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The ~r~~~~,~·· 
'ii;' Bureaucrat 

by Edward J. Carmien 

Fiction from White Wolf's World of Darkness. 

Winters ~cl his Queen's pawn forwarJ two 
squares. There was, I museJ, an ah~ncc 
about him, as ifhe were bereft of a long· 

t1me fnenJ or lover. We were ~•ttmg in a <lark 
bagel shop next co the great Library. 

"You <lon't really want a game, Jo you!" I 
asked kin<lly. He was my son, <;{) it was ~1fc co 
intru<lc on his silence. 

Wintc~ shrugged. I counrer-moveJ. Hi, ches,o, 
knowle<lgc was stmng bur his intrinsic ahdity 
appeared ro he only average. Without a clock, we 
were evenly matched. 

He pause<l, then, and leaned hack, chough 
there was llltle to consi<ler after only rwo moves. 
His leather jacket creaked. Out from wa' the 
mororcyclc on which he foolishly tratpSt.><l ;lcmss 
the country. I gestured to it. 

"You know, a o;ens1ble man woul<l con,1<lcr 
what might happen tf that conrrapmm of your. 
broke down m the wilderness, fur from che ~afory 
of a c1ry." 

That brought a smile, at least. 
"I don't mind taking chances," he b<tiJ, and 

moved a knight into the fray. 
Yes, he was a lonely one, our Winters. I le JiJ­

n't yet hove a role he could settle Into, a comfort· 
ahle existence m which <lull and pred1crnhle were 
valued clements. A kind of pity sparke<l intu life 
somewhere within me. I would help h11n, 1f I 
could. 

"How about a story, then!" I suggc,ted as I 
mirrored has knight move. 

"A SCOT)?" he a ked, a flicker of mtere t light· 
mg hb eyes. 

"Certainly. I tell a fine story, and I'm always 
careful ro put myself in the proper perspective." 

Winters sighed and looked intl> the well-lit 
nighr. "What kind of story?" he said after a 
moment. 

"Well," I said, "<lo you know whar I do here in 
the nation's capicalr' 

"The mu~cums arc said to he the he t," 
Winters said with a laugh. 

"True," l admitted. "For plea:.ure. For busme , 
I handle Bureaucrat.~." I warche<l ::i:. he rccurne<l 
his gaze co the hoard and moved a pawn to allm\ 
h1:. bi hop egre~ mro the fray. 

I moved agJin ljUickly and conrinueJ. "For 
insrancc, cake my mosr recenr work ... " 
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••• 
Croydon wa~ p1SM...J. Four years ar Harrnrd, 

rhe three-year law pmgrnm m two and a half ac 
Yale, and eighteen months doing scut work for 
the pany had lan<lL><l him a peachy a:,sistanr·to· 
the-assistant job m the Wh1ce House. 

And now he w:ts out on hlS -
"So, Harry, is rh1s rmn.,fcr whar you wanredr' 

Alice sruck her head m his Joor and watche<l him 
slam files inm a hox. He glared at her for an 
answer. The news was ohviously making rhe 
rounds. 

"Oh, sorry," she s::ikl. Alice was on the First 
Lady's scaff. They'd narced " linle, even had a 
Jnnk or rwo down in Geurgewwn after a long 
Sarurday at rhe office. "Hey, give me a call some­
time, OK!" 

HOJ'f)· kept ar h1' p;11:kmg, and Alice went on 
her way. Sure, he chought hmerly ro himself, call 
her someume. He cht-ch . .J hll> watch. They'd 
called him to per.onncl at four m che afternoon, 
canned him by 4:25, anJ he had to be' our by six. 

•• • 
"Do you really know :ill rhis?" asked Winters. 

I sighed. 
"I know rhe harc-lxmc>. Allow me to fill the 

details wirh li fe." M1J-game was upon us, and l 
was down two pawm hue hdd the center, and, for 
the moment, the remixi. 

"You mean you'll tell the rate ,1 if..." 
"Of course!" I mterruptt>d cheerfully. "Pumng 

myi.elf imo pTl>pcr pcr-pct.rtve. Now, where Wlb 

I. .. " 
••• 

Harry Croydon clooed che lru.r box. The rnpe 
went back inro hb Jesk: he'd leave a nice set-up 
for the next sucker who gm this joh. He hit rhc 
swirches on his computer, checked that his keys 
were in his pocket, along with his White House 
l.D., and grabbed the stuff he'J packe<l. Five min· 
ures to spare. 

The guards scarche<l h10 boxes thoroughly 
while he srooJ by anJ waited. Afrer they were 
<lone he closed che lxixes agam and picked them 
up. 

"Package for you, Mr. Croydon," said Phil, the 
shift supervisor. He handL.J Harry a plain \1.-htte 
envelope with has name ryrx.-'<l on a label. 

"Whatever," said Harry. Ar his car, he stopped 

to m~ the envelope onro rhe front scat. The 
hoxes went m the trunk. Inside, he '>Li ll seethed 
with anger and hun. No one would .,peak to him: 
rhere had been no reason given for his d1sm1ssal. 
None wa:. nee<led, given che kmd of po 1rion he 
held - had held. 

He :nit behind rhe wheel for five mmutes, 
enJllymg the sunser, trying to rel<lX. It wa:, JUSt 
before <ocven when he finally turned ro che enve­
lope. What he found there made him pound the 
wheel m frustration umil his h:ind ached. 

"0- 12," he murmured to himself. "Policy 
Archive Librarian and Consulrnnc," he read. The 
envelope contained a thick sheath c>f Federal 
paperwork relating to some smr uf Fed juh. The 
cover letter was on the bonom. 

"Dear Mr. Croydon," tt read, "You have heen 
selecced to be the nexr Policy Archive L1hranan 
and O.msultant. If you are mrcrc~tL.J m the JXl>I· 

non, or 1f you have que~tiom, plea-,e feel free to 

~mp in th1' evening at exaccly 7:30 PM, m the 
I lamtlcon conference room ac the Waccrgate. 
Due co the recent passing of Frank Diller, the pre· 
viou~ Policy Archive Librarian and Consultant, 
this po~illon must be filled this evening ... " 

He'd never heard of this Diller guy. Croydon 
smpped rea<lmg. Suddenly his pain had a name ... 
whar was it ... Smith, there ac the bouom. 

• •• 
"You're Smith, I assume!" sa1<l Wince~. le wru. 

good co <ee ham <mile. I nodde<l. I'd lo~t the 
tempo, ,m<l my control of the center wa' becom­
ing moor 35 a serious attack on my left flank 
developed ominous strength . 

••• 
Croydon started hb car. Smith haJ obvll)u~ly 

pulled ~ome strings, gotten him canned at the 
White House so he could pu ll him 11110 rhis nmh­
ing Fed Job. That wasn't the plan, no sir! Harold 
0. Croydon had it all mapped our: rhe hcsr e<lu· 
carion family connections and money could 
ammge, .t few years as a parry ~rnffer and even as 
Wh1ce Huusc flunky, rhen a career m h1, hllme 
~cate ,1, a Seate Senator, a Cons,>Te,.sman, perhaps 
Governor. With a lirde luck, higher national 
office. 

Croydon hadn't ever !er it past his laps what 
higher national office he sought, hut he knew co 
the yc:ir when he'd be el.igible. Thar dream was· 
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n't going to ~derailed hy a petty hureaucnu! 
He maJe che meeting time with -cconJs co 

spare, pu.,hmg open rhe door to the ~mall confer· 
ence room w1Chout knocking. After he gave rhis 
Smith a Lalking to, he'd pull a few stnng h1m;,elf. 
Fe<l wh1ce-collar workers were immune w many 
forms of pe~ua>1tm aml pressure, but not all! 

The conference room was dark, lit only hy tl1m 
lamps upon the round cable. Smith 5nt there, a 
sti ll figure inn black wool suir. There were n few 
papers on the rahle. He watched quietly as Harry 
CroyJon unkasheJ his initial barrage. 

"What the hell is this a ll aboucr' he ~houted, 
slamming the whice envelope onro the cahle. 
"Who the hell Jo you think you are, getting me 
booted out of the White House, and then Jel1v· 
ering chi' crap m me on my way ouc1 ls that your 
1tlea of some kinJ of sick Joke?" 

"Wou!Jn'c you be more comfonahle '>itting 
down, Mr. CniyJon?" asked Smith, in a liqu1J, 
pervasive cone. 

Croydon sat and wllio quiet for a mnmenl, then 
became angry again. He pounded the rnhlt:, h;:i lf 
in anger and half in frustration. "Whar do you 
chink I'm going m do? Sign this employment 
agrccmenc? Ir's nm in che cards, buddy. I c;1me 
here co cake a ixiund of flesh out of your hide 
before I j?Cr ytiur ass kicked so far off the Hill 
chat-" 

Mr. Smuh interrupceJ quiecly, wirhnut effort. 
Hb placid wmd' calmed Croydon. "Now, now, 
Mr. Croydon. I kno\\ you're upset. Bue your coun· 
try need~ you m chis joh. You'll have privace, on· 
demaml acce~ to rhe Pr~idenc and h1 cabinet 
24 hours a day. You' ll he in the lmip on :ill cabi· 
net-level activi ties. You'll have access m top· 
level reports from all Federal agencies: the NSA, 
the FBI. rind so on." 

The Bureaucrat 

Croydon scared for .1 moment, then said 
"You're a goddamne<l ~pook!" Has voice rose in 
pitch at the end, almmt cmckc...J. 

Smith shook has hc..':ld, hut did not laugh. "No, 
Mr. Croydon, not in the w:iy you 1magme. Like 
you, I'm merely a functionary, a bureaucrat, a cog 
in a much larger machmc. I have a job co do, and 
you have a job co dn. Don't you agree?" 

Harry Croydon snt back m h is chair and shook 
his head. "No, no w::ty I'm going ro be shuffled 
inco some Fed job. I'll jusr hir che local circuit. 
Back in my home dbtnct, rhey say Sherman's giv· 
ing up his seat. I could run for rhm, I'd lose, but I 
could run and it would get my name our ... " 

"Harry," said Smith 4u1ccly. "You're nor listen· 
mg co me. This joh needs YllU. I picke<l you from 
hundreds of candidates. When you hear more 
about it ... you'll want the 1oh. Trust me." He 
leaned inco the light, then, and Croydon was 
scruck by the pale he;1uty of the man's c hecks, of 
the sculpted lines of hh neck in contrast co his 
dark suit. 

Croydon caught his brc:irh and said nothing. 
"There, there, Mr. Croydon," siikl Smith. 

"Aren't you curious about what the job entails/" 
Croydon, still awe,truck, nodded. Smith 

leaned back, out of the laght, hut Harry could still 
<cc him, now that has eye~ had adjusted co the rd· 
acive gloom. 

"Well, Harry, n's really quire sample. There are 
certain things the President can't be trusted co 
know. Certam knowledge h;1s a corrosi\'e effect 
on che human soul. 111e Federal Government, in 
its wisdom, concenmues that knowledge into one 
office. That office has o ne employee. That 
employee is the Policy Archive Librarian and 
Consultant." 

Croydon nodded slowly, ras 1f he understood. 

m4~ ~~apnns ~mparium 
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"Good," saiJ Smith. "Sometimes, in che 
cour-e of doing business, different agenc1e' leram 
a bit of th1~ or chat. Eventually, that mformanon 
will make its way to your office, m YllU. The 
Archt\"e part of the job mvolves recording rim 
informamm. The Consultant part h<l, ro do with 
as..o,uring chat no department or agency mkes 
actkm 1hey shouldn't rcgarJing ~uch 1nformn· 
tion." 

Croydon sac quietly, transfixed hy Smi1h\ 
pcncrrnrinl! voice. Smith connnueJ. 

"And since you have a record, there\ no need 
for any other agency ro keep certain information. 
Ym1 sec thac files are purged anJ J,ir,1h.iscs kept 
clean of unnecessary clutter that might d1stmct 
hard-working Americaru from their )Ohs. Do you 
underscandr' 

Croydon nodded, then struggled to 'peech a' 
a diver might struggle ro the '>urfocc from deep 
~low the water. 

"What. .. information!" he said fim1 lly. 
"Very good," said Smich approvmgly. "1 lere, 

rnke ~ome w::tter." He poured ice wmcr into a cut· 
gla"' wmbler. 

Croydon looked about himse lf. He'd ;ilmost 
~en overcome by the darkness, hy m1ch\ 
smooch s1>caking v01ce. And he \\'<ls hunf.?ry: he'd 
sk1ppc...J dinner and it was past eight. 

••• 
"0..1 you mean to cell me there\ a ffi<1n who 

worb for the Government who--" 
"Wait for 1c," I said reprovmgly. We were on 

our second game, and it was now pa>t m1dnighr. 
••• 

"Whm mformarion?" a>ked Smith. "Good 
4uesrinn. Well, chere is a mountain of it, really. 
Tu begin, rhere are the extm·cerre~>1rh1k" 

CmyJun laughed. "Yeah, right," he s;uJ, a lu­
de ~ll1gcrcnce coming hack mm has \'01ce. 

"Ah, nl), but I'm perfeccly \ertmts," ,,ud Sm1ch 
with a grm. Croydon noticed his teeth wer~· 
\'CC).. ''httc. "The Air Force had quire a to·do 
with them years hack. Whene,·er there\ a ra'h of 
acc1dcnrral crashes of fighter aircraft, you can be 
assured UFOs were involved." 

"Oh, really/ And I suppose we'w hetn invad­
ed hy lltlle green mcn, buc the Army rnkes care of 
cho~e!" wisecracked Croydon. 

Sm ith nodded approvingly. For I tarry 
Cr~1ydon co be properly directed, he needed m he 
fe1scy. "Keep that sense of humor, Mr. Croydon. 
In adJmon co Aliens, there arc the m;1n) files 
about p.1mnormal human being': you know, peo· 
pie who can -ee che future, bend 'f'tll.m' \\"trh 
their mind ... ,mJ so on. Subject' nghr our "f 
Fnd;1y - ur 1s chat Sunday! - nii.:ht tcle,·1.,wn." 

Cwydun ..icxll.I and put ha' hands on ha, hips. 
"I don't know what kind of an idi111 you 1hink I 
.1m, Sm1rh," he said coldly, "hut rhis '' grnng 
nowhere. I don'c wane the job. I'm ~ning w have 
you fired for what you've done ro my career-and 
I c::in arrange it, coo. I'm-" Croydon wns cut 
short a' Smith hissed. 

Long ;1nd drawn out, it wa~n't hum.1n, that 
hi~,. Ir ra1scJ goo,;e bumps on Cmydon\ neck anJ 
arm,. He 'hivere<l and backed for the Joor. In a 
blur, ~m11h wa upon him. Pmnmg Crnydon's 
arms to his "Jc,, Smith bent him backward wirh 
ease. Bones ground mgecher m Harry\ forearms. 
He g;1speJ wirh pain, and his eye, lockc...J uµtm 

math\. 
"Fm.illy, Mr. Croydon," said Smith in a quiet 
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penetrating tone, "there are the Vampires, the 
Undead, drinkers of blood, eremal hunters of the 
night. There are only a few files about us ... " 

Croydon whimpered as fangs sank into his 
throar. Pierced and nailed he quivered: his feet 
drummed againsc the door until Smith stepped 
back toward the table with his prey fixed in his 
grasp. 

••• 
"Why all the cat and mouse?" asked Winters 

as we set the board up for game three. We had 
split the earlier games, and this would be our last 
for the evening. "Why not just break him to the 
traces?" 

I rubbed the King's crown absently before I set 
him on the board. "I prefer to work as little as pos­
sible," I replied thoughtfully. "By working with a 
subject you've studied closely, it's possible to 
achieve remarkable results. You stand them up, 
outrage them, then cake them down again, make 
them feel helpless. fn the end you mold them ro 
your will and they serve more reliably." 

"But the time involved ... isn't ir easier just 
co ... " said Winters, doubt heavy in his tone. 

"Ah, Brute force causes anxiety, and anxiety 
wears away at the bonds of control. My method 
requires more effort ar the beginning ... in the 
fu llness of time, I am rewarded, because the sub­
ject believes he does a necessary thing, an impor­
tant thing." 

Winters nodded, understanding. "Of course. 
Back in Denver, there was a museum where I -
well, never mind. Your tale?" 

••• 
Croydon came ro consciousness quickly, as if 

he'd been hypnotized and someone had just 
snapped their fingers co bring him awake. His 
arms hurt, and in a moment he remembered why. 

"Christ!" He stood, knocking the chair back­
wards. Smith sat across from him, illuminated in 
rhe dim light, ruddier and pinker than he had 
been before. Croydon took a half step to the door 
of the conference room, then stopped. 

"Very imelligent of you, Mr. Croydon," said 
Smith in his silky voice. 

Harry felt his neck. The skin was smooth , 
unbroken. A ragged laugh escaped him. T he 
thought 'it was a dream,' stopped cold when 
Smith presented a bloody handkerchief. "You 
don't imagine we could exist amongst you with­
out means of disguising our bite, do you, Mr. 
Croydon ?" 

Harry bent to retrieve the fallen chair. His 
head th robbed in time with the bruises on his 
am1s. Once seared, he buried his face in his 
hands. He felt Smith change sears co be beside 
him. 

"Now, now, Harry,'' said Smith soothingly. " I 
know it's quite a shock, but you see how impor­
tant you' ll be? The President must never know of 
us. Very few people do, acmally." 

Croydon felt ill. "God, the idea that you . .. 
people feed on us , kill us like cattle ... I can't 
imagine working with you, can't imagine-" 

Smith interrupted with another cruel laugh. 
"Can't imagine? As we immortals, perhaps, could­
n't imagine rhe firebombing of Dresden, a day 
when American bombers turned the city into a 
furnace, roasting tens of thousands of innocencs?" 

Croydon didn't respond, so Smith continued. 
"As we couldn't imagine the horror Hider worked 
upon the millions who died in his death camps?" 
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Still CroyJon didn'c rcsrxmd, except to shake 
his head wich Jenial. "Do you imagine we sat qui­
erly in our mansion~ anJ chought nothing was 
amiss when, wi1h one explosive de\'ice, 
Hiroshima was incinerated m a fla,h of hghc and 
fire?" 

Sm1ch grabbed Croydon\ face then as he med 
m cum awa). Gnppc<l by hanc.Js char felt like steel, 
he coulc.1 <lo nothing bur look helple. ly on as 
Smirh conrinued. "Anc.1 you can't imagine work­
ing co prevent rhe horrors thar would be 
unleasheJ 1f che legion-. of humamty became 
aware of what really sralb che night? You can'c?" 

Smith rele:h~I Croydon sucldenly, M> suddenly 
char he fell hack into his chair with a lurch. 
Ahsently, CroyJon's hands fe lt his face where 
Smich had held him. 

"You're so ... cold," he muuercd. 
"Pay attention!" Smith said sh:irply. Croydon 

focused once again on Smith's foce. "lc's up co 
you, Harry. Frank Diller died. I le served well, for 
more th:in forry years, kept ten presidencs safe, 
and now it's your turn to serve your country." 

CroyJon rurned awt1y with a scowl. "Don't 
pull chat pamm1c shit lln me, you ... thing," he 
said. 

Smith sighed. Croydon noted for rhc first time 
rhac ic was a Jeliherare effec1. When he wasn't 
speaking, Smith was urccrly mlimmless. 

Croydon .h1vercJ Swear headed on his fore­
head. ''I can'r," he "'11d, anJ repeated himself. 

Smith l..>aned forward then, anglin)? his lxxly 
unnaturally and rushing h1., face into Croydon'i.. 
"Open your eye" man," he h1 .. ~'C!. "Look at me, 

The Bureaucrat 

inro the mirror. In my kmJ evil is very personal. 
We cannot deny che devil walks with u every 
seep of our lives, or wharever 'p1rirual metaphor 
you wish co employ." He ,ropped for a momen1 co 
assure himself Croydon was able to cons1Jer every 
word. 

"Bur in your kind, enl 1> impersonal. &l many 
kind men and women, good men anJ women, yet 
chere is so much horror done! TI1ink of the chil­
dren left co srarve, of che women bearen in so­
called domestic violence, of rhe yourh led to \'IO· 

lence and death by che1r fascinamm w1Ch incox1-
cancs!" 

"Thar's nor me!" Croydon wh1,per«l tnto 

Smith's face, only inche:. ,1way. "I don't do drug~ ... 
l don'c hurt people ... " 

"You might chink yourself inmicent, bur you 
ace as guilry as I! You cannor deny your kind doe:. 
these things! Can you? Can you?" Smith shoutec.1 
these last words. 

A cold sense of rruth crept into Croyclon. He 
realized his hean was pounding. Croydon rurned 
away and wepr, his voice hreaking as he s1ruggled 
ro deny whac he knew co be rrue. 

Smith leaned back m his chair. TI1e Jecd was 
Jone in all but several months worch of detai ls. 
Harold Croydon was his, :md hi' forever. 

••• 
Winrcrs collecced the pieces and pur them 

away while he creased his brow. "So he\ your man 
in che government?" 

"One of many," I agreed. 
"And you're left unmole,te<l hercr' Winters 

a ked, handing O\'er che hoard, which Smith 
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tucked under che counter. 
"I'm lefr co my own devices, by and large," I 

said as we left che bagel shop. Dawn was some 
hours off. "You have adequace housingr' 

Winters nodded. "Aie you happy here, aloner' 
He mounted his motorcycle, inserted che key, and 
raised che stand. 

I spied what appeared to be a sword rucked 
alongside the seac. lnreresting, bur not rare 
among our kin. "I'm not entirely alone. I enrer­
ram many visitors, such as yourself. Of course, 
being withouc conscanr compan ions is irself acer­
tain sadness." 

He didn't seem satisfied, which meant 
Winters knew who owned che srreers ac night in 
the capital. I shrugged. 'Tm willing to do che 
work, year in, year out. 1 confine my game-play­
ing to chess. I am exceedingly discrete and norm 
all territorial. And when I wish co be, I can be dif­
ftcu lr co find. All these rhings combine co cam 
my safery, if nothing else." 

Winters nodded, and thumbed the engine ro 
life. As he pulled away, L waved casually before 
making my way to bed, below ground and safo 
from the sun. Winters was an ahle opponent, and 
I had enjoyed our games immensely. 

It wa:. coo bad chere was so much sadness in 
the world, I choughr co myself. Neither Winters 
nor Croydon would sleep easily for years to come. 
I settled in for a dreamless sleep, che easy rest of a 
hureaucrat secure in his position and his place in 
che world. Q; 
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A WORLD OF DARKNESS: 
SORCERER 
• PUBLISHED BY WHITE WOLF 
GANES 
• 135 PAGES 

• $16.00 

• J2EVIEWED BY JANE ST. CLAIJ2 
F:m> llf the DCNcrtign uimic 11.dlblm . .:r arc jump­

ing for joy. The punk nicker 1urncd 111;1gu' finally h<l> 
a Vllice in Sorccr.:r, White W11 1f \ ncwe'L WorlJ of 
Darkne'' >Ourcch\>uk. Nmv you m.1y he ;1-,k111g, "Don 'r 
they have <ll1 entire g<1 111c h1-,ed l ll1 m.1ge> alrc;1J y!" 
The fact of the m.llter 1,, J\lagc .ind S11ri:L'rcr ;1re 11•orkb 
ap.1rr. J\fag<-' 1' Wh1tl' W11ll \ m1i-t ;1mhmou' game, 
Jcll'ing mw then.mm: of re.1ltt) 1i-clf; Sor.:c.:r.:r h:i. no 
such prcten,1nn,. 

That Jncsn't me;m rh;1r Surcc.:ra l' ",'vla,i:.: L1ghr," 
1r0s JU't mtirc m rune 111rh rhc rr.1d1t1t10.1l rhe1me-, uf 
magic th,1r arc ftiund m e.,..itenl 1'1<1b 11f Corh1JJcn 
lure. The chcmc of \lc1,i:.: 1, Ill .hpm.· t11 A-ccn,llin, a 
grnnJ ,1\\ ,1kenmc 11f the ,lccp111c 'oul Sorcerer' .m: 
JtM crying tti gcr h) wnl1t1ur gcrrmg i:nhhled hy ,1 
KmJrcd or G.ir11u 

Surcer..>r j, .1 J.1rkcr u.11m· rh m M11;:~ •• 1 meaner 
game rh.m ,\fa;:L' •• 111d pr.1h,1hl, ,1 ,m1ngcr i.:;1m1• rhan 
Ma.~e ,i;, well. ~f.H!l'' c,m u,u.1lh u'c rhc1r re.1l1t) .,har­
tcrmc mag1ck to CCL 11Ut t11 ,111y ml""· A s.ircercr h.t., (tl 

u't: hi' wit,, call 111 '11mt: mctaphy '1eal l.wnr' with 
lither ,upcrnawral 1.reawrc' .md m,1kc '11me deal_-. 
wnh ~omc real na'L) del'1], 11111rtll•r t11,un·11'l'- It'> "11ld 
sch11<1l mac1c" ntll "new .1ge m.1\!lt.k" and th;it\ a fine 
cup tli tea. 

The honk hei.: in' w11h fhe ma1•1r cull\ (or 
"nrJcrs") for a Sorcerer m helnng m. T he f1r~c group 1~ 
the Ancic~; Order nf the Aeon R1gh1,, ;i rake off on 
the Ortiu uf th : G11ldl'n D.1wn. TI1e 'l'cond, rhc 
Bah1111l1h, arc Wlmc W,111 \ t•ikcn mi..1 w rhc mm­
Andu ~h.11n,m. The next - rhe Nl•ph1ce Prie'i- - arc 
,riced up Tcmpl.1r' dtlnc w11h .1 Mnnntin rwb.r. The 
Thal'hun r;i'e rhe1r magK nn 'uund, .mtl the U:mna 
,1re ... White W11lf\ 1<1ken nu .. I tn rhc nnn·Anglo 
,haman. Ag.1111. TI1e'c .ire g11·cn ,,, cx.1mpll'' ,1f order' 
mrher rh..m the dcf1111t1w 11,t, .ind It> he honc,r, I'm 
glad. I'm .1 ~lllt1 'nrccrer .11 hc.m '' h1t.h hy rhe way, 
wa' c•m~p1cutlu' by 1r' .1h,cncc White \Xltltf has 
alway~ hccn 1!t>r1<.I a~n1r prc,ennnc nile, lor '\olo'' 
character-., hut 1r\ m1"ml! here. Tlwrc ,m: .,..1me keen 
"mmor" grnur' (I'm p.1rrn:ularly f,md tlf rhe Fenian 
anJ Se,·en Thunder,), hut ,1g.11n, I m1" rh,u Sorcerer 
wl1t1 had co lc.1rn It the h.1rtl 1\ ,1y: hy h1m,clf. 

Howen~r, the char.icter crt.'.H1tm chapter " 1·ery 
complete, thor,1ugh, anJ ea') tu u,e. T11cre', even a 
!>ecmm dc,cnlimc what h.1ppcn' 1\hen .1 orccrer 
"awakeru" <tnd hccome~ .1 1' h1ge (nr gci- Em hr.iced and 
become~ a Vampire). Like nther m<irt.11'. the S.ircerer 
ht:gm!> with ~ lightl y low1.:r Aunhutl'' (6/4/3) anJ Skills 

EDGE NUMBER NINETEEN 

( 11/7 /4) hut mtlrc Fr..•eh1e Puinr- ( Z 1) .ind 5 ixunr' w 
'penJ on "magll:.11 p.nh,." The,e p.11h, re.,emhle 
Vampinc D1..c1pline' .md G.1rt1u Gift-, hut with .1 
much mtlre 'urcemu' foci There\ Alchemy, 
Ctlnjur,uion, Ctinvey.1ncc, Cur,mg, D1\'ln,111un, 
Enchammenr, Ephemera (n>n11nun1cat 1111! \\ 1rh rhe 
'Pint worlJ), Fa..cm.1mm ("ch,irmmc" ,mnenne), 
Healing, Hellfire, Herl:>.1 lt,m/Rrewmg, h.1dow,, 
Sho:tpt',h1fong, ~ umnl\lnmu ,111,I Rmdmc, .111J 
Weachercrnft. le\ ,,\\ 1de -.cle<..tt•l11 111 d1111hl' fr,1m, anJ 
each capture' the led \\1th,\ 1·01cc of authunty . 

There are al,o ,1 fc\1 m11re An:hetypc' (tilt' 
Crackerjack i' pi1rt1cul.1rly ne.11 ), new T.1lenr,, Skill,, 
BackgmunJs (mo>rly 'tnlcn frnm mher Wh1rc W,1lf 
gamci.), .md .111 hole ' lew nf new <md keen Adv.1ncal!C' 
and DisaJvantagl'~ (nver four page~ \\'11rch). 

The lay'nut anJ furmm 11( rhe hook .1rl' al"1 of high 
qm1l ity. Ewrything 1' cro-.;,- indl·xetl and l'.1,yi-t11·f1nd, 
and rhcre ;1n; ti t1111 of whle< airer cad1 H'Ct ion, re· 
cxph1ining the rule, ,,f em:h 'll'Clinn. It\ .1 gre;1t lnrm;I\, 
<ind well-:ippreciatcd. I 'hnuld al.,o mcnrnrn rh.n che 
Whice Woll an dcp.mment h,1, been 11pp111g 11\ 'ran­
.Jard:. lardy. I d11n't rc.1J .1 Im nf Wh1rc Wolf h, .. ,k,, 
bur with each line I do rt.•.1J, the qu.1lit} 11f .m gee.. her­
tt'r <ind hctt.:r. 

To t11p tr t>ff, there'- .1 rwti p.1cc h1hlillcr.1ph\ 111 the 
hack along with n1>tc' on c 1eh h1<1k. Ju,1 .1 lutlc ttiuch 
tlf cla'' rh<lt I l11<1k f.1r when I ptck up .1 g.11ne 'upple· 
ment rhe,e d.1y, In the I'·"'· 't1111l' \Vh11e W11h 
Bihliographu:' were .1 lmle h.1aky, 1'u1 I'm gl.1d rhey'rc 
t.1king rhe-e endp.1ge, 1 h1t 11111rl' 'cn11u-ly thl''c tl.1y,. 

Sorcc?rer 1, \fai:.:'s ,(m\', ch.1m·-m11kmg. ft1u l­
mourhcJ lmlc hr11ther. Like I ,,11J ,1how, 1r'- old 
"<hod mag1C r.irhcr th.m ne11 age m.1g1Lk, and ch.u\ 
n!!ht up my alley. I ,1lw.1y, 1udl!c '' c.1mc hy my desire 
tll phnwctipy the ch.1r.Kter 'hcet 111 rhc h.ick. Well. 
l\·c ;1 lrcady dt111l' that, ;md l'l'c pl.t~eJ my Smccrcr 

twice .1 lre,1d\ h\ heen ,1 long time 

WHITE 
WOLFS MAr:£.5 GET 
':JJME. C» THE-FLY 
CONPETITl()J IN A wa<LO OF 
DARKNESS-sa<cERER 

h111 i1\ well Wllrth 
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