined to support to a certain extent.
Warriors and healers alike bear the eye, while | have spied the
eye but rarely on the few so-called “watchers” whom [ have
seen.. Both warriors and healers practice Valeren in some
. form, while the watchers have the knowledge of it but make
little use of that which they know. All agree that the eye
appears after one has progressed beyond the most basic
abilities of Valeren, not before, and this would tend to lend
credence to any theory linking the two. In addition, many
uses of Valeren often culminate in or include the eye’s
opening and the shedding of light therefrom. I have even
seen a warrior use a particular power that caused his eye to
glow a wrathful red that awoke terror in me. By contrast, [ saw
an elderly healer’s creation of a barrier to guard his charges
and how his eye shed a soft golden light as he did so.
However, the nagging question remains to be answered.
How came this eye as a mark of the bloodline? There were
healing abilities among the Salubri long before Saulot’s
journey to and return from the East, and the abilities of the
warriors were created by Samiel and his brood by their own
will, not by any intervention of the clan’s founder.

Some believe that there are powers (if not here, then in
the East), which made more prodigious use of the third eye.
There are rumors that masters of such powers can see into the
spirit world, or gaze upon the naked souls of men and Cainite
alike. Most of those whom I have inquired concerning such
things are all in agreement that if such powers ever existed,
they are beyond the reach of any Salubri now walking under
Heaven, and that the elders who would know of such are no
doubt returned to ash. There is indeed something very unset-
tling about the gaze of the third eye, something which bespeaks
the other world, and I could understand how some might fear
it as a gate out of which some unnatural thing might peer. On
the other hand, a visitor to my house once soothed a frightful
nightmare of mine by requesting that I look into his third eye,
and what met my gaze was a thing of peace and gentleness.

An elder warrior traveling with two young ones told me a
tale that his grandsire had passed to him, that the eye was a mark
upon Saulot for deeds done in the East. He said that he had heard
from wandering folk and others who had gone to the lands
beyond the Holy Land that a third eye in the forehead was often
seen upon some gods in those lands as a mark of greatness. It is
an interesting tale, to be sure, but that tale speaks nothing about
the deeds with which Saulot was gifted. Furthermore, as noble
as Saulot may have been, I find it hard to countenance that he
was granted divinity or any semblance thereof.

As it stands, | must apologize for taxing the reader’s
patience. | can say only that it seems like it is the use of
Valeren that opens the third eye, and that the ultimate
purpose of such an appendage is no longer within the grasp of
Saulot’s childer. It would seem that those who could best tell
me what I wish to know are beyond my reach.
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RELATIONS WITH
(OTHERS

While most Salubri may have enjoyed prosperoust
tions with the other clans in the past, current events havg
to an overall auditing of the books, as it were. Those whl
once been friends are often now enemies, circumstan
make strange bedfellows, and often the most loyal friend
seen in a more dubious light than he might have been
previously. In short, the Salubri no longer know who th§
friends are, or who their enemies might be. Those who
past alliances too well find themselves betrayed, but the
who make a clean break from history are friendless. Form
enemies have made common cause against the Usurpers, a
the world has generally turned itself upside down.

Note also that views differ widely among the vario
factions. Most warriors believe the worst about their fello
Cainites as a matter of survival, while the few remainin
Healers struggle to maintain their own, somewhat mog
optimistic beliefs. As for the watchers, they keep their oy
counsel, as always.

Below are transcribed the views of one member of eacli
of the major castes of Salubri on the world around them [§
should come as no surprise that they disagree.

Here, then, are the words of Scatha-Columbkille the
warrior and Gennadios the healer, who have both honored
me with their presence and wisdom.

ASSAMITES

As many Salubrl havemason.g) travel into the Middie
East, whether thg . rail G arin yisiting certain
shrines, it 15{ %ﬁlta e that ey encou?ﬁ;éfi}m Assamites.
When th J Land&;\\tda@e noYQ few Salubri ]
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interfereng e. e that Lhgué leamed

fick b\“i&gf If my’f&&s might find
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However, I fear thath amo giue Ass'd\ssih% %&é forgiveness can ever
be found for our kind. ° 3
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Braynn

The Brujah and Salubsi have maintained good relations
since the days of Enoch, and they still eontinue friendly ties.
According to legend, Sanilel studi nd%r“ Brujah warriors,
while Salubri healets! ventureﬂ ono, the bartlefield to aid
fallen Brujah in battles a’gflmsnvthe Bﬁall ‘Tg}the old warrior-
poets, the Salubri ervgd a v1fél plirpose:among the Cainites,
and for the Tremere tfo_gfrﬂgamt V. sgnd’e in on their fallen
bodies is considered a gross insult by elder Brujah. On
occasion, Salubrithave shaltm;d inelders’ sphaeristeri among
the students. There, they are treateﬁ @8 honored guests and
often dubbed “Samiel” to protect theie ld(_ntlt;ea.

Unfortumtely jist as'the balubflf:, f()r‘mnes are falling,
so fall the Brujah s with' them. The Salubri are becoming
legendry to many ancillie and neonates, whe h;ave neverseen
one of the Shepherds'in the flesh. Tales'told'af Samiel and his
childer now haveé as much substance as’ Ch11de Roland or
King Arthur: For \their part;Salubri aré finding that the
average Brujah negnate bears little (if any) resemblance to
his sire in temperament or’ démeanor, leaving them non-
plused as to how best to deal with this angryyill- educated thug
who claims the mantle of Plnlosopher K{mgﬂ

Scatha—ColumbkllJe. Some of us have sought safety among
the gangs of neonate bandits, an uneasy combination when our
youngsters show less discretion that they might otherwise. Wiser
heads often conceal their thn‘d eyes-and Ijls,czpime passing them-
<eiveﬂ off as Bru}ah I was fmmnate énough o fmd 5afery in the

Gennadios: Wherever there are wounded, we cannot resist
being drawn to them, which means we meet a great many of the
Brujah. Our gifts make us useful, but every healer fears the day
when she outlives her usefulness.

CAPPADOCIANS
Salubri find the Graverobbéts to be both welcome col-
lquuea and erulswe ()pp()bltt"a fOn one hand, knowlt_dge of

there are mme producrlvu thmg,s one can do, even wnth
eternity. x e

i

Likewise, many Sa,]g.:bn are uneaay with the dealings of
the (‘appadomans Thesé scholars have! tmded with any and
all for their mformatmn, im:ludmg_ the Usurpers on occasion.
Who knows 1§a\Cappadouan scholar, to-obtain a text he
needs, will barte{ the 1@5@;}_,9;} ofatellowscholar in exchange.

Scatha-Columbkilles’I find the Cappadocians repugnant
and would rather aggidthem when possible. Ohie miist be desperate
indeed to accept shelter with them, although a few have done so in
order to study tﬁf Lamia. Otherwise; they are best lff[ to their oun
devices. i i

Gennadms We. approach the Cappadocians with caution
and with great mﬁfé‘quencv While their knowledge is useful, their
embrace of déath takes us uneasy, particularly when we come
across thosewho- know that Valeren can harm as well as heal.
Given any choice, I zﬁmk mestofmy line would rather chance the
open road than the coldh hssp;r&ﬁn of the-Cappadocians.




FOLLOWERS OF SET
The Serpent§ open truckmg with an entity that most

Salubri qug}te--fw fh nh%fetmb’?%ﬁ%é‘ .g@rgg;w{}_i‘ng for
clan relaﬂqps [hat sotne ) -them with the

apparently does ever less: { pproaches
a Salubri; claiming to,bé ﬂeemg his kfelb\ils@@ca;i@ be seeks

to reforn: Unfgrtunat“ély, while the game;is an'old oqe there
is always%a ;:hance that an innocent may ye r”’be ‘ensnared.
More often zthan not, the 'true lﬁf‘em of the;“wformer" is
simply to entice the Salubri into a spo} where he will be more
pliable — and vulnera%le Ar

Scatha-Columbkille; If i it looks léke a snake, hisses like a
snake, lies like a snake and crawls likela snake, then you don’t
reach down to pet its head. If you ﬁnd serpent in your garden,
you kill it. I subscribe tg a smufa'f theay% regarding the Setites.

Gennadios: | e u'fed a mghtmansh voyage via Setite-
arranged passage to reach Algaers and I narrowly avoided being
sold mta.slaggem and- &}wmm%m Tm@;em on my arrival. It’s a
mistake ‘that T was*fwmamte 'ﬁm@ﬁ mmwm?, ﬁ&ié"”@”&d and
by that, 1 shalf ot give them-anbthér-chance at-my hide.

G'ANGREL

For a long while, I believed that these two clans had very
little to do with each other, despite what should have been
ancestral friendships from Samn’kf:l’h &ys as Gangrel's pupil.
Certainly there was no mesifion, among the visitors to my
house. Then, a single Gangré[ afmved?from Germany to speak
of a healer who had died while’ protqumg a Gangrel neonate
from Usurper hands seekm@l&n “expmqmental ct.” We
talked for a-while on the subject of g&glot 5 chrfd“er and’ vl;hat
seemed ¢ fo bealt:But sharn’fy thereafter cgma;seueral @ el
of alliages, from_ m’ﬁnv b}ébdftﬁe:s — from Gennanﬁf;
Ireland; from 'l"l,lstcamy1 evén from thb@ﬁfd cohnmesﬁwa:;h
Notsemen “+and‘alfts speak on thé samr’sét%j” ect s if: my flrst
vmgon *had determmed the mtem: of my ‘studysFor, \ivhhtéver
words.you spoke toyour kin, Klaus of Badenbutgrf thank ﬁmﬁe

Seatha-Cohﬁmbkllle » Theirsis the rough ﬁiatdsh:p@f wqqm'rs
and mggethen apﬂ ugdmen Sariel leamed. at @gmgfr& side}.and
for thatalone Lyespect Gangrel sch:lder Iwould@je mﬁtﬁ?g’hw(ﬁne
again, bur the Gangrelnow believe us wedk for qﬂﬂwmg the Usga-ﬁers
to oot uf out. Inﬂeé!sta*rf have cparmeled with sevesal over the’mat
but their'perspectiveontheimatter is, of iecéssityy timited.

Gennadios: How I envy their independence! They can be
alone for weeks and not miss companionship of mortal or Cainite.
Such strong folk who have been in the wandering way for so long
— would that they might teach me the same!

[LasoMBRA

Of the tales and guests | have received on Malta in regard
to the Salubri, almost none came from Lasombra hands. 1
understand that several Magisters have benefited greatly
from the Salubri purges, and most Salubri who spoke with me
had very little good to say regarding the shadowy ones.
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on so many outlets: Gf e.scaﬁe m b < m
difficult. They seeis s wals _ used and, they believe thatd
situation makes us despemtg,emugh to swallow their honeyedll
Desperate, yes. Foolish; mo. -

Gennadios: | hau@: “met a rareé few ‘who watched over
abbeys with admirable skill and care, providing us shelter in then
of the God we both adored, Too often, chough I have met those
were too interested in my/potmml wse to think of anything else]
they continue to use and dcsmcﬁweop% in such cavalier fashion,
long, I wonder, before" they havé no allies left at all?

MaiLkaviaNs

From time immemorial; r,}'r.e,sﬁ two clans have been integ
twined. Stories of Saulet: féllgmgwa’[ka vofhis most wrenchi
bouts of madness rru,pgle with' talé.s {Malkav interpreti g
Saulot’s strange visions. Tfféfloss @f the Slglubn would seemtd
have the Malkavmri% in'a d‘ownwd spﬁ'al of grief and rage
Many of his brood Have 3pmng,%a the. f(?refront of the Unis
corns’ defense, attemﬁbﬁng% dj.sfﬁet Ehé’hunters, while othen
have inadvertently drawsthe wrongJ sort of attention by thel
sudden lucidity. For the Salubri's part, many of the youth know
little of their clans’ share‘ past and thd the Madmen at arm’§
length. The healers, owe sér) comednito contact with moreof
Malkav’s childer than one%ghféﬁlﬁ% and the Madmen'
repay such debts as %st they might. | |

Scatha-Columbkille: We know th@ﬁ of old, as they know
us. There is no enm@ between ws for even the mad know the
difference between thEn‘ state ; al. As such, I would
trust the Madmen as faj

God grants rba;’l may, fearful only that
the Malkavian would betra hzmsef | by extension, me.
Gennadios: Saulot 'éwged s, avith a care for Malkay's
children, and so we obey the woyds of our father. As Malkav tended |
our father, we tend Malkav's childer. So do we pay our debts.

INOSFERATU
The Salubri have a ]:mq;ory with the Nosferatu almost |
as long as their association with the Malkavians. As many |
Nosferatu have sought shgl hmhe arms of religion, they
often encounter warriors, b Jo‘fe &rusade and healers of
holy orders. When the Tremere hunts began, some Salubri
feared that the Nosferaty’ Wouid take full advantage of an
opportunity not to be the aries) mo.st spat upon. Instead,
Nosferatu sympathy for theu plight has helped preserve
the clan. Magiy. Salubri have profited from Leper gossip,
been warned " of i eomlng ‘hunts of even been, cloaked by
helpful Lepefs.< N\ [t
Scatha+Columbkille!, The iﬂpers fog-m of hofvlm is not one
that I undersmnd bt T am Fthanldui jcrr it aIl\theﬁaﬁw They take
pleasure in thwarting the plans of zhe arrogam: and spiteful, and the
Usurpers rank amorig: dlem Eventif we didnoetrust the Lepers from
what has gone before, :hev wuuld saﬂ s}ue!du.s to harm our enemies.




Gennadios: Such pure faith in such tainted shells! It makes
me weep to think of it. Would that Saulot’s gifts would let me heal
the Lepers of their curse, as Christ healed the leper in Jerusalem!

RAvNOS

Salubri have encountered the Ravnos more by traveling
eastward into Persid and Iﬂ&gatﬁ by chance encounters on
the roads of Europe Iﬁe,;;ther cIa;mseems able to quite figure
the other one out,@na every. attgmpt to forge more perma-
nentrelations bq;ﬁ'qbn' he@h@éended in misunderstandings
and perceived msulté% 55 now-the best relations seem to be
created between Sifig Ravnos believe
that the hunt fo,n the §ﬂubn msks oné agamst the Ravnos,
and as such, aze. hryg@mhei{a%ﬁwf"ugﬂlve Cainites. Others
see the Salubri ,a“s stalklng horses a»gdﬁthus“shun them.

Scatha—Cglﬁmbkllle They take Eoé»much pride in being the
clever little: ﬁ'rc;kst;rs to think about cmyt ing beyond their own
causes, and &n(y@ne ather’ rhan ,&Lamsiajv? Cansthink of few
greater fruse'mc‘fm than trying to. have§a&extended conversation
with one of them." w’fﬂhey dre-useless, theioéo them.

Gennadios: fﬁai;g noticed, I}qwéger ‘that for all their tricks
and japes, they 4vill as“mt YOu, dt ‘the, strangest moments in
repayment of something you'd ﬁﬁI one o’f their relatives months
or even years earlier. On thE egther hand the vest of the time they
can be painful and perilous to/deal with. I avoid them, as much to
spare myself confusion as anything else.

ToreADOR

Ifthere’sone clan that trlegdxe patience of even the most
saintly healer, it is the Toreag 0} e Artisans lack of care for
spiritual matters has drwer.} ﬁlamy; Salubrﬁ B{ﬂd! with frustra-
tion. Coupit{‘ﬂus faat 'widf)thefl‘“ Iseeming: d‘ISfmerest in the
effects o thc\'f {}n'e;e S ‘pmgé?“md the lqbrgtgfely come to
expect dld froml g’ ador- Freuse. “Those warnors familiar
with the rumo*rs of Au i "'scbff at féhe notion of Samiel
refusing to shaw favorto one of ﬁh"é’"B@se ﬁi’ﬁntmg out that
every tale ¢f the ericotnter { mdudingﬁi among the
Toreador theéléhlvesfspeaks of Aucasmrr’ s‘les?than -sterling
performance at the time. 0 o

Scatha-C’oI\;mbkdle ‘ne,é To'reaa‘m s lackluster perfor-
mance before ourfﬁastér- and chey al bel:éiie f thiselves slighted.
They are fools. < - :

Gennadios! l yaiutld: prs dwt fa‘r asaﬁ&u as we intervene
with theirmortal pets, we wwidimémﬁ"in@eons:demaon Lwould
hope, I might add, but I know better.

TREMERE

In a rare agreement of putpase warrior and healer stand
firmly united agamst the Tremere: The Tremere’s gross
violation of Saulot was crime enough, but compounding their
wickedness with a seties.of pogroms has pushed them beyond
any hope of mendlng fenges. |

Scatha- Columbkﬂle I wtlﬁ not counn it such a bad thing to
die again if it means I ta}cg ew:ﬁ én& c}f those bastards with me.

Gennadios: Utterly selfish, utterly prideful, completely with-
out conscience. Do not ask me to have the slightest crumb of pity
for them when their doom inevitably reaches out for them. I hope
that Tremere chokes on Saulot’s soul!

Tzmmisce

The Tzimisce and Salubri have maintained a strange,
curious friendship since the early dagfs shen not a few Salubri
studied the body under Tzimisce ,,futef&ge Warriors have
honed their knowledgffotf\/aberen throughrunderstanding of
Tzimisce torture, while’ mlétui;ti lﬁ{terest m‘ghe physical body
allowed the Healers td‘sﬁiﬁy on. !.ranglygg;T'zmuscgt .subjects.
When the 'Fl’ﬁemer-e j:um?d their fuey on the salubn, the
Tzimisce customs S?Tlospltal yserved the Salubrl ﬁell sodid
the Fiends’ g,atr@d of the G}su ; e @ians share common
cause agauﬁt A Y Tremera,; al ; : ~w’1¢h véstfy different
ideas abou€ how 10 ftake Care of the- pmb{e% Rumors of a
much deep&f’ allifhnéb bet\b fi the two elans cu'gulate, but
such rumor@\have circulared Whe mcelatmn ‘of the war-
riors. Moéﬁ,pow dtsmlsgw:fmm a8, mg!:e ta&k “* 4

Scatha-Col umbkﬂl s 1-have! k’ﬂﬁled a- ht deaf by my
host’s Eﬁfé)m, and his 'vow 10 Keep’ fau@ Jwigh (the hosP:rahty he
offered has’saveii my hfe hen the Tremere ‘have come’ callmg I
hope zhat;we § ""‘lbé at each other’s sides when Whe agnd z;@mes for
1 can give no higher Isrmftsz Ehan that. :-.I."; TN

Genn,afﬁos My time among ﬂ‘m Tzwhéc‘iz fuis béeu mfor—
mative,\if not ena're&)wamfazmble We ﬁsag‘ree on many things,
such as the value of marTathe and the més of torture, but I suspect
my hostess welcomed our mg?t’t@debatgs If I could have closed my
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Banu

Salubri, no matter what their lineage or occupation,
agree on a single point — the Baali are demons. Most were
brought up on tales of the Baali Wars of the ancient past. The
warriors in particular have been instilled with righteous fury
against them from the start. Those elders who have thought
to misuse the tales of the Baali’s origins against the Salubri,
especially the warriors, often meet with strange accidents.

Scatha-Columbkille: Kill them on sight, without mercy or
hesitation. This is our task and our charge from Samiel himself.
Spit them as if each were a poisonous toad.

Gennadios: If you have the means to confront them, do so. If
you have not, find others who can. Above all, do not let them
continue their work unchecked. And when the fight is over, do

whatever is in your power torescue those souls who can still be saved.

‘WEREWOIVES

Healers find werewolves a puzzle. They can understand
the Lupines’ affection for the fields and woods, but they are
not the lands vast enough that all may live in their shelter? As
Salubri must often travel the woods and wastes, they often
come into conflict with the Garou. Warriors learn soon
enough to travel with silver. The healers have found
Shepherd’s Watch to be invaluable as well, although some
whisper that one’s safest passage comes through healing
injured animals and not drinking from them when possible.

CLANBOOK: SALUBRI

Scatha-Columbkille: We have enough to worry about with
our own attacking us, and now these creatures wish to help! I have
been told that they have some intellect, but I have yet to see it in any
of the monsters | encounter.

Gennadios: [ encountered one of their number in Greece, 4
woman who called herself a child of the great earth mother that the
Grreeks had worshipped long ago. We sheltered together for a while,
but it could not last. Their theology is complex and beautiful, their
gifts of healing remarkable, and we spoke a great deal about
mortals. I should give much to return to those nights.

Maet

Only theurgy or country superstition is considered to be
any form of acceptable magic to the Salubri. From the ranks
of the proud magi strode the Tremere — why should anyone
give any magus even the benefit of the doubt?

Scatha-Columbkille: They spawned the Tremere. Wil
others seek the same sort of immortality at our expense? Do notgive
them the chance.

Gennadios: Of those I have met, those who are schooled in
theurgy are remarkable for their faith and scholarship. Unfortunately,
they are too eager to practice it on any within reach. I could never
trust any of them, even those who profess to hate the Tremere as
much as we do.

LA AN




WRAITHS

Salubri seem horrified at the mere mention of the Restless
Dead in these nights. Some see talk of them as bringing bad
luck or the sight of one to be a premonition of death. The fact
that some Salubri have encountered the souls of former com-
panions has only increased this fear. In days past, Salubri who
could speak with or hear the dead were considered extremely
valuable, both by wraiths needing assistance and by the vam-
piresand mortals plagued with them. Such gifted ones, however,
were often feared as much as they were valued.

Scatha-Columbkille: The only ghost I wish to see is the
ghost of a Tremere, shaking his fist in impotent rage. The rest are
but phantoms.

Gennadios: Each ghost we see is some healer's failure. Pity

them, and pity those they left behind.
FrE

For some reason, the Fair Folk avoid the Salubri, perhaps
finding their deep-seated faith and often overly religious
backgrounds to be anathema. Such avoidance saddens many
Salubri, who find the presence of the Fae to be a wondrous
cure for the sadness that often overcomes them.

Scatha-Columbkille: I recall a time when I encountered a
mighty creature while traversing a forest. He called himself a troll
and challenged me for the right to ford ariver. | admired his nobility
and I left him alive enough to profit from his lesson.

Gennadios: It was Midsummer Night, the moon was full,
and I had to travel on the open road. They were in a grove, dancing
for the holiday, and my heart nearly broke to see such beauty and
joy. For amoment, my heart was light again. Then I was noticed,
and they, perhaps thinking my robe was a holy habit, thought to
play me some of the worst mischief they could. When things grew
too dangerous, I was forced to call on my own powers to shield
myself, which drove them off.

REeLATIONS WITH MORTALS

Salubri work hard to maintain themselves so that they
might continue to shelter and socialize with mortals. Whether
as a dependable night watchman, a demure nun or a clever sage,
the Salubri struggle to keep their ties with those who bore them.
However, do not think that the Salubri choose to fraternize with
mortals out of anything so transient as nostalgia or longing.

Firstly, the security of hiding among the herd cannot be
dismissed. When one has a number of mortal neighbors,
parishioners, customers or the like who have an interest in
seeing one continue, they tend to alert one to potential
threats or inordinate interest. | have heard of one lay brother
Salubri whose neighbors told him of the strange figure seen
lurking around his cottage one day. The spy was in fact a
ghoul from a chantry a week’s journey away, and the neighbors
took umbrage at some padfoot spy sneaking through their
lands. When the ghoul attempted a second scouting of the
area, he was greeted by a number of neighbors, who raised the

hue and cry after him. This promptly brought the sheriff, who
clapped the fellow in irons. The incident prompted the
brother to move on to safety — an opportunity he might not
have had otherwise.

Well-inclined neighbors can also be of great assistance to
help with the other worries. After all, when a healer has been
up to all hours of the night tending to a fevered child, few are
likely to begrudge him daylight sleeping hours. Also, when
someone cannot afford pay in coin for services done, how very
easy to request that a roof be thatched or daylight business be
tended in exchange. In this way do the Salubri foster relations
with their neighbors, ensuring their own survival while con-
tributing to that of the community around them.

O~ GHouLs

[ have not heard from any Salubri visiting, nor from other
tale-bearers, if the Salubri create ghouls. 1 suspect that the
matter boils down to, in the Salubri mind, one eitheris Cainite
or one is not, and there is no such thing as a compromise
between the two. Many Salubri find the vampiric state itself to
be a necessary evil. By extension, those who straddle the fence,
then, are willingly polluting themselves, and such self-inflicted
damnation is anathema to Saulot’s childer.

ON LONELINESS

Each Salubri has an enemy far deadlier than any ghoul or
mortal, a nemesis more potent than any infernalists or Usurpers
could ever be. It is a foe greater than any who stalk the earth
by virtue of its insidiousness and stealth, and more vicious
than any rival for the toll that it takes from those it preys
upon. That enemy is loneliness.

[ am certain that the reader pauses here to sneer — what
cost loneliness when compared to one’s eternal life? [f one is too
tender to endure such, then one is unsuitable for the Embrace,
and had best ease his own pain by facing the sunrise. Do the
Gangrel complain of such? Does a warrior in the middle of
Crusade pause for such mild thoughts regarding friendship and,
if the word dare be spoken by one of our kind, love?

[ would remind the reader that the Cainites of every clan
have, should they choose it, companionship of their siblings
in the blood. Every other Cainite has the choice to seek out
company; if he chooses not to, upon his own head be it. The
hunted have no such choices. They face each night with
uncertainty — will this be the night that they are run to
ground, that they are betrayed, that they fall to their own
rage! They may be forced to depart at a moment’s notice
without so much as a word to anyone around them, leaving
friends and lovers in the agony of uncertainty. The Usurpers
have shown very little compunction regarding the misuse of
companions if doing so gets them their prize (as | am certain
both Gangrel and Tzimisce might remind us). Couple their
foul intents with their fouler methods, and the reader should
do well to consider if he would subject a companion to such
risks.




| have seen several methods by which Saulot’s childer
attempt to maintain some contact with each other, to learn of
childer made or sires destroyed, or to share news of changes to
each Shepherd’s circumstances. One such involves scribblings
found on walls, doorposts, caverns and the like, done in a welter
of languages long dead or never before seen in these lands. I have
seen some of these characters, and they bear no resemblance to
any writing | have ever seen, save perhaps a scroll that had been
carried back from the landsacross the Indus by one of Alexander’s
officers. Another means is a slightly more permanent one: a
variety of carvings such as were seen down in the catacombs
beneath Rome during the days of persecutions. Such messages are
written in pictograms, which even the unlettered may read and
understand. Others, such as traveling buskers or Moors or Jews,
may find themselves keeping messages or learning certain phrases
that sound innocuous to other ears, but which convey strange
and deeper meaning to those who know what to listen for.

What happens to a Salubri who cannot find such mes-
sages, or who is lost beyond the finding of her fellows? None
seem to know, or if they do, they are reluctant to share what
they have learned. Many suspect that these lost ones seek
torpor in quiet places, while others fear that they take their
lives in some terrible fashion or go insane. By this, it is hard
to say which decimates the clan more — the Usurpers’ direct
hand, or the more unaware and indirect touch.

ON FEEDING

It has been said that Caine, in his sorrow, saw Saulot as
a second Abel, that in his childe he saw a chance to make
right that which he had set wrong before the altar of the Lord.
Saulot, like Abel, was a shepherd, and he tended his flocks
gently. In turn, Saulot taught his childer to tend their human
flocks with a light and loving hand as well, and for this reason
he was much loved in Enoch.

[t seems strange that the healers among the Salubri must
still sup upon blood, and that it takes life to sustain their gifts
for preserving life. Feeding is a matter that many of my guests
were loath to discuss with me, for any knowledge of how they

seek sustenance is a weapon in the hands of their enemies.
Still, Scatha-Columbkille told me enough.

It seems that Saulot forbade his childer from feeding
upon any who feared them. This may be a legacy of his days
at Caine’s side, or one of his teachings of Golconda, but the
commandment has the force of law among Saulot’s brood.
Thus, the healers have a natural incentive to foster good
relations with the mortals around them. The kine who dwell
near a Unicorn must not fear the Cainite in their midst, or the
Cainite must move along with due haste. I suspect the
Usurpers have already learned of this matter, and it is for this
reason that they work so hard to spread tales from the pulpit
that Saulot’s childer have the taint of Hell upon them. If the
simple country folk lose their trust of the healers in their
midst, where shall those Salubri turn for sustenance!

CLANBOOK: SALUBRI

Warriors of the clan are a bit more legalistic in their
approach to this commandment of their grandsire’s. Those
whom ] have spoken to note that hatred and rage are not fear,
and thus the warriors feel no qualms about slaking their thirst
on their foes in battle. Some even go so far as to drink the
blood of those who hunt them, claiming that were those they
killed righteous, then they would have no fear at the notion
of death and Judgment. Healers call such arguments soph-
istry, and thus once again the depth of the rift between the
two castes is revealed.

ON THE Kiss

As I have met and spoken with Saulot’s childer, and have
met and spoken with others regarding them, I have come to
learn something of their choices for the Embrace. It seems that
Saulot was like unto Caine in this matter, laying down restric-
tions on those whom his childer might bring into the fold, and
punishing those who disobeyed.

Of all the Salubri that I have encountered, I have yet tosee
or even hear of a child receiving the Embrace. This might be
considered the first commandment of the Embrace, as near as
I can determine. The warriors claim this is because a child, no
matter how strong or well-trained, is still a child in size. In these
times, creating a childe who cannot defend himself on the field
of battle is foolish and wasteful. Healers have said that Saulot
found such Embraces to be abominations, and he punished
those who transgressed thus with death. They also say that an |
Embraced child might look and speak as a child, but that the
Cainite’s spirit and speech soon come to be those of an adult.
To have the soul of an old man in the body of an infant, they
say, is a crime against the child and anathema to God.

The second commandment of the Embrace was that it
never be performed out of love or to seek companionship.
Even though this is the law of Caine, according to the Book
of Nod, Saulot watched for such transgressions even more
vigilantly than did his grandsire. Why? It seems simple. The
yampiric state, in its truest form, is horror. Any who have
murdered while in the grip of hunger or under the talons of the
Beast would surely agree upon this, at least those who retain
enough of their humanitas to care. Therefore, why would any
Cainite inflict this horror upon someone she claimed to love!
The act would make a mockery of the very word. [t seems wise,
does it not, to prevent such horrors. Surely the Cainite given
the Kiss out of love would grow to hate the one who had
damned him, sowing dissension and hatred within the clan
itself. And yet, in the midst of such sterling logic, there ishope
for those who would bring their lovers into eternity. The
persistent rumors regarding relations between Rayzeel and
Saulot would seem to beg the question if Saulot himself could
follow his own law.

There is a continued belief among those not of the clan
that Salubri are expected to adhere in all strictness to the
values of the clan, the teachings of Saulot, the lore of the past




and so on. Those with whom I have spoken have caused me
to give rise a conjecture, which Nuriel and another healer
have suggested as appropriate. =

I have seen nothing to suggest that the Salubri are
choosing childer for the Embrace willy-nilly. There is a great
deal of observation and care taken with the choice, and upon
the choice and Embrace, further care is taken with each
childe’s training. Once the childe is Embraced, he or she has
as long as is necessary to ensure that he or she is properly
prepared to exist in the hateful world, whether with compan-
ions or alone. The work of Samiel and the warriors who
followed is not suggestive of a clan that abandons its childer.
If that were so, should we have had Samiel, Rayzeel and the
other, unsung creators! | suspect the sentiment among the
elders is to say to the childer that the childer have been raised
and gifted with all that is necessary for them to make their
way in the world. It remains to the childer haw they choose
to carry out those values to reflect both themselves and their
elders. Once a childe is released, she is trusted to do right and
choose well. She may maintain close relations with her sire
and other elders, but she is by and large on her own.

I must hasten to add that what I describe above would be
more appropriate for the years before the purges began. Since
then, [ suspect that sires are teaching their childer strict
obedience to the tenets and little else, largely due to a lack of
time, and a pressing fear that the sire may not be there the
next night to continue the lessons. There is no time for the
long childehoods of debate, study and practice. Childer
Embraced now must be prepared to be thrown into the world,
often before they are ready.

Scatha-Columbkille has expressed the worry that many
childer may be cheated of their heritage, both knowingly and
otherwise, in these dark times. Should a childe choose a
different route and clothe his values in a tatterdemalion’s
cloak rather than a white tabard or monk’s robes, he may
believe that he betrays his clan and the path set before him.
What becomes of these confused ones? And how likely is it
that he might ever encounter an elder who might instruct
him otherwise? More likely that he will find others of his
generation who insist that there be only one or two paths, and
roil further still with guilt and confusion. Scatha has wept for
these, and | cannot help but weep with her.

ON Snuror

Even among non-Salubri, one has but to say the name to
receive an immediate response, often favorable. I daresay he
is the closest we approach to a saint, particularly since he was
martyred. [ only wish that others were more heeding of his
children for his sake.

What description [ have has been confusing in the
extreme, taken from scant memories, sires’ tales and accounts
passed down imperfectly from Enochian documents. Those
who could tell us for certain are either dead or have no wish

to speak. He has been usually described as of average height
for the times, perhaps even slightly shorter, and usually well-
built and -formed. His hair is usually given as black, although
some insist that it was brown or even golden. His skin was
likely dun-colored, and very few accounts have said that he
lost this coloring upon the Embrace. Of his eyes, there has
been the fiercest disagreement; [ have heard they were every
color from blue to black to hazel, and there is no consensus
even among blood-siblings. Most agree that he was handsome
by the day’s standards; supposedly Arikel insisted he veil
himself before approaching her, lest she find herself too
thoroughly entranced by his beauty. Salubri, however, think
that he was more likely average in appearance, neither stun-
ning nor hideous but rather altogether...human. From out of
this welter of vociferous disagreement, only a single portrait
has survived to serve as our lone glimpse of what this most
noble Cainite may have looked like. Most abservers seem to
agree that the painting looks at least passingly like Saulot,
though trying to get agreement on which details are correct
is like attempting to empty the seas with a sieve. | believe the
portrait hangs in the chapel of a Malkavian baron, Etienne
d’Agoult, but my last report of it was several decades ago, and
who knows if some enterprising Tremere childe has at-
tempted to ingratiate himself to his elders by defacing it.

Over the years, Saulot has attracted a variety of descrip-
tions from other Cainites, with epithets ranging from
“near-deity” to “near-inhuman.” His powers over life and
death, far beyond what the other clans even dreamed of,
earned him jealous accusations of being proud and unman-
ageable. Some claimed that he acted as would a petty god,
toying with lives as it suited his whim. They mutter that in his
trances he spoke to demons, and white-faced Cainites re-
count the prophecies he gave in the very tongues of Hell.

By contrast, Saulot’s childer have ascribed very mortal
values and behaviors to him. They have tales of his fears,
which manifested in fits of deep gloom when he became
subject to these trances, and of his first arguments with Samiel
when that childe strained at his leash. They tell of his love for
Rayzeel and of his wonder at any insight gained, be it his own
or a pupil’s. Yet there are also tales of his harsh punishments
of childer who flouted his rules of the Kiss or the use of their
Disciplines, even unto returning them to the dust from
whence they came. He gave us the blessed vision of Golconda,
yet left behind precious few lessons for those who would
obtain it. Which portrait, then, is the true onel. Was he a
monster among monsters, forever tainted by his time in the
unknown lands to the East, or a gentle soul who overcame
both God and Caine’s curses?

In the end, as a scholar, I must claim that both portraits
have something of the truth. The Cainite, once the man,
called Saulot must stand betwixt these two extremes. He was
aunremarkable man who became something very remarkable
upon his Embrace, He was murdered by a coward in cold blood
while he slumbered, and yet he is not gone from us. He left us




his legacy in the form of his childer, which we, to our shame,
rapidly allow others to squander. We are being tested, perhaps
by Saulot himself from beyond the grave — a final test of our
humanity. If we fail this, then he and his childer are far better
off without us, and we will have received what we deserve.

THE INFERNAL

The text herein Presenttd on this subject is the work of
two remarkable childer of Saulot’s line — Yael, a warrior
who has made the crushing of the infernal her unlife’s work,
and Matchias, a healer of Gngiand who in life had been of
holy orders. When this was Prescnted unto me, 1 feared to
even touch the Parchment, which had obviously seen many
days travel and not a few years of hard usage. The messenger
bearing the scroll had been sent by a compatriot of mine in
Salerno, and the courier said that his master’s thoughts had
been to place such a valuable piece where it might be saved.
While the thought was a kind one, and pleasing to an old
man’s vanity, I was suddenly struck with the notion of how
many other fragile texts had been carelessly tossed into the
rain, or burned with their owners or ripped into a thousand
picces. For each that reached my hands, perhaps another
dozen had been destroyed or seized by the Usurpers secking
the easy road to knowledge and power. T must confess, the
thought left me in deep melancholy for the remainder of the
night, and for several evenings afterward.

As history, the manuscript details much of the Salubri
crusade against the infernal forces and speaks somewhat of
the Baali Wars. Tt also gives us a family tree of our two
authors, which is perhaps one of the very few in existence.
Note how Matthias fills in the gap where the names of the
Second Generation are unknown. I have attempred to detail
such and keep records of the lost, but few have seen the profit
in the endeavor. Indeed, it would seem that they view such a
task as bringing evil luck wich it.

| Thig text is created by the hand of Matthias of Bath,
 begat of Generus, who was begat of Simeon, who was begat
| of Tyrorsh, who was begat of Savlot, who was begat of the
Stcond Genevation, who wag begat of Claine. These are the
words of Wael, who was born Althea of Phillipus, begat of
| Gabricl, who was begat of Tyillel, who was begat of Lthuricl,
| who was begat of Samiel, mho was begat of Savlot, mho was
begat of the Sccond Generation, who mas begat of Caine.

Since the daps of the Baali {Wars haoe we stood aGainst
A  the eoil ones, those who sought the might of the darkness ag
b shiclds for their omn weak spirits ot to win for them what theie
| omn strength could not. Since the night that Samicl and his
three enteved the oalley of Moloch haoe we refoted the morks
of the coil ones, their setoants and the powers that they seroe.
({Je are vnited in this porpose, warriors and healers, and by
this work do me honor oor fallen forefathers.

Coe BaarWaRrs

Though those mghts of fear and flame are long gone, they
are still difficult to speak of for manp, Shared memory has
brought shared pain, and in these memories we still smell the
stink of offal and the spilled vitar of our sires. In reminiscence
we hear the screams of the servants of the infernal, and we
connt the tears wept bu Savlot for this horrar.

"The tumors of the infernalists i the river valleps had
gromn too numerons to be ignored, and the farmers were much
afraid of those dack places and the coming of night. CChile some
of the Third Generation dismissed these tales as but the loming
of the frightened king, others were less certain. Savlot belicoed |
that the stories were not mere neroous tale-telfing by the five, but
rather cvidence of weighty matters that desevoed more than
tursory accention. (Chen the fear of the infernalists began
spreading from the valleys, Savlot would wait no longer. e
sent four warriors, two of his own childer among them, into the
viner valleps. To them he gave the task of watching and learning
as much as conld be of these ceeatures, and of bringing unto him
tidings of their strength, conning and desires.

The betrapal from mithin was one that Saulot cold not
have foreseen, pet he belieoed himself somehow vesponsible for
the Traitor’s deeds. For it hod been he who chose the
marriors, he mho gane them their fatal mission, and until the
end of his daps he tormented himself with the thought that he
had somehow been deceived so easilp by one of his own. The
torment of those who pentored into the valleps was mercifulln
brief. The sole survinor who carried the tale of the ending to
the Second ity suffeved for his knowledge. lith Savlot's
blessing, he chose to face the dawn rvather than vecall the
horrors he had seen for another night.




(e were told that the blood ran as rivers when the Salubri led the assembled forces of the Cainites against the WBaoli.
Samiel stood at the forefront alwaps, with generals of the Brujah and Gangrel by his side. T)ever once did he step from the
field unless the healers dragged him away that his wounds might be tended. &hen T made study with @ Brujah lord in his
sphaeristera, he told me of how his grandsive, @ neonate in those daps, saw Samitl mowing down those who stood before him
as calmlp and quickly as if he were a simpler farmer, haroesting wheat.

#111 of the champions of the Baali failed to defeat Samiel, so they were forced to resort to treachern. As then conld not
turn him or subdue him, thep weve forced to kill him, and this thep did. The fatal blow was strock from behind, and the fatal knife
mas in o traitor’s hand. Samiel fell coen as the battle ended.

Gricoous weve our losses that night. (e gave of ourselves, of our warriors and healers, that the MBaali might not extend
their grasp of shadow. Tn our efforts, me mere but partially successful, and the price we paid mas too high. -

Of the warriors, only fioe remained, all pouths in comparison to those who had fallen, and all were the last to receive their
blooding at Samiel's hands. OF the healers, over half their number lap recumbent upon the field, for the monsters did target them
to prevent our forces from receining succor upon the field. Great was the gricf of Savlot to [earn of his childer’s deaths, and those
who had stood upon the field with the fallen had no reply to him but to sap, “Kejoice, for none died a comard’s death.”

Of the traitor to our clan and his farefather, the tales sy little, Mang haoe their ideas regavding his whereabouts and
fate. For mp own part, X haoe found that T must beficoe that Samiel dragged him down into death even as he himself fell. X
must belieoe this, on the darkest nights when X prepare the torch and sword to cleanse pet another Baali nest, or X shoold spend
mp unlife in endless porges as tecrible as those levied against the Gnostics.

Coe Gnosac Purees

({[e chroniclers were not pet born when this horror came upon the land. Of this, we will sap that Savlot was surelp misled
by whigpering serpents who knew that he had no particular liking for the Gnostics ot their philosophy. Gy this was we are
not entirely certain, and we haoe onfy the words of ‘Rapzeel and Malkav as chronicle of those nights.

(Chat my sire told me was this and this onlp. Romor had come to Savlot that the Gnostics harbored not onlp MWaali taint
but the thrice-gamned traitor himself. More than anpthing, Savlot wished that traitor to suffer for the onforgivable acts he had
committed against sire, clanmates, Cainites all and eoen mortals, for immortal infernalists would surelp be an eoen greater blight
to the Ghildren of Stth than even Cainites might become. And so, Saulot himself stalked the Gnostics where he foond them,
and sought the "T'raitor in their midst. Exe did not find the one he sought, but he found much that was abomination unto the Lord,
and much that was corrupt, and many Clainites who had arrogated unto themselves the mantle of the Tnolp Church that then
might feed from the faithful. Savlot’s sroiving childer honted the Traitor as well, and those who had fallen from the path of ;
Clhrist’s teachings feared them. Great were their lamentations when Savlot hunted among them, for he was fevcer than Samiel,
and more deadlp. '

IniescsTo Sorcow

Samiel had not written upon the notion of purging the infernal from the land, but we believe that had he lived, he would have
set this as law in his code. #Is it is, we take oor dicection in this from oor father and from the remaining marriors who did raise
us up whole cloth from nothingness. Their war againgt the Baali became oor mar against the Baali. Their hont for cvil became
ours. So, too, did their enemigs become ovrs as mell.

[Since the rise of the Setites in hoary Egupt, the continued threat of the Waali, the efforts of those mortals who ever feed
the appetites of these enemics, and now of the cursed {surpers, we have much to do. &(c cannot allow these creatures to continoe
on their paths of wickedness without intercession. To do so would be an insult to the memory of the sacrifices made by Samicl
and all those who stood with him on the field against the Baali.

CreVIA DoOLOROSA

(e know nothing of this Via, and the fact chat it is ascvibed to vg is more ludicvous than the wildest Jsurper-spawned
slanders. Tt espouses values no diffeent than those found in the teachings our more tupical Viae, such as ‘Roads of Theaom
or Exomanity; why should we traipse another road so fike onto those we alreadp knows Anp examination of this 80 could “@ricving
Road” shows that it is the fimsiest fiction. #Ls for this claim that those folloming it find Golconda too difficult to achicoe and
therefore create childer with the purpose of diableric, it has the stink of the {Jsurpers about it. ho but thep, or their cohorts,
wovld ascribe the crime of Ringlaping to us: Xt is nothing but a pallid, callom attempt to pin any atvecity upon us they can so
as to justify their slanghter of mp brethren. Could that X could carve the tencts of rhu; so-called Via on thl! still-vital body of
tht mrztch who first cvafted: the lie: :
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sorre special abilities urkrnovon to ofthers of
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PowERs OF THE BioobivG

The powers granted by the ritual of the blooding are
available only to those warriors who have gone through an
accurate version of the practice, a la the Code of Samiel. False or
degraded versions of the blooding do not unlock the powers that
a proper blooding provides.

The powers of the blooding can be purchased for 7 XP each.
Tracker’s MARK

The Salubri may gain insight into his target if his prey has
spilled any ofhisown blood. The mere touch and scentof the blood
isenough to trigger this power, though the taste of the blood lowers
difficulty on all rolls relating to Tracker’s Mark by 1. If the target
has left a trail of blood, the Warrior may track him by it.

System: The Salubri takes a little of his target’s blood onto
his fingers or tongue and concentrates. The player rolls Percep-
tion + Awareness, difficulty 6. For each success, he gains a single
piece of information about his target, such as generation, clan,
occupation, age, whether or not the target is a diablerist and so
on, It’s never a straightforward thing — most find their senses
react to “stimulants” in the blood (the Beast grumbles in re-
sponse to a Brujah's frenzied blood, for example), and there are
odd distortions in the information received as a result. If the
blood is from an animal, the Salubri may be briefly assaulted with
the animal’s heightened senses. When the warrior tracks prey by
the blood, the player rolls Perception + Survival (difficulty 6),
with the number of successes indicatinghow many scenes he can
follow for before needing to reroll.

Strangely enough, the older the blood being tasted, the
more information it gives and the more pronounced the side
effects it produces. For every generation of the target’s blood
higher than 8th, the difficulty on the base roll drops by one. Some
Salubri claim that blood bastardized from them burns like fire on
the tongue or smells like rotting hay (making it very effective for
tracking Tremere and Baali).

BLESSING OF THE INAME

There's a reason the warriors name themselves after angels.
A Salubri who calls on this power presents a formidable sight, one
terrifying enough to strike abject terror into the hearts of her foes
or inspire a tired army to a fresh stand. Her third eye opens,
shedding a harsh golden light that bathes the warrior and all she
looks upon. Mud and grime vanish, rusty armor gleams as though
newly forged, and the warrior seems to have the look of an
avenging member of the Lord’s hosts. Asked laterabout the event,
most witnesses will remember that they saw something marvelous,
but no two will agree on what they saw.

System: The Salubri calls on the power by invoking the angel
whose name she shares and specifying what she wishes to use it for
(“Michael, leader of the Heavenly Host! Stand with me now and
bring terror to my enemies!”). Her third eye opens, golden light
pours forth, and she can be considered to have Presence ® e e e @ for
the duration of the scene. Furthermore, she may ignore all wound
penalties as well for the duration of that scene.

CLANBOOK: SALUBRI

To activate this power, the player rolls the character’s Path
rating (difficulty 8), with two successes necessary. Her foes must
make a Willpower roll to so much asattempt to strike her, and even
if they overcome their awe, they are at +2 difficulty to strike. At the
Storyteller’s behest, any allies of the Salubri who are sufficiently
inspired by her may be at -2 difficulty to strike their foes.

When the scene ends, the effect leaves her, and any mud, rust,
injuries, etc. that the power covered up now more pronounced. At
Storyteller discretion, the character's vampirism may seem more
prominent (pronounced pallor, prominent fangs, etc.) for the next
few minutes as well. If her injuries haven’t reduced her to Incapaci-
tated or Torpor, the Salubri will also be ravenously hungry. A
character may only call on this effect once per story.

Be warned, though, that the Heavenly Host donot like their
names being used in vain, and a Salubri who uses this effect when
not in life-threatening danger, for less-than-altruistic reasons or
torandomly terrorize may find her divine protection running out
at inconvenient times. She may even make someone up there
very angry....

NEw VALEREN USES

® ¢ JUGURING THE SICKNESS

Another diagnostic tool in the hands of the Salubri, this
power allows a Healer to discover both the severity and nature of
the sickness plaguing her patient, although it offers no informa-
tion about the cure. Knowledge of Auguring the Sickness is
believed to date back after Saulot’s return from the East, leading
to speculation that this is a power found among Eastern healers
(and possibly vampires).

System: The Salubri lets her hands hover an inch or so
above the body of her patient and traces a path from head to foot,
concentrating as she does. The player rolls Perception + Medi-
cine (difficulty 7). Each success allows the player one detail or
symptom about the illness, such as its kind, what the likely
symptoms and developments are, and so on. Those who have
activated Heightened Senses (Touch) before performing the
augury often can sense extra heat in the area of the sickness.

e e ¢ PEACEMAKER

This gift is found among the healers, although not a few of
thewatchershave procureditfor themselves. Similar to Shepherd's
Watch, it allows the Salubri to spread an aura of calm and peace
around a small chamber. Under its influence, tempers that had
flared out of control find restraint, and arguments over trifles are
reduced to differences of opinion. Vampire lords have found this
to be extremely helpful in negotiating treaties with mortal
counterparts, and some once requested the Salubri create the
effect for difficult negotiations between Cainites.

System: The player spends two Willpower points to erect the
aura of this power. [t lasts for as many scenes as she has dots in her
Via rating, or until she leaves the area. Her third eye opens, butit
shedsnolight, and the power isnotaffected if she shadows her third

eye under a hood or hat. Peacemaker is not a numbing or hypnotic
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head.” under the effect of this
power are more inclined to talk out a dispute rather than reach for
the sword. Brujah in particular find it harder to lose their tempers,
although they're not immune to agitation — they are at +2
difficulty on all rolls relating to aggression.

Anyonewhowishes to insult someone or give in to bad temper
while under the effects of Peacemaker must roll Willpower (diffi-
culty 8) or simply settle down into mumbling and bewilderment.
Those with normally quiet, gentle or peaceful Natures are often the
leastaffected; the Salubrisuspectitis due to the aura findingnothing
to calm or settle as with more violent or angry Natures.

Once the effects of Peacemaker wear off, those who have
been affected by it sometimes have a sense of “buyer’s
remorse.” Mortal enemies occasionally “come to their senses”
and may renege on agreements made, while others claim they
were addled with witchcraft while negotiating, Another draw-
back is that the power works best in a small chamber— the larger
the chamber, the more spread out the effect, and less potent it is
asaresult. If the Salubri wishes to create a more potenteffect, she
may spend two more points of Willpower, thus allowing a
sanctuary to enjoy the aura of a small chamber.

e e 00 KNG Davin's BLESSING

Itis said that music has the power to soothe the savage breast.
When you sing or play an instrument, your patients seem to heal
better and relax more. This can help someone forget his physical
pain, draw him out of depression, or even assist another healer in

Size of Chamber T

Small chamber Mortal enemies can talk about the
issues at hand without lapsing inta an
argument. Violence is impossible with-

out extreme provocation (or the
% expenditure of a Willpower.)

Large chamber Loud disagreements are still possible,

but violence is difficult to initiate,
l Banquet hall, A general feeling of goodwill, which

I sanctuary can be shattered
e ——— ————== =

workinghercraft. Rayzeel wassaid tobe the creator of this Discipline,
originally crafting this to draw Saulot out of his depression after the
Baali Wars. Those Salubri who donot come froma strong Christian
or Judaic tradition often call this power Rayzeel’s Song.

System: The music must be appropriate to the situation (a
jolly country tune isn’t likely to help someone relax, but it might
helpdistracta woman in labor). The Salubri playsherinstrument
or sings; the player rolls Charisma + Music (difficuley 7). If the
Salubri is singing to the accompaniment of another, both players
must make the music roll. If the accompanist botches, each 1
removesa success from the Salubri’s efforts; if the Salubri runs out
of successes, he may fail or botch.

If the Salubri is trying to draw someone out of depression,
each success lowers the difficulty of the target’s Willpower roll
(no lower than 5), or allows him 10 minutes of relatively clear
thought before he slips back into his depressed state.




If the Salubri is attempting this before working a healing,
each success on King David's Blessing allows her to subtract one
from the difficulty of her healing roll (difficulty no lower than 4).
If the healing is meant to work against a Derangement, the
difficulty may go no lower than 5.

If the Salubri is working in tandem with a doctor, midwife or
another Salubri, the player makes his roll as normal, with each
success granting the second healer another die for his Medicine/
Valeren roll. Only five dice total can be granted in this manner.

Failing or botching King David's Blessing is very unpleasant
forall concerned. Anything attempted after a failure has +1 added
to the difficulty, while a botch adds +2. The Storyteller may even
deem thatabotch inflictsasingle level of non-aggravated damage,
as the subject thrashes in sudden distress. In the case of a Derange-
ment, the subject makes a frenzy or Rotschreck roll. Furthermore,
medieval thought is firm in the knowledge that disharmony hasa
way of inviting all sorts of terrible things, and spirits drawn to pain
or disharmony may come sniffing around the victim.

e 0000 ee SWORD OF THE RIGHTEOUS

Not by rightness of spirit and rigorous training alone were the
warriors of Samiel’s band able to put the Baali to flight. The most
talented were also able to call upon this power, which made their
swords blaze with the cleansing fire of rightecusness.

System: By running his hand along the blade of his weapon
and coating it with his own blood (coincidentally taking a health
level of damage), a Salubri can make his sword blaze with heavenly

pe—
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fire. After the blood has been applied, the player rolls Strength +
Occult, difficulty 7. Ifhe succeeds, the sword blazes into light with
golden flames that last until the end of the scene.

The flames are not merely decorative. They cannot be
smothered with powers of shadow of a lesser level of expertise, and
anyone attacking a Salubri using this power is at +1 difficulty on
all rolls because of the brightness of the flames. Furthermore, the
sword now does an additional two dice of aggravated damage.

e e e e oo WHICHING THE PASSAGE

This power can only be used on those who have accepted the
gift of Ending the Watch. While those who pass on thus go to
eternal peace, talented Salubri can gain some benefit from helping
them go. Watching the Passage leaves behind psychic echoes of
the dearly departed in the chamber in which he died, and the
Salubri can draw upon those echoes for strength and knowledge.

System: The psychic echoes left behind by the newly dead can
be utilized by the Salubri in any number of ways. By spending a
Willpower and making a Perception + Empathy roll, the player can
allow the spirit of the departed to merge with the Salubri’s own. This
grants the Salubri a chance (Intelligence, difficulty 5) of knowing
any fact that the dead man knew, including the whereabouts of
documents or treasure, interesting secrets and so on. If the Salubri
justletshis mind drift, a Perception + Empathy roll (difficulty 7) may
let useful or pertinent details just come to him.

Alternately, the Salubri may choose to simply draw in all of the
remainingessence of the departed soul. Foreach successobtainedon
theoriginal Ending the Watchroll, the playercanrollone dieagainst

4 i
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adifficulty of 6. Each heals the Salubri of a level of damage. Doing
so drains the essence of the departed permanently, however.

Watching the Passage can only be used up to a week after the
death of the mortal inquestion. A botch inflictsalevel of aggravated
damage and may summon a maleficent spirit of some sort.

seveeeeeee HEnvEN'S GATE

One of the rarest and most infrequently taught powers of
Valeren, Heaven’s Gate literally allows a Salubri to infuse a
recently dead cadaver with the power of life itself without either
Embracing or ghouling the target. In the golden glow from the
Cainite’s third eye, spectators can see the soul drifting back into
the body it so recently departed. Salubri, needless to say, are loath
to use this power for many reasons.

System: The Salubri lays hands on the recently dead, and
with the expenditure of 2 Willpower and a Willpower roll
(difficulty 8), draws the fleeing soul back into the mortal shell.
Note that unless the body has been healed or otherwise revitalized
in the interim, odds are death with return swiftly.

Heaven's Gate cannot be used more than 10 minutes after
the victim’s last heartbeat. Any botch on the roll may well draw
another sort of spirit — and not the one who belongs in the body
— at Storyteller discretion.

MEerrs 8D FLaws

ScENT OF THE OTHER (1 pT MERIT)

Forsome reason, youjustdon'tseem like a Salubri. Maybe you
carry yourself like a Brujah, or it’s just one of those inexplicable
things. Whatever it may be caused by, the end result is that people
need to look hard before admitting to themselves that you are in
factaSalubri, and they will rationalize away what might otherwise
be suspicious behaviors of yours.

Prot1eCTED (2-5 Pr MERIT)

You have some shelter from the Tremere hunt, whether from
anindividual who sharesa vow of friendship or from an organization
thatfindsyouuseful. Work out the generalities with your Storyteller,
but she creates the final details and most likely plays the character
whohasan interest inkeeping youaround. Whydo these people risk
themselves for you? These people are not Retainers (unless you

runningout if you misuse it or abuse your companions’ goodwill.

For two points, your shelter is likely a mortal or ghoul who
whistles when he sees the torches coming. For three points, you
have a weak vampire companion who has a useful Discipline. At
four points, you have the security of a church or monastery
(without Faith), a coterie of vampires or a vampire of ancilla age,
and several Disciplines. With five points, you are sheltered by a
powerful vampire elder, a church or monastery with Faith, oreven
a mortal lord and his retinue.

‘WARRENS (3 pT MERIT)

Itdoesn’t matter that the Tremere are hunting you. You have
places to go to ground. Whether your knowledge covers the

purchase the Background as well), and protection has a way of

catacombs, Roman ruins, dockside complexes or anywhere else
you can imagine, you know a place or two where you can hole up
and hide, safe and sound — at least for a little while.

SiGHT BEYOND SiGHT (5 pT MERIT)

Your third eye can occasionally see things that are invisible to
your normal sight. You have no control overwhat the eye sees, and
sometimes this additional vision can get you in a great deal of
trouble. Perhaps you can sometimes see through Obfuscate or
Chimerstry, or through magical illusions. Some Salubri have
reported seeing into the Shadowlands or occasionally glimpsing
the true form of a faerie. The third eye must be open for the Merit
to work, whether through Valeren or through a concentrated
effort (Willpower, difficulty 6).

Broopve By THE CopE (7 pT MERIT)

For some reason, you were fortunate enough to receive a
blooding by the Code of Samiel in the prescribed way. Conse-
quently, you may learn the abilities granted by this blooding if you
canfind a teacher. You must have an excellent reason for possessing
this Merit, and your good fortune may arouse some suspicions both
in and out of clan. Only warrior Salubri may take this Merit.

Opb Eye (122 pr Fraw)

Your third eye looks strikingly different than the two youwere
born (and Embraced) with. For one point, the third eye is merely
a different color (i.e., blue, when you have brown eyes), while for
two points it's something rather disturbing (i.e., violet, red, slitted
like a cat’s eye). Needless to say, this inhuman feature is not going
to help your reputation.

SraseorN (1-3 pt Fraw)

There is conviction of spirit, there is unshakable will, and
there is just plain being omery. You fall into the last category.
When your mind is made up, or when you're set on doing
something, nothing candivert you. Foronepoint, you're setin your
ways, but a convincing argument will turn you around. For two
points, you're a regular mule, and nothing’s likely to change your
mindshortofacatastrophe. For three points, you'llnot only defend
your conviction to Hell’s door, you'll kick it in and argue with the
Devil. This Flaw is most often taken by warriors.

(UnBLoopep (5 pr Fraw)

You never received any ritual of blooding from your sire or
other warriors, and so your training is at a standstill. You may not
progress beyond the second level of Valeren until you receive a
ritual of blooding, and you are two Traits down in apy Social roll
againsta blooded Salubri. Only warrior Salubri may take this Flaw.

VisBLE EYE (5 p1 FLaw)

You cannot get your third eye to close. It remains open even
when you sleep. While you can cover it, covering it tightly is too
painful to be borne. You may spend Willpower to force it shut for
10 minutes, but it snaps back open immediately thereafter.

¥R _FOUR: THE POWERS OF THE RIGHTEOUS

47




G

. -
. Do n
e -

B
L

s R

G
- e o
e i i el i

e
ool

%xs e
e .
e i

o

i
i
e
e . i
L

- e
L

L
e

no

B

e

G

sEEe e
R
e
- e 0
il s i i
bt e L

= e '§?~ &
o %o Rl

i - i : sl
o ER e e
o e SEE
o i i e ]l Rt _J
) o - o o F R R

T o e

e
e

-
e

o
a




Jhaptet Five:

The joots
of eaven

To discover a saint urrnlgtﬁrst

s

\’1,




Tue Hory THIEF : conscience. You filched the bones that night

Ouote: Which & the sreater, crime.. I | U i and revealed the priest’s deception to the
I e my. lovd? That a Saiir 535 snadd & m;e | i j ! abbot. The joy of the petitioners at finally
: ) touching the sacred relics, the devotion

velic fram o Bishob, v thak o Lasembra stesl of the monks as they stored them care-

that selfsame relic from the people who most
need it by locking it up in his personal coffers?

History: You were a vagabond in
life, getting by on petty thefts and
small-time cozenry. You had little
interest in “civilized life” — it was
just a pretty veneer over some rotten
hearts, which you managed perfectly
well without. Oh, you believed in
God like everyone else, but having
never directly felt His hand on your
life, you figured that He had no
interest in or use for you. Perhaps
thatexplained what happened next.

You fell ill while out on the
road in England and luckily found
shelter at a hostel before you
became completely delirious. God
spared your ragged life for reasons
you couldn'tfathom, and thisboth-
ered you unaccountably. You
hung around after your
recovery and dogged the local
monastery, hoping to find some
answer to this question. During
your stay, a set of relic bones
(said to be those of St. Agnes)
was brought to the abbey on their
way to a cathedral. A number of
sick people had come to see the
relic, hoping for a chance to touch

the bones and be healed, and their
deep, simple faith touched you unex-
pectedly. It seemed like a simple
request, to wish for health. So when
the priest refused to let the bones
out of their reliquary and drove off
the petitioners, you became angry.
You stole a monk’s habit and ap-
proached the priest in disguise. Your
disguise was so good that he spoke
without thinking — the bones were
bound for the personal reliquary of
a noble to whom the priest owed
substantial favors, and in fact had
been stolen from another abbey.

It has been said that one should
never try to cozen a cozener,
particularly one developing a

CLANBOOK: SALUBRI

fully — suddenly, it was as if a great

many things became clear to you, and
you finally felt the touch of the Divine.
Your thefts brought you a small
amount of fame among the abbeys, so
you thought it no great matter to be
asked by an abbess to retrieve aset of
parchments said to contain holy
writings. The abbess neglected to
mention that the writings were
Salubri songs in the hands of a

o Tremere, and when he threw you

/ from the walls of his stronghold,
(/' you hoped that God would be a
'+ little more pleased to see you. The

‘ Salubri abbess, however, had other

plans for you.

Concept: You watch for the
peddlers and panderers of faith, both
those who wear bishop’s miters and
those in rags, and you have little
tolerance for either. Let none, how-
ever, mistake your actions for those
of any common padfoot — you are
serving a higher purpose.

Roleplaying Hints: You've
gotten very good at what you do,
whether it is deflecting too much
scrutiny from yourself or in filching
others’ prized possessions (including
your clanmates). A mix of Furore bold-

ness and well-honed knowledge of the
Church, you prefer to charm your
targets, but you have no qualms about
using a blade if it becomes necessary.
Items: Monk's robe, traveling
clothes, knife, pouches and bags, animal
bones, slivers of wood, lockpicks
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SALUBRI

FOR VAMPIRE THE DHRK AGES:

NAME: INATURE: Penttent SIRE:
PLAYER; DEMEANOR: Gatlant G ENERATION: 104
CHRONICLE: CONCEPT/CHSTE: The Hoty thiet HAVENS
= = ATTRIBUTES —_— E
PHYSICAL SociAL MENTAL
Strength._ ®#@000000 Charisma @0000000 Perception__@@000000
Dexterity.ute.0 @@ ® @000 Manipulation. @©000000 Intelligence._ @@ 000000
Stamina____®@@®00000 Appearance__@@000000 Wits ®@0000000
—_— ABILITIES =—— =
TBLENTS SKILLS KNOWLEDGES
Acting ®®000000 AnimalKen_ 00000000 Academics. 00000000
Alertness @®000000 Archery 00000000 Hearth Wisdom_e@®000000
Athletics 00000000 Crafts @0000000 Investigation. @ @®000000
Brawl ®@®000000 Etiquette. @®0000000 Law 00000000
Dodge ®®000000 Herbalism___ 00000000 Linguistics. 0000000
Empathy ®@0000000 Melee @0000000 Medicine 00000000
Intimidation.__ 00000000 Music 00000000 Ocault__ 00000000
Larceny @®000000 Ride @0000000 Politics 00000000
Leadership, 00000000 Stealth @®000000 Science 00000000
Subterfuge @@000000 Survival ®@®000000 Seneschal 00000000
= ADVANTHAGES ——=—
DISCIPLINES BAckGRrROUNDS VIRTUES
ML__ acts 5
@@000000 Contact ©0000000 (.0 2880
Fortiude  @0000000 ration ®@®000000
Valeren Wamic' @ 0000000 ®0000000 Self-Control ([ XX X Xeo
00000000 00000000
00000000 00000000 Courage ©0000
——OTHER TRrAITS Ronp HeALTH
00000000 Heaven Bruised
00000000
0000000000 Hurt -1
00000000 tijured e
00000000 - wiipewrs Wounded -2
00000000 Mailed e
00000000 @eoO®0O0O®0OG®OQ®O®O0O0O0 Crippled .5
POGOOVOe Hhe i EIEE EIECHE Incapacitated
00000000 W
00000000 EAKNESS
0000000 9 BLOOD POOL Cannot Refuse Plea for Help/
00000000 D D D D D D I:I D D D Cannot Jnjure Another Without

00000000
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e, W
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ELECTRA

Quote: Why should I not decry such villainy? Silence
has never yet spitted a traitor, and that is not likely to
change for the likes of you.

History: What you were before your Embrace
holds very little interest for you. You have
distant memories of being the daughter of
a patrician, of being Embraced in Rome,
and later being converted to Christianity
during the reign of Nero. Your memories
of the days after your conversion are
much sharper, though not by choice.

You remember the horrors of the
purges, the hunts, the nights of hiding
in the catacombs and wondering
when you would die. You remember
how so many of your brethren, mortal
and immortal, were found and
dragged away to torments you had
only heard whispers of. When you
wanted to fight back, you were told
that this was not the way of the Salubri,
nor of the Christians. Your spirit was
curbed, but only temporarily.

Over the years, you saw it happen
again and again, and always, you were
told to be patient, be silent. It was the
way of neither Christian nor Salubri,
and definitely not of a mere woman, to
show such anger and risk being seen
oneself. Your patience, however, was
running thin, and you knew there
would come a night when all the
bottled-up rage would erupt in a foun-
tain that would shame Mt. &na.

That night came with the news of
Saulot’s diablerie at the hands of
some mongrel mortal wizard, who
had thought to steal the secret

of immortality. Thistime, you
weren't going tostand by in
pretended meekness and

humility, and to hell with

anyone who said otherwise!

Now you lodge with a long-time
Malkavian companion and spend your
nights sowing seeds of dissent against the
Usurpers. It is with grim irony that you
notice how those who had forced you to
stand down are now ashes on the wind, but
you take no pleasure in being right. You *

CLANBOOK: SALUBRI

have much work to do, and if you must go

to Hell, you would prefer it to be with a
large honor guard of Usurpers.

Concept: Like the mythical

Electra, you believe yourself to be

the last crusader in the search

for justice for your father. You

don't care how long it takes, or

what the cost, or whom you

injure in the end — as long

as Saulot is avenged, then it

will all be for the greater

good. Then, for once, they

will  say you were
right...won't they?

Roleplaying Hints:

Your driving goal is to see

every Usurper destroyed for

what they’ve done to Saulot

and your clan, and itgivesyou

no peace. Every move, every

word, everything, must be

considered for its ultimate value.

Some think you madder than the

Malkav you lair with, but your

“madness” has a very definite method

behind it.
Items: Courtclothing, goblet, chat-

elaine, pen, parchment, personal seal
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SEARCHER INTO GOD’S
MyYSTERIES

Quote: Look at this. Can you see
how the bones are meant to fold back
thus. How could anyone not find this
fascinating?

History: You were a second son
with no chance of inheriting, so you
took holy orders, hoping to find some
purpose for your life. You found a
niche in the study of medicine,
and you became quite proficient
in the body’sillsand injuries. Soon
you had a reputation for diagnosing
and treating even unusual cases.
Unfortunately, such attention
came with a price — some jealous
folk started to wonder how you came
by such wondrous gifts of healing.
Luckily, you were Embraced and
removed from the abbey before the
suspicions could crescendo to full-
blown accusations of heresy.

Youcontinued tostudy medicine,
in its new guise as Valeren, and you
took some advantage of yourso-called
fallen state to lurk around battle-
fields to study corpses, which had
been forbidden to you by the Church.
The more you saw of the human body
and how outside forces worked against
it, the more questions you had. You
delved into Greek and Arabic texts,
watched the stars and the weather, and

did your best to unlock the secrets of
the universe. When the Usurpers’ hunts
began, you barely noticed, as you were
too wrapped up in other things. Alas,

the pyre. Still, there are nights when
you stuff wool in your ears before you
sleep, trying to block out the sounds
coming from the cellar.
Concept: When you started
studying Valeren, you wanted
to understand the hows and
whys of what it did to the
body beyond feeling the torn
muscles and broken bones
reknit under your hands. You
set out to delve into the
mysteries of the body and
found two questions for every
answer. This only spurs you
on, and you swear by all that
is holy that before your time
comes, you will know all there is
to know.

Roleplaying Hints: You have an
insatiable curiosity about the world
and its workings, and given the chance
to poke ar something, you seize it.
There is a learning opportunity in
everything, whether in setting a leg,
studying the properties of a diseased
cadaver or charting the stars. In the
hour of the Usurper, however, such
curiosity can get you in a great deal of
trouble if you're not careful.

Items: Beakers, cauldromns,
animal skelerons, well-thumbed
copied texts in Greek and Arabic,
star charts

the Usurpers demanded your attention
soon enough. It took them a little time,
but the local chantry resurrected the old
murmurs of heresy, and you were forced
to flee. Thanks to the help of your sire,
you went eastward until reaching
relative safety in Carpathia.

You now shelter with the Tzimisce,
who are more than happy to help you
continue your studies, particularly with
regard to the body. You're not entirely
comfortable with their outlook on
existence, but it’s better than facing
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DeMoN HUNTER

Quote: [ am notinterested in the niceties of court, my lady,
only business. Now, either tell me where to find this monster, or
I shall take this keep apart stone by stone until the Setite is found!

History: You were so new to the blood when you
went on Crusade that you received your first instruction
in your Disciplines on the way to Jerusalem. The journey
had dual purpose — both for your sire to bring you fully
into the ways of the warriors, and for a chance to meet
your grandsire and a few of your brothers. You were
nervous, but desperate to show him that you were worthy
of the trust he placed in you.

No one could have planned for the horror that awaited
you and your sire when you found what had been your
grandsire’s haven, however. Your sire was certain it was the
work of infernalists, and you both set off to hunt them. What
followed was a nightmarish trial of months, far beyond
anything that could have been imagined for a blooding. When
you staggered out of the Baali lair, alone, blinking at the
starlight after nearly a year underground, you had only one
thought: that nothing infernal, whether demon or demon-
servant, should live while you did.

Saulot’s diablerie at the hands of the foul Usurpers
meant little at first. You were angry, yes, but you still had
work to do, and you were certain that both Saulot and
your sire would not have wished you to sway your course.
That changed when you began to hear the rumors of just
how the Usurpers had managed to find Saulot, how they'd
managed to take him. You once swore that no
demon or demon-servant should thrive while you did. If
the rumors you hear are true, the Usurpers have very little
time left until you come for them.

Concept: Any vestiges of innocence you might have
retained were shattered long ago on your first encounter
with the infernal. The experience has goaded you into
raking greater action against the demonic in all its
forms — the Setites, the Baali, mortal cults,
blasphemous heretics, corrupted churchmen —
and in all of its guises. Now there are the Usurpers,
who make themselves so very easy to hate....

Roleplaying Hints: Grimly driven, you
find it difficult to take much pleasure in
anything. Your mission weighs heavily on
you, and you fear that levity would some-
how show you to be less than devoted to
your task. The impetus of your drive is
balanced by the depth of your spirituality,
and only in the safety of Mass do you allow
yourself to relax for the briefest moments.

Items: Sword, chain mail, Jerusalem pilgrim’s badge,
horse, spare clothing, rosary
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Court ADVISOR

Quote: My lady, please consider the
precedent you are setting in allowing the
Tremere free access to the court. |
believe that your sworn ally would
conveniently forget your arrange-
ments — do you not recall his
eloquently stated feelings regarding
the Usurpers?

History: You were of a minor
noble house, educated asascribe
to serve in the mortal courts
and matched to a peer’s
daughter. The future lay in
a perfect map before you,
until your untimely riding
accident. Your lord brought
in his personal physician to
see to your injuries, and the
physician said that there
was but one way to save
you, which the lord insisted
upon. You had no idea that
the way was the Embrace.

You were angry about
the way in which you had
been saved, believing that
your lifetime of work had
been wasted, and you were
still angry on the night
your sire took you to the
court to be introduced. But
once you got back into the
atmosphere of court (even
if the court was that of your
fellow Cainites) your old
skills seemed to flood back.

Over the next several

weeks, you charmed and
intrigued many Cainites,

but particularly the
Ventrue who led the court.

She sensed great potential

in youand persuaded your sire

to leave you with her, claiming
that you would serve as an
example of virtue in the court. Your
sire laughed at the obvious false-
hood, but eventually agreed. Both
he and the Ventrue knew she was
far more interested in your grasp of
politics and law.

CLANBOOK: SALUBRI

Now, some 70 years later, you enjoy a
secure position in the courts, one whichis
particularly enviable in these dangerous
nights. You have done your utmost

to ensure that such safety is not
compromised, including making!

yourself indispensable to the
lady and making sure the
Usurpers never receive a
cordial welcome in her court.:
Concept: You despise

much of what you must do

to keep your position
secure, especially in

these nights, but there's

no other choice if you'te
going to get anything
done. If the Usurpers are
going to be stopped any-
where, it will be in the
courts, and you'll do all

you can to see to that,

Roleplaying Hints:
Some think you're hu-
morless and dour, but
more often your humor
is too subtle for notice.
You are quiet, observant,
almost a part of the
scenery, which leads
people to prattle with-
out thinking when you're
around. You keep your
lady’s counsel in perfect:
confidence — the rest,
less so.

Items: Simple court
clothing, parchment,
pens, court seal
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Tue BATTLEFIELD HEALER

Quote: Ifyou're here to help, then please hold this man down
before he injures himself further. If you're here to gawk, then get
out of my way!

History: It was longer ago than you care to remem-
ber, possibly a few hundred years, when you were a youth
apprenticed to a doctor. You and he had heard rumors of
a great battle massing down on the south fields outside of
town, and as was custom, he took you down to watch from
a safe distance. Such observations were key to the profes-
sion, not only to learn how injuries were made, but also to
instruct you in what was being injured.

The safe distance didn’t turn out to be so safe; the tide
of battle turned, and before you could run, your lord’s
forces washed over you like a great wave. A second turn
in the tides of combat assured your side’s victory, but by
the time you were able to search for your teacher, he was
long dead. As the moans of dying and wounded men
began to eddy around you, you did the only thing you
could think of — you took his bag of tools and set to work
with what knowledge you had. You worked long into the
night, and as you did so, you noticed a man in plain gray
robes also at work, and you thought him to be a doctor of
holy orders. Your paths crossed, and you had a chance to
see him work up close. No doctor you'd ever seen bore a
third eye in his forehead.

The Salubri who became your sire was impressed with
your skill, untutored as it was, and he decided to take up
where your teacher left off. You were only a few months
under the blood when he was murdered by the Usurpers,
and you were left without hope or protection. In despera-
tion, you offered your services to a band of Brujah warriors
as a healer in exchange for their protection. So far, the
arrangement has worked, but you worry about the night
when you outlive your usefulness....

Concept: Once you intended to become a mortal
doctor, but you were selected for greater things. So far,
you've managed to stay ahead of the hunts by making
yourself useful, but there’s no guessing how long that safety
will last. Better arrangements must be found, and soon.

Roleplaying Hints: Brisk and efficient, you are far more
effective amid the heat and welter of battle than in the quiet
halls of monasteries and abbeys or the sickrooms of nobility.
In nightly life, you conduct yourself as a doctor of your time
should have — celibate, professional and attentive.

Items: Uroscopy flask, surgery tools, wine, water, herbs,
simple sturdy clothes
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RAYZEEL

Though there is more of legend than of substance
to her now, [ would be remiss not to mention the
redoubtable Rayzeel. This young woman of the far-
gone nights was said to have been a mortal slave who
attracted Saulot’s attention with her beauty and her
skill at song, which moved Saulot himself to tears.
Some believe that he Embraced her out of love,
although many Salubri have denied this on the grounds
that Saulot had forever forbidden such Embraces.
Still, perhaps in Rayzeel's story we can find that which
made Saulot forever forbid such actions to his childer.
[t is a mystery, and an intriguing one.

For whatever reason, Rayzeel did get Embraced.
She was a sister of Samiel, and one of Saulot’s favored
childer. It was said that only she could rouse him after
the slaughter of the Baali Wars (which he adamantly
forbade her to take part in), and many times, she alone
tended him when he slipped into his trances. What
music of hers that survives is fragmented, but it shows
remarkable beauty and complexity of composition. The
discovery of any of her songs is considered cause for
celebration. When Saulot entered his final torpor, she
seems to have vanished altogether. This state of affairs
has led to endless speculation that she might have
joined him in torpor, or that she had met destruction.

Postscript — Recently, while I was in Salerno to
discuss matters with a mortal colleague, I heard a song
being sung by more than one of the street buskers. I
cannot recall all the lyrics, but upon my return to
Malta, | noticed that the style and imagery bore a
striking resemblance to one of the few complete songs
of Rayzeel’s that I possess.

Y REL AND MATTHIAS

One cannot mention one of these souls without
the other, for Yael and Matthias have been as twin
lanterns set before a doorway for many years. She who
told me their tale said she hoped that both were still
hale, for should one lose the other, it would be the
worse for those who separated them. Recent tidings,
however, have given me much cause for fear.

Yael was born to a tribe of nomads who tended
horses in what would now be called the steppes of
Russia. As was custom among her people, she learned
to bear arms and achieved great skill with the bow. At
an early age (among the Salubri at any rate), she took
up the crusade against the infernal, and it was said she
made a great many journeys into dangerous places to
seek out knowledge of Evil's servants. One such
journey brought her into the path of Matthias, the son
of a weaver who took holy orders upon the creation of
a Benedictine monastery near his home. Matthias
followed the path of the healer and had achieved some
small renown before he met Yael. She came to him
seeking healing, and the two found a common cause
between them. He has since come to be her chronicler
and an advisor of sorts, as well as her constant companion.
Time and circumstance have conspired to tie these
two closely, and the rare rumor of impropriety between
them does occasionally circulate. So far, their efforts
have been solely confined to rooting out Baali and
Setite influence within the Church, but some believe
it to be only a matter of time before Yael begins to seek
out Usurper havens in addition to infernalist nests.




Nuriel is perhaps the greatest warrior who yet
remains to the Salubri. [ have heard several times how
he was chosen, with each version of the story more
grandiose than the last. According to legend, he who
became Nuriel was a warrior dedicated to Mithras who
caught his sire's eye after they fought against each

other and the mortal showed great merttle. His
conversion and Embrace has become the stuff of
legend among many of the younger Salubri. All seek to
become “the next Nuriel.”

There is an abiding hope among the wartiors I
spoke to, and not a few others versed with the ways of
the warrior caste, that Nuriel might be the most likely
to assume a mantle of command such as the one Samiel
once bore. He, however, gave little credence to such
matters when [ inquired of him. Like the fire for which
he is named, Nuriel would seem to be one of the
brightest lights in the darkness that seems to hem his
clan in these fallen nights.

Jack-o-Daws

This crafty English rogue has begun to make quite
a name for himself among the libraries, and had he not
gifted me with some of his treasures, I should be less
inclined to speak kindly of him. How it was that he
came to the Blood I do not know, and he has not
spoken of his history to me, claiming that he wished to
spare his sire the embarrassment of knowing him.
Jack’s greatest claim to fame is his habit of thieving
precious Salubri-related manuscripts and treasures from
the caches where their new owners had secreted them.
The Magisters have been particularly strident about
demanding his capture (they seem to be his favorite
targets), but each increase of the bounty on his head
seems only to spur him on to greater feats of daring. I
have no doubt that the Usurpers supply some sizable
portion of the reward for his death, for they too have
been victimized by his depredations. It is a pity that
Jack believes his sire to be ashamed of him, for he
seems fiercely loyal to his blood and serves it in his
own way.
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Auas - THE TrRAITOR

I daresay this man, if man [ may still call him,
competes with Tremere for the honor of being the
creature most hated by the Salubri, for he is said to be
the one who betrayed the coterie of warriors on their
mission into the Baali’s den. Furthermore, he
reputedly survived the Baali Wars and continued his
foul works among others, advancing the cause of the
infernal Baali. Some even whisper that it was through
his intervention that Tremere was able to diablerize
Saulot. But at this point there is no atrocity, no crime
to which the name of the traitor is not attached.

In the oldest tales, he is nameless, or simply called
“the Traitor,” but he was recently “gifted” with the
name of Ahab by some of the storytellers. He
continues to be a constant thorn in the side of the
clan, the bogeyman with whom elders frighten their
childer. I believe that there will be no surcease for him
until he is run to ground, whether by the warriors or by
their avenging angels.

God have mercy on his soul, for surely the Salubri
will not.
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defivered it to e for cven the mamnifestation of
) povoers pieldsliftle saveirrmges ofa sturmbling
rrrssenger.J do notkmmvdpgitvoasgiwnto e
Perhraps v bercfactor fett that story contaired
on that tablet should be preseroed for the ages, or
hiddSen frorm vievo Oy perhaps it is just a cever |
hoar, brought to e to trouble ) drevarns voith
visions of the irfferrial,

Jor on this tablet, it the ([anguage of & land> long
sirice gore fo dust is the story of the creationof the
Waali. It tells the tale I have beard o) tirmes
betore, of hovo the (ast three survivors of a
blasphernious tribe of derrorrvoorshippers voere
throvon into the voell vobere then had throvon so
ﬂmu_r)ofﬂ;veir wictirms. 3t tellshovo ench voas Sraired
of bloos by a Cainite stranger, vobo gave unfo
thermiin the voell just erougf of his ovon vitae that
they might surcvice, and feed o the cddotted
foulress that they svoarn in and grovo strong
erough to ascernd the voell and frouble the voodd
SrIce HHoTre.




The storyitself is anold ore It has beenrepeated
to e by iy Cainites, rmiost of vohorn ’ougbt
against the 1Baali at Thera or elsevobhere I thas been
repeated by Salubri dermorhunters voith religious
conwiction, fogether voith prormises of vengearice
upon the head of that foo[u:‘-l?) Cainite vobo thus
spavored the )5aali. It has even beern repeated to
e by a lone 1Baali, near unfo destruction, vobo
voished bhis story) told ere his rmmasters (aid caim
unfto the blackered bushk of bis soul. 31deed, the
marked rigidity of the tale 1akes it stand out
Other stories bave changed and flovoered over
tirre, but never this one lvoays, it has starned the
ST, frorn recitation to recitation (Ind Heover, in
) rrenw) centuries of transcribing this tale hbave
Jeverbearbitto[bsotbattbemrmofﬂ)e
rmysterious Cainite bas been revenled Uhe only
cdue I have ever heard to his identity) carne feorn
that selfsarme WBaali, voho stated that the
rmysterious stranger carme from vobere the shy)
had begumn to lighten in anticipation of Savon” Me
repeated that as a village priest rmightrepeat Scrip- |
ture, by rote voith no understanding of vobat it |
right rmean, and J distmissed it as such. 4

3 ey, just possibly, have been too basty) iny
doing so.

The tablet 3 bave before 11e rovo repeats that
selfsarie phrase the )Baali used, rear as J can tell 3t
talks of the rysterious stranger corming upon the
tribe of dSermworrvoorshippers inhis travels voest 3t

It calls hirm Saulot.

3 thivk 3 shall destroy this tablet and pray for
forgetfuliess Qeaddy), this is sorre Trerrere trick
sorre atterrpt fo get e fo disavovo all that 3

bave thus far (earred of Saudot and bhis childer 3 J

shall destroy) the tablet and this record of it as voell, |
and history) reed rnever be troubled by such lies.
YOould that J voere so uchkn




CLANBOOK:

FOR VAMPIRE THE DARK AGESs

NAME: NATURE SIRE;
PLaYER: DEMEARNOR: (GENERATION:
CHRONICLE: CONCEPT: HavEN:
= — ATTRIBUTES == —
PHysICcAL SOCIAL MENTAL
Strength 0000000 Charisma @0000000 Perception_ 0000000
Dexterity @ 0000000 Manipulation_ 0000000 Intelligence. @ 0000000
Stamina @0000000 Appearance__@0000000 Wits ®@0000000
= ABILITIES = = —
THLENTS SKILLS KNOWLEDGES
Acting 00000000 AnimalKen_ 00000000 Academics 00000000
Alertness 00000000 Archery 00000000 Hearth Wisdom_00000000
Athletics 00000000 Crafts 00000000 Investigation_ 00000000
Bawl. 00000000 Etiquette_ 00000000 Law 00000000
Dodge 00000000 Herbalism_ 00000000 Linguistics 00000000
Empathy 00000000 Melee 00000000 Medicine 00000000
Intimidation__ 00000000 Music 00000000 Occult 00000000
Larceny 00000000 Ride 00000000 Politics 00000000
Leadership_ 00000000 Stealth 00000000 Science 00000000
Subterfuge 00000000 Survival 00000000 Seneschal 00000000
= ADVANTAGES= = =
DISCIPLINES BOckGROUNDS VIRTUES
00000000 00000000  (ypcience/Conviction. 000 0 O
00000000 00000000
00000000 00000000 Self-Control/Instinct_ 00000
00000000 00000000
00000000 00000000 Courage 00000
OTHER TRAITS Ronp HencrH
00000000 Bruised O
O o0 0000000000 chi 1 O
njured 10O
OROCROQ0._ Wi pOWER = Wounded -2 L
00000000 Mauled 2 O
00000000 OO0OO0OO0OO0OO0OO0O0O0OO Crippled .5 O
00000000 MpoOooOoOoooogong Incapacitated O

00000000
00000000
00000000
00000000
00000000

Broop Pool

OooOoooOoooon
OOooOooOoooon

‘WERKNESS
Cannot Refuse Plea for Help/
Cannot njure Another Without
Penalty

\
(£

"‘




CLANBOOK:

SALUBRE

MEeriTs & FLaws
MERIT ' COST FLAW BONUS
EXPERIENCE
(} ToraL: TOTAL SPENT:
' GAINED FROM: SPENT ON:
= DERANGEMENTS DERANGEMENTS
‘ ' NAME NAME
COMBAT ==
Weapon Difficulty] Damage | Conceal | Range | Rate | Strength | [ BRAWLING TABLE
| ' Maneuver Accuracy Damage
Bite 5 Strength +1
Punch 6 Strength
. Cfrapp!c 6 SLfenglh 5
|} AN
Body Slam 7 Special; see Options
ARMOR:




ANBOOK:

SALUBRI

— ExpaNDED BACKGROUND =

ALLIES INFLUENCE
CLAN PRESTIGE MENTOR
CONTACTS, MINOR RESOURCES
CONTACTS, MAJOR RETAINERS
HERD STATUS
— — POSSESSIONS ==
GEAR (CARRIED) EQUIPMENT (OWNED)
FEEDING GROUNDS TRANSPORTATION
—_— HRVENS =
LOCATION DESCRIPTION

%

TSR, 7



CLANBOOK:

SALUBRI

HisTory
PRELUDE

TITLE
SIGNIFICANT ACCOMPLISHMENTS

- — APPEARANCE
Age

Apparent Age
Date of Birth
RIP
Hair
Eyes
Race
Nationality
Height
Weight
Sex

— - VisuaLs ==
COTERIE CHART CHARACTER SKETCH




" = It Is the Hour of the Usurper

Y . Nowhere is safe for Saulot’s childer. Once they were revered by

. 4+ mortal and Cainite alike. They were healers to kings and princes; i
" once, but no longer. Now the Salubri are hunted across Europe. There

is no place safe from the fury of Saulot’s murderers, and the number

of those who can resist grow ever fewer.

Shall the Prey Become the Hunter?

New Valeren powers, Merits and Flaws and more;
The history of the Baali Wars;
The secrets kept hidden by Saulot himself! GAMES |f OR MATURE M [NDS

"
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