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The shadows are whispering again.
They have followed me here, it seems. Even here. One 

would have thought this tiny monk’s cell would prove inhos-
pitable to such creatures, but it is not so. I cannot make out 
the words, but I catch the rhythm of languages now lost to the 
living, accents that have not been heard for millennia. I know 
that if I turn around suddenly in an attempt to see who is 
speaking, I will find nothing behind me. Nothing but shadows.

So has it been each time I have tried it. Whoever my 
tormentors are, they hide themselves well. They are watching 
me.

Before me lies a stack of parchment, now wrapped in 
oilcloth and bound for travel. My hand trembles as I draw the 
package close, knowing the value of what it contains. It seems 
to me the whispers grow louder as I do that, and agitated as 
well. Dread voices, brittle as old parchment, that murmur 
threats from the shadows. Will they follow me when I leave 
this place, and if so, will their presence be noted by others? Or 
is it only I who will hear them, only I who will feel the chill 
of their presence, only I who will look into the darkness sur-
rounding and tremble at the thought of what ancient creatures 
might be watching?

Enough. Enough. This is not the report of a scholar, but 
the rambling of a madman. Have I become so unnerved in 
recent nights that I have forgotten all my training? Forgive the 
shortcomings of your loyal servant, my Uncle and Regnant, 
and accept this record of my recent discovery. I have culled 
the most important notes from my journals for your perus-
al. Judge for yourself the value of what I have found, and its 
significance for future generations. In this the Year of our Lord 
1197, I remain ever your faithful servant, 

Niccolo



2 August
Today I heard tales of a fragment of the Book of Nod, rumored to be more 

complete than any which scholars have thus catalogued. This rumor was told to 
me by a Nosferatu who has taken up residence in the ruins of an ancient palace, 
now buried beneath a thousand years’ rubble. There, where pagan kings once 
received the word of their gods, amidst the detritus of a fallen empire, I traded 
him news from distant lands for shadowy rumors of a priceless antiquity. The 
fragment is in a monastery, he says, far north, a secret place where the sun can 
scarce invade. There it is guarded against inquiring eyes by those who can see into 
the depths of a man’s heart, and only pilgrims whose motives are judged worthy 
will ever be permitted to see it. It was about then that he seemed to realize the 
value of a ghoul who knew all the ancient tongues, and it took all my diplomatic 
skill to delay him from action long enough for the sun to rise, making my escape 
possible. I take his tale as one takes all things from the Nosferatu, that is, with a 
good bit of skepticism. Any information they part with freely is by its very nature 
suspect. Nevertheless, it seems to me that if there is even a particle of truth to his 
tale, those scholars whom I serve will surely wish it verified. So it is a foregone 
conclusion that I will head north on the morrow, along the trade route once ruled 
by Assyrians, and trust that my lord and master will agree the detour is justified. 
One cannot let an opportunity like this go uninvestigated. 

14 August
Only three days in Tabriz, and already I have unearthed whispers of the 

same legend. A Brujah scholar has told me tales of explorers who went in search 
of the lost fragment. Some, it seems, ascended into the northern mountains and 
simply never returned. Others came back from their journey confused, with no 
clear memories of their travels. He himself is not so sure that the fragment even 
exists, but he insists only the most powerful of Cainites should go in search of it, 
for clearly the magic protecting the fragment would overwhelm anyone else. I was 
not so sure of that, but I did not say so. You have taught me, my beloved Uncle, 
never to contradict Cainites, and I have learned in my recent travels that it is dou-
bly dangerous to do so with the Brujah. Instead I scribed him a copy of Laertes’ 
Ode to Carthage to thank him for his assistance, and while he read the ancient 
verse and tears of scarlet came to his eyes, I took my leave. In the morning I will 
buy fresh supplies and head for the northern mountains. Sometimes a ghoul can 
go places his betters cannot. 



15 September
This land is not hospitable for mortals or Cainites, and twice I have had to 

travel to neighboring regions to procure the vitae necessary for my continued exis-
tence. This past week it cost me several nights’ service for that favor, nights I spent 
in the dusty vaults of a Ventrue’s keep, cataloguing her collection of moth-eaten 
parchments. But that task has proved to be a blessing in disguise. Buried in a 
pile of long-forgotten manuscripts I have found the notes of a Ventrue who once 
sought the fragment himself, in a place he called the Monastery of Shadows. He 
spoke of a village in the mountains, near the Nishaz Pass, where news of the 
monastery might be sought. And so I have taken his notes with me, for I am 
sure their owner would rather they be in our hands and preserved for all eternity, 
rather than lost in this isolated place.

Tomorrow I head north once more, the precious notes tucked into my pouch. 
Into the mountains themselves, steep and forbidding, I shall search for a path 
which the Ventrue calls “so narrow and winding that it is better suited to goats 
than to men.” Alas, the road to knowledge is never neatly paved. My beneficiary 
has given me an extra flask of her vitae to take with me, should the journey prove 
long. Though I am loath to make use of it, I fear I shall need it.

18 September
I came upon the village today. It is little more than a gathering of huts. 

There is one greathouse made of wood and stone where one might buy coarse 
ale and escape the winds of the mountains for a short while. I was grateful for 
the shelter by the time I arrived and even grateful for the ale, bad as it was. But 
though I plied the locals with artful questions, I could not gain more information 
on the thing I sought, or any sign that they had ever heard of it.

Tired, disheartened, I paid what was asked for the use of a rough pile of 
straw, and wondered if I had come all this way for nothing. I was exhausted, 
and fell asleep before the vermin in the damp straw even realized I was there. But 
sleep did not last long. Sometime after midnight I awoke suddenly, as a man 
does when his sleeping mind catches some hint of danger. Breath held, I lay silent 
in the darkness and tried to locate the cause of my sudden alertness. Could it be 
that these poor peasants meant to assault me? That would not be unheard of, 
though it hardly seemed worth the effort. I doubted that the few fragments of text 
I carried would have any meaning to them, and my coins were few enough. Yet 
it was not a human stirring I slowly became aware of, but something far more 
ominous. A strange chill licked across my temples, as if some cold and bodiless 
thing had bent down to taste my flesh. Deep inside I felt an upwelling of terror, 
not rational in nature but wholly instinctive, such as a mouse must surely feel 
when the shadow of a hawk’s wings suddenly sweep across it. Yet, unlike a 



mouse, I did not run for shelter. Nor did I give voice to my fear and cry out for 
help, though my terror said that if I did not I would surely be devoured. Yours is 
not a lineage of weakness or emotion, my Uncle, and I could hardly do less even 
in the face of this fear. What right had I to seek out the wisdom of the ancients 
if the very scent of mystery so unmanned me? So I waited, trembling, silent in 
the darkness, wishing I knew the name of the Presence that was in the room, yet 
fearing to discover its nature.

The chill passed across me once more and I could feel my hackles rise, yet 
I forced myself to be utterly still. If I strained my senses to the utmost it seemed 
I could almost see the darkness coagulating into an even greater shadow, and it 
was from this that the coldness seemed to emanate. “Who are you?” I whispered 
at last. “What are you?” It did not see fit to answer, but it seemed to come closer 
to me, and a tendril of black-within-black passed so close to my face I could 
feel it. Something fluttered down below my face, brushing against my chin like 
the wings of a moth before coming to rest on my chest. And then...the Presence 
was gone. As suddenly as it had come in the first place, as completely as though 
it had never existed. I lay frozen for what seemed like a small eternity, as my 
pounding heart sought its normal rhythm again. Finally I reached up with a 
trembling hand to see what it was that lay upon my chest. I half expected it to 
take flight as I touched it, but it did not, and as my fingers closed around it I 
realized it was nothing more than a piece of folded paper. The touch of such a 
mundane thing brought me back to myself, and I sat up in bed and fumbled for 
the flint. It took me time to strike a light, for my hands were still shaking, but 
once I did so I lit the lamp and held the paper close to the glow, so that I might 
study it. It was a map. Crudely drawn, and not well labeled, but after I looked 
at it for a time I came to recognize the Nishaz Pass, and even the tiny village 
where I now took shelter. And north of that...there was a twisting road marked in 
faded brown ink, with turns and landmarks indicated, and beyond that a single 
phrase, in markings so ancient that none in this village would be able to read 
them. Few in the world could read them, in fact, save those scholars who special-
ized in ancient tongues. Cainite scholars in particular.

It was scribed in that language which we call Enochian. The first language 
spoken by men. Monastery of Shadows, it said.

My path is chosen.

22 September
It took me four days to reach that place called the Monastery of Shadows. 

As soon as I saw it, I knew why that name had been chosen. Of course. It could 
be called nothing else.

The monastery is set deep within a narrow valley, flanked by granite cliffs 
so high and steep that even a goat would have trouble descending them safely. 



For a brief time at midday its fields garner sunlight, but mere hours afterwards 
they are cast into shadow, and night falls so quickly after that, one could hardly 
descend the distance to its gates without stumbling through utter darkness.

How fitting, I thought, as I tucked my hands beneath my cloak for 
warmth, studying the place from above. I wondered what manner of creature 
made its haven in such a dwelling...for it seemed beyond doubt that the monastery 
would be home to Cainites, if it had not been created by them in the first place.

It took me the better part of a day to descend the treacherous path safely. 
I was met at the gate, of course. It would be impossible to approach during the 
day without being noticed, and so a monk was there to greet me. He nodded in 
silence after I gave my name, and did not seem surprised when I asked for shelter. 
Of course I would ask for shelter. Where else was there for a traveler to go in this 
desolate region? I walked beside him, past other silent monks who glided about 
their business in the cold stone halls without sparing either of us a glance. It was 
impossible to tell from their complexion if they were a Cainite’s herd or not, for 
the primitive stone lamps cast equally sallow light over all. In truth, I would not 
be surprised if such a place housed more than one of Caine’s blood. This far from 
civilization they could rule openly, as it is said the ancients once did.

Tomorrow I will seek permission to view their library. 

23 September
Breakfast was meat, served directly after the Lauds service ended. Appar-

ently it is easier to herd the beasts that feed on scraggly mountain growths than 
to try to raise crops in the shadows. Of course it did not escape my notice that 
such a diet serves well to replenish the strength of a human herd as well. This 
is indeed the perfect haven, and I have no doubt that a powerful elder is master 
here.

After breakfast I was taken to see the abbot. He was a most gracious man, 
and clearly he was pleased to have a traveling scholar as a guest. I did not have the 
impression from him that he knew of the map I had been given, or that he had in 
any way anticipated my arrival. So if he served a Cainite lord directly, his mas-
ter was clearly one who chose to keep him in the dark. Finally I decided to take a 
chance, and asked him, “Who is monachus here?” Testing the waters, as they say.

“We are all monachi,” he responded. Of course, it was true. The title used 
for the Cainite lord of a monastery means only “monk,” in a literal sense. Yet 
I knew that by my question I had made my own enlightenment known, and 
whether the abbot understood it or not, he was the tool by which I had rendered 
proper greeting to the master of this shadowy realm.

The abbot took me to the library himself, and despite his attempt to main-
tain an air of humility, his pride in the collection was obvious. As well it should 
be, for here in this place was a library that Alexandria would have envied. For 



a few moments I just looked about, gazing upon the stacks and racks of books, 
scrolls, and even incised tablets, drinking in the sheer wealth of knowledge sur-
rounding me. Then I remembered why I had come, and it sobered me considerably. 
In truth, while so vast a library might be a pleasure to visit under other circum-
stances, it was a daunting sight indeed when one sought but a single tome.

I dared not ask for it directly of course, but I displayed such apprecia-
tion for the collection that in time the librarian was pleased to serve me, and he 
showed me where the most ancient materials were kept. Fragments of manu-
scripts so fragile that the slightest breeze might damage them, clay tablets in-
scribed with long-forgotten symbols...he watched me for a while to make sure that 
I knew how to handle such things without damaging them, then left me to my 
research. God in Heaven, if only I could transport this entire collection back home! 
But despite the many hours I spent there before nightfall shut down the monas-
tery, I could find no sign of my objective, nor any clue of where to look for it. Ah, 
well, had I truly expected better? The most precious gems are not left lying around 
in plain sight, are they? This search will take time, and above all else persistence. 

24 September
Another whole day of searching. I have found treasures beyond price here, 

but not the one thing I seek. 

25 September
I have rummaged through all the ancient fragments, and I am searching 

through more prosaic volumes now. There is of course a chance the Book is not 
kept in the library at all, but how can I proceed without knowing for sure? At 
least the collection is well-ordered. There are a few shelves I can skip over entirely, 
for they are unlikely to shelter my quarry. 

26 September
I dared to drop a hint today of my true purpose, to see if it would spark 

any recognition in the librarian’s eyes. It did not seem to. Tomorrow I shall do 
likewise with the other archivists, and see if any take the bait.

27 September
None of them have any knowledge of the Book, I am sure of it. Meanwhile, 

another night has proven unproductive. I may have to seek out the Cainite master 
of this place, and that is a course fraught with unique peril. I think that I can 
present myself well enough that he will not kill me outright, though if I please 
him too much he might set his own claim upon me. Denied the explorations that 
stir my blood, I would surely die in such a place. There is only so much knowl-



edge you can seek in a single library, no matter how well appointed. I pray I do 
not end up trapped here.

28 September
God in Heaven!
I have found it. Or perhaps, more accurately...more chillingly...it has found 

me. I can scarcely write, my hand is shaking so badly. Never in all my years have 
I seen such a thing, or even dreamed it existed! To have touched it, to know it real 
through all one’s senses...Slowly. Slowly. Record it properly. Begin at the begin-
ning. I decided to visit the library late at night, when the monks were all asleep. 
For I had determined by now that the item I sought was not on any shelf, where 
the lowliest monk might stumble across it, but instead must be tucked away 
in secret somewhere. The most logical place to start looking was in the darker cor-
ners of the library itself. After that...well, I did not relish the thought of searching 
a monachus’ haven without permission, but if that was required to find the Book, 
so be it. I had not come this far to give up now. 

The plan was not as simple as it seemed. Unlike normal monks, who 
retire with the sun, the denizens of this place were accustomed to working in 
near-darkness, and so they were free to keep to a later schedule. Hourly I stole 
down to see if the library was yet deserted, but it was nearly ten o’clock before I 
was satisfied. The monastery was silent by then, save for the sighing of the night 
wind down the long open halls, and occasionally the distant squawk of a trium-
phant owl. All was perfect for my explorations.

Silently I slipped inside the vast chamber, shutting the heavy door behind 
me so that the light of my candle would not be noticed. I know many ghouls who 
could not manage a search by such dismal lighting, but my vision is as keen as 
yours, my Uncle, and the one flame was all I needed. I began to search. I emptied 
first one shelf, then another, feeling beneath them for secret switches, measuring the 
walls that divided them from one another, tapping the stone walls softly to search 
for hollow spaces beyond. It was an immense task but I am a patient creature, 
and I knew that given enough nights I could account for every nook and cranny of 
the place. God willing, that which I sought would be hidden here somewhere.

Midnight passed, then another hour. My muscles began to ache from the 
unaccustomed strain of squeezing into various tight spaces, and I could not afford 
to waste precious vitae on such a minor healing, so I let them ache. Finally, with 
a sigh, I set my candle on one of the heavy oak tables in the center of the room 
and allowed myself a moment to relax. What had seemed like good progress as 
I worked had in fact gained me little, and I saw that it would be many nights 
before I had even half of the library accounted for. I was very glad that the 
Ventrue lady had given unto me her vitae, for I would surely need it. There is 
nothing more frustrating than having to leave a job unfinished to go in search of 



the staff of life, and nothing more dangerous than leaving the latter task until the 
last moment. Quite a number of my fellows have died over the years, having been 
so wrapped up in their research that they forgot just how closely Death watches 
us. Or perhaps in the end their borrowed clan’s blood got the best of them, and 
love of Death outweighed their fear of it. I turned back to the candle after a while, 
meaning to take it up again and assault a new section of shelving. But I stopped, 
and my hand froze in mid-air, and for a moment I could barely think clearly, so 
focused was I upon that one point of flame. For as I watched it flickered wildly, 
then bent to one side, as though a breeze of some sort were playing across it.

Here?
I looked about the room. There were no windows anywhere that I could 

see, and the door was shut fast. Even if an errant breeze had managed to squeeze 
across the threshold, it could not be responsible for this, for the flame pointed in 
another direction entirely. I picked up the candle, slowly, carefully, and used it as 
a compass to trace the course of that errant stream. Doing so brought me to a 
narrow alcove whose several shelves supported stacks of scrolls. The breeze seemed 
to be coming from behind it. Trembling with excitement I put the candle down on 
the nearest table, and then began to empty those shelves. As I did so I could feel 
a chill breeze on my face, and I knew for certain there was some opening hidden 
behind the rolled parchments. Yet I was careful with them, both in removing 
them and in setting them aside, for it would be a crime to damage such precious 
artifacts, even in search of something greater.

At last they were all transferred to the table, leaving bare shelves before me. I 
brought the candle close...and by its light I could just barely make out a crack in the 
wall behind, from which the breeze seemed to be issuing. My heart began to race as I 
tested one of the shelves, and yes, it came loose easily, sliding forth from its moorings. 
So did the others. It was not long before I was able to squeeze myself into the alcove 
and test the back wall with my fingers. Sliding them into that narrow crack, then 
pulling at the heavy wood as best I could — to no avail — and finally pushing 
at it. And it moved, as a door will move, and swung open before me. A gust of chill 
air greeted my face, damp and clean and tasting of mystery. I brought the candle 
forward and its light illuminated a space that had clearly begun as a natural cavern, 
though score-marks on the wall showed that it had been smoothed and perhaps ex-
panded for human use. On the far side I saw several horizontal crevices, fringed with 
stalactites like teeth. It was from there, no doubt, that the breeze was issuing. But 
these observations could not hold my attention long, for in the center of the room there 
was a table hewn of gray stone, and set upon that was a great leather-bound book. I 
felt my heart skip a beat as I gazed upon it, and for a moment it seemed I could not 
breathe. Then I forced myself to step forward, one step and then two, and finally with 
a trembling hand I reached out and touched its cover. And yes, the leather was what 
it appeared to be. I have held enough volumes bound in human skin to know the feel 



of it beneath my fingers. Cold air brushed along the base of my neck, this time not 
from any natural wind. I whirled about, but saw no one behind me. Yet the feeling 
of being watched persisted, and I felt my hackles rise as I turned back to the book 
and slowly, carefully, opened it. It was not a book proper, but a folder of sorts, with 
soft pages of translucent skin meant to separate the papers stored inside it. I turned 
the first one aside to see what had been placed there and found a simple manuscript, 
written in a dialect of Chaldean more ancient than any I had seen before. About the 
main text were notes of some kind, each written in yet another ancient script. I count-
ed five languages in all, the most modern of which was Imperial Latin. 

And then I began to read what lay before me, and the rest of the world 
ceased to exist.

How can I describe that moment, when I first came to understand the 
magnitude of what lay before me? Was it the opening verse which made it clear, 
with its simple statement of narrative intent? This is the tale of Caine’s father, 
Firstborn child of God, made in His image...? Or was it the notes which sur-
rounded the text, penned by scholars who had come here before me? Or was it 
that first line hinting at the manuscript’s true author, the first stunning sug-
gestion that this well-preserved fragment of the Book of Nod might have been 
written by Caine himself?

I found a corner where the rock formations would allow me to sit, and I 
brought the volume over to it and began to read. My hands trembled as I touched 
the pages of something so very priceless. Here was a whole chapter of the Book 
of Nod, complete. Verse after verse in ordered precision, nothing missing, nothing 
damaged, nothing illegible. True, I had sought such a thing in coming here, but 
deep in my heart I’d thought the legend of an entire Book had probably been 
inspired by no more than a few complete pages. That in itself would have been a 
treasure. But this!

I studied it for hours. I ran my hands over the fragile pages again and 
again, as if they were some dream or phantasm that might disappear if I ceased 
to touch them. And I read. My God, I read! The story of Eden told through 
Caine’s own eyes, not as some simple tale, but with all the depth of recounting 
one might expect from a witness. And all about his words were the scribblings of 
scholars who had read them before me, sometimes authoritative in tone, some-
times so casual that they seemed almost an affront to the majesty of the text. 
Who else but an ancient would dare to write thus, would dare to set his own pen 
upon such a sacred document? I had a passing fancy of adding my own notes, 
but banished that quickly. Such arrogance on the part of a mere ghoul would 
surely not be tolerated.

I heard the bell ring in the distance for Lauds, signaling the rising of the 
sun and the start of the day’s activities. For a moment I shut my eyes and 
trembled, unwilling to tear myself away from the Book. At last, hands shaking, 



I forced myself to close it, and put it back in the position it had been in before. 
The chamber did not look like it had seen a visitor in much time, but I could not 
afford to take chances. With one last glance behind me to savor the wonder of the 
place, I squeezed back out through the alcove and quickly restored the shelves and 
scrolls to their original positions. The candle’s flame was steady when I was done, 
for I had closed the door completely. Just to think, if someone else had not failed to 
do so, I might still be searching the outer chamber in vain....

There. That is all of it, the whole story. I cannot eat or sleep now, only 
stare at the wall opposite me in a haze of wonder, waiting for the daylight hours 
to pass. Only the night matters now. Only the night...and the Book. 

29 September
I returned again just before midnight to find the library vacant, and this 

time it was the work of perhaps twenty minutes to clear the way to the hidden 
chamber. It was exactly as I had left it, and I breathed a sigh of relief to see it 
thus. In nightmarish fantasies I had imagined the master of the monastery dis-
covering my trespass and locking his precious Book away, so that I might never 
see it again. But no, it was still there, just as I had left it. And this time I had 
come prepared to deal with it.

I laid out a pile of the finest vellum sheets, a bottle of deep-black ink, and 
a pen. It was my intention to copy all that I could, in order to bring this wealth 
of knowledge back to you, my Uncle, and the others of your blood. Perhaps in 
another time and place I might have tried to steal the original pages, but here 
it was out of the question. There was little doubt in my mind that if I hid even 
a fragment of the Book among my things I would not get five steps beyond the 
gates before the master of this place knew what I had done, and my punishment 
would make Christ’s torment on the cross seem mild in comparison.

So I set about to copy the ancient document as precisely as I could, in order 
that you, my Master, might study it. After much deliberation I had decided to 
make two copies: one an exact duplicate of the original, including ink blots and 
misspellings, and the other a translation into modern language of the text and 
all its notes. Though the former would have more value for posterity, I must 
admit the second was more dear to my heart, and I worked hard to capture the 
colloquial tone of the notes.

Here was the expulsion from Eden, which paralleled the biblical version to 
perfection. Here was the last conversation between Caine and Abel, hinted at in the 
Bible but never fully described. Here was the blindness of Adam, the pride of his 
Maker, and the defiance of Caine in all its glory. And surrounding all that were 
the notes of five distinct scholars, passing commentary not only upon the text 
itself, but upon each others’ opinions. By their use of language I knew them to be 
truly ancient, not modern scholars writing in dry, dead, tongues, but creatures of 



the past for whom these were vital, living languages. Clearly some of them had 
returned more than once to add new notes over the centuries. Perhaps...perhaps 
one or more even dwelled here.

A chilling thought.
It seemed then that I became aware of a presence in the room, as if someone 

were hidden in the shadows nearby, watching me. Yet though I held the candle 
out with a trembling hand, it illuminated nothing but rock all about me. Was it 
just the thought of ancients that so unnerved me, or the thought that they might 
be watching? I did not need a fragment of Nod to tell me that Cainites so old 
often had hungers and motivations incomprehensible to modern man, and so, too, 
to a mere ghoul. In truth, I was glad to leave when dawn came, for though I had 
not yet finished my transcription my hands were again trembling, and further 
effort would only be wasted.

Yet, I sensed it in the shadows, that unnamed and unseen Presence, fol-
lowing me. A monachus? Or something worse? Would it tear me to pieces in my 
sleep for having dared to copy its most precious treasure?

I write this now before I surrender to slumber. If no more is added to my 
journal, than you shall know that the creatures who live here have little tolerance 
for one who would copy their treasure and bring it to the outside world. 

30 September
I am watched. Beyond question. By what I do not know, for the dirt on the 

floor of the chamber records marks from all who pass, and the only footprints 
there are mine. Yet I am watched. I know it in my soul. I can feel it on the back 
of my neck, that chill which warns of danger...yet how can I stop, much less flee 
this place, with what I have already seen?

I arrived tonight as I had previously. And for a moment I was so focused 
upon my work, an anticipation of finishing my transcription, that I did not 
notice the room had changed.

There were two books this time.
Two.
I stared at the table for a moment, then slowly came forward and opened 

the second with a trembling hand. It was like the first in form, but the tale that 
its pages revealed was very different. This was the story of Lilith, and of Caine’s 
awakening to the glories of the night. But even more, it was a tale of conquest, of 
an angry Caine who disowned God, and then claimed that which was the Dark 
Mother’s in order to become His proper rival.

I have seen many fragments of the Book of Nod in my lifetime. None have 
dared to condemn God in such absolute terms as this. None have depicted a 
Caine so predatory in spirit, even in the first nights of his banishment. None have 



convinced me, ever before, that their author might truly be Caine, though many 
are written in that style. I wonder how much more there is.

I wonder if I will be allowed to see it all.
I copy what has been given unto me, knowing that someone is watching. 

2 October
A third volume appeared tonight. How much of this Book exists? Could it 

truly be complete? Will I be allowed to copy it all? I read of the Curses of the Angels 
tonight, and understood for the first time the full scope of Caine’s defiance. I will 
not even attempt to summarize it, for my own poor prose cannot compare to the 
original. It seems to me I hear whispers now, coming from the shadows, and some-
times if I listen closely it seems to me I hear my name spoken, or the names of places 
I have been, or of the masters for whom I copy this work. As if, while I read their 
Book, they read my soul in exchange. Are these the powers the Nosferatu warned me 
of, those beings who guard the book? If so, have they judged me worthy or reading 
it, or is that judgment yet to come? And if I am not worthy...what then?

4 October
If the first three volumes were unnerving to read, the fourth is doubly so. Here is 

the story of Enoch, and the events leading up to the Great Flood. Yet it is not the story 
itself that is so affecting, but the tone, the choice of words, and their implications.

For in the fourth volume it is clear that Caine regards himself as a god to his 
progeny, and declares that he has the power of God Himself to decide their fate. Is 
this the truth, or a delusion born of his unique condition? As I read about his choice 
to feed upon human blood, a further sign of his defiance to God, I feel a chill go up 
my spine, for it is nothing less than a declaration of war with the Almighty.

It is clear the commentators know one another, for one makes derisive ref-
erence here to the clan of another. I have tentatively identified one voice that seems 
to be that of a Tzimisce biblical scholar, one Zarakiah of eastern fame. Hopefully 
there will be more hints to come. 

7 October
Volume five is but a small one, four simple verses and their commentary. 

The authorial voice is not that of Caine, but of his childer. The subject is the 
Flood, and what happened to those who survived it.

It explains much, I fear. And it does not bode well for that moment when 
Caine’s first brood awakens to walk the earth again.

Of course they will devour their descendants. It is what God taught them to do.
The whispers are louder now. I can almost make out words. 



8 October 
The sixth volume appeared tonight. It contains further hints of the com-

mentators’ identities. One is clearly Malkavian, and another, writing in Imperial 
Latin, appears to be Ventrue. Perhaps it is the great Marcus Aurelius himself?

The notes identify one portion of text as the Curse of Clans. Apparently, in 
this telling, it is Caine himself who curses his childer with all those weaknesses 
of blood we now suffer from. It is his curse which divides us, his curse which 
weakens us, and ultimately his own curse which sets childe against sire, ensuring 
the war between generations. The text says that he did it to ensure peace among 
his descendants, but one cannot help but wonder...would a man of such power 
and insight, godlike in so many aspects, make so great an error? Or did he have 
a darker purpose? I shudder to think of what that might be. 

11 October
I supped on the last of the Ventrue lady’s blood tonight. Her power sings 

in my veins, and with it my heart is almost strong enough to read what is in the 
seventh volume.

It is called Prophecies.
It tells of the death of Antediluvians, and of the coming of Gehenna, and worse.
It tells of the death of a clan that may be ours.
I will write no more on this, but leave my masters to read the original. It is not 

the place of a mere ghoul to interpret such things, or even to comment upon them. 
Truly I feel overwhelmed, and can barely steady my hand enough to copy the words.

The whispers are strangely silent tonight. Perhaps my fear has driven them off. 

13 October
Two chapters are contained in the eighth volume — for yes, I must regard 

them as chapters now, not merely fragments of a lost whole — and I have copied 
them, but my heart is not in it. I have written the words of Caine as given to his 
descendants, his laws mirroring the Commandments of God Himself, the ultimate 
sign of his hubris. And I have copied proverbs that reflect the wisdom of the 
ancients, or at least their prejudices.

But my mind is still on yesterday’s work, on the prophecies I have read. 
Are they true indications of the future, and if so, do they record our doom? Even 
the commentators are not sure. But I read again and again the description of the 
doomed, and I wonder who else it could truly refer to:

The third shall be betrayed by his own, Treasured childe, knowledge-seeker, 
Drunk on dreams of death and shadows. 

The whispers have returned. It seems their tone is darker, now. Have I 
displeased them?



14 October 
The door is locked tonight. Even more: it is as if that secret wall has never 

been a door, for there is no sign of any crack whereby it may be opened.
I will not seek to force my way back into that chamber. Whoever chose to 

lay out these volumes for me now chooses to bar my way, and I know in my 
heart that to defy his will would cost me my life. Perhaps I have seen all there is 
to see, and copied the whole of his manuscript already. Or perhaps what is in my 
heart has displeased my secret master, and I am to be allowed no access to what 
remains.

It is enough for now. To bring this treasure home...it is more than enough 
for now.

The whispers have followed me from the library, flanking me down the 
narrow halls, squeezing into this small, shadowed room. Still I cannot see who 
they belong to or make out any words clearly. Shadows dance in the corners of 
my vision. Is that my watchers testing me, teasing me? There is nothing I can do 
but ignore them. They do not respond to any entreaty, I have learned that much.

The manuscript is finished now, and safely prepared for travel. This jour-
nal will be bound to it. Come dawn, if the master of this place allows, I leave this 
cursed monastery to return home, to deliver this most precious work to you, my 
Uncle, and through you to the archives that you and your teachers guard. May 
you find my humble service acceptable.

N. G. 
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This is the tale of Caine’s father
First-born child of God, made in 
His image. 

“Child of God,” not merely His 
creation.

Which would make Caine God’s own 
grandchild. A prestigious lineage indeed.

Family implies responsibility

He had the Lord’s own sanctity
He had the Lord’s own purity
And when he showed that he had 
the Lord’s spirit as well, 

The God of the Old Testament was a deity of 
rage as well as peace, ambition as well as comfort, 
jealousy as well as love. This is a clear reminder 
that the spiritual elements in Caine which led to his 
downfall were inherited from his “Grandfather.”

In other words, this whole mess 
was God’s own fault.

It  i s  n o t  n e c e s s a r i l y  w i s e  t o  s a y 
s u c h  t h i n g s  i n  a  h o l y  p l a c e .

And hungered for the knowledge 
that was his birthright 
He was banished from Eden 
forever.

Interesting.

If knowledge of good and evil was 
man’s birthright, then by withhold-
ing it from him God was doing him 
an injustice.

To which Adam responded just as God Himself 
would have, if placed in the same situation. By 
this text, their natures were identical.
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This is the tale of Caine’s mother.
The woman called Eve, made in 
God’s own image.

Not specified as a child of God in 
this case, though that might be 
assumed. 

Not necessarily. This manuscript downplays 
the role of woman in many things, and the 
omission may be deliberate.

A political omission, no doubt. 
To keep those who worship 
Lilith from fueling their  
frenzies with this text.

I  t h o u g h t  t h a t  m ov e m e n t  w a s  o n ly 
a  l e g e n d .

Yes, and I once thought  
vampires weren’t real, either.

She was created as a helpmeet for 
Adam 
She was commanded to serve him

Puts the re
sponsibili

ty for her
 

actions sq
uarely on 

his should
ers.

And when she brought him a 
harvest of sacred knowledge 
That could make him strong and 
wise

In this text, simply following God’s 
orders that she serve him in all things.

God cursed her, and sent her forth 
in sorrow. 

Interestingly, though Christian 
tradition focuses upon Eve as the 
guilty party, she is somewhat 
justified here: created to serve, 
ordered to serve, and then serving 
as best she knows how. 

The responsibility for the Fall is shifted to man 
and God. Woman was but a tool.

A n d  t h e  s e r p e n t ,  w h o  i s  n o t  m e n -
t i o n e d  h e r e ?

Not mentioned here. This Eve 
knew what she was doing.
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This is the tale of their children, 
born in pain and blood.

Again, it leaves out of the story those 

elements associated with Lilith. Perhaps 

deliberately?

The parallels between this and Caine’s own 

story cannot be ignored. God casts out his 

own first-born son, as Adam will later cast 

out his own...

P r e d e s t i n a t i o n ?

A reference to God’s curse upon Eve.

More than that. It is a reminder that all life comes 
from blood, that the essence of what we drink is 
far more than a simple red liquid. As in Leviticus: 
“For the life of the flesh is in the blood.”

A s  i n  G e n e s i s :  “Ye  s h a l l  e a t  t h e  b l o o d 
o f  n o  m a n n e r  o f  f l e s h ”

Yes, well, we are ignoring that 
verse, aren’t we? Astonishing, that.

First-born Caine, his father’s pride, 

A reminder that the relationship of 
Caine to Adam parallels that of Adam 
to God.

Thus the earlier reference to Adam as first-born son 
of God.

Who tilled the dust to bring forth 
fruit 

This of course was part of God’s curse 
upon Adam, now inherited by Caine

“Cursed is the ground for thy sake. In toil shalt thou eat 
of it all the days of thy life.” 

There is no equivalent curse regarding animals.

So Caine got the short end of the 
stick from the start, is that it?

S o  h e  w o u l d  l i k e  u s  t o  b e l i e v e .

And labored beneath the hot sun daily 
To harvest grain for his family’s bread.

“In the sweat of thy face shalt thou eat bread, 
till thou return unto the ground, for out of it 
wast thou taken.”
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Second-born Abel, perfect and 
beautiful,

An interesting and ominous phrase. For all 
things sacrificed to God must be without 
blemish.

Implying in this case that Abel was fated to be 
killed.

P r e d e s t i n a t i o n .
Who tamed the beasts to harvest 
their flesh 

The imagery of the harvesting of animal 
flesh is used here to legitimize Caine’s own 
work, and raise it up to be the equal of his 
brother’s.

Which hints at a certain bitterness, don’t you 
think? If one assumes that he actually wrote this.

He was damned from the start. Wouldn’t 
you be bitter?

And aided in their bloody births. 
Again the focus on blood as the seat of life.

All of the earth was theirs to seed
All living things were under their 
dominion

“Replenish the earth and subdue it. Have dominion over 
the fish of the sea, and over the fowl of the air, and over 
every living thing that creepeth upon the earth.”

All was harvested according to 
God’s will. 
And when in time their father told 
them they must make sacrifice, 
They brought their first and their 
best to the altar, and set them afire.
Fruits and grains did Caine offer 
up, the best of his harvest. 

This reference to the quality of Caine’s offering is 
noticeably absent from any Biblical text.
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Lamb’s blood did his brother 
spill, and it burned sweetly. 

Again, the focus on blood and its mysteries.

The implication is that blood was pleasing to God, bloodless 
offering was not. This ties into Adam’s curse again, in which 
the product of farming was deemed an accursed thing.

So Caine really couldn’t win with his 
sacrifice, no matter what he did.

Precisely.

And God said to unto Abel, 
“Thy offering has pleased Me.”
To Caine he said nothing, but 
turned His face from him, 
Nor would he give him His 
blessing.

Wherefore do you condemn my 
offering, oh Lord? 

The text shifts into the first person here. The 
writer is now allegedly Caine himself…or else 
another author, adopting a stylistic conceit.

The bias of the entire text is so marked, I find the concept of 
Caine’s authorship entirely plausible.

It certainly works hard to make him look 
good.

All the sweetness of the earth do 
I lay before you 
The best of my labors in the hot 
sun. 
Wherefore is this not enough?
How is there more blessing in a 
lamb’s blood
Than in the loving harvest of so 
many fine things?
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The Lord would not answer, so I 
went to my father.
I said to him, “Wherefore was my 
sacrifice lacking?”
He bade me search for blemish in 
my gifts,
For the Lord will have no thing 
which is marred 
But only the most perfect and 
beautiful of offerings. 

“If his offering be a burnt offering from the herd, he 
shall offer it without blemish.”

I said unto my brother, “Wherefore 
was my sacrifice lacking?”
He reminded me that the earth was 
mere ash,
That the tilling of soil was a 
punishment to Adam,
And the eating of bread a sign of 
man’s sin.
“Give unto God that which is not 
born of the earth,” he told me,

“Cursed is the ground for thy sake. In toil 
shalt thou eat of it all the days of thy life.”

“And its blood shall be pleasing 
to Him.” 

It is blood which distinguishes the 
cursed from the uncursed.

Or at least defines acceptable sacrifice, in 
this telling.

Leviticus does offer guidelines for 
agricultural offerings, so they were 
acceptable.

Leviticus doesn’t have a vested 
interested in making Caine look 
good.

Interestingly, this is the only version of the 
Book of Nod I have seen which relates the actual 
conversation between Caine and Abel. The bible 
speaks of a meeting between them, with the murder 
following directly afterward, but it does not give us 
details of what was said.

Here the responsibility is clearly 
being shifted to Abel, whose 
argument clinched the choice of 
sacrifice.
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So I did as he said, and I 
offered up blood.

I did as my father said, 
and offered up that 

which was perfect and 
beautiful.

I did as God  
commanded, and offered 
up the first and best of 

all I possessed.
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Then the heavens did grow dark 
above me 
A chill wind swept outward from 
the gates of Eden 

That the murder of Abel took place 
within sight of the gates of Eden is 
clear from other fragments, and 
from the Bible itself

And the voice of our Father 
thundered forth. 

God or Adam? The word “father” is 
capitalized here, which agrees with 
the biblical version of the scene, but 
other fragments claim that Adam 
himself cast his son out.

It  i s  d e l i b e r a t e l y  v a g u e .

The first-born is created, adored, 
then forced into sin and exiled. 
Does it matter whether God or 
Adam is at fault? The act is the 
same.

“Caine, what have you done?
The blood of your brother cries 
out to Me from the earth
The ground has opened up her 
mouth to drink his blood. 

The power of blood granted such 
mystical animation that it has its 
own voice.

An image drawn from the Bible itself. As is the 
vampiric response of the earth.

First killer of man, be accursed by 
My word. 
The very earth shall reject you, 
A fugitive and a wanderer shall you 
become,
Outcast from the sons of Adam 
until the end of time.” 

Of which there were no others at this time, Seth 
having not yet been born. Thus God is not only 
cursing Caine, but informing him that the line of 
Adam will continue. 
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“The Lord set a sign for Caine, lest any finding him 
should smite him.”

A reference noticeably absent from 
other fragments of the Book.

Perhaps included here as a warning. 
God Himself protects the first of all 
Cainites.

I n t e r e s t i n g  t h a t  t h e  r e f e r e n c e  h e r e 
i s  m a l e .  It  i s  n o t  i n  t h e  o r i g i n a l .

No man can harm Caine...but a woman?

S o  G o d  c u r s e s  C a i n e  a c c o r d i n g  t o  a 

v i s i o n  t h a t  w i l l  n o t  b e  f u l f i l l e d  f o r 

c e n t u r i e s .  W h a t  d o e s  e x i l e  m e a n ,  i f 

t h e  w o r l d  i s  a n  e m p t y  p l a c e ?

“Then how shall I live?” I 
demanded.
“Every man that sees me shall 
know of this curse.
Every hand shall be turned against 
me.”

Caine, like God, accepts the vision of a 
fully populated Earth. Yet at the time 
such a thing must have been barely 
conceivable. Fascinating.

“I will set My sign upon you,” He 
said. 
“All men shall know by its 
presence not to harm you.

L I L I T H
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He who does so will be cursed 
sevenfold,
And he who tries to slay you will 
earn My eternal wrath.”

A subtle, yet major alteration from the 
Biblical text. In that, only those who slay 
Caine will face God’s vengeance. In this 
version, any who harm him will.

Is that a surprise, given the 
authorship of this fragment? 
If you were Caine, isn’t this 
what you would want people 
to believe?

You are assuming this was truly 
written by Caine.

That or someone working for  
him. The difference is 
irrelevant.

A potent message, whatever the 
source. God himself will not 
allow Caine to be killed, or even 
harmed.

Bad news for those who think they might 
face him at Gehenna.

The generations of Caine might die, 
but our Father in Blood never will.

N o t  b y  a  m a n ’s  h a n d ,  a n y w a y .
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Tears of rage came to my eyes, 

but I forced them back.

Tears of sorrow came to my eyes, 

but I would not let them flow.

Such offerings I would not  

give him,

Nor any further sacrifice  

from my heart.

“So be it,” I said unto the Lord.

Then I turned my face from Him, 

and set off into exile. 
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In the place beyond Eden, 
where darkness reigns, 

Spiritual darkness, as a result of being 
bereft of God’s presence?

And physical as well, for the gates of Eden and 
their fiery guardian provided a light that could be 
seen from nearer places. Caine has now gone so far 
beyond the lands allotted to man that not even its 
brilliance is visible. 

In the lands called Nod, where 
the curse of God is manifest,

There did I wander, bereft of all 
company.

The earth was wild, its fields 
choked with weeds.
I did not till them.

The animals were as enemies to 
one another, and to me 

I did not tame them.
This is the work of the Lord 
our God, who so delights in 

Eden.
This place is His creation as 
well, and mirror of his true 

intent.
So does he create us all, the 

bright and the dark together,
And leave to man’s hand the 

tilling of the soil, the taming of 
the wild,

The harvest of good and evil by 
which we shall be judged.

Isaiah 45:7 — “I form the light and create 
darkness; I make peace and create evil: I am 
the Lord that doeth all these things.”
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How am I to be judged, my God? 
How shall my name be written 
before You?

Where is the wisdom for which 
You are so praised?
Your word is as that of a petty king
Your justice a fallow field
And all that praise which is lav-
ished upon You
Is but a mockery of true respect.
Am I to worship You still, in this 
place, 
Sing praises to Your name, and 
humbly seek forgiveness?

In the Book of Life, where unrepented sins are 
recorded.

I offered up that which was most 
precious to me, and You rejected it.
So I offered up that which was 
more precious still
And now I am rejected.
Where is the justice, in this thy 
curse?
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I spat upon the ground in my fury, 
And in that place the weeds  

shriveled and died.
The earth itself grew black from 

my bile,
And I knew that no living thing 

would grow there again.
Such was my final offering to the 

Creator.
Such was the only prayer that He 

deserved.



32

Alone I wandered, bitter and cold
Until a woman came to me, and called my name.

Her garments were as dark as the night, woven from the very shadow.
Her skin was pale and gleaming as the moon, and chill as winter’s frost.

Her lips and eyes were as glowing embers, crimson in the darkness.
She whispered my name and the sound was like music

Dark and awful, chords of power as once I heard the angels sing.
I ceased to walk, and I gazed upon her.

“What is your name,” I asked her, “and how came you to this place, 
Where all the sons of Adam fear to tread?” 

“All the sons of Adam” implies that much time has 
passed, for otherwise this phrase would have no 
meaning.

Well, it implies that Adam has had enough time 
to have other sons, at least. 

O r  C a i n e  i s  a d m i t t i n g  h i s  o w n  f e a r .
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“My name is Lilith, first wife 

of Adam,

Second-born of God our 

Father, now outcast by  

His decree.

Lilith, like Caine, regards 
herself as the offspring 
of God, not merely as his 
creation.

The line between the two is not as clear as 
one would think. Genesis 6 speaks of the 
sons of God mating with mortal women.

Yes, and look what it cost 
them
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He made me queen of Eden, 
then cursed me when I 
wielded power.
So does he do with each 
generation,
Culling all who would 
question His will
Cursing all who have the 
spirit to defy Him.
Was fair Eve tempted by 
the serpent’s wiles,
Seduced by its promises, 
tricked by its lies?

This version of affairs is much 
more in line with the original 
Hebraic tradition than stories 
told by Lilith’s followers. In 
particular the reference to 
the serpent as an independent 
creature makes one question 
the modern assertion that 
it was in fact but another 
manifestation of the Dark 
Mother.

M a y b e  t h a t  i s  w h a t  C a i n e 
w a n t s  u s  t o  t h i n k .

I would have plucked the 
fruit willingly, reveled in 
its juices, defied its Maker.

Lilith, unlike Caine, is willing to 
take responsibility for her own 
actions.

D o e s  C a i n e  s e e  i t  t h a t  w a y , 
I  w o n d e r ?



35

And woe be to my mate if 
he should fear to share that 

power
For then I should devour 

him too, as the beasts devour 
their lesser kin. 

So has God decreed it shall 
be in nature, and so shall it be 

with us,
The strong devouring the 

weak, as it was meant to be.”

The rightful dominance of strong 
over weak is a repeated theme in 
Caine’s version of events, the 
very foundation of his own rise to 
power. Little wonder then that he 
has such abhorrence for diablerie, 
which by its very nature reverses 
the order of things.

It could be argued 
that no childe could 
overcome his sire if he 
weren’t stronger than 
his sire ab initio. 

There is always deception.

S t r e n gth  o f  m i n d  a n d  w i l l 
i s  st i l l  st r e n gth . 



36

She offered me food con-
jured from the night, and it 
gave me strength.
She fed me on wine distilled 
from her rage, and it quelled 
my thirst.
She showed me magics 
conjured from darkness, but 
she would not teach me their 
name,
Nor show me how to har-
ness their power myself.
So I took what I wanted, and 
drank of her blood, and the 
power raged through me
Wild as the beasts surround-
ing, as black as her own dark 
substance. 
So do the strong feed on the 
weak and claim their power.
So have you taught me, first 
wife of Adam, and so have I 
learned well.

Caine drinks blood for the first 
time not for vampiric hunger, but 
for power.

He is not yet a vampire, not in 
our sense of the word.

That the power of a creature is inherent 
in its blood is a repeated theme, present in 
all fragments I have studied. 
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Will you curse me now for 
betrayal, for strength or for my 

hunger?
I have borne the rage of God, my 
mother. What is yours, compared 

to that? 

By “my mother,” he acknowl-
edges her role in molding him.

God gave him rage, but 
Lilith gives him power. 

Behold, the night is mine now, 
and all its power:

And God will never debate mas-
tery of the night with him, only 
banish him from the day. 

All disciplines which might ever exist are 
possessed by Caine from this moment on, 
thus the reference to “all its power.”

H e  l e a r n e d  w e l l  f r o m  L i l i t h .
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This darkling strength, from which all force derives,
This devil’s speed, faster than eye can follow, 

This sweet illusion, sculpted in the mind,
These demon senses, sharp beyond all measure,

These forms of flesh, which now are mine to wear.

Some of these could refer to more than one discipline.

It would be futile to try to identify them all.

Agreed.
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Behold, the gates 
of death are in my 
keeping,
Secrets of ages script-
ed for my eye.
This stealth of move-
ment and this dance 
of shadows,
Are mine to summon, 
mine to use at will.
No blow of Adam’s 
get can bring me to 
harm now.

Adam, not Seth. Does he 
mean to refer to his 
own progeny, as well 
as the living? 

His brood shall bend 
their knees to me in 
fear
And come when I do 
call them, and obey,
Dead or living, will-
ing or no.
And when I com-
mand that they shall 
love me,
So shall they do, and 
think it real.
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And if they think me a 

god for my power,  

I shall not correct them.

And if they offer me that 

which is first and best of 

all they possess,

I shall not refuse  

their gifts,  

nor cast them out.
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There came to me an angel, and his 
essence was fire.
His garments were of spun gold, 
and his eyes were blazing scarlet.
His sword shone with holy flame, 
too bright to gaze upon,

The flaming sword of Genesis 3:24, “which turned 
every way,” and kept man from returning to Eden.

So Caine still identifies himself with his 
father here.

And by that sign I knew him for 
Michael, dread minion of my 
father’s God.

With this simple phrase Caine disavows God 
entirely.

It is a drastic move, but one that allows him to position 
himself as God’s adversary rather than God’s victim.

A n d  e v e n  a s  G o d  h i m s e l f ,  l a t e r .
Th a t  d e l u s i o n  h a s  n o t  y e t  ta k e n  h o l d .

But the seeds are there.

I knew that he meant me to kneel 
before him.
So I did not.
I knew that he meant me to fear 
him.
So I did not.
I knew that he meant me to be 
humbled.
So I was not. 

Pride like unto that of the Lightbringer 
ere the War in Heaven.

Even that demonstrates Caine 
overstepping his bounds, I fear.

B u t  d o e s  C a i n e ?
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He said unto to me, 
“Caine, first-born of 
Adam,
I bring to you the word of 
the Lord:
Repent of your crime and 
you will be forgiven.
Turn with humility  
towards your God
And He will cleanse you 
of all sin.
For he is a God of mercy, 
who forgives the outcast
And makes a place for him 
among the blessed.”
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I felt pride well up inside me at 
his words, and I answered,

Of what should I repent?” I 
demanded. “For what beg forgive-
ness?
For what prize should I fall to my 
knees,
And worship again that God whose 
face was turned from me when I 
loved Him most?” 

“I gave Him my heart’s own 
worship,

And He deemed it unworthy.
I offered Him up the fruit of all 

my labors,
And He deemed it too little.

And when I offered Him blood, as 
He had taught me to do,

He cast me out.

According to our scribe, God is the sole au-
thor of Caine’s exile. His is the fault and the 
blame. Caine himself is stainless. 

True. Furthermore, this stance implies that the responsi-
bility for all that comes of it is God’s as well.

Including all the crimes of his children?

A n  a t t r a c t i v e  n o t i o n ,  i s  i t  n o t ?

An easy one

By Caine’s interpretation of events — or at least the 
author’s interpretation of Caine’s reading — God 
had rejected him utterly, not merely for one sin or one 
poorly chosen sacrifice.

A well-crafted justification for what Caine 
will do in the future.

And not without textual support. Gen-
esis makes reference to the fact that 
God respected Abel, not Caine. Perhaps 
the true issue between them was not of 
mere sacrifice, but something greater.

You are reading a great deal into 
that passage.

 am reading it as Caine clearly reads it.

O r  a s  h e  w a n t s  u s  t o .

A sin Caine warns his childer against. 
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Then the angel grew angry.
His eyes blazed with scarlet fire

And the flames of his sword 
scorched my clothes and my flesh.

“Creature of pride,” he pro-
nounced, “be thou damned, then

Not by my will, but by thy own 
words.

My fire shall be an enemy to you,
That you and your children shall 
fear until the end of time.
Not all the magic that you have 
learned can tame it
Not all the power that you have 
gained can withstand it.

In other words, I’m going to 
hurt you, but it’s not my fault.

G o d  p l a y s  t h e  s a m e  b l a m e  g a m e 
t h a t  C a i n e  d o e s .

Perhaps. Or perhaps Caine subscribes to the sin 
of angelism.

H u m i l i t y  w o u l d  n o t  s e e m  t o  b e  o n e 
o f  h i s  f a u lt s .

It  i s  s a i d  t h e  Tr e m e r e  c a n 

c o m m a n d  f i r e .

Yet one more sign that they are an abomina-

tion, and not meant to share in either the gifts 

of Caine’s blood or in the community of his 

descendants.

I  t h i n k  y o u ’ r e  a  l i t t l e  b i a s e d .

That does
n’t make him wrong.
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Such is the curse I set upon 
you,
Until the day your spirit is 
humbled.
Such is the cost of your 
defiance.”

I said, “So be it.” And still I 
did not kneel. 
The angel left me then, and I 
was alone.
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Then came another angel, 
riding the winds of morning.
Behind him all the hues of 
heaven spread out across the 
horizon,
And the demons of night 
fled at the sight of him.
I knew him for Uriel, shep-
herd of the sun,
And I stood my ground 
proudly as he came to earth 
before me.

This does not agree with either Cainite 
tradition, or with other fragments 
of the Book of Nod that I have seen.

Uriel is commonly held by Cainites to be the 
angel of death, and the one who proclaims 
God’s third and most powerful curse.

Yet that is not consistent with Hebraic tradition, 
which associates Uriel with the sun and with light.

If you believe Caine wrote this, I’d 
bet he probably knows what he is 
talking about.

The sun is death to our kind. No doubt this 
is the source of the textual confusion.

O n e  c a n  o n l y  h o p e .

“Caine,” he said, “first-born of 
Adam,
Your brother’s soul cries out 
for your redemption,
And God has heard his pleas.
Say only that you would leave 
this land
And return to your father’s 
embrace
And it will be done.” 
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“Once again,” I said, “my  
brother speaks to God.
Once again, his words are 
favored over mine.
I do not ask for his pity, nor for 
yours. 
I will make my own fate in 
lands east of Nod

In other words, he is outcast even 
by Adam’s standards, which is exiled 
indeed.

And establish my kingdom in 
exile.
I will set my children on golden 
thrones 
And we will rule over Seth’s 
brood together.
For surely it is better to rule in 
the darkness 
Than to humble myself falsely 
in the light.”

The darkness of the soul, or the 
darkness of God’s absence, as he 
had not yet been banished to the 
night?

Some schools of thought hold that the utter 
absence of God is the true damnation. That 
the Divine Presence is light in the spiritual 
sense, and that to be exiled from the Lord is 
to have one’s soul dwell in darkness.

Which adds new meaning to Caine’s 
bravado.

And the moral of the story is, 
don’t give the angels any ideas.

A h ,  y o u  a r e  a s  i n s i g h t f u l  a s 
e v e r . 
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The angel’s face grew white with fury,
And the light of dawn behind him became a sea of blazing poison 
unto me.
“Wretched creature! Damned for your pride,
Now doubly damned for your defiance.
The light of the sun shall be your enemy
Searing your soul when you gaze upon it, burning your flesh to ash.
Those of your blood who would rule the earth
Shall cower in the dust by day, fearing the light,
And the sons of Seth who seek after power
Will hunt them down as they sleep even as the dead sleep,
Unable to defend themselves or beg for mercy from those who hunt 
them. 
Thus shall your kingdom be, your prideful empire,
Its throne made of fear, its crown cast in shadows.”

S o  t h e  c u r s e  o f  s u n l i g h t  i s  m e a n t  t o  s e r v e  a s  a  f o r m 
o f  p o l i t i c a l  c o n t r o l  a s  w e l l  a s  s i m p l e  p u n i s h m e n t .

Military also, for it guarantees that all Cainites will 
spend half their hours in a state of absolute vulner-
ability. Hard to rule the world when that’s the case.

Not impossible, though. Caine managed it in Enoch.

For a time. And look what happened.

Also it is a means of keeping Cainites from passing as the sons of 
Seth, or truly sharing in their society.

I think that’s a secondary concern here.

I  d o n ’ t .  If  C a i n e  h a s  b o a s t e d  t o  G o d  t h a t  h e  s h a l l  b e 
a l o n e ,  t h e n  G o d  s h a l l  s e e  t o  i t  t h a t  h e  l i v e s  u p  t o  h i s 
b o a s t .
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I could not answer him, 
for the sun rose then.

I meant to stand my 
ground before it 

But its rays were as venom 
upon my skin

And within my veins, that 
blood which ran so cold 

with anger and pride
Began to boil, molten as 

the sun’s own fire.
I fled the light, to the 

nearest place of safety,
Which was the earth itself, 

cool beneath my feet
And in that place, shel-
tered in the darkness of 

the world below,
I cursed the name of the 
one who had driven me 

there,
And of his eternal Master. 
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And when the day had passed, and 
night fell once more
I arose from my resting place to 
see a third angel awaited me. 
His eyes were jet, twin mirrors of 
the night.
His wings were shadow, that beat 
about his form like wild winds. 
And I knew him for an angel of 
divine wrath, 
Dread Gabriel, by whose hand 
Sodom was destroyed. 

“Caine,” he said, “in you the seed 
of Adam is doubly shamed,
And all the laws of life defiled.
Yet even such a soul as yours may 
yet be saved
By true repentance.
Forswear your sins and return to 
His fold,
And all will be as new again, all 
sins forgiven, all wrongs undone.
The Lord grants you this, your 
third and final path to forgiveness.”

In the Babylonian fragment, this is 

Uriel. Why the change?
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To him I said simply, “I 
am what God has made 

me.”
And still I would not 

kneel.
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The black wings beat with fury
And the voice of the angel echoed 
with rage.
So fearsome was his dread display
That the very night itself did seem 
to tremble.
“Then be thou cursed forever, and 
set apart from all living things.
Neither living nor dead yourself, 
neither human nor beast.
You shall walk the earth in  
darkness, and all your children 
with you,
Unchanging, undying and ever 
without hope.
Blood shall be your only food, and 
all your dreams shall be ash.
Life and love shall wither at your 
touch, and hunger shall devour 
mercy,

And those you treasure most of all, 
the offspring of your pride,
Shall war amongst themselves 
according to their blood:
Brother against brother, young 
against old, weak against strong,
Until the best are vanquished and 
the ranks of your family laid waste.
Then will you walk amongst them 
as judge, and know the ultimate 
torment,
Which is for a father to condemn 
his own children.
So has God done with you, this 
night.
So shall you do with your own, 
until the end of time.” 

Though these are fearsome threats, they are in truth 
little more than a summary of prior curses.

Or an extension of them.

I don’t agree. This is clearly the point at which 
Caine becomes dependent upon blood for 
sustenance, as opposed to merely desiring it 
for vengeance or power.

And since blood drinking is clearly 
forbidden by God’s own law, he has now 
been forced into a state of perpetual sin, 
from which there is no hope of redemp-
tion.

A t  t h i s  t i m e .

So Caine is cursed to judge and destroy 
his own.

D o u b l y  p a i n f u l  b e c a u s e  h e  b l a m e s  G o d 
f o r  a l l  t h e i r  s h o r t c o m i n g s .

An eye for an eye

Or an extension of his past deeds. He has 
already slain his own kin.
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He left me alone in 
the darkness then,
To suffer the pain 
of my changing.
The blood-hunger 
rose in me like a 
flood tide.
The beast began to 
gnaw at my soul
Still I would not 
kneel. 

This is clearly the 
point at which 
Caine becomes as we 
are. This is the true 
beginning of our 
heritage.
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Then there came a fourth angel, 
with wings as pale as moonlight.
His face was a thing of alabaster 
beauty, 
And his voice was finer than the 
finest music.
I knew him for Raphael, patron of 
all healing,
And I stood my ground before 
him,
Even as I trembled to hear what 
his curse would be.
“Behold,” he said, “the Lord is 
merciful,
Even to the undeserving.
I give you a path to seek peace for 
your soul
Even in this bitter darkness.
I give you the light of hope, for 
you and your children,
To await the day when anger fades 
and pride gives way to yearning.
The name of the path is Golconda,

And those who seek it with a true 
heart may yet gain salvation,
Though they walk in the night as 
demons
And bear the curses of a thousand 
angels.”
He left me then, without hearing 
my reply,

Was it called thus, even at 
the beginning of all things? 
Or has our author chosen 
to insert later knowledge 
into his text?

You suspect our scribe of intel-
lectual dishonesty?

At this point, I suspect 
everything here. Including 
the lot of you.

A t  l a s t  y o u  s h o w  w i s d o m .
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And again I was alone.
When he was gone, I knelt 

in the darkness.
And I wept.
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IV. Enoch
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Alone I wandered, cursed with 
loneliness,
Knowing such darkness in my soul 
as mortal man cannot fathom.
That was the ultimate torment, 
that most terrible hunger: 
The calling of flesh to flesh, of 
soul to soul, unanswered.
Worse than the torments of Sheol.
Worse than the pain of woman’s 
burden.
Worse than all the agonies of earth 
and heaven combined.
For we are not made from dust 
alone, but draw our life from Eve,
Who in her turn was given life 
from her lover’s very marrow.
In her flesh is writ God’s declara-
tion, that man must share his life.
Whether as master or servant, 
lover or tyrant, sire or child,
Flesh must have flesh
Blood must have blood
That is human destiny.
And I cursed God ten times over in 
those days, nay, a thousand,
For leaving me human enough to 
feel such a need,
When all other trappings of human 
life had been stolen from me.

For the curses of the angels were merely 
that, while Caine’s human nature had 
the spark of the divine

And nothing created by the Lord 
can ever be utterly destroyed
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It came to pass, as I cursed the 
heavens, 

That the tents of my father were 
blessed again with life.

Another son was born to Eve, to 
replace those who were lost.

They called him Seth, and he was 
strong.

And because God desired that the 
world be filled with Adam’s get
He granted Seth many children.

We have reference to woven gar-
ments here, not the animal skins 
in which the first couple clothed 
themselves. Clearly civilization has 
advanced tremendously by this time.

True, but the “dust” reference bears the 
bias of our author. He has no love for 
agriculture and, in his eyes, neither does 
the Lord.

Certainly not after the third chapter of Genesis, 
wherein God curses the very earth and commands 
it to bring forth thorns to punish man.

There being no other mortals be-
neath the firmament, of course.

Most scholars assume the birth of an unnamed 
daughter who bore Seth’s children

This is clever, reminding the reader that 
the race of man was born from acts that 
would not now be tolerated.

I waited in the darkness as they 
mated with their own kin,

I waited as they left my father’s 
tents, their herds overflowing the 

pasture,
I waited as they scoured the earth 

for a place to build their Eden.
Where the rivers divided they 

found it, the perfect land,
And they built a city of mortar 

and brick in that place.
Their towers wound unto the 

heavens
Their roads were paved in stone

Their garments were of precious 
dust

And commanded man to eat the 
herbs of the field as punishment
And their tools were forged of 
sunlight.
They made a throne of beaten gold 
and a crown beset with jewels.
And they offered it up to Enosh, 
the first-born of Seth,

One wonders as to the chronolo-
gy here. Seth seems to be further 
in the past in prior fragments.

It simply grants Caine a knowledge of 
Seth. It does not seem unreasonable that 
God would give unto Caine awareness of 
the method by which the earth would be 
populated, seeing as He had already implied 
that such was inevitable. Else why would 
Caine require God’s mark?

You are both reading far too 
much into this, and are far too  
full of yourselves. It is more 
likely that the author, no  
matter who he was, simply 
erred. 
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Third-born of Adam, first-born of God,
For his was the right by the lineage of Heaven to rule them.
“I am not worthy,” he told them, for he was humble in the ways of the 
Lord.
Again it was offered, with incense and perfumes and music to persuade 
him.
“I am not worthy,” he told them, for he knew that power could corrupt 
the soul.
Again it was offered, for they said they would have no other to lead them.
“I am not worthy,” he told them, “but as it is your will
I will keep vigil for six nights in the wilderness.
I will seek God’s counsel.
If it is His will that I rule over you, then let Him give me a sign,
And on the seventh day I will become your King.
And if is not, then I will return to the city and choose one who is truly 
worthy,
And the crown shall be his.
Thus shall God’s will be done.” 

The period of six days is no doubt meant to honor God 
by imitating the six days of creation.

Then again, his wish to be crowned on the seventh day goes against the 
commandment to rest on the Sabbath

Which had not yet been written into law, one 
assumes.

Even so, God may have expected him to learn from prior 
example, and when Enosh did not, abandoned him to both 
his fate and our Sire.

I s  n o t  t h e  S a b b a t h  s o m e t i m e s  s p o k e n  o f  a s  b e i n g 
c r o w n e d ?

That interpretation is centuries younger. Stop 
mixing your lifetimes, you senile fool.
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With fasting and cleansing and 
other holy preparation
He went off into the wilderness to 
await God’s word. 
But I had finished with waiting, 
and so he heard mine first.
With the power of the night I gave 
him visions
And I bound my truths to his soul, 
so that he could not deny them.
“Favored son of Adam,” I told 
him, “favored child of God,
You are mine now, and balm to my 
loneliness.
In blood you were made, and in 
blood I now claim you.
Let your veins be emptied of the 
life that God provided
And filled with the power that 
God has granted unto me.
Let your soul be emptied of its 
false humility
And your spirit filled with the 
night’s own strength.
Let your flesh deny its earthly 
father
For you are mine now, body, 
blood and soul
And none shall take you from me.”

I called him Enoch and, on the 
seventh night,
Returned with him to the city.

Clearly this is the first Embrace, and a 
cataloguing of the changes that occur in 
each new childe.

Pride is the inheritance of 
Caine.

Is that your kind’s excuse?

Here we see the beginning of the tradi-
tion of renaming a childe at the time of 
Embrace.

He set the crown upon my head
He called for incense and music 
and offerings
He told the city I was to be their 
King.
And those who might speak against 
me did not,
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For I showed them one portion of 
my power, and they feared me.
And those who might do me harm 
did not,
For the mark of God was upon 
me, and they feared His wrath.
So did I come to reign over the 
sons of Adam.
Some called me a god for my 
power, and offered me worship. 
And because they bowed down to 
me of their own free will,
The Lord of Heaven did not 
intervene.

This is a vital distinction, repeated throughout 
these texts. If a Cainite proclaims himself a god, 
then Heaven will strike him down for his deeds. But 
if mortals choose to grant unto that Cainite their 
worship, then the fault lies not with Caine’s childe.

Th i s  i s  t h e  f r u i t  o f  t h e  t r e e .  Fr e e 
w i l l  i s  a l s o  t h e  f r e e d o m  t o  c h o o s e 
p o o r l y .

Indeed, and Caine’s subjects did so.

I named the city after my first-
born son
For such was the pleasure he 
brought me.
And I claimed others who pleased 
me, to be my own,
To share in that curse which was 
power and suffering,
So that I would not be alone.
As God had commanded, I did 
not till the fields for grain. 
As God had decreed, I did not 
kill tame beasts for flesh. 
These things had been denied me 
by His holy word, and I obeyed.
I fed upon that which was most 
precious to Him, upon the blood 
of my brother’s kin.
For the blood is the life, and he 
who partakes of it, 
Though doubly damned, shall be 
made strong. 

Whereas he might have fed on the blood of 
beasts and spared Seth’s children.

That he did not is another fist 
shaken at Heaven.
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And I learned to give pleasure 
to those who fed me,

That they might think it ecsta-
sy to feed their god

And love me all the more for 
my hunger.

So did the city grow, in num-
bers and in strength,

Prosperous beneath my rule.
I chose the best of its blood to 

serve me,
And the best among those to 

embrace the night.
Together we ruled over the 

sons of Seth, my children and I,
As the strong have always ruled, 

as the wise were meant to do.
They built us homes without 
windows, that we might defy 

the sun.
They brought the rivers to our 
door, that fires might be quick-

ly quenched.
So were the curses of two 

angels answered,
And the curse of God defied.
In time my children hungered 

for their own get
And chose from among their 

servants those who pleased 
them most,

And brought them into the 
night.

So swiftly did they multiply, 
and so powerful did they 

become,
That in time I commanded 

them to make no more childer, 
but be satisfied.
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For I feared the curse of the 
third angel, not yet answered,

And I knew the day was 
coming when my children 
would turn on one another
And the streets would run 

black with their blood. 
For a time they obeyed me, 

for they feared their father’s 
wrath.

But just as I had not accepted 
God’s edicts,

So did they not accept mine,
For they were of my blood, 

and their nature was defiance.

And thus Caine’s childer follow his 
path. Qualities of spirit are inherited 
with blood as well as seed.

By Caine’s reckoning. Others 
I know would disagree.

Those that were nearest me 
embraced the sons of Seth in 

secret,
Those that were far distant 

embraced them openly.

This grants us a time 
frame for the events being 
discussed. We are witness-
ing the first great period of 
expansion of Seth’s childer, 
wherein they had spread so 
far from the city of Enoch 
that they dwelt beyond 
Caine’s grasp, and his childer 
could transgress against his 
laws in safety.
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They ruled the children of Seth 
as gods

Not by man’s choice, but by their 
own decree

And I knew that then they were 
doomed,

For God would not tolerate such 
practices.

Foolish children! You make light 
of God’s law,

But you have never seen His face.
You make light of His curse

But you have never felt His power.
He who made this world can 

unmake it,
He who gave life to mankind can 

also give death,
And He who cursed us to prey 

upon the living 
Can make for us such Hell on 

earth
That all the Adversary’s torments 

will pale by comparison.
I saw the storm clouds gathering.

I felt the air grow cold.
And I knew the time of reckoning 

had come at last.
The children of Seth prayed for 

me to save them
But I could not.

My children begged for me to 
save them

But I would not.
The rain began to fall, and it did 

not cease.

The children of Seth made  
offerings to their chosen gods,
Blood and gold and precious jewels
And all the while the wrath of the 
One God
Drew up the oceans into the sky
And cast them down again, to 
scour the earth of sin. 
My children cried out to me in 
fear, but I would not answer them.
Such is the fate you have chosen, 
my get.
You were gods without wisdom, 
and so your temples are destroyed,
Your flocks drowned, your altars 
hung in weeds,
And all those things which were 
most precious to you
Shall be reclaimed unto the earth 
whence they came.
In the end you shall know such 
loneliness 
As can exist only in a land bereft 
of life.
Perhaps then you will understand 
what I truly am
And where your duty lies.

For he is not a true God to the chil-
dren of Seth, but he is as one to his 
own childer.

And like the God of the Hebrews, a harsh and 
merciless God.



67

And in the end there was only 

water

My foolish children  

knew hunger

And loneliness

And fear

And it was good.
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V. LAMENTATIONS
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Sing a song of sorrow, my 
brothers in Caine.

Let your lamentations be heard 
in the night.

Sing of a time when water 
covered all the earth 

And the only shelter from the 
sun

Lay deep beneath the waves.
Sing of a hunger that could 

not be stilled
Save by a brother’s blood

And a time of waiting that 
seemed like eternity,
With no end in sight.

Other fragments skip over 
this period entirely, never ad-
dressing the question of how 
Cainites survived in a world 
without earthly shelter or 
human life.

The Babylonian fragment hints at it, 
but only to say it was a time of great 
suffering and trial.

That’s rather an under-
statement, don’t you think?

The Babylonian fragment is  
overrated.

Interesting that this verse 
points out the worst tor-
ment of all, that is, that 
they never knew if the flood 
was going to end.

W h e r e  i s  C a i n e  i n  a l l  o f  t h i s ?
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Our father, will you not hear our 
pleas?
Our father, will you not answer?
Our father, if you cannot end the 
storm,
Then tell us by whose hand it 
will be ended,
And when we may walk upon the 
earth again.

Do they call to God or Caine? The text is unclear. Either 
interpretation holds possibilities.

“Father” is not capitalized. It would seem 
unlikely that it would be God referred to in this 
instance.

O r  p e r h a p s  o u r  a u t h o r  i s  j u s t  e r r a t i c .

Tell us if the children of Seth 
will survive,
Their warm blood heated by the 
morning sun,
Or if we are condemned to feed 
upon our own,
Sire upon childe, brother upon 
brother,
Until all are vanished beneath the 
waves.

Evidently they had no knowledge that 
Noah and his kin had been saved.

God was gentler with his children than Caine 
was with his, for He gave them hope. The 
Cainites had none.

That is because God determined who 
among Seth’s kin would survive, and 
saw to their safety, while Caine left 
his childer to fight it out like sharks.

L i k e  t h e  p r e d a t o r s  t h e y  w e r e .
Like the predators we are. It is the 
way of our blood.
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I saw the hand of God part the 
clouds

I saw the earth rise up to greet 
Him.

I saw the ark settle upon the 
mountaintop 

And all the wealth of life pour out 
from its gates.

I knew then what our Sire must 
have known

When man first settled the wil-
derness,

And I cried from joy, and I kissed 
the earth,

So grateful was I for an end to the 
suffering.

An interesting remind-
er that when Caine was 
cast out of Eden there 
was no human life on 
Earth either, save in 
the one place forbidden 
to him.

And here we have 
knowledge of the kine’s 
survival.
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Sing a song of memory, my brothers in Caine
Sing a song of mourning for those who were lost.
My brother’s flesh is mud beneath my feet
The taste of his blood is cold upon my lips.
And all the works that man shall create,
From now until the end of time,
Are but monuments to those whom our Father condemned
And whom His wrath consumed.
Let us never forget, lest we earn his rage anew.
Let us never forget, lest the waters rise again.

It is unclear again who is meant by “Father”, Caine or God.

Deliberately unclear, I think.

The text implies that both were responsible for the Flood. God by choosing to punish man’s transgres-
sions, and Caine for spawning a race of transgressors.

It also implies that Caine, like God, is apart from the race of man. Like Him, 
Caine watches over the flood without passion of any kind, not fearing it, not 
resenting it, simply knowing it must be.

The blurring of the line between Caine and God is a repeated theme in many of 
these sections. 

Yes, look at the Laws. That is quite remarkable, and instructive.

B u t  h o w  m u c h  o f  t h a t  i s  a r t i s t i c  l i c e n s e  b y  t h e  w r i t e r  o f  t h e s e  f r a g m e n t s ,  
a n d  h o w  m u c h  i s  g e n u i n e  d e l u s i o n ?

Caine is eternal, he cannot die and his curses alter the fate of all man-
kind. Is that a delusion?

And he believes that when his children have done wrong the earth should be cleansed of them, to start 
anew.

A strategy that God promises never to resort to again, but Caine does 
not. This is the harbinger of Gehenna!

W h a t  i s  t h e  s a y i n g …  “ Th e r e  i s  n o  r a i n b o w  i n  t h e  n i g h t ? ”

Meaning that it is not there, or meaning that it cannot be seen in the darkness?

E x a c t l y .
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It came to pass in the wake of the 
Flood
That the children of Caine sought 
out their Sire,
But of him there was no sign to be 
found.
Not in the highest mountains 
Not on the driest plain
Not in the deepest forest.
“He has left us,” said the First-
born.
“We must make our own way.”
Yet still we knew he was watching 
us
For there were many signs of it
And we feared the night when he 
would return.

A pity these signs are not better 
described.

There is a Babylonian fragment 
of the text which adds some 
detail here.

Yes, but it confuses this period with the 
foreshadowing of Gehenna. So one wonders 
if it is recording the saga in its original form, 
or borrowing from later prophecies in order to 
make for a more impressive tale.

Babylonian scholarship is 
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It came to pass in the wake of the 
Flood

That the children of Noah came 
down from the mountaintop.

They planted their crops amidst 
the bones of the dead

And brought forth life from the 
mud of the dying.

Again, we have the repeated imagery of death giving way to life. The 
ancient cycle of the yearly harvest, with winter clearing the land for 
spring’s bounty. Here is something of Caine’s legacy as a tiller of soil.

As with the floods of the Nile delta, the same waters that destroy also make the ground fertile 
for new life. Without their annual devastation, there would be no life at all. One pays the price 
willingly.

Well you have to have legends like that if you live in a flood plain.

Do not some peoples sacrifice their kings and gods, believing that the cycle of 
death/rebirth holds for them as well?

The Celts, at Lughnasah

Christ
C a i n e
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 In time they spread out across 
the earth,
As they had been commanded to 
do.
They built great cities, with 
palaces of stone,
And claimed dominion over all 
living things
For such was the sovereignty that 
God had promised them.

According to the Bible, the first and best of each generation were to be set aside as 
sacrifice to the Lord. With this passage Caine’s childer set themselves up as rivals 
to God yet again.

D o e s  t h a t  i n c l u d e  m o r ta l s ?
Yes, actually, it does. The Hebrews still observe a ritual “ransom” to claim their first-born, 
since rightfully he is the Lord’s

Specifically God promised Adam sovereignty over 
all living things. Note that this excludes the childer of 
Caine, who were no longer counted among the living.

It came to pass, as the nights 
passed and the Flood receded into 
memory,
That the sons of Caine came unto 
those cities.
And because we were strong, and 
had magic that awed the kine,
We became the rulers of Noah’s get.
As Caine had done, we took 
mortals for servants.
As Caine had done, we used 
mortals for lovers.
As Caine had done, we claimed 
the first and the best for our own.

We made new childer, the third 
generation,

 
This would seem to indicate the speaker is 
of the second generation, yet later that 
is clearly not the case. Most likely this 
document is an amalgamation of sever-
al documents, by several authors

Or one miserable forger
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To serve those who had come 
before
And each sire ruled over his 
own brood
As a king ruled over his 
subjects.

Creation of fifth generation 
and beyond are not mentioned 
here, but later texts imply there 
were none at that time.

Or that they were beneath notice.

Or else all were killed in the war mentioned 
later in this text. After all, they would have 
been the weakest of the childer of Caine, and 
thus used as battle fodder by their sires.

Weakness of the blood did not exist 
at this time. Each generation was as 
strong as that which came before. 
Still, the potential for power is 
not the same as possessing it. One 
doubts the earlier generations taught 
the later ones well in the use of their 
native abilities.

Not wanting to create more 
rivals. Some things never 
change. Still, in theory there 
could have been ninety gen-
erations, all as powerful as 
Caine.

A  f r i g h t e n i n g  th o u g h t .  Pa r t i c u -
l a r ly  i f  a n y  su r v i v e d  th at  
p e r i o d .

Caine alone could not be killed. That 
is quite the advantage to possess in 
wars of immortals.
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Inclusion of hunger is clearly a reference to the effects of 
the Great Flood. After subsisting on Cainite blood for a time, 
the childer of Caine were loath to return to more humble 
fare.

You are reading too much into it. The passage could as 
easily refer to squabbling over human herds.

Or a hunger for wealth, or any other commodity.

That’s “avarice.” You make excuses for our author.

I tend to agree with the Flood hypothesis. After all, the blood of the ancients was 
powerful beyond imagination. Can you imagine suddenly having to give that up 
and return to mortal fare? It would seem weak as water by comparison.

Which implies that all the Antediluvians are addicted to the blood 
of their descendants, and the stronger the better. That certainly 
would explain some of the Gehenna legends, in which it is said they 
will devour all, not only the weak. 

It came to pass, in the nights of our arrogance,
That the curse of the third angel stirred in our blood.

Childe turned against sire in rebellion,
And the blood of Caine was spilled upon the earth.

In greed, in hunger, in rage, in defiance,
We fought vast wars with one another.
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Armies of mortals marched to 
our cause,

And shouted our praises, and died 
in our name,

Without ever knowing why.

Lied to, mesmerized into service, or manipu-
lated into thinking they marched for their own 
causes? The text is unclear.

Other versions support the last reading

Perhaps all three.

Wo u l d  i t  s u r p r i s e  y o u ?
Their palaces were bloodied,

Their cities were defiled,
And still that was not enough for us. 
Brother fought brother for the sake 

of spilled blood.

Again the mention of blood-hun-
ger as a motivating force in this 
generation. They would even feed 
on their own.

A g a i n ,  t h i s  i s  a  r e v e l a t i o n ?
However (look to later passages) they 
did not feed on their sires.

Not yet
Childe fought sire for the sake of 

power.

Temporal power, as the early Cainites were equal in potency to their 
sires.

Wars of pride. It would seem to matter little who actually held sway, but it mat-
tered greatly that one’s rivals did not.

Drusilla postulates that the second generation of Cainites were the true kings of this time, with 
their childer acting as lords in vassalage. If so, political restlessness may have been a prime 
motivating factor in this conflict.

The angel’s curse guaranteed the inevitable arrival of reasons for 
war. Or war without motive, if necessary.

True

Wa r  f o r  t h e  s a k e  o f  w a r .  Th e  C a i n i t e  a n t h e m .
 JYHAD 
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In the end, all the children of 
Caine were destroyed.

And those who remained upon 
the earth
Trembled in fear at the thought 
of Caine’s rage, 
For they knew his vengeance 
would be terrible.
How shall I face you, my Sire’s 
Sire?

His own childer, that is, the second generation

Enoch the first-born, Zyllah his 
most beautiful,

Jabal and Adah and Tubal and 
Mehujael,

Biblical text lists these as Caine’s children and grandchildren

Probably dividing them up according to when they were 
given the blood, to make sense of it in mortal terms

Or perhaps they were truly of those generations 
in mortal terms, and later embraced by our 
Sire. Enoch may have had children before his 
own embrace.
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How shall I answer your rage?
Behold, my brother is ash beneath 

my feet
And the blood of Enoch, your 

favorite childe,
Is fresh upon my lips.

Better to have died in the Flood 
than to face you now.
Better to have perished in the fires 
of war
Than to know your wrath.

Again the fixation on drinking the blood of our kind.

R a t h e r  i r o n i c  t h a t  G o d ’ s  F l o o d  w a s  r e s p o n -
s i b l e  f o r  t h i s ,  y e s ?

Why would it not be? It was clearly His 
intention to condemn the childer of Caine 
to eternal conflict. If the rising of the wa-
ters served His purpose, all the better



83

Clear reference to uses of Auspex: our author is describing those who can 
see Caine’s emotional radiance

“Those who could see” implies not all had that power then.

We r e  t h e y  u n a b l e  t o  l e a r n  i t ,  a s  m a n y  a r e  n o w ,  o r  h a d  t h e y 
s i m p l y  c h o s e n  n o t  t o ?
Caine contained within himself all paths of power. His descendants have bloodright to 
only three. Had this weakening already occurred? 

If so, then it is unrelated to the Curse of Clans, below.

A damned good way for Caine to weaken his childer, so that 
they could not stand against him.

No one could stand against Caine. The Mark of God was still upon 
him, and he could not be harmed. Which is no doubt why they 
feared him so intensely.

A move that in hindsight God no doubt regrets

A r e  y o u  s o  s u r e ?

It came to pass, in the nights of 
blood and death,

That our Father returned to us.
So terrible was his countenance
That we fell to our knees at the 

sight of him.
His face was as white as bleached 

bone,
His eyes were as black as the abyss,
And those who could see the force 

of his rage
Turned aside as he passed, lest its 

power blind them.
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“I gave you life eternal,” he cried, 
“And you have defiled it!

I gave you dominion over mortal 
men, and you have abused it!

For what you have done I will 
curse you all
Not merely with a handful of 
words,
But each according to his nature,
Each one according to his crime.
Let my curse reign in his blood 
forever,
Let it be passed down through his 
embrace,
To each of his childer, and to their 
childer in turn.

What shall I give you now?
What justice suits you, my errant 

children,
That you would destroy the ones 

who gave you life?

Eternal life, or second life, or life-
through-death?

Dominion over mortals is part of 
the bloodright of Cainites.

C a n  y o u  n o t  t e l l  t h a t  a  Ve n t r u e 
w r o t e  t h i s ? 

The mixed usage of 
Cainite terms with 
mortal — childer and 
children, for example —  
points once more to 
multiple authors for 
this section.
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And if the night comes when you 
forget my words,

And tempt my wrath anew,
Then will I awaken the curse 

within you
And it shall lay you low,

Low as the worms that crawl in the 
dust.”

Interesting passage. If it refers only to the Curse of Clans, below, then 
it means each clan will be assaulted in a manner that suits its particu-
lar weakness

On the other hand if it refers to the whole of the Curse, then it could forewarn 
of the weakest of our kind rising up against the strong

Let them try it. They will learn.

Beware the strength of the multitude. 

As if the young ones trust each other long enough to do that. 

Condescension is a deadly weakness 

A s  y o u  n o  d o u b t  w i l l  l e a r n



86

Behold, she who thought of 
nothing but her own fleeting 

pleasure,
Shall by her own pleasure be 

enslaved.

She who used the wild beasts for 
allies in her killing
Shall become a beast herself, so 
that all men revile her.

Toreador

He who claimed innocence be-
cause the Beast ruled him

Shall be slave to the Beast forever.

Gangrel

No, Brujah

B e a st  h e r e  c l e a r ly  r e f e r s  to  t h e 
m o r e  v i o l e n t  f a c e t s  o f  t h e  
C a i n i t e  t e m p e r a m e n t .

Damn your eyes, the lot of you.

He who took no action, but aban-
doned others to their fate,

Shall be himself outcast, and 
trusted by no one.

Ravnos

They have changed little, have they not?

This, then, is Gangrel

Your powers of perception would have 
shamed the Greeks

He who sought to hide his  
monstrous deeds
Shall become monstrous in visage, 
and doomed to dwell in offal and 
darkness.

Nosferatu

Probably the others would have hidden theirs as 
well, if they could. Which implies that, like Auspex, 
Obfuscation was a discipline not possessed by all 
Cainites.

O r  i t  m i g h t  s i m p l y  m e a n  t h a t  h i s 
d e e d s  w e r e  m o r e  m o n s t r o u s  t h a n 
m o s t . 

Other fragments do suggest that.
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He who reveled in the darkness 
of his own foul hunger

Shall be bound to that darkness 
forever, kin to the most vile, 

accursed by God.

This clearly was intended to affect mortals, since Cainites would hardly be 
repelled by a death-white visage

N o t  a  p o w e r f u l  c u r s e  i n  t h o s e  d a y s ,  w h e n  C a i n i t e s  l i v e d  o p e n l y ,  b u t  o n e  o f  t h e 
m o s t  p o w e r f u l  n o w ,  w h e n  w e  m u s t  h i d e  o u r  t r u e  n a t u r e  a  b i t  b e t t e r
No, a very powerful curse for a clan that values scholarship, for they cannot gain easy access to the places where 
knowledge is kept, save by stealth and violence

It is said there is later prophecy that the Cappadocians will not survive the next great period of trial.

Ye s ,  a n d  I  a m  c u r i o u s  a s  t o  w h o  w r o t e  t h a t ?
Do you believe everything you read?

Gullibility is a trait many inherit with the blood

Setites

“Foul hunger” might refer to the lust for the 
blood of other Cainites.

If so a rather twisted justice, since 
their own blood is more tempting than 
that of other clans.

That is merely rumor

Tasted it, have we?

“Most vile” is clearly a reference to the Serpent and his 
kin: “Cursed art though from among all living things. 
Upon they belly shalt though go, and dust shalt though 
eat all the days of thy life.” Genesis 3:14

The serpent is a suitable ally for our 
kind, for is it not the only other crea-
ture on this earth to have been singled 
out by God’s curse through all its 
generations?

We l l ,  s a v e  f o r  m o r ta l  k i n e
Exactly

He who loved death for death’s 
own sake

Shall wear death’s countenance 
for all to see to see and fear.

Behold my proudest childe, 
whose own pride betrayed him.
Let the blood of the humble 
sicken him, and give him no 
sustenance.

If this refers to Ventrue, it 
rather implies that he must 
feed upon noble blood, yes?

Or blood which is not humble in his 
eyes.

Precisely

I  k n e w  a  Ve n t r u e  w h o  f e d 
o n l y  o n  t h e  l o w l i e s t  o f 
m e n .

And can you say for 
certain how he judged 
them? Perhaps they had 
worth in his eyes.

Or on his lips.

Please spare us such comments. I 
do not need to travel so many miles 
to read such petty insults, and I will 
demonstrate my displeasure on those 
who waste my time.
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Behold my darkest childe, who 
killed with shadows.

Let the shadows veil his soul, so 
that all may know his crime. 

Behold my most deadly childe, 
who loved murder for its own sake.
Let him be addicted to the taste 
of killing, so that all may fear and 
loathe him.

Lasombra

An interesting reference. Tradition states that 
the soul may be glimpsed in a mirror, and that 
creatures without a soul therefore do not reflect.

Guaranteeing a hostile response 
from mortal men, even if they do 
not know the cause

I classify this with the curses of the 
Cappadocian and Nosferatu, tar-
geted towards the mortal world 
rather than their fellow Cainites.

I  k n o w  o f  To r e a d o r  c o u r t s  w h e r e 
t h e  N o s f e r a t u  a r e  n o t  w e l c o m e  f o r 
t h e i r  v i s a g e s  a l o n e

Short-lived courts, I am sure. He who 
insults the Nosferatu is a fool. 

A dead fool.

There are worse things in this world than death

Behold my most loveless childe, 
who fed upon his brother’s pain.
Let him know equal torment in 

any domain but his own.
Tzimisce

Well, they rather got around 
that one, didn’t they? Just 
bring your native soil with 
you.

You may permit yourself to think that. It is 
not my place to disillusion you.

Assamite

Yes, that is truly a fearsome curse. 
“You like killing, so I will make you 
like killing more.” 

I trust Caine had some other purpose to this curse. The 
fullness of time will no doubt reveal it.

It is best not to speak lightly of the Assassins. 
Even here.

O r  t o  s p e a k  o f  t h e m  a t  a l l .

Behold my most foolish chil-
de, who claims madness for his 
pleasure.
Let him become mad in truth, so 
that all may fear his company.

Malkavian

This is a passage I would not like 
the Malkavians to see. If they learn 
their mission before Caine is to 
strike fear in the hearts of other 
Cainites, we shall never hear the 
end of their nonsense.

 To o  l a t e !
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When he had spoken thus, the 
night was still and hushed
And not one dared speak.
Yet there was one to whom he 
had not spoken
And all eyes turned to him,
Gentle Saulot, whose ways were 
of healing,
And who had sought to staunch 
the flow of blood 
In sire and childe alike. 

“You I shall not curse,” Caine said, 
“for you alone were steadfast.
You will be the guardian of  
Raphael’s promise,
A beacon of hope for those who 
would seek redemption.
Let all my childer see what you are,
That they may know when you 
walk among them.

Perhaps the origin of the third eye, which makes the 
Salubri so easy to identify.

That turned out to be a curse in the end, 
though, didn’t it?

Interesting how Caine here repeats the work 
of the angels who visited him, is it not?
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For as long as you are on this 
earth, they are not truly lost. 
Let you and your childer be as 
teachers to them
So that they may raise themselves 
up and be saved.
And if the day comes when they 
are so blind
Or so possessed by jealous rage 
That they would root out the one 
true growth
From among their garden of weeds
Then it will be their own souls 
they destroy.
And if the day comes when you 
fail to value
The gift that I have given,
Then shall that same mark be 
turned against you
And those who gaze with jealousy 
upon you
Will surely hunt you down.”

This is a far cry from 
what the Salubri be-
came.

You are young. Tales 
of their deviltry are 
quite recent. Consider 
this ere you judge.

And the sources somewhat 
suspect as well.

Th e  U s u r p e r s  h a v e  a  v e s t e d  i n t e r e s t  i n  t u r n i n g 
a t t e n t i o n  e l s e w h e r e .  A s k  y o u r s e lv e s  w h y .

I am told that Saulot’s childer have disappeared.

It is hard to know. There were never many of them.

Fe w e r  n o w
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Such was his power, as we heard 
his words,
That we knew ourselves doubly 
damned.
Once by the Lord’s rage, and now 
by his.
Yet still he was not done, but said 
to us all,
“Let your proud blood weaken 
with each generation,
So that no childe can match its 
sire’s strength
Or rise up against those who came 
before.
So shall you be bound to peace,
Enslaved by weakness, where force 
has failed.

Octavius Julianus has theorized 
that this point will come in the 10th 
generation, or 11th at the latest

Apparently not, for I know of one Cainite who 
has experimented with his own progeny, and 
discovered that the curse weakens after that 
point, and a full fourteen may survive. Though 
the last are, as Caine warns, little stronger than 
mortals

He destroyed all his experiments, I 
assume? If not, someone needs to.

Perhaps as the blood of Caine grows weaker, 
its power to convey our Sire’s wrath does also. 
If so, might not such weak Cainites also be free 
of the rest of his curse?

Perhaps so. It has already been 
noted that clan characteristics 
are less marked in the younger 
generations.

If that is the case, then the existence of such 
vampires would be doubly dangerous. For God 
Himself might well be angered that his curse 
had so little effect, and be stirred to wrath once 
again. 

The weak must be hunted down 
and destroyed for the safety of 
all.

It is ironic that the curse laid upon us 
to bind us to peace became the single 
greatest motivation for conflict 
among our kind.

It might be said that with this curse Caine doomed 
his own line to destruction. Before this, diablerie 
was just a perversion and must have been all but 
unknown. Now, as the prophecies warn, it is the 
monster within our souls, waiting to devour us all.

The angels must have laughed that 
night. 

Choose your childer with care, 
therefore,
And control your generations
For in time your blood may be so 
weakened
That your childer will be little 
stronger than mortals.

And when that night comes, as it 
surely shall,
I shall know by such signs that 
you are unworthy
And I will return again.”

To curse his childer anew? To destroy 
them?

To destroy us all if we have not 
done our duty in weeding out the 
weak.
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Thus spake our Sire, to punish his 
errant childer.

And when he was done he wrapped 
himself in darkness

And left in veiled secrecy, so that 
none could follow

So that none might answer
So that none might argue
So that none might plead 

And it was good.
Amen.
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I
I am Caine, your Father, who has 
brought you past the gates of death, 
To partake of life eternal on earth. 

C a i n i t e  b l o o d  i s  v i e w e d 
h e r e  a s  a  g i f t ,  n o t  a 
c u r s e .  C l e a r l y  w e  a r e 
m e a n t  to  t h a n k  C a i n e  f o r 
h i s  b l e s s i n g  u p o n  u s .

So do many Ventrue 
regard it.

The Decalogue format of this 
section, and in particular the 
similarity of the first commandment 
to God’s own, once more makes it 
clear that within the ranks of his 
own childer, Caine considers himself 
to be as God.

If not among mortals as 
well...though of course he 
could not say that outright.

He comes damnably 
close in some of these 
sections.

A n d  n o t  “ a s ”  G o d . 
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II

Forget not the curses that attend 

my gift.

To do so is folly, and tempts the 

wrath of the Almighty. 

Do not call yourselves gods 

before Him, 

Nor demand worship from the 

sons of Seth, 

Lest you inspire the Almighty to 

strike you down. 

But…if the sons of Seth de-
cide to worship you on their 
own, that’s fine.

I suspect such logistical niceties will bear 
little weight with the Lord of Hosts.
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III
Honor those who are closest to me in the course of generations, 

For they bear my strength and are truest to my nature. 
Render unto them honor, obedience and fear, as you would render unto 

me,
And let the eldest be Lord among you

Lord? Or a lord? The difference is of great 
import. Does Caine mean to usurp God?

As I am Lord to you all.

Note that they are to rule be-
cause they bear his strength. If 
they are weak, they deserve to 
be overthrown.

By more qualified elders, of 
course.
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IV
The sons of Seth to whom you 
give your blood shall be as chil-
dren to you. 
Treat them well and see that they 
know our traditions.
Know that as a father is held 
accountable for the transgressions 
of his child, 
So shall you be held accountable 
for the sins of those who share 
your blood.

It is unclear whether this Com-
mandment refers to ghouls or 
childer. If the former, the admo-
nition to “treat them well” is all 
but forgotten these days.

As ghouls are addressed in VII, I tend 
to think this refers to those who have 
tasted death and the Blood.

N o t e  t h a t  i t  d o e s n ’ t  s a y  a n y t h i n g 
a b o u t  b e i n g  r e l e a s e d  f r o m  t h e 
r e s p o n s i b i l i t y  o f  a c c o u n t i n g . 
D o e s  t h a t  m e a n  t h a t  e v e n  a f t e r  a 
c h i l d e  i s  r e l e a s e d ,  h i s  s i r e  i s  s t i l l 
r e s p o n s i b l e  f o r  a l l  o f  h i s  a c t i o n s ?

So have the Ventrue practiced 
since the first nights.

So they have claimed.
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V
Feed not on beasts whose blood 
is magic, for the taste of it brings 
madness. 
Feed not on the diseased, lest you 
spread their sickness to all the 
living. 
Feed not on children, for they 
will bear the mark of it forever. 
Feed not on the old or the weak, 
for they have no strength to spare.

Interestingly, three out of four deal more with the health and well-being of 
humans than of Cainites. Is that compassion?

Just concern for a healthy herd, no doubt. Spreading disease thins the herd. Feeding on the old 
gives one blood with no vigor. Feeding on the young weakens future generations.

Th e r e  i s  n o  c o m p a s s i o n  h e r e .
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VI 
Honor the domain of one another, 

For the sake of the One who has 
no domain.

Give shelter to the wanderer 
among you, 

From the sun and other earthly 
dangers,

For the sake of the One who 
wanders eternally.

“Earthly dangers” is a very specific phrase...
chosen, I am sure, to exclude the ravages 
of Cainite politics and other interpersonal 
hostilities.

In other words, if you’re hiding 
out from the sun, any Cainite 
should shelter you. If you’ve 
gotten into a mess and enemies 
are after you, you’re on your 
own. Eminently sensible, I’m 
sure.

Of course, this was written in 
a day before such rabble. I’m 
sure Caine did not intend us to be 
forced to let the clanless into our 
havens.

A r e  y o u ?  W h y ?
~)/iioggd j s k klljjggh
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VII
Treasure those who guard 
you, who bear your blood 

as their strength.
Protect them from danger, 

and cherish them as your 
own,

For without them you are 
naked before the sun

And helpless before your 
enemies.

Well this one has been 
pretty much forgotten, it 
would seem. When was 
the last time you saw 
ghouls being treated well, 
much less “cherished”?

Caine’s text reinforces the ethic that 
those who rule have a responsibility 
to treat their subjects well.

W h a t  a n  i n t e r e st i n g  w o r l d  i t  
w o u l d  b e ,  i f  t h a t  w e r e 
a c t u a l ly  t h e  p r a c t i c e .

There are many Ventrue 
who take that ethic quite 
seriously.

Dream on, little king, 
reality is passing you by.



102

VIII

The right and life and death is 

given to sire over childe

And none shall stand between 

them.

So it was with God over Adam

So it was with Adam over me

And so shall it be with you over 

all your progeny, unto the final 

generation. 
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IX

Embrace not in anger, lest 

your anger be given with 

your blood.

Embrace not in vengeance, 

lest you make your enemy 

eternal.

Embrace not the young, for 

they will surely bring folly 

to your line.

Embrace not for love, 

for the angel’s curse will 

corrupt all love, 

And make of your gift a 

foul act that will haunt you 

all the rest of your 

nights.
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X
You shall not devour the soul of 

any Cainite.
To do so is surely an offense 

against my Law. 
Let any Cainite who has commit-

ted this crime be cast out from 
among you. 

Let him be hunted as an animal is 
hunted. 

Let him be slaughtered as an 
animal is slaughtered. 

For I have given you power and 
eternal life, but the soul within 

you is the 
Lord’s, 

And He is a jealous God who 
safeguards His domain against all 

trespass. 

Yes, and anyone who believes that fear of God 
is the source of this command please tell me 
where you slumber so I may set my ghouls to 
watching your dwelling places for warnings of 
fire during the day. Our grandfather takes us all 
for fools.

O r  i n n o c e n t s .

Like Saulot? Such is the price of blind obedience!
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VIII. PROPHECIES
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Hearken to the prophet’s words of 
blood-filled dreams and shortened 

nights,
Of hunger risen to claim its own, 

of arrogance turned to ash.

And to the warrior of lost nights, 
whose sword cries out for ven-
geance.
Hearken to the word of the 
scholar, for whom knowledge is 
a curse,

Once again, we have the promise that 
Caine’s progeny will ultimately fall to 
hunger.

Yet what does the hunger refer to: blood, souls, or even 
perhaps the lust for power?

Yes.

Hearken to the words of the seer, 
whose vision rends the veil of 

time
It is rumored that among the ancients, 
there were those who could alter the 
warp and weft of time.

Those are rumors only, I am sure.

It is unclear whether this 
is mere poetic imagery or a 
specific reference to three 
distinct seers. If the latter, 
this is the only hint we are 
given of their natures. 

Perhaps each section numbered below 
has its origin with a different prophet.

If so, then we are either missing 
one prophet, or else text has 
been added. Either is a discom-
fiting thought.
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And ancient horrors are but dreams 
of things to come.

Again, the image of history 
repeated. It is a prevalent 
theme in this section.

Cainites must learn from their past.

Tell that to the young 
ones.

From them shall come warning.
From them shall come wisdom.
From them shall come slaughter.

Interestingly enough, this seems to im-
ply that the prophecies themselves will 
be cause for violence.

Men have been known to do terrible things in the 
name of fear.

Do the prophecies of Gehenna warn of the 
last nights, or are they perhaps meant to 
cause them?

A n d  i f  s o ,  w h o  f i r s t  g a v e  t h o s e 
w a r n i n g s  t o  C a i n i t e s ,  a n d  w i t h  w h a t 
i n t e n t ?
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I
Within the get of Caine there is a 

hunger stirring.
Once, twice, thrice the call to 

power and death
Will rend the souls of the Thir-

teen.
This is the death without blood-

shed, 
This is the grave that has no 

ghosts.

Behold, one dies in silence, cries 
unheard.
Children will bear his name but 
not his blood.
Blissful in ignorance, savoring 
blindness,
His get live out the minutes one 
by one, 

A reference to diablerie? The devour-
ing of the soul allows for no spiritual 
fragments to pass beyond death.

The Thirteen would seem to refer to the Antediluvi-
ans. Although there were undoubtedly more of them 
originally, thirteen is the number of clan founders 
cited in earlier sections.

A curious turn of phrase. Is it meant 
to imply that they might have lived 
out time according to some other 
pattern, had this not occurred?

Another reference to time. 
Could these be the seers?
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While those who savor secret 
knowledge tremble,
Scouring the world for each last 
drop of truth.
There is no salvation in killing. 
Nor do the damned ever forget.

It is rumored that Brujah was killed by his 
own childe.

That is a lie spread by the 
Ventrue.

But if not, it would imply that a por-
tion of this prophecy might refer to 
the past, not the future.

P r o p h e c i e s  o f  t h i n g s  w h i c h  t i m e 
w i l l  r e v e a l ,  p e r h a p s ?

Or else an indication of how long 
ago these words were written. 
What is past to us might well have 
been the future then.

The second shall be bound by 
magics
Claimed by magics, raped by 
magics.

A reference to the Usurpers, 
perhaps? They are the only clan 
with magic.

Degenerate, thieving worms!

The reference might be to human sor-
cerers

N o t  i f  t h e s e  p r o p h e c i e s  d e a l  w i t h 
d i a b l e r i e .  Th a t  d e m a n d s  a  C a i n i t e 
o f f e n d e r .
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His children shall be made into demons,

Literally, or merely by reputation? 

Both possibilities are intriguing grounds for speculation.

Hunted for evils that are not their own.
Beware the anger of the banished.
Beware the fury of the abandoned.
Ten times ten times ten they wait,
Secret in shadows, savoring hatred.

If the above is a reference to 1,000 years, then during that time they will 
rarely be seen, if ever.

Or perhaps they gain the Lasombra as allies; that blood has power 
over shadows.

C o u l d  t e n  t i m e s  t e n  t i m e s  t e n  r e f e r e n c e  t h e i r  n u m b e r s ?  Th a t  w o u l d  m a k e 
a  m i g h t y  h o s t  i n d e e d .

Preposterous!
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Until the night Sheol’s army 
will find them

That would seem to be a perilous tactic 
for both mortals and Cainites, and a 
weakness that might yet be exploited.

An army from Hell, literally? Or only in spirit?

Bringing them into the crimson 
light,

Perhaps a reference to the red star 
which figures in other prophecies?

Then shall those who strayed 
from their House

Be strangled in the darkness
While others huddle within its 

walls,
Singing songs of magic and 

impotence.

Interesting. It is said the Tremere still 
maintain links to their mortal House.

Where is your pride now, you 
ancient thieves?
What good are lies against cold 
steel?
These are the soldiers who know 
no silence,
These are the ones who dance with 
the Beast.

Possibly one of the clans whose skills 
include wakening the Beast within

Or those who have made their peace with the Beast. 
It is said a few lineages have managed that.

O r  s i m p l y  t h o s e  w h o  r e v e l  i n  t h e i r 
C a i n i t e  n a t u r e ?
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And in that time when 
princes fall 
And high priests rise up 
among the damned

The Setites have a priesthood, 
yes? Perhaps this refers to 
their coming ascendancy 
among our kind.

Or at least their coming out 
into the open. The “soldiers 
who know no silence?”

Then shall ancient crimes be 
answered,
Then shall the theft of souls 
be avenged.
The third shall be betrayed 
by his own, 
Treasured childe, knowledge- 
seeker,
Drunk on dreams of death 
and shadows.

Several clans might fit  
this description. The 
Cappadocians and the 
Assamites come to mind.

That would be a fitting 
end for the Assassins, 
devoured themselves as 
they devour others.

One can only hope
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Where is your victory, drinker of 
souls?

Your name will be cursed to the 
end of time 

And in the land where ghosts 
gather

The dead shall devour hatred for 
strength

And put on flesh to walk the earth 
again.

It is said that some lost 
souls actually feed on 
hatred, fear and the 
like.

If so, our kind 
brews them enough 
to sustain an army.
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Then shall your infamy have its 
answer.
Then shall your victims scour the 
world,
Hungering for the taste of ven-
geance.
Then shall the souls whom you 
have abused 
Gather about them bloody dark-
ness 
And strangle all invaders.

A territorial dispute 
among the dead, or ref-
erence to the original 
crime?

It would seem the latter. Woe 
betide those who raise the ire 
of the unquiet dead, for their 
hatred is undying.

W h a t  i s  s o w n  s h a l l  b e 
r e a p e d .  Th e  w h i r l w i n d 
s h a l l  d e v o u r  t h e m .
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Fear the dead, for their 
vengeance shall be manifest.

Fear the spirit without a body, 
for he shall find a voice.
Fear the armies too long 

forgotten, for they do not 
forget.
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II
Five hundred years will seven be 

joined
Ruling in defiance of angels

Seeking unity among the damned.
Beware the Cainite who so forgets 

his Curse

That is, the curse condemning 
Caine’s blood to perpetual discord

Seeking to defy that curse is to defy the will of 
God.

As to dream of mortal harmony.

That is, the harmony Cainites enjoyed in their mortal days?

I think not. Here we see evidence of lost 
Carthage!

Yes, evidence that it was doomed from the 
start
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For all his cities shall become ash
And all his dreams shall be 

scattered to the winds.
Behold, a new enemy attends him 

now
The childer of his arrogance:

Twice dead, thrice born, hungry for  
death,

A curious turn of phrase. Are these of Caine’s blood, or some dif-
ferent manner of creature entirely?

The repeated references to diablerie imply the former.

It might be said that Cainites are killed once, born twice...once to the mor-
tal world and once to ours...but that leaves one cycle unaccounted for.

Perhaps this refers to some ritual reenactment of death and 
rebirth.

O r  t o  s o m e  t r a n s f o r m a t i o n  b e y o n d  t h e  E m b r a c e ,  i n t o  a  f o r m 
n e i t h e r  m o r ta l  n o r  C a i n i t e .

What more dangerous enemy could there be, than one who 
comes from our own roots?
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Nurtured on devoured souls,

Savoring war as sustenance.

In short, an army of diabler-
ists, it would seem

So let the ancients fear the 

young,

And gird themselves about  

with laws

In weakling efforts to defend 

their souls.

You cannot save yourselves, you  

foolish kings,
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You cannot stop the coming 
storm, or even halve its rage.
Mere words cannot repress the 
hatred
Which courses through a thousand 
youngling hearts
Nor quiet the temptation of your 
blood

Thick with its age and strength, 
and cold with power.
The ancient war, all but forgotten, 
stirs afresh, 
Your blood is the new battlefield
And even those whom you have 
cursed to save yourselves
Shall break free of their bonds at 
last
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And feast upon your souls in 
ecstasy.
Behold, allies abandon their 
station
And twisted bloodines clamor 
from without,
Threatening precarious unity.
Then shall that black crown which 
is so reviled

The mark of diablerie as 
revealed to vampiric senses

Thank you for stating the 
obvious

Perhaps that is what we are 
intended to think?
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Sit on the most beloved brow
And the harmony of seven be rent 

at last
Not from without its proud walls, 

but from within. 
Thus do the angels triumph over 

all.

Diablerie is the tool of the 
angel’s curse, for it tempts 
us away from what unity we 
might otherwise achieve.

Ironically that is Caine’s own fault, 
for was it not his own curse that 
made each generation weaker than 
the one before? 

Ev e n  C a i n e  s e r v e s  G o d ’ s 
u lt i m a t e  p u r p o s e .

Isaiah 45:7 — I form the light and create 
darkness, I make peace and create evil; I 
am the Lord that doeth all these things.
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III
In the lands of the rising sun 

an enemy stirs 

That is, in the lands to the east

Is that meant to indicate cardinal direction, 
or merely to state that the enemy’s source is 
in some distant and unknown place? The 
Pentateuch uses similar phrases in several 
cases to indicate the latter.

Born of death, soul-divided,
Ancient beyond the count of 

days.

These are of course all phrases 
that might be applied to Cainites.

A similarity acknowledged in the follow-
ing passage

Cousin to Caine but not his 
kin

Spirit to Caine but not his 
ally.

Across the plains his childer 
will come

The eastern steppes, perhaps?

Again, you state the obvious

Sun-hardened, flesh-hungry, 

A most ominous description. Against 
an enemy with his own power and an 
additional tolerance for sunlight, a 
Cainite would have little defense.

Th e r e  a r e  s a i d  t o  b e  s o m e  v e r y 
s t r a n g e  c r e a t u r e s  i n  t h e  e a s t . 
N o  o n e  h a s  s u r v i v e d  t o  b r i n g 
b a c k  c l e a r  d e s c r i p t i o n
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Hatred burning bright for night’s 
invaders.

Across the sea of the west his 
childer will come

Into the lands of Caine, invaders 
themselves.

A territorial dispute?

If so, the Cainites are the first offenders.

There are already those who have 
travelled as far east as the great sea.

Ye s ,  a n d  h o w  f e w  h a v e  r e -
t u r n e d ?  B e  w a r y  o f  t h a t 
j o u r n e y .  It s  p r i c e  i s  h i g h .

Presumably a separate incident.
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Fighting in parts, flesh re-
vealed, demon-spawned, 

Elders without generation, 
childer without weakness.

In other words, free of the 
curse Caine laid upon his 
childer.

That was in the third generation. Perhaps 
these creatures are descendants of the sec-
ond, lost survivors of the Great Flood.

That would explain both the simi-
larity between our peoples and the 
veiled references to kinship.

Perhaps this is what we our-
selves might have become, if not 
for Caine’s rage?

Th a t  d o e s  n o t  e x p l a i n  t h e 
r e f e r e n c e  t o  s u n l i g h t ,  w h i c h  i s 
f a r  m o r e  a n c i e n t .

How shall you fight them, 
you children of Caine?

Behold, in the east their pow-
er draws nigh

And such is the force of the 
congregation

That all the night is consumed 
in day.

A false sun sets the earth afire.
Dust fills the sky, and a hot 

wind blows,
Searing all flesh to ash.

All Cainite flesh, or that of all liv-
ing creatures?

Either way, this prophesies a horrifying 
apocalypse. I pray it is apocryphal, rather than 
eschatological
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Where is the Wanderer 
now, third-born of 
Caine?

Third childe of Caine, or 
one of the third genera-
tion?

He is called Wanderer. 
That is best applied to 
the Gangrel, yes?

O r  t h e  R a v n o s .

Turned to dust, and lost to 
imagining.
Where are his childer, in 
whom death echoes?
Turned to madness, and lost to  
all. 
Such is the cost of triumph.

This implies a deliber-
ate act of murder.

And a successful 
one

Who would wreak such 
utter destruction, and 
for what purpose?
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IV
I strayed into the Well of 
Night, where visions gather,
And there I saw a star set in 
the heavens
Scarlet as blood, clear as 
souls

The red star, spoken of in 
other Gehenna prophecies as 
a sign of the end days.

Bright as the forbidden sun.

In other words, visible 
during the day, perhaps?

As was the Star of Bethlehem. 
There is precedent.

By its side a crimson 
moon rose,
The sabered crescent, 
razor-sharp
Goddess of the Hunt 
arrayed in blood.

This is the first reference to 
a pagan deity in the text, and 
again it points to this section 
having an origin independent 
of the others.

Or perhaps it is merely meant to  
accommodate the prophetic 
metaphor that follows.

O r  p e r h a p s  i t  n o t  a  p a g a n 
r e f e r e n c e  a t  a l l ,  b u t  a  v e i l e d 
r e f e r e n c e  t o  L i l i t h .

There are prophecies that say 
she will rise up and do battle 
with Caine in the final days.

God placed a sign upon the head of Caine 
that would prevent any man from harming 
him...



128

Arrows lay before her, sharp and ready,
Poisoned with curses, tempered in holy wrath,

And as I watched, she let them fly.
One was called Hunger, and where it struck
It was as if the drowning waters rose again.

The waters of the Flood, which 
destroyed all human life.

Caine’s childer turned on upon their own
Childe feeding upon sire

Ally upon ally, friend upon friend.
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Another was called Madness, and 

as it struck the earth

I saw each gripped in fever

And those things in their blood 

which were darkest

Gained in power a thousandfold

Until all human nature was 

drowned 

Each by his own curse, each 

washed clean in his own blood.

It is unclear whether this refers 
to the individual darkness in each 
Cainite rising up, or a curse shared 
by houses of Cainites...perhaps clans?

Perhaps in the end days the curses which Caine 
laid upon his childer will become more marked, 
so that each clan is overcome by its own inherent 
flaws.
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I saw her draw an arrow then, 
Weakness by name,

And where it struck the earth the 
blood of Caine was thinned

Until it ran like water in a stream.

That is, flowing like mortal blood, 
as opposed to the more potent basis 
of Cainite existence.

Or perhaps just a great deal of 
it. We are reading a warning of 
slaughter! 

O r  o f  w e a k n e s s .  D o  n o t  o t h e r 
p r o p h e c i e s  s p e a k  o f  a  t i m e  o f 
t h i n  b l o o d ?

And all the curses laid 
upon it

Were as whispers, barely 
heard.

This clearly refers to 
individuals of weak blood, 
and not to the clans as a 
whole.

Perhaps. I stand uncon-
vinced.
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Then did the dead lay with the 
living 

Bringing forth young in defiance of  
Nature

Doubly damned, neither living nor 
dead, 

Cursed with the hunger of the 
ancients

For blood, or for 
diablerie?
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And all the fears of dying flesh.
Oh Caine, where is your glory 
now?
Your children scrabble in the dust 
And tears of water stain their 
cheeks.
Where is your pride, where is 
your strength,
Where is the wrath that should 
endure?
Behold, the clanless are made 
kings
The weak turn upon their sires
And all the dreams you cherished 
most 
Are drowned in blood before her 
gaze.

Bastards scurry to find their sires. 
Laying claim to names abandoned,

Another reference to the Hunt-
ress image of this section?

Or perhaps to Lilith. There are 
those who believe that in the last 
days her followers will rise up and 
claim their birthright.

Pe r h a p s  t h e  t w o  a r e  o n e  a n d 
t h e  s a m e .

Those who have disowned their 
clans or who have been cast out 
will return.

It is said some clanless know their true blood, 
but have chosen to deny it.

A strategy that will cost them 
dearly in the end.

Seeking shelter among the 
damned.
Behold, their fate is bitterness, 
their portion ashes
And when the deluge comes they 
shall be cast out
Or used as shields against her fury

Again the image of a female 

antagonist. Who is this huntress?
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Or else as food, their corpses strewn
Upon the ramparts of the final war

A Babel of flesh to rot in the sunlight.
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I saw her draw an arrow last, its 
shaft as white as snow

And on its glistening flank was one 
word: Hope.

Interesting. This parallels the story of the Temp-
tation, in which the last angel offered Caine hope 
of redemption.

Yes, and how few have achieved it?

S o m e  h a v e .  A l l  m a y .

Our fate is our own to make. 
These fairy tales benefit no one, 
and they confuse many.

Th e n . . . w h y  a r e  y o u  h e r e ?

But where it fell the darkness 
swallowed it over

And none could see it from the 
earth, nor mark its path.

Behold, childer of the first 
damned soul,

Reference to Caine, or Adam?

If Caine, this marks the Fall as a lesser crime.

Behold the pride of Cainites!

Your savior is lost among the 
thousands,
And all your searching cannot find 
the secret mark
Upon her flesh, or know her name.
Behold, the Lady’s crescent guards 
the heavens

Another reference to the Goddess 
of the Moon, cited above

Or again to Lilith.

If so, this passage would seem to imply that 
the salvation of Cainites would be in her 
hands.

You cannot possibly countenance such blasphemy!

If  i t  i s  t r u e ,  i t  c a n n o t  b e  b l a s p h e m y . 
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And down below, inscribed in 
flesh, 
Marks the only path that leads 
from doom.
Was this a gift of God, this Hope, 
Or mockery of demons?
All the angels watch you now
And in your search, their judg-
ment too is rendered.

Does this imply that perhaps the angels will keep this 
savior from being found?

Or that the search is being watched for other 
things.

Perhaps our kind will be judged on the 
manner of the searching. After all, one 
might search for a given mortal secret-
ly, or abuse many in the act. Perhaps this 
is just a final test, and Caine’s blood is to 
receive its ultimate judgment accord-
ing to how it handles itself in those last 
nights.

Th a t  i m p l i e s  t h a t  s a lv a t i o n  i s  s t i l l 
p o s s i b l e ,  d o e s  i t  n o t ?
Yes, it rather does. But at what cost?

We are DAMNED!
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Let your family be as a tree: 
prune the weakest branches that 

the whole may be strong.

The best way to defeat an enemy 
is to outlive him.

Doing away with the crooked ones 
won’t hurt either.

A curious philosophy. Knotted wood 
often has surprising strength and beauty.

If you wish a secret known, tell it 
to a Toreador

These three things a Prince should 
never do, if he means to prosper:

Anger the Brujah
Embarrass the Ventrue

Ignore the Nosferatu

A brilliant philosophy!

For once we are in agreement

For once

In the darkness there is no rainbow.

Perhaps the most chilling of the proverbs, 
this reminds us that the promise which God 
made not to destroy the earth again was nev-
er made to Cainites, nor has Caine himself 
made any similar promise.

D o e s  t h e  r a i n b o w  t r u l y  n o t 
e x i s t  i n  t h e  d a r k n e s s ,  o r  a r e 
w e  i n c a p a b l e  o f  s e e i n g  i t ?

So do many Ventrue regard it.

When the elders leave, it is time to 
fear.

And when the young ones leave, it 
is time to take advantage of their 
inexperience.

If you must see love embraced, 
let it be done by your sire.

Scithias adds to this that if you 
wish a mortal to join you in 
Caine’s darkness, then ask your 
sire to embrace her, for other-
wise you damn her not only to 
God’s Curse, but to Caine’s as well.

Embracing out of love? Foolishness. All that 
we do is repeat the failures of our ancestors, 
on an ever-diminishing scale.

Nothing is more dangerous than a 
bored elder.

S a v e  t h o s e  w h o m  t h e  e l d e r s 
r e g a r d  a s  a n c i e n t .

Every Cainite is a pawn on some-
one’s chessboard.

Even Caine himself ?

What game do you suggest 
God plays, then?
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Do not gamble with the Beast, 
for in the end it always wins.

Give a Ventrue a crown and he 
will be content.

When the Ravnos leave, check 
your purse.
When the Ventrue leave, check 
your lands and servants.
When the Brujah leave, check 
your defenses.

Though he who mistakes a 
crown for true power may 
sometimes find himself sadly 
disappointed.

That, I suspect, is the point.

When you think you understand 
an elder’s motivation,

That is the time to start worrying.

A n d  o f  c o u r s e ,  t h e  r e v e r s e  h o l d s 
t r u e  a s  w e l l .

To find the greatest darkness, 
seek within.

Never underestimate women. 
Once Embraced, they make the 

fiercest predators.

And not before? If Caine wrote 
this, he is a fool.

And he learned nothing from Lilith.

The safest way to assuage the 
rage of an elder is to amuse him.

Very true!

Very predictable

Only a Nosferatu truly under-
stands what beauty is.

Fear your enemy most when he is 
silent.

Or as it is also said, The time 
when you decide to do a 
dangerous thing, that is when 
you must stop discussing it with 
others.

The more generous a Setite  
appears, the more wary you should 
be of accepting his gifts.

The same holds for any of our 
kind, I think. Who here trusts 
the Tremere who willingly parts 
with his magics, the Ventrue who 
happily grants lands and titles, or 
the dinner invitation from the 
voivode?

We are as our sires made us, and their 
sires before them.

G o d  p i t y  u s  a l l .



Esteemed Uncle 
I write this as a separate letter, as it is for your eyes alone. 
In doing so I take a risk of seeming overly presumptuous, for it 

is surely not the place of a mere ghoul to comment upon the plans of 
his betters, or to pretend to any true knowledge of Cainite politics. Yet 
write it I must, for my soul cannot find peace until I do. 

My Uncle, I have come to understand that our family line has 
great ambition. I have even heard whispers of a day when the clan 
may be ours to rule, and its former masters will fall by the wayside. 
I could not help but think about that as I read these prophecies. I 
cannot help now but remember the warning that the third clan to 
fall would be “betrayed by its own.”

It seems to me that by reading this book we have become part 
of its prophecy. For if there is another within Cappadocian ranks 
who would destroy the clan, then it is our duty to seek him out. And 
if not...then this is clear proof of our own rise to power, and of the 
dangers inherent in such an act. 

My Uncle, the warning of the text is clear. The spirits of the 
dead will rise up against the one who commits such an act, and will 
ultimately destroy him. Therefore any such attempt must be accom-
panied by exhaustive knowledge of the lands of the dead, as well as 
magic that can bind angry spirits. The welfare of our family will 
surely depend upon how well we have mastered such arts. 

I will say no more on this matter, but leave it to the elders of 
our family to seek further enlightenment from the text itself. For sure-
ly, used correctly, it can be a most powerful tool.

Your Most Devoted Nephew Niccolo



From the Abbot Molachai, of the Brotherhood of Shadows

To Augustus Giovanni, of the Cappadocian Order 

It is with deep regret that I send to you the personal effects of your 
nephew, Niccolo Giovanni, and with them a collection of ashes. The 
latter were found in his chamber beside his bed, and are presumed to be 
his. 

During his short stay with us, Niccolo demonstrated great promise. He 
was a true scholar, one who did not hesitate to seek after knowledge even 
when the search grew perilous. He was also young, and like so many of 
the young, did not comprehend the full scope of that which he courted.

It is said sometimes, the moth that flies too close to the fire finds 
illumination, but is quickly consumed. 

Our condolences to you in your loss. We will remember your nephew 
in our prayers. 

M
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