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Master West,

1 am afraid this lebber will be my last. This bundle s the fingle of wy research, ot once o
hiskory and 4 pathology of our shared blood,

Your funding has been generous, and YOUr ngme has opened wmany doors. Perhaps in another
age, & would have bought wme q megsure of protection, as well. But war has come qnd gone,
here, qnd the hunt has begun for the scholgrs,

When you commissioned this great work, T hoped i+ would be only the prelude Yo o greqter
history. The Nosferatu have always been more tightly connecked o each other than other
clans, We lair +ogebher, we work togebher. On occasion, we trust Why, T thought, with one
of our own wmade ruler, shouldn b we 30 not yust as kindred or allies but as paréners? 1
hoped +o write that history.

Why, indeed. Because our appearance and manners reflect our natures, We are creqtures
of fear. We cling Yogether because we fear the world, and we can rule only so long as the
others eqr us. We were not weant for vickory, as the Lords, nor for qdorgtion, as the
Succubi. We can only haunt the halls of power, not take vp residence there.

Whether we rule by fear or are driven by i, we have o fatal weakness, Hope. We reach
for wore than our due. Our subjects learn courage, and banish us +o the shadows.

The ciby is burning. The Black Prince has fled her Harone, The Pigs soldiers slut themselves in
Hheir victory, buk do not see the barbarians slipping through the agtes. There will be g new Prince,
and there will be purges. 1 brade my scholars pen for ¢ monk s cgssock, and pray for merey,

ks long as there is hope n the world, there 1s no hope for us,

- Nicodewmus



PEAR P1ARy

The diary, found in England in the late 12705 or early 148@s, has no dates ndicating year
atbached +o . The qualiby of the paper and ik crisp, unfaded and certain other qnoma-

lies lead wme o wonder £ Hais 18, € not ¢ hoax, wuch wmore recent thgn i+ 'M\HC\“Y appears
to be. Strange.

; 29th Apri ‘q \

\ Dear Dio\rg,

| had the most terrible shock todatS. | told Mama this morn—
ing that | had spent last niskt feelimg rather ill, and she told me

I i

| |
\ l

|_ that | was lazy and simful and that | had no V'i@l’lt to vex her so.
( And | know | am lazy and sin)(ul, but | do try so very hard to be
Sood, and even so, my stomach cmmlaed so terribl& last ni@l«’c. '
| was Performim@ muy private ablutions this morning, and |
know | must never look at msself, but | )felt somethim& strange
on my ﬁnﬂers, so | looked and | foumd spots of blood on the
Rannel. | screamed for Mama, and when | had covered m«(&self,
. | let her into the bathroom and showed her, and she told me
i that | wasn't ill at all It was my jfault, she said. | had brouﬁht
on the Curse.
| was cruing so hard, | didn't understand what she was say-
ing, so she sat me on the privy and told me that the Curse
is a mark o)f our sin, and that bad sim)(ul Sirls who think bad,
| sinjful thou@hts start to suffer from the bleedimg once a month,
because 6od is Punishim@ them for the terrible thim@s the& think.
And | tried to 50\5 to Mama, | never ’chouﬂht such thin@s, but
she shouted at me and told me that evidentlvd( had too thou&ht
such thim@s, because here is Proo)f that god had Siven me the
. Curse, and | cried and said, no, Mama! l'm remll5 sick! And she
| told me that | was a J(oolish Sirl, because the sickness was part
5 o)f the Curse, and | could never make it go away, because when
od\j’udﬂes, He does not cho\n@e His course.
[ felt sick and o\)fmid, and | said, lm scared, Mama, and |
| wanted Mama to take me in her arms and tell me that she
)for ave me, but she stood there and )folded her arms and said
that | must be locked away and must do my lessons on rmy own
until the Curse goes away, and that this must happen every
time that the Curse comes back.
| made Mama most terribl5 Cross, jfor [ could not stop cry '
. ing, and her words became harder and harder. In the end, she B o
' slapped me across the fo\ce and dro\%ed me bfj my hair to my
room, and locked me in.
| cried and cried to be let out, and | quite skinned my fists
/ ago\imst the door, but she did not come back, and | could oml\u}
i_ use lfto\mdkerchiefs to mop up the blood as best | could, and get

dressed, and laegin ry lessons, on rmy own.

| | must be suchia terrible trial to Mama. -
7 I i — s N |¢ = 3 \




\ Ist May, small hours. /

Dear Diar\«/j,

So Mama came in this momin5 to brimﬂ me rmy br’eakfast, but would not permit me to eat it, despite my
pleas, when she had seen how | had spoiled my handkerchi@fs. She was kind enouﬁh to lm'm@ me sorme paper
towels later, after she had inspected me and foumd that the Curse had not stopped. And so, | spent a sec—

| ond da& alone in here.
| [ did not mean to think sinful thouﬁkts. But | cannot stop my dreas.

[ thou@ht Ferlmps it would stop i)( [ was 5000{ and duti)(ul, and so | dressed msself and sat and did my
lessons, and a little needlework. But | had s’w\&ed up so late last ni@ht writing and thinkimﬂ about what | had
=ﬁ‘_\\ brouﬂht upon m\Ljsel)(, that | [7@30\;4 to doze. | tried so hard to remain awake, Pinchimﬂ mgseljf and Pem'odicallvé

\ standin@ and stretchimﬂ, but the la25 beams o)( smli@ht that filtered throu@h Mama's Sellow lace curtains
shed so much warmth upon me, and | thouﬁht it would do no harm )[ar me to put Matthew Hemrﬂ’s commen—
tary aside, and )(ola( my arms on the table and la5 my head upon them.

When | woke, it was dark. | rose and )(elt Yy way throuﬂh the room, and tripped, and Aave out a little
scream, because | had stubbed my toe on the bedstead. | quieted mksself quickhd. [ didn't want to br[m@ Mama

upstairs. | listened for her coming, but she did not come. Ferhaps Mama and FaPa had done out )for the eve- /

ning, Or perhaps it was very late indeed, and tlfle\bs had gone to bed.
[ fumbled throuﬂh the room )(or a second or two, and Presemtl& [ located the li@ht switch, but as | raised my
hand to press it, | suddeml\(j developed the strangest )(eelinﬂ, that | was not alone in the room. That | was beim@
, watched. And that i)( [ would oml& turn on the li@ht, the\uj would be )[ree to l@&\[ﬁ upon me and do terrible thim@s.

[ held my breath and listened )(or any noise at all, but | could hear nothinﬁ be\usom{ a strange whooshin@ and
rushinﬂ that | realized was the sound oJf my own heart. Still, the erelin5 persisted, and | thou@ht that | mi@ht say
sometkim&, OH[\lj | didnt, because it would have been Sl'u\lj to do so, and because | couldn’t think o)f o\mkstkimﬂ to say
! But the whoosh, whoosh, whoosh o)( my heart ke[at going, and even thou@h | knew that there wasn't anyone
—  n my room, | still stood there, silentlﬂ, takim@ the shallowest breaths | could, my ﬁnﬂer resting on the [iﬂht—

' switch, V@O\dﬁ to Rick it down. | wondered if | would have the courage to ever turn on the light.
‘ [ don't know how lonﬂ | stood there like that. It )(elt like )forever, but then, these thimﬂs o)(tem do.
[ Fresemtl&, [ said out loud to myself, “Wl'l\lj should | be friahtened of the dark?”

And a voice — a bo&% voice, as clear as a bell — said, “Bravo! W}’l\l.j not indeed?”

Uumped, and pressed the switch be)fore [ even knew what | was doinﬂ.

[n the Yellow li@ht, my room was empty, The window was closed and the door,\'sust as | had expected, was
still locked.

| did not dream that voice. | did not. | am sure of it. | was wide awake, and on my feet, and heard it in the
dark quite as clear as.. da\zj.

[ shall sleep with the li@ht on tomiﬂht, and | shall not tell any o)f this to Mama.

Evenin@.
[ have spent another da5 in my room. Today, Mama allowed me to eat break ast, and even saw it to brin
me a small luncheon and a lfﬂht tea. | thanked her sincereli,j or her care and love for me, and did not ask

when | would be let out of the room, which satisfled her somewhat,

j But secretly, | was thinkim@ tlfu'ﬂﬁs of which Mama would never approve. Who was the (705 who spoke to me, \

| wondered? Where had he gone?
[ wondered i)( our house had a ﬂhost, or i)( my Suardio\n an@e[ had decided to make kimself known to me.
At times throu@hout the da\ps | whispered out loud, saying that Yy name was Joan, and that | would like very
’ much to meet the person who had spoken to me lve)fore | repaired to bed last ni@ht [ le)(t ry window wide open
| and occo\sionall\tj looked out o)f it hol?imﬂ to see i)[ anyone would come to the window and look up at me. But |
heard nothimg except the wind swfshim@ in the trees outside.

[ erel sometimes as 1')( [ am the omlg person in the whole world.
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3rd Mag, Morm'ng.

Dear Diars,

This is quite the queerest and strangest and most excitingest thim@ that has ever happened to me. | have
to describe it one thima at a time, because it )feels like it would otherwise all burst out in one bmumbled mass,
and then what sense will You make of it?

I slept throu@h the Vll'ﬂl’lt, o\fter [ last wrote, like | was dead, and | was woken up [75 Mama rou@lal\u} shakimﬂ
me, and hissim@ i my ear that | am a lﬂ25 girl and a sinful airl and how | deserved the Curse. | said | was
sorry, but it was too late, and so Mama had to go and get the Stick (I did not weep, or shudder. | stood up
stmi@kt and put out my knuckles and let her strike me, and | thanked her, and she nodded) Mama expressed
Aisﬂust at the paper towels in the bin, and made me carry the bin downstairs,

And Yet, [ looked at the bin, and the bloodied towels were. the bin was not qull, [ mean. Most o)f the towels
had gone. —_—

[ tkought she was 60[’;43 to make me take them to ]Da[pa, but she Sriﬂaed my wrist hard and steered me past
Fapa\'s stud\zﬁ, and escorted me to the lmthroom, and made me Qush them down the Frivks, one b& one, sa\u&im@ a
short prayer for for@ivemess each time. T hen she inspected me, and satisfled that | was still su)()ferimﬂ, she took
me back to my roowm. Later she brouﬂht me some more paper towels, but she did not brim@ me breakfas’c.

! [ am sorry to say that | hated her a little then. | know that she suffers t@rribll,j with me, and that | am a
;\ dreo\dful trial for her, and that she has given up ever\u;thin@ to teach me at home, anay Jfrom the sin)ful,
; corrupt state schools. She deserves better than me. | know.

But | was so hun@rﬁ todﬂ\lj. [ had had three meals the 0(0\5 befor@, Yes, but t”‘€5 were such small meals, and .
)(or two daﬁs before [ had been Given nothinﬁ, and Sesterda\uj hadn't been enou@h )for me to be fill up. '

[ was so kumﬂrk} [ could not tell l'}[ the ache in my stomach was )from my hunﬂer or the pains Jfrom the
Curse. Theij mixed ‘co@ethen One became the other, and then chamﬂeo{ back again.

But Mama did brimﬂ me a small luncheon, some bread and cheese and a piece o)f ham, and l)felt quite
sorry )for )(eelimﬂ the way that | had in the morning, Althouﬂh | asked, she would not let me leave my room,
because, she said, | was still )Ci\lth\us. ‘_

[ asked )(or a book to read. Mama told me that my Bible and my needlework were suﬁ‘i\ciemt, and le)ft, lock- ===
inﬂ the door behind her. She doesn’t know about You. [ worked into the mi\ojht. At suPPertime, Mama brouﬂht |
,_ me some more bread and cheese, and would not s[peak to me. | do not know Wl’l\lﬁ. '

) | suppose that | should have gone to bed shortl\u; a)fter that, but | staijed awake with my needlepoint.

\ When it SOt dark, | turned the li@ht on. And at about eleven oclock, the handle o)f the door turned, and
=== the lock went click. | wondered wl% Mama was coming in to see me, and | asked her, | said, “Mama?” But the
person who came in was not Mama.

[t was a 1703, oJ‘f about my ade, with messy )fair hair and a dirt5 old—fo\shiomed sort o)f shirt on him. He had
a harelip, and his eyes looked in sliﬂhtlﬂ diﬂferent directions, so | could not be sure whether he was lookim5 at
me or not.

He started when he came in, and said, “Ol! | had not expected to see You awake!” As i)f coming into a
Young Woman's room unannounced was a normal thin )(or him.

| shrank back )from the l?O&, and | told him that | would scream )(or Mama i)f he did not leave.

He said, “l am sorry, [ did not mean to )(riﬂhten 5ou."

| realized then that his was the voice that had spoken to me on that previous m@ht. e

! "Wh5 are you here? And wlf% do You have the ke5 to my room®” | asked. He smiled, which was a strange,

/ Arim siﬂht with his disﬂsur@d upper lip.
| “| came for Your treasures,” said the bo\zﬁ, ‘| came for Your life.ﬂ
| shrieked, am(d'umped to my feet. ”you want to kill me?” | said,
“‘No,” he replied, disdaimfu%, as 1')( [ had said somethin@ sill\xﬁ or ridiculous. |
He walked over to the bin, where | had put the paper towels. And to my horror, he reached in, and took one !
| o)f them out with his bare hand.
'\ 'Uou mustnt!” | said with horror “/]7165 are )Ci\lthks.'”

e ST \




He shook

_\ - %\i__, , /]

his head. “No,” he said. ”’ﬂle& are beauti}ful, ’]71@5 are U)fe.”

He Rattened out the paper towel as best he could, and leaned )forwo\rd his neck and smiﬁed the blood that
soaked it, which was onlﬁ beﬂimninﬁ to turn brown at the ed@es.

'Uou have

been told that you are under a curse, have You not?” he asked. /

“I am under a curse. | am a bad girl, and | have to aet sick and bleed from... Flo\ces. Because of thim@s | did” ,

[ bowed my head.

“Oh, no, J
Sudd@n[\«ﬁ,

oanie. No. he said, and he took a step towards me, still cmdlin@ the soiled paper towel in both hands.

another voice be@o\m to speak, a womans voice. | turned and saw a lo\d5, about the ane of Mawma, :

onlu wearina a lona dress like a smock, printed with faded Rowers. She had terribly pale skin and wild fair
) e %) p e

hair, with wo

rms and snails visibhé cro\wlin@ tkrou@h. | realized with an odd sort o)f chill that she had come in

with the other, omlgl hadn't seen her. “This is a siﬁm that You are an adult” she said, ‘and that You have li)fe

n uou. And

the Potentio\l for lif@. @ou are @"owin@ into a woman, and You must be Froud of this li)fe within You.

Life that You sprmd around. wou seed the Earth, iy child”

The harel

iPPed {705 gave his towel to the woman, and took another mem the bin. And then, both of them

knelt in )fromt of me, and be@o\n to sup on the blood in the towels, lickim@ it and suckin& it into their mouths like /
a kitten licks at his paws. T he two strande ﬁ@wes, whom | fowml mgself thimkins o)f as mother and son, looked
up at me, and the bog thanked me for the ﬂi)(t of lier. And theB told me that thei,s loved me.

| shuddered and was revolted, a little. And Yet, (f these two were strange to look at, wf% should that repel

me? As Mama keelas sa\tﬁim@ [ am not a thimg of beaut\(ﬁ. And no one had spokem to me in quite so kimdl5 a

jfo\shion as this 905 and his mother for so very lon@ A time. | know that Mama loves me, but she does not tell

(A7 S0k ﬂes

e Peolple talked to me with mildness and respect.

And so | sim[al5 asked them their names, as theg cleo\rlﬂ knew mine, and the5 looked up and told me that _ |

their names

were Charlotte and Henr\tﬁ. ﬂe5 lived upstairs, the5 said, in the attic. And that as residents o)(

our home, theﬁ were holders of skeleton ke\zﬁs.

“Whﬂ has

Mama not told me laefore that You live in our house?’ | said, astonished.

“UOMV Mama,’ ex[alained Charlotte, “does not know that we live here. And Yet we have been in this plo\ce )for

fa\r lomﬂer than Your Mama.

.\

“And Fo\Po\?" | asked.

Charlotte

and Hem% exchamged a look which contained much in the way oJf meaning and wei@lflt, which |

noted, even thouﬂh it would have been impolite to ask wh&

“Our Henr\uj is quite taken with SOM,” Charlotte said. HeVlV\lﬁ looked ANAY “And | omlg tlf\ouﬂht it ri@ht that

since he allo
ti)ful, lo\m@uid
like the ston

‘I am Pleo\

wed himsel)( to be cau@lflt out in his admiration of You, | should introduce us. She held out a beau-
hand, clean and smooth and lomﬂ-ﬁm&ered, that | mi@ht chake it. | took the hand, which was cold |
es that make up our house, and cupped it in my own.

sed to meet 50!1," | said. “But surely | must tell Mama and Papa that we have guests in our house.”

“No, no,” said Charlotte. “Please, do not. We showed ourselves to you because we trust you and love You.

But wour Mama does not understand. She cannot understand. We are here to ﬂuo\rd You and love 50u_"

[t is so 6000{ to have friends.

ﬂeg took me outside of the house. | was afmid to leave at first, if oml5 because | didnt want to 40 a@aimst

Mama’s wish

We crePt

the attic ladder stood extended, waitin@ }(or us. E)(C@[?t it was very strange, because it was as i)( | couldnt see

the ladder, u

es, but Henr5 and Charlotte were so very Persua\sive.

through our darkened hall, past Mama's room, past Papa's room, to the end of the house where /

ntil Charlotte showed it to me. And then theg took me upstairs, and there | saw such thin@s!

| have never been in our attic. [t is hu&e, like a Falace lined with so)ft black 6listenim6 timber adeeweled cobwebs,

full o)( boxes

and uellow plants that poke from {oints in the wood, and mushrooms and funaus arowing from the i
4 7 7 ) A8 AF"S ,

amﬂled ceilinﬁ. | saw a number oJf old chests, some very l?i@ indeed, and | wondered what beo\utiful ancient thim@s !

mi@ht be inside them. T here were fow very old chairs Po\imted with ﬂold and covered in dust and webs, and a table

set with a 3[0\35 chess—set, where some of the pieces were made of red 6[0\33 and some of the pleces were made

of black 6[0\5

|

s, and the panns looked like wizened little men with lo(ﬂ noses and cruel eyes and sho\rlo teeth, and the

|
b
¥
)
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kmi\o)l«ts snarled, ahd the castles twisted and turned and had odd little watchtowers and stmm@elgrshalved Win—
dows. Lace hun@ ever&whera, and it was as i)f the cobwebs, which 6listemed in the bri@l«t moonli@ht shim’mg tkrou@h a
leaded roo)f window, had grown from the lace like frost grows on a windowpane.

[t was so beo\utiful, like a fair\»; gotto.

Charlotte was a painter — she Faimted such Places? Vast umderﬁmumd caverns, lit l75 odd artificial light, with
red founto\ins and temples and fum@us that Slowed. Evergthin@ in her pictures was rotten and covered with .
mold and mushrooms, and | know that Mama would be ammlled and would call it ﬁ\l’ch\uﬁ and vile and sinful, and i
mﬂ\lﬁl?@ there was a little part of me inside that ’Cl’louﬂl’lt that, too, but somehow it all seemed beo\uti)ful to me. e —|
Because it was a world that | had never seen, a new, exciting world. | asked her to tell me about her paintings,
and she said that she and Henry had traveled in times past, and that it was a kin@dom ruled 175 people like her
and Henry, who lived in the dark and made people scared o)( them, and who liked to eat li)fe.

And then she said, “Are You scared oJf me?”

And | told her, no, | wasn’, because she was my )friemd. And she nodded and swmiled, and said that was aood,
and her teeth were very long and thin and sharp like the bone pins that Mama keeps in an enamel box.

/A\fter a time, Henry <aid that he wanted to show me his treasures. He had a collection of mice and rats and
birds and other creatures that he had cut apart and sewn to@ether in such wonderfullg cre-

ative ways, special toys that he )(ed with his blood. ﬂ65 moved

around and nuzzled against him, his rat=birds
and owl-mice and his precious crowflmdger,
and he said, “Don't be scared,” and cut his
ﬁm@er and drila[yed a little into my hand, and
let me feed them.

And then when theg were done, there was
still a little smear o)( his blood in my hand, and
| wondered what it would taste like, and | licked
it, and oh, it was so sweet, and | said so, and
Hemrg hu@@ed e and told me that we would
be the best of )(riemds, and that | should have
more if | wanted, whenever | asked, and | said,
| should like that very much. Charlotte rum—
ma@ed in a chest and found a little old cup
made o)[ 3old with gems in its sides. Henr5

it his )Ci\waer hard, and blood Rowed out,
and | asked, “Doesnt that hurt, HCHVS?”
and he said, yes, a little, but not for very = /
lon@, and he Powed his blood into the 6[0\5
and | drank, and | have never tasted any
H/lil’lﬁ so sweet. | drank it all, and ran my !
ﬁn@er around the inside o)f the cup when | 2
was done and licked up the sticky dregs. . _

And we lau@hed and talked, and
Promised that we would be )friemds J[or—
ever and ever.

But it had to end. Charlotte looked

up at an old, old clock that was so

|
/

1 wonder what sork of bloodline has g power like thgt?



cov%red with dust You cou d 'mrel& see the hands and said, “Oh, my dar[in@, it is time for You fo return to
Your roor now, )(or the sun must rise soon, and we must slee[a, and Your Mama does not know You have left.
But You must come to visit us D\Saim.'” And she reached into her bodice and pulled out her skeleton l<e5 and
gave it to me.

[ took it 6mtefull5, feelim5 terri[?l\(j wicked, and okuickl\bj [ returned to ry room and did not )[all asleela, for the

taste o)f HCV[YB,S blood was still warm in my mouth and it made me di225 and wide awake, all at once.

\ [ must make a strinﬂ )for my precious ke\ug, so that | can ham@ it around my neck.

|
!
—T

Evem'ng

Once again, Mama has gjven me no food, but | do not erel hun@rg anymore. She has taken my needlepoint
away, [ had embroidered a picture o)f one o)f Henr\zj’s pets — | had meant to gve it to him — and | didn't hide
it %uicklij emou@h when Mama came into the room. She saw me trying to put it away, and demanded that |
show it to her, and when she saw it, she screamed in horror and tried to tear it up in front oJf me, but couldn’t
because the cloth was too tou@h. But she screwed it up in her hands and made me gjve her all my needlepoint,
all my silks and needles and pins and muslins, and told me that | deserved the Curse. And even thou\@h all the
paper towels were gone J‘from the bin, she told me that | was l&in@ and that the Curse was still in me, and that

[ had thrown them {rom the window.

She le)(t me with mothim@ but my Bible and You, my little book, all d&\&. [ was sad that | could not make Henrﬁ

his ﬂift’ but | felt an odd, [iﬂl’lt sort o)f happiness, because Mama did not know what | had, and who | had met,

Secrets are so tem’bl& exciting,

When | was sure that Mama was downstairs, | let m55elf out o)f my room and crept down the hall. There
was the ceilimﬂ with the hatch )far the attic, which | had never noticed before the ni@ht ke)(ore. [t had no handle.
| was feelim@ perverse and adventurous, and | Poked my head into Mama’s room, hoPim\@ that | miﬂht find a
book or some silks and musling and needles. n the bottom o)f the wardrobe, | J(or/md Mama’s embroider\u& box,
and took anay a erw thin@s, so | mi@ht keep Wl\ljself occupied.

[ am so bad! | must swelg be going to Hell.

And then, on the way back to my bedroom, | passed Fapas room, and | tkou@ht, surely Papa must have
books, f‘”’ he loves to spend time in his studg.

The door to FPapas room was locked, so | turned the skeleton key and cringed as the door creaked, and
looked inside. What a surprising thinﬂ! The room was quite "/””P%" The space was clean and [m'@ht, but the
mattress on the bed had no beddinﬂ, and the wardrobe — when | opened it — was empty

Where, | wonder, does Fa[m sleefa?

Uth Mﬂg

After | was sure that Mama had gone to sleep, | opened my door and crept evewso-okuietlks to the end of
the hall, and there was the ladder to the attic, waiting for me. Up | went, and | spent a wanderful time with
Henr5 and Charlotte. Both of them gave me their sweet, rich blood to drink, and | came back to mu room
sliﬂhtlﬁ 6i0(d5 o\mo{JoSful, and | slept until dawn, and was awake and read5 for my toilet when Mama came
to J(etch me. She told me that | would be confined )for one more 0(0\5, iJf [ was Sood, and | said, “Thank You,
Mama,” and smiled and did not meet her eyes, so that she miﬂht think | was beinﬂ good.

l lomﬂed to ask her where Fapa was, but | couldn't, because she would know that | had been out of my room.

She brouﬂht me lunch too(a\\bs, but lﬂave the bread to birds that came to my windowsill, and hid the cheese.

She went anay again, and | waited, and then, so slowls, so care)fullﬁ, [ unlocked my door, and peeped around
it, and, satisfled she was gone, [ went downstairs, one step at a time.

The house was quiet. The sun shone so briﬂh‘clﬁ throuﬂh the windows at the end oJf the hall. | did not like it.
[t hurt my eyes terril?l&. But Mama was not amﬁwhere to be seen. | thou@ht she must have stepped outside.

[ came to the libmr\«/}, and Picked up a copy o)( The Rm'/waﬂ Children, which as You know, | love, and then |
passed Papas study, | wondered if he was in there.

ﬂ
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66!’1’5[5, [ tried the handle o)( the door. It was locked. | considered that | miﬂht take the skeleton ke\uj and
open the door, but then | thouﬁht, what if he was in there? .
And then Mama clamped her hand on my shoulder, and said in her hardest voice, “What is the mean— /
ing of this?”
She slapped me, hard in the face. | hated her a little, then.
[ said, “Uou didn't lock the door, and | came down to tell SOM!” And altkouﬁh she didn't believe me, and
found her stick and hit me on my chest and hands and thighs over and over again, she could not explain
how | had leJ(t the room, and did not fnd the skeleton ,<65 that still hmﬁ around my neck.
But she a(mﬂﬂed me upstairs with one hand twisting my arm behind my back, and her other grasping my
hair, and she ﬁumﬂ me into my room. She said that she would let me out when | had learned to be 5000{.
[ think that [ shall never be 6009{.

Sth Mad

| am so excited! | am in love!

Last ni@ht, Hemr\us came to me, alone, and beﬂﬂed that he miﬂht court me. He was so shS, with his hareli
and his strange eyes, and he scu)()’fed his )feet on the foor. | teased him a little. | said that he was very Sl'u\lj.

\ And then | said that | would be honored to step out with him.

And he embraced me, and he kissed me, in his way, and he nibbled at my lip with his little needle*s]mrp
teeth. And then he bit down hard and made blood well up in my mouth, and | was scared and it hurt a little,
and | mearl\% choked, but then the most lyeautiful tkim@ happened. The blood turned to moomli@ht and Henm\,{s
teeth were like stars in my mouth, and my whole body shivered and went tense and so t, all at the same
time, and he was stamdimﬂ before me and he had taken off his shirt, and | could see patches oJ( pink scales
and mold on his bodu, and | loved them all, and | unbuttoned muy dress and let him bite me aaain, here and
there, and let him drink the last of the Curse, which was no Curse at all, and when he had done kissimg me
and bitin\@ me, he bit hard into his ﬁn@er and let me drink Jfrom it, and | was sudo{enl& thirs’%, and | drank
)(rom him,

His blood was so much sweeter than be)fore, and somethimﬁ in me cha\m@ed. [ love him! | will do am\zjthinﬂ )for ‘,

him! He is in my tlflouﬂhts now. He is all my thought. | love him. Hen% — that name excites me, makes ry
insides twitter and Qutter, even when | write it, Hemr5 Henr\zj Henr5 oh Henr5 — loves me, and | love Hemr&.
He could command me to gjve him o\n&tkinﬂ or do am\ukthimﬂ, and | will do it )for him.

[ am in love!

6th Mﬂg
[ remember how You kiss
[ want You to Arink ry blood
Holdin@ You is bliss
you are yy am@el, my
— what then? "good”? “god”? Somethimﬂ else? | don't know. | want to write this for dear Hemg — he can
read whatever he wants o)( this, if he asks — but the words aren’t coming, Everﬁthimﬂ is ccmfusiom.
[ went out tomiﬂht Hemr5 told me to leave the house for a time and take a walk. He said that Mama would ‘
not know, that she was asleep. It has been so long since | went out, but Henry said he would be beside me, and "
! altl«ou@h he would be invisible, he would hold my hand. And with my dear Hemr\u} beside me, how could i)fear
/ am&thfm@?

Evertsthimg in the world outside looks wrong, The cars are the wrong shape - the\uj are dif)(er@mt in the books,

and the Sirls who walked at mi@ht wore thim@s that | never dreamed existed — some even wore trousers, like
men! A)(ter a time, my Hemr\us asked me i)( [ wished to g0 back inside, and | said 4es, and we went in, and | looked

around my old house, and thouﬁl«t that it looked so old and strange. [ wished that | had done to a state school




“Whg are tl«im@s like this?” | asked dear HemrB.
“ﬂe\pj have always been like this, Henry said. "Mow world is the false one. Mow mother knows this, and she

hates the world outside, and she wants to keela it from uou, and You from it) 7
“Do You hate the world outside?” | said. /

“No,” answered Hemrﬂ, “but | like ry world more. | would travel to the caverns and temples with Uou, \)oanie," ,
He said my narme and | si@hed. And we walked home, arm in arm. '

But | felt dreadfully wicked, and | said to my love Henry, “Shall we see what is in Papas stufiﬂ?" And he |
relah'ed that Y4es, Perho\lys it was time, and althouﬂh | didnt understand what he meant, | felt a little thrill when \
he aﬁreed with me.

So we crept up to the door of Papa's study and | took out the key and opened it, and the door creaked
dreo\dfullﬂ. The room was emptier than Fa[yo\’s room had been. |t was wholl\zﬁ bare — bare walls, bare Roor—
boards, and V\Otl’\il’lﬂ at all upon them. Papa had gone.

“| did not wish to tell 501/1,” said Hemm\/&, “but Your fo\ther is gone. He left a lom@ time ago. Mow Mama has
been lbinﬂ to you about this as well”

| nodded, feelimﬁ more numb than o\m&thim& How could | have felt sad? Henry was beside me.

He took me back to my room and kissed me aggain, and left, allowing me to write laefore l@o to bed, which |

shall do now.

[ do not know the date.

Mama woke me up violentlﬂ, shakinﬂ me hard, holdin3 me ti&ht. The sunli@ht hurt my eyes, and the si@ht of [
Mama's furious )face flled me with a strange kind of anger mgsel)f.

She threw me down, and held up in my face iy skeleton keﬂ, which she must have seen l5iﬂ6 on my chest
as | slept.

She screamed and screamed at me, co\ll(m@ me a devil and a sinner and dewm\ndin@ to know )from where |
had stolen it. She said that she knew | had been in Fo\‘ao\’s stu(i&, and | told her that | knew Papa had gone
anay, and she went pale and her fa\ce twisted into somethiw@ quite monstrous. | wri%led away and tried to
run out the open door of my room, but she aro\bbed my hair. | fell backwards. | remember a crack.

Evergthin@ was so very, very cold and still. | heard y mother screaming, and then there was nothin@.

And then ever&thing was dark and | was lying in the attic under the lace-and-cobweb draperies, staring
into the eues of my Henry, | Ufted my head, and my neck went click, and try as [ mi@ht, | could not make my
head stay stmial«t It lolled and moved on my neck. But my teeth were sharp and | was so hun@r\«ﬁ. | needed
more blood, and | asked Hem% )for it, and he said that | had broken iy neck on my bedstead and died, and
that Mama had chosen to leave me dead where | was but that he loved me and gave me precious blood and
brou@ht me back.

Charlotte, whorm | realized was near, said that | should fnd my Mama. And so | climbed downstairs on le@s
that )felt as i)f the\r,j were the leas of a bird and | walked as bold as am5thim6 into Mama's room, where she
stood in front of a mirror, bmshimg her hair.

“‘Mama,” | said, “Oh, Mama. | am so hum@r\iﬁ, and so lonelﬂ, Mama. Papa has gone away, and oml5 | am here
with 5ou.”

She looked so very cross and fri@htemed. She olaemed her mouth, and she could 0V\l5 say “But. But." | _
showed her my new teeth and made my fo\ce all hard and fri@htemimg, and she shrank and cried for me to L
stop like | had when she had beaten me. And lgmslaed her throat with my ﬂm@ers, which were 6narled now,

/ like steel twi@s, and Pulled her close to me, and then | craned my head )(orward so my neck clicked andJud— E

dered, and bit hard into her Resh with my new needle-teeth, rolling little Soblaets of meat around on my long, :
thin tongue as [ chewed and so\va@ed her, slobberim@ with 6[@@ as lamo\wed tkrou@h an artery and the hot |
sweet blood Sushed into my mouth. Mama stopped stm%limﬂ and shivered like | had when Dear Hemr5 Hemr5
Hemrg Hemrﬂ first kissed me..
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SEPTIMUS,'THE W oRM L oRp

Rubus Septimus is the self-proclamed Emperor of the Avernus Necropolis, o Yorkuous nest
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3
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of *rain tunnels and tombs. Eqch knotted cqtqcomb features countless pibs and deqd ends. 1€
Fhe stories qre true, Fheres even an glbino Figer gone blind from +s Wmany yéars hunking n
the dark channels, Emperor, however, s not the Fitle Septimus prefers: the Worm Lord, that's
what he asks +o be cqlled. From what Tve seen, those who serve hm gladly do so.

The Worm Lord s one thing +o the world of humans, another to the society of the Pamned,
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He rarely wixes the fwo “pleqsures,\‘ To the workqls, he \s no vampire but still very wuch q
monster. Tyrant of the cH’Y‘s erimingl underworld, the Worw Lord has fingers in many foul pies,
He woves areat heges of "(a-«oducl',\~ usually heroin, through the Necropolis, cutting i+ with all
manner of strange chemicals and reqaents before sending i+ back up Yo the world gbove for
a Hdy profit. His ledgers lish severgl chop=shops scattered across town, gll of thew catering
Yo and encouraging the theft of qutomobiles and, when necessary, the execution of the driv-

ers. He filkers woney +o various street gangs qnd crimingl cokeries. He shepherds (s word) &
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wayor prostitubion ring thgt sells bodies of qll shapes, sizes, ages and genders. Those bequties

he deems Yoo fair Yo walk Hhe shreets serve eibher qs executive escorts or come down +o

the Necropolis +o serve Septimus divectly,
To the Damned, the Worm Lord 1s 4 source of exclusive information 4 prebby phrase for

blackwmall. His spies are wmany, and he barters one fact for another. Surprisingly, his network
reaches beyond the ciby limiks, a5 Septimus eagerly connects with Kindred €rom foreign do-

mains. ks he s fond of saying, "Mo secret s safe.
T +old him nothing of this project, but he s glready aware of other agents like myself. He would
not speak thewr names, for T have no information Yo qive hm n trade. You should know, however,

Faat he hopes +o make you an offer for gll Hhe wakerial that you are collecking.

Things I know about.the Worm Lords

* Septimus has a lover. She is a Succubus called Penny Reflex, said to once have been consort
to the Prince herself (and so it is suggested that this is why our good Prinece has such
an active dislike for the Worm Lord) and who may be related in some way to the 01d Bat.
Septimus and Penny have been “together” for the better part of a decade, now. They are
openly affectionate, if that is the term. This “affection” often spillsout into the tunnels.
She scratches at him. He bites at her. Neither is a child, but they share the blood-bond
common among younger Kindred, with all the lovey-dovey perversity that implies. Also of
note: he’s a masochist. Sexually. Penny regaled me with a tale of a recent session, where she
scraped the flesh clean from each knot of his spine with her teeth while he lay bound and
bent over a roll-top desk. She then licked the exposed vertebrae, which she said gave him a
potent dose of pleasure and pain. Septimus was present during the conversation, and did not
seem embarrassed by her words. No. In fact, he seemed proud.

* He keeps no covenant, fearing that allegiance to any would 1imit his customers. He admits,
however, that despite “limitless sins,” he does believe in the Lord of the Sanctified and
sometimes takes communion from a local priest. This contact is one of us, the Reverend
Sedge. Septimus will not attend a Midnight Mass, however.




+ Plainly stated, Rufus Septimus enjoys disgusting others. His seemingly sunburned skin peels
constantly. He strips it off in gauzy swatches and flicks wadded up bits of decaying membrane
at those near him. He gladly regurgitates blood, wasting it for the look of shock on the faces of
others. He even admits to particularly striving to disgust those of his own clans it is something of
a challenge, clearly, to make a Nosferatu blanch and shudder. This, he claims, sometimes requires
a subtler hand, for overt displays of grotesquerie often sail over our heads. I’11 admit that he
does a thing with his eye — pressing his twisted pinky finger into the depths of his pupil as if
the eye doesn’t matter at all — that unsettles me mightily.

« The Worm Lord is somewhat obsessed with prophecy and those who speak it. This interest is not
just for those who’d prophesy information about himin specific (though he’11 pay generously for
such information), but includes anyone who can provide Septimus with paranormal predictions
about anything at all.

AUMOrs Lllav 4 Hlave 1 e s e S —— ———

Rumors that I have heard about the Worm Lord:

« While he does not belong to any one covenant, stories suggest that he filters money to and from
the First Estate. Despite the upper echelon’s public dismissal of the Worm Lord and their abject
disapproval of his ways, whispers in the dark claim that they are actually quite chummy. Some
say that the Worm Lord pays those worthies to be allowed to operate in the city. Other, quieter
voices have said that they pay him for that privilege.

We know that our kind is rife with strange breeds: thousands of bloodlines representing tiny
deviations from the norm. I have been told that Rufus Septimus is the progenitor of one such
bloodline, one that has lived so long beneath the surface that 1ight destroys the senses utterly,
at least for a time. Even if Septimus is not of sucha familial 1ine, some of us in his employ most
certainly appear to be. An even stranger anecdote purports that this bloodline is somehow
bound up with the Mekhets did they engineer such a family 1line? Or was a Shadow cannibalized,
somehow resulting in this bloodline... that may or may not exist?

Despite his faith in and fear of a Christian God, Septimus allegedly prays to a pagan goddess,
Laume, the weaver of fate. A witeh of my acquaintance claims that Laume was once triple-
aspected, but that “something” happened to her other two aspects that left her alone. (Is fate
then woven out of control? Does no one spin the thread and cut it? What does that say about the
destinies of all of us — that we are existingin cireles and whorls, that despite our individual

faces many of us are one?)




CorvERSATIONS WITH THE CAECTLTAN

His flbrary s an qban—

doned train station,

Entering from the sew- |
ers +o o lower platform, 1 14
ascend inko the cyclopean
hall. The areat windows
are blacked out, the inke-
rior s filled with shelves,
cabnets, refrigerators
and, of course, books,
Piles vpon dusty piles. He
appéars normgl, but for
his lwmbs, His nose s 4
bit of an eqsle‘s beak,
brue. His eyes, though,
are clear and blue. His
wouth, his lips, both

sane, alber bent into

a permanent £rown. He
seems human, For the
wost part.

The limbs, though, gre
shriveled. Have yOU s€en
buisks of dried wmeat”
Like ribbons of pale
leather without pad-
ding, his arms qnd legs
are without wuscle and bone. Not long after the Embrace, the Caccilian said, the bones
and tendons shid free from the skin. T+ was the way a body might reyect o stubborn splinker.
These limbs, dried and desiceated, dangle ab his side. They do not cannot  even huwitch, The
Caecilian s torso and head, nothing wore.

How does he feed? His lbrarians bring him his meglls, For he is the Arckiv‘.sh and his herd s
bhe passel of Harglls who serve hm n these long galleries of books and +ape wmachines and old
belevisions and amphorg filled with crumbling scrolls. Each tharall is addicted +o his blood n o way
et Tve never before witnessed; the Caecilign gllows them to draw his blood with syringes, qnd
they emply the crimson vigls uvpon old, yellowed paper. 1¢ you listen hard enoush, you can hear
the blood crackling as & sogks nto the flbers, filling the spaces berween cellulose cells, Then you

hear thewm suckling on the paper, for &»kc&ls what they do; they press i inko bheir mouths, over



and under the Fongue, sucking on the sogay mass for the rest of the night, X slow releqse of bliss
as they bring the Caecilian wore books, more tapes, more whispers,

Some say these thralls are o repository for information. Have you heard of ghouls whose
blood functions as q storehouse of kno\ulere.? Used qs couriers” As an ancient delivery sys-
bem, messaqes coded n the dead blood within living vessels” T wonder f the blood of these
lbrarians funckions as an epistle relaying the Caecilians memories perhaps back to himself
should he feed vpon thew?

The librarians are how he reads, as well, and how he sets around, Tkey carry him to his
chosen book, One holds & open for hours, when necessary. Tl Fhe hands Fremble and turn blue
with the loss of blood.

ks Archivist of Avemus, bhe Caecilign knows g areat deql about our clan. 1 asked him why
he would care Yo research qnd record such o subjeck, since he works for o crimingl with wmore
love for 405sip than wisdom and who honors prophecy wore than history. The Caecilign re—
sponded with, The Worm Lord recognizes that knowledge s power. Tgnorance may be bliss,
but power s never plegsant. Ruufus Septimus seeks power, not pleqsure. Leqve plegsure to the
prostitukes and princes.

Tve attached several of the rumingtions siven to me by the Caecilign. 1 occupied his Fime

€or nights on end; Hais is only a wmeaaer sampling of his lmitless wisdowm,
) Y, S piing







C
L

o Nosophoros,

Curse of Arteris, Rand of Apollo.

Nosophoros, hear my pleas. for J hope that you will not come pisit
my household. for you are the dioine carrier, the keeper of disease
upon dead lips, @ pestilent hunger. Dread cater; glorious worm;

scapenger of

bone and blood: pale thing that is both ghost and

flesh; dipine hand so cruelly chosen. Dear me, Nosophoros, Arista-

ichos. Drother

Morm. Save my household from your tainted touc

Sape my family from your ruined mouth. Gurn amay. TCurn amay.




c ownt out o e lava fubes and I didi'} see bud e hoo ertm?g gmbbed Jacobs and e was goue lile Wml,\
slt, 4 %ome. Bellers and Harcourt weut afer im a daﬂ lader, L\gﬂ were 4oing craxy, J said fo 91%3, i Jr.fnlé\ﬂ,
we dgl\;a\ve food and waler and Hlie Aegis Ko will send hfflp, ey tnd st Bud hey weut away, and ﬁ:/: never
came back. And J was oud of food and almest out of waler and J leepl secing Humgs oul of-he cormer o%b my ey,
liHle pale salamanders will enes sewn sl skillering aboud, s0 3 went affer Hhem. I coavled up e one fube aud it
was like c[imbimﬁ coral he way it cul me. Soon I heard hem, theu I saw lhem: hoo imle ”Aimgg, all limbs and moudls,
fongues and Hleshy prolrusions —

Yhey were.. .. couflim% will Bellers and AHarcourt. . . bud His wasu't wape. The hoo of them seemed o be ... J can'}
believe s, H/leﬂ seemed fo be enjoying if. Bellers whigf&reé{ lo me fo join hem. Atarcourt ﬁvajr lau%b‘iéd. Ddidn't see
Jacobs. J screamed. I ried lo crawl back down e lava tube bud {ell. 'm cud. Ibs %oma 0 scab bul iy lﬂé’g brolen,
foo. And flee salamanders are on me, now. Lillle lomngg L;,\dimé the blood. 2 Ltope he p comes soon.

rovy
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OF WARRENS Axp NECROPOLI

One of the librarian ghouls 4 servitor of the Caecilian directed wme to Hais gt the Archivist's
behest. T Hhought not +o take &, believing i+ secret information. Tn the end, thouah, 1 decided
the risk +o be workh it The Caecilian swears that & s false. 1 doubt him, Based on the many
whispers tagk drift vp rom the darkness, T suspéck this is an offensive by the Worw Lovd,

s, lek we dentify the below sign, and second, 1 will define how and why this misht be
JsUch an qttack by Septimus, :
=

18099KHz

. PHILADELPHIA
19010KHz
j

LN DIYU. PHILADELPHIA. 19010KHz.
: Carthian influence. Community

Wi, B led by Copper Gilead, once-
30&2'("2 Prefect of nearby Camden. Tangle

. Jirs of communal tunnels (30 miles
steam tunnels gone disused, 10
miles of tunnels and formed at the
juncture of old Railroad Depot
used for phone cabling). Two
known entrances: (1) Greyspace
Gallery in Northern Libertiess
(2) Internet hub beneath Center
City, 01d Town (see Greys Ferry).
Notable personage(s): Poor Tom
runs white slave operation, known
as “Underground Railroads”
Virgilia Combs 1is Carthian

firebrand thought to be the
Kindred eriminal known as Vee.
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FIELDS OF AARU. DETROIT. 18099KHz.

Invictus underground. Led by Pradeep
Tresh, said to serve as a secret
Seneschal to the Prince (as opposed
to “true” Seneschal). Necropolis
unusual in that it stretches over
city, connects with easily 20+

“subterranean” humanlocations,most

off-map (Red Oak Casino, The Weather
Club, Gracie’s, Fist Ring by the River).
Unusual in that Necropolis is clean,
well-1it, close to the surface. Notable
personage(s): Tré Thompson, fight
coordinator, runs the underground
fights at Fist Rings Sally Motor, runs
the illegal street races (note that
this is how the Nosferatu operate with
the Invictus, by supplying a stream of
i11icit cash injections).

——
MUSPELHEIM.BERLIN.13042KHz.
Sanctified-leaning, but not
declared so.Monitored by Sister
Abendroth. Only one entrance:
Ochre yellow door in subway
station Gesundbrunnen, leads
to tangle of disused civilian
war shelters, bunker complex,
ventilation shafts, brewery
cellars, pneumatic postal
system, and hundreds of miles
of drainage. Sometimes called
The Cathedral, this Necropolis
serves as a kind of monastery
for those seeking rumination,
but has competition: a second
Necropolis is said to exist
in the same area, a violent
“art liberation” underground
shepherded by Karl Republik.

The document s o list of Nosfeatu warrens, or ‘Hecw(aol\.“All aré subter—

ranegn. OF these five Necropoli, three qre in the Unibed Stakes, qnd two

aré€ abroad, They are each qpparently quite large.

WL\Y Wight this be information contributing o gqn offensive maneuver?

The Worm Lord has cut himself off from these warrens, He no

longer wishes +o be park of the larger community, He s o selfish en-

by o yudgment that T expect even e will qaree with - and while

once he supported the solidarity of Haunts the world around, this no

longer appears o be true, The whispers inbimgte thgt he n fact

now views other clubches qnd clusters of Worms gqs nothing wore

than competition, Why 40 Y0 him gnd pay his (whc& some say to be

exmb‘.l-qvﬂr) prices when b might be riskier, but substantially chegper,

ko send an emissary +o g diskant warren where one might possess

smilar or even better nformation?

Hence, an offensive maneuver. The discovery of these warrens

and the somewhat exhqustive information surrounding them could be

used qaainst the Nosferatu of these kingdowms, T will shill share 1,

of course, comforkable n my lack of concern for the others. Some

Faink us o Fribe, but I‘ve no great love or hate for those of WMy par—

Fieular breed qnd brood. 50, Do with this as you will. You might see

W+ oonly as an arbifact lending gqreqter depth ko your understanding of

our kind, Or YOU May see Wt as q plan of attack, ¢ cold order of op-

evations, 1T am fine either way not that IIJ dare tell you otherwise.

Youll note that each Necropolis comes complere with aq shorkwave

v6 810 creq'uent‘.y. That s or was, anyhow how some of these war—

rens communicared with one gqnother.

I8
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SHEOL. LOS ANGELES. 18087KHz.
No affiliation. Steam tunnels
andunusedmaintenancetunnels
form several strata beneath
UCLA. “Urban spelunkers?
help form basis of herd and
thralls; campus whispers about
“secret  tunnels,” students
come exploring, stumble upon
Nosferatu  Necropolis, are
bled for food or made to serve.
Heavily trapped (puddles of
water electrified to give shock,
stun targets). Overarching
mood is penance, repentance.
Nosferatu claim not to %ki11.”
They are being “punished” and
are said to watch the tunnels
for “intrusions from worlds
other than this.” Notable
location(s): Toilet Bowl

~ Graveyard, cavern of unused

and forgotten toilets, said to be
a place where the “intrusions?®
most commonly occur (presaged
by shaking and clinking of
porcelain against porcelain).
Notable personage(s): Professor
Murieta, is head of “Sheol
council,” the decision-making
body of this small largely
academic Necropolis.

—_—

MICTLAN. MEXICO CITY. 18055KHz.
Pagan, Crone. Views itself as
the “underworld,” 1literally.
Served by “king and queen,”
who believe. selves to be divine:
King Mictlantecuhtli, Queen
Mictecacihuatl. Kingdom mirrors
the Mexico City Metro liness one
of most heavily used metro lines
in world, many riders “go missing”
year to year, pulled into the dark
and “sacrificed” to King, Queen,
and the “gods” of Mictlan. Rumors
that this opens into “Hollow
Earth” at its nadir. A1l entrances
bound to Mexico City Rail stations
and tunnels. Notable personage(s):
Garcia Garecia, “psychopomp”
figure who serves as diplomat
between the world above and
Mictlang Carlos Mecatl, said to
have various cults of personality
across city due to engaging
personality, cults all human, a
small army ready to serve.



THE
EXPERIMENT

And so i s in my kour of Avernus baak
1 am ushered into q long room tagt calls
ko wmind g ciby morgue brightly=lit unlike
the rest of the Necropolis, many weka|
bables, drawers of various mplements
(some common, some wost certainly not),
4 b for linens (moﬂly clean, some spat-
bered red, black, Yéllow). Perhaps & /s
& moraue; Tve been shubHed Hhrough 0
wWany 400rs and up qnd down 0 many
skaircases and ladders that T have no
Wdea whebher Tw above thae around, \n g
shallow bgsement, or deep n the bowels
of the eqrih,

Only one of the kables features o
patient; Hais one is alive, however, not
q corpse at all. A reedy boy 1 say
boy, but he might very well be n his
early 205, s strapped face vp to the
bable. The straps qre leqther, and bind
benegth the table holding him fast. Tn
decidedly non-wmedical £ashion, o dock
15 held in his wmoukh by o crooked %
of eleckrical tape. His left qrm the
sleeve of the white F-shirk pulled gll
the way vp over the bicep looks 4o
offer the flesh of an addick, numerous
needle bracks qnd even o few sores

walking vp the skin. He is aware of

wme as | look down over him. He has
enough room to turn his head toward me, eyes wide (held open with what 1 caqn surmise s
actuglly some kind of epoxy binding lid +o skin). Those eyes are pleading. 1 would dearly love +o
help him, but T have Yo whisper in his eqr that Hais s purely an nformational visit, Journgl-
s, T eall W, and T like the ring of that.

One wmust be wpartial, after gll.

At Hae end of Fhe room skands o well-paid servant of the Worm Lord, a4 Haunt with many

ngmes, Some call hm the Nemotode, or 45 o shorkened nicknawme, swmply "Newmo. Others call



v, the Hematologist (qud'ms Yo q rather roll-of€-the~tongue name of Nemotode
the Hemakologist), or even Sawbones. He asks me ko use the nickname, and so 1 shqll.

Nero bears few of the obvious strains of deformiby that others of our line possess, Hes Hhain
but for the pot belly that suggests pregngney. Hes bald, but his head is marked only with
liver spoks and not with bliskers or bone protrusions. His nose is piggish, but present. His eyes
ey bulge. Too much, The flesh qround the orbs s puckered and Hight. But the truly unset-
Hing display 15 when he opens his wmouth qnd reveals his tongue; W's covered n CIeshY Fhreads,
as f each taste bud s+00d up a quarter—inch 4o see what might be g0ing on in the back of
bhe tarogt. Like moles or +aqs of skin. T wodifies his speech, buk not by wmuch; i+ is not gn
wapediment so much s o persistent shushing hiss in his words,

T will leb him Fell you what he does for the Worm Lord, and what he is specifically doing
here today with his pakient. My trusky recorder caphured it gll.

~Unkrue, a5 Tw +old. 1 suspect thqt
Newmo s actually Williaw Sterner, o
wmale nurse from the |a5@s. Not o doc—
tor ot all. Knd cerkainly not as old 43 he
purporks. He s not without power, but
examining him has not revealed the blgek
thregds or vile stains of having consumed
the kequ»ls blood of gnother. He wmust
have come o power gqnother way. The
Ordo Dracul, perhaps.

—Here, Nemo pulls me away from the
boys strugaling, feqrful body and shows
me his metal cabinets and drawers of
what he cqlls, well -




Newmo +aps the glass with the dull end of
o mekal scalpel. T+ jars the ears, the way
Fhe echo s down here,

He +ries unsuccessfully +o show we wore
-~ he tells me thgt he has qt leqst seven
more drawers of note, but 1 quietly prod
him to demonstrate why he has this poor
young sentleman strapped +o o worgue
bable, He gebs quiet. Then he opens an-
other drawer. He shakes 4 new glass jar
at wme, tais one filled with brittle dry
thorns — eqch over gqn inch long — that
Finkle and whisper qaainst the glass.

Nemo g0es over +o the Fable. He taps
one Yhorn inko an open palm and pinches
s Hp bebwixt thumb and forefinger. He
holds i+ qbove the boY‘s brow, and when
he draws & qeross the skin the way you
Wight dras a plECE of chalk qeross q
chqlkbo«:«éls blegk expanse - 1 can hear
the skin split and the boY's yaw clench-
g 50 hard that his keeth almost break
asainst one another. Then comes the po-
Fent swmell of ozone, hike the av before o
lightning strike, and 1 can Faste fire and
sullur and what wight only be described
a5 brimstone.

Nemo kells me that bhe caphive €x™
perment s something from g Ga\\ry bele.
That he 5 not human at all but o fey
Fhing left in Fhe cradle by a Fhieving
creakure from some obher place. Now
arown, this Fhing Fhe wonskers left be-
hind s a aross swulgerum of humanity,
but cerkainly inhuman,
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Nemo wi [
wishes o continve réaqling me

with tales of his medicql prowess, but |

MU# nterrupt and explain +o him ok
1 s‘m?ly 40 not have the e, | Feelq
that € given €nough rope, he would han
we and himself in some €elaborate r.q:"s .

cradle of lies qnd stor,

€S, I Urgé€ hwm 4o

F'mqlly answer the question thgk Fruly

wotivates this interview

FRoM LIERARIAN OLIVIERT:

Twe Frern WoRM

X runner found wme in the cakacombs, springing upon me out of the dark, though wy ears

dd not £ail wme and 1 heard him coming nearly fifteen minutes before he happened vpon we

examining the araffiti vpon the walls. One of The Caecilians hbrarian taralls wished for v
bo have Hais informgtion:

Vou know what happened to one
of the childer of the Brothers
Worm, as he went to become the

Flrst of the named, Nosophoros. /t
can be assumed that the large bulk |
|| childer of that first generation
| of WWorms:

of the Brothers Worm remactned
in Pome, even as (t fell, even
lony after ct fell, /oéckény at the
lones of the Emplre lke brds

/ou.//z,‘ny strings of meat Ffrom a

well-preserved carcass. 7hey lbe-
came named, of course - our owh
A/ecrO/ao/és King takes hts name
from a Worm of the time, Pufus
Sepotimus. /t (s of course hard
to tell what happened to each of
the Brothers orm, 9lven thelr
afftncty for that .rz_'nyg_ name., sut
as they gaLn names they write
missives, some on walls, some on

PRy rUS. And here (s a curtous

thing: did you know that sounds
may be trapped th ceramic as the
clay (s spun upon a o h e MR A2
reed or blade of grass forms tex-
ture upon the clay, ¢t (s like the
groove in a record, {t may record
counds; and a similar reed driven
through the clay groove may /o/dy
back sound (n much the same way
as a needle upon the Uény/.

Your

A me ssage ‘tra//oea’ th the

: c/&y of an urn found locked tn
| @ chest tn a /Vecro/oo/é.s‘ around

C{’yand&ls Llake Victoria gves an
interesting story of one of the

“/ am the Kking of the Aldden

| clties. / am the Keeper of 7tm

Buk 7a. / am the serpent le-

| neath Axum, (ts obelisks my
| Jones. / am the trackless veldt, /

am the secret army of worms. /My

| children are 7setse, /{no/oAa/e.S'

and locust. / am the monster of
Bornu, the discase of the Aush.
/oa/m fronds and goat sKins
cannot stoo me. / am Sa/(;oa‘ta."
/t (s possible, then, that one

| of our ecarliest belicved himself
| to be a god of disease and tn—

sanity, a /o/ayu.e wpoon Africa. 7he

| stories that come out of that

continent tell us that Sakpata -
or someone calling himself such,
a childe perhaps - ts still the

plague, his flesh erupting with

consumptive thsects, Als mouth a
breather of disecase, hls fingers
rubbing together making a sound
that stirs the mind to break.




—_—

: :
rfue that the African gods controlled the vagaries
ol nature, but mundane [jfe Was watched over by

Humans are always seen conyuring charms L b
and talismans +o thwark our feeding. Few, A PITIEs. Ancestors were powerful forces in
it any, do anything at all. Here, the Librar-
\an references the palm fronds and soatskin?
Both (in AFr'.Cq, of course) are supposed ko

prokeck one qaqinst diseqse and the diseqsed

one’s life, offering security and prosperity to thos
who honored them, disease to those who did nokte
In some communities, a villager was appointed as a
go-between for the village and its ancestors. Other
lore, however, suggests that some villages report ac
tual physical manifestations of those ancestors bale-
%I].d strange in death. The relationship betweeil the
living wo.rld and the dead is complicated, one bound
by bargains and negotiations. Those sti]] living owed
the ancestors, and in some cases paid in very litera]
blood. But the ancestors owed a duty to the livin
as well; they watched over the villages, and elaboratge’
ceremoni(?s ensured the renewal of these contracts
between life and death, At puberty, a child Wh(;

(pqlm €ronds hung n doorways, soatskin kept

on ones person, often qs o pouch or satch-

el). T+ s no surprise that the emblems of

hwarking disease are ot tumes glso used g5
charms +o thwart the Nosferaty, for in wq

places, we gre diseqse.
This s who we should be, still. The quard-

\ans of magic in the mundane life, Givers o

fortune, keepers of diseqse.

CoNVERSATIONS WITH
14g W ok Lokp

(NOTE: Tiis conversation is not recorded, for the Worw Lord would not have . My memory,
however, 15 near flawless, What Tve Franscribed below s wmost cerkqinly what branseired, aive
or Yake q word, Fear not naccuracy; my wind is sharply hewn.)

When my Frip through the bowels of Avernus was complete, T was ushered into q brogd,
subterranean bathhouse copper tubs lowered into the crumbling floor and set there with
fresh cement, the qir Yurbid with steawm, rats squeaking somewhere n the distance. The Worm
Lord was not present, not yet, but three of his thrglls prostitutes whose faces had been cut,
scarred, almost tribally with sharp lines punchuring puffy whorls of raised skin undressed me

and 1 €elt Haeir warm hands at wy elbows, They ushered me into 4 +ub. A part of me won-

derved: 1s here where 1 meetr wy end? Have 1 learned too much? Has this been an elgborate

ruse qll qlons?

In the water, o dead rat bobbed at the level of wmy sallow chest, The prostitubes oiled wy
scalp with... olive oll, s0 the swmell suaaested, and then left the roow,

I+ seemed nbermingble before the Worm Lord finglly made his entrance, long bedraagled
coat sweeping the floor behind him; he mumbled to himself, chuckling, as ¥ aoing over o ledger
of notes n his head.

When he finglly stood before me, 1 could see that he was 4 small man, as swall as myself,

with ¢ head in part ke 4 ruined qnd molJer'ms 9um?k'm, pale a5 q blind worwm,
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He eqsed hmself into the waters, qnd
splashed the rat out of the tub,

The +ub was larae, €asily of the size to
accommodate four or five of us, but for
as swmall of frame as both of us were, |
elt one of his long nails ~ roughhewn gnd
yass€d, like an owl's talon snapped in half
- drag for but q wmoment qeross the bare

\ whisper of skin that hangs at wy ankle,

—
S (Septimus): Welcome to the Avernus baths, Nicodemus.
Warm enough for you?

INT: Yes. Most certainly. I am surprised to see these tubs
filled with water, not with blood.

S: Tubs full of blood tend to set our teeth on edge. Some
can handle it. Some can’t. Feels like bugs — happy bugs,
their 1little legs dancing and itching — on your skin.
Expensive, too. Once in a blue moon we host a gaggle of
Pretties down here with their dick-whacked priests. They
like the blood baths. Something about a bull. Something
about a goddess.

INT: Cybele. Yes. Of course.

S: Right, right. So. Here we sit, ready to slice and dice the
Masquerade up into practically-unusable bits.

INT: I’m sorry?

S: This book. This compilation. It doesn’t do any favors to
our secrecy, does it? A book detailing the secrets of not
just occulted vampires but the most secretest hush-hush
on-the-QT vampires of the playground.

INT: Are you going to —

T+ was at this point thgt remember
the oengil? Glding along my tain skin?
T+ tore through. Like 4 hook + pierced
the wan flesh qnd grabbed 4 hold, A
swagll spiral of black blood drifted vp +o
he surface of the water,

The Worwm Lord dipped his Finger in i,
swirled & around, and swmelled & with
what remained of his nose. He flicked +

away, worthless,




/ ' N > T g

INT: — destroy me?

S: Could be, rabbit, could be. You’ve been wandering around in the dark collecting secrets
and thinking you’ll just be allowed to put them in your little scrapbooking effort? Then

‘ again, maybe I want my secrets out there. Maybe I want them all to know what Avernus is,

\ what we do, how we are the secret economy that runs this city.

‘ INT: Of course. If there’s anything I can do...

\ S: There is, Nicodemus, there is. See, you’re not the only one making these magical memory
 books. I know at least of two others, each for their respective families, and so I can then
‘ assume that if there’s three, there’s five. Maybe more. Maybe the First Estaters get their own

| bullshit diary, who knows?

' INT: Other books. Oh.

tub for easy cleanup, or I can solicit a promise from you.

~ INT: A promise. Yes... of course, Worm Lord.

| took a shit on it. Deal?

“ INT: ... Certainly.

| S: %0n” is fucking right. So. I could slit you from toes to tits right now, empty you into the

| S: Get me one of the other books. Just one. 111 tell you the easiest way, you can think on it,

think if this suits you. One of the books, and God only knows how or why, is in the hands of
| a neonate, a Savage. Alice, I think her name is. She was here in the city but now she’s gone
' nomad on us. But she’1l be back, of this I have... confidence. And I want you there when
' she does. I want you there, and I want that book. 1’11 give you something that might help...
| soothe the savage beast. Something that comes to us from the Big Easy before Mother Nature

We shook on . He s small, but his arip was strong. 1 felt my knuckles arind together, ready

ko shatber even though our hands were exactly the same size. Then he took o blood bag out

from beneath him, something he had brought inko the tub but | hadn nokiced, and he skark-

ng sucking from F ke o human infant at ks bottle, The blood was congealed within, qnd +

seeme ak he was having some difficulty.

J

s: Gall itS 1 tt oI .

INT: Tell me about Penny Reflex.

}SI:) go;orgzch totte]{-,li We got similar needs. Damn sure got similar wants
a mutant like me get a beauty like her? It’ :
? It’s easy.

a;o;{, the looks as us men are. They look deeper HaR e
shallow ‘

e sz :;xaar:n au};’;:di-li of spit and semen, but I guess she sees something there. Plus, she

i offpat 1—; e li:hist. You know, guys missing legs and chicks in car wrecks w’hose

A e elbow. Finding me is just a natural step down. They say love can’t

g e undead. Depends on how you define love. It isn’t like from when I was

alive. It’s somehow better, s
y Somehow worse. My he ?
AR e s i I},, art doesn’t hurt, and I don’t get those moths

Or is your question,
women aren’t as much
They see the man beneath. Of course, I’'m

INT: Are you Invictus?
S: Next question.

INT: It’s only that I’ve heard —
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S: Next question, or I drape your guts like a mink stole across my shoulders. \
INT: What do you think of your clanmates? Of the Nosferatu?

S: Idon’t think much about us. Them, Whatever. We are what we are. Some’11 make a big deal out
of it, like you ean only be a set of things when you’re in this fucked-up family of ours. We’re
all freaks and weirdos, fine. We can’t be members of high society? We can’t be businessmen?
We’re all bat-faced molesters and sleep-eaters who are a1l woe is me, boo-hoo I’'m a monster?
Bull. Shit. We can be whatever we want to be, Too few of us get that. Too many hide in the
shadows, flinching any time a suit walks by. Too many become fragile 1ittle snowflakes or go
the other way and become Trampaging brute thug assholes (1ike that War Pig, once on the leash
of the First Estate, now he’s a mag dog with a frothing muzzle with his chain trailing him).
Garbage, all of it.

INT: But you thrive on being a monster.

S: No, I thrive on the reaction. Some are disgusting because they’re simply disgusting. I’m
disgusting because I love how it knocks others of f their axis. They think that my freakishness
isin my flesh, in me giggling or eating fliesor urging my dry and dusty body to evacuate my
bowels one last time on the dinner table. Whatever gets them to cringe, and recoil and worry
about being somehow contaminated by my presence, is what suits my plans. Because these are
not the things they should be worrying about.”

INT: And why should they worry?

S: Because while they’ve been paying attention to how grotesque I am, while they’ve been
consistently underestimating me, I’ve gone ahead and conquered this city. Or close enough.

INT: How is that?

S: The “reg1” economy is jumpy, like a-rat hit in the ass with a BB from anair rifle. 0il prices

up, the world trembles. Some disaster, oh no, a terrorist attack, ah, the whole thing wobbles,

like it’s balanced on a see-saw. But not my economy. Mine is bound to mortal forces, but more

specifically to the forces of sin and vice and desire, Everybody wants. And they want all the

time. Gas prices skyrocket and people still want their drugs, their whores, their knockoff

handbags — even more than before. Our esteemed society of the Damned ties itself loosely

to some eriminal aspects — dirty real estate deals, maybe, or bank scandals — but they can

still get fucked. Not me. I get paid. And you think it’s not all about money for us, even though !
we’re dead, then you ean go back to thinking the world is flat and Superman will save the

day.

INT: And of course, you sell information,

S:Icallit selling “knowledge.” Soundsofficial. Sound fucking edifying. But yeah. Knowledge
. is power, and power is money.

~ INT: It’s truly all about money for you.

. S: It’s all about money for all of us. Money and blood. Look at it this way, my-new-friend-

. Nicodemus. Money is about the fundamentals, the physical world, the mundane of the mundane.

~ It’sthe blood of the world. He who has it grows fat with power. He who findsits flow staunched |
~ witherslike a grapeona broken vine. Blood is about the... I hesitate to call it the spiritual J
~ side, but it’s damn sure mystical. It’s magie, the blood. It’s not Jjust red. In our dead arteries |
~ flow secrets, gifts, memories, the blessings and curses of outside forces, the dreams and

~ fears of inside forces. Our own damnable minds. Money is the world’s blood. Blood is... well,

~ blood is blood. It’s personal.

. INT: You speak of the mystical. Is that why you are so attracted to prophecy? J

St Who told you that?




INT: In our dead arteries flow secrets.”

S: Fine, don’t say. Yes. I have a predilection toward prophecy. Those who prophesy — eh,
listen. You take a look, right? Look through history. Our history. Cycles, repeated.
Patterns, over and over again. Maybe it’s the blood. An endless stirring of the same events.
Our kind hits certain peaks and valleys. Sometimes we’re high on the hog, cackling and
feeding and boom, we hit a saturation point. And then, just as quick, it all goes to Hell. A
new curse sweeps down on us. Whispers and owls and demons come to cut us out of the tapestry
— a scalpel cutting cancer free from the body. I like prophecy because it tells us what
might be coming down the pike.

INT: And you think we’re hitting another... ¥saturation point?”

S: Could be, rabbit. Could fucking be. That’s why I want those other files or books or whatever
they are. Truth waits within. Get them for me. That’s all I have to say.

And Fhen he s+00d, discarding his plasma bag, and kicked the rat out of his way. He winked
at wme, qnd poinked at his open eye, but Tl never understand why.

Then he was aone, leaving me with wmy wission,

Fixai, Nore

1 do not wish +o defy you, of course. But the urge +o £ind these other compilations s like an
reh in bhe center of wmy back ~ difficult to scrateh, yet sergteh i T must

Don + worry. 1 will not hand thew over 4o the Worm Lord. 1 will deliver them 4o you when 1
am done with thewm, ¢ T end up with anything meaningful.

But wmy curiosity s insgtigble.

Besides, perhaps it shall tell wme: am 1 doing Hhis right, at all? Ts +his even what you seek,

these files, these inberviews and transcriphs?

7
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THE PEAP LIEVTEN ANT

Midnight in the Police Parking Lok, Fwenty yards underaround and wregthed in concrete,

1 make myself visible b the agreed spok, in €ront of ONell, & fat, sweaky young wman n
shirksleeves and shoulder holster, who leqns qaainst 4 pillar. He has that look n his €yes,
that half-crazed, dulled look; W+ tells me hes strung out on the Blood. He sn b Surprised,
though, which suggests +o me that his master has been q nqughty boy.

ONeill leads me across severg| bays of cop cars and waaons. Many of the cars have dents
and scratches, The fluorescent tubes thgt shill work flicker incessantly, creating, now and
then, that effect that T sqw on a4 movie once, where all the movements we make seem o
be a series of shill imaqes.

ONeill akes me to what looks like o waintenance door, and then inko ¢ stairwell. T+ smells
ke o stairwell in g tenement. Like piss and decay. You'd have thought the cops would have
had higher standards. We 40 down the skeps, +o wy surprise, and come out one floor €rom the
very bottowm throush q door whose blue paint 1s more flaked of€ +han not. We walk Hurough
a gray-white corridor, [iF by those same inkermittent fluorescent tubes, The walls give signs
of once having had posters on thew, The doorway at the end of the corridor is impgssable,
blocked by a metal-and-chipboard police desk standing on one of s ends and yammed nko
the doorway at an wmprobable angle. ONelll, unfazed, leads me through o vented mekal ser—
vice d0or and ko o narrow corridor lined with shelves, eqch filled with old bottles of tolet
bleach and floor cleaner, dust-covered faded packets of paper hand-towels. At Hhe end of
his corridor we come out inko o commungl bathroom:; on the other side of which s the door
hat connecks +o the shadowed office of the Dead Lievtenant.

Tt's strangely reminiscent of one of those old noir films, where the Private Dick sits n o
dark smoky office, bands of light coming through chegp venekian blinds, The Deqd Lievten-
ant is not smoking though. He sits, silently, completely still, and he wmakes no move whatso-
ever unkil T am within ben feet of his desk.

T+'s hard 4o look ot him. 1 wmean, not becaquse 1 cant bring myself Yo do i+ or shit like
gk, but becquse you cant look directy at hm; +'s as if your eyes slide off the wan and
Youlre nstead focusing on the wall behind him or on the table, or on the stains on his Fe.

1 think he might look like o widdle~aqed cop stereotype, all heavy—set and jowly and with
the thinning gray—black hair and the lined forenead. T's the picture 1 get in my heqd when
T think about him. But T know Fhat ot the same Fime, he has some chargeteristic that 1
cannot pin down, something that makes him uniquely wrong. Something 1 cannot remember,
even though it lurks in wmy head.

We experience the usual brief pause, as we come 4o grips with the presence of the Blood,
and both having conquered t, we areet each other. 1 remind him why 1 am here, He nods,
says, take o seat. He wotions +o ONell with 4 wave, and a€ts vp and shakes wmy hand g3 ¢

nothing s wrong.



ONeill rummages \n g rust-ridden filing cabinet before coming backy w.% a heqp of files
Fhat he dumps unceremoniously on the desk bebween us, He stands ot Fhe Dead Lievkenant s
side for o wmowment, expecting something. The Dead Lievtenant says, quen? you got po-lice
work +o be doins, son” ONeill, relieved, waddles off, presumably +o do whatever i+ s police de-
bectives do n this city.

So +'s wme and the Dead Lievkenant. He sibs behind the name of Lt Hcklulh,, but that n
Fhe name he uses, qnd WH's not the name he had when he was o dereckive,

Sorry. When he was q fiving detreckive. The police shill have him on their payroll. They have

no record that he ever died. He just works nights now.

Things I Know About the Dead Lieutenant:

* Innarcotics, the Dead Lieutenant is Lt. Wilde. In the Organized Crime Unit, he is Lt. Yeats.
The Dead Lieutenant’s usual names, when working homicide, include 0’Brien, Joyce, Heaney,
and Behan. Given the number of homicide cases with those names attached to them, you’d
think he’s harder-working than anyone else.

* But a disproportionately small number of homicide cases, investigated by one of those
hames, are ever actually solved. And this is of course deliberate. He explains to me that as
a contractor to the Prince (he refers to Our August Leader as a “client,” nothing more) he
often gets hired to clean up messes. And what better way to clean up a mess done by one of
us than to take over the homicide investigation, send it down the wrong track, and either
frame someone or, easier, get it so hopelessly compromised that it goes cold? Through this,
he makes himself an essential part of Kindred society, even though by his own admission
he has very 1little to do with that society. Elders have aceidents too, and a great deal of
embarrassment can be averted with a simple cover-up. On the other hand, while a neonate
might not be able to afford the Dead Lieutenant’s prices, his sire or some higher up cog in
the machinery of social undeath certainly can. So the mentor buys the Dead Lieutenant’s
obfuscatory services, and the careless neonate is in hock for a very long time. If the Dead
Lieutenant didn’t exist, the hierarchy would have had to invent him.

* He is very busy. Not that he really cares much about the status quo beyond its ability to
provide him with money and favors. This is speculation, but it seems to me that he still
genuinely loves police work. Whether upholding the law or subverting the law, the Dead
Lieutenant dedicates most of his time to being involved with the every-night mechanics of
the law.

* Heis, however, still a dead Lieutenant, and dead 1ieutenants still have to hide the fact that
they’re dead. He cemented his power base early on, like a virus, binding or scaring high-ups
into submission without ever compromising himself. Or so the story goes. Suffice to say,
ho one in the City Police Department becomes Lieutenant, Major, Captain or Commissioner
without him knowing about it and directly or indirectly approving of it. He has more ghouls
and slaves in the department than most of the city’s Ventrue elders have across the whole
domain. It all comes back to him.

Rumors I Have Heard About the Dead Lieutenants

* On the other hand, a fair number of the Kindred who know about him and use his services
reckon that no one vampire could be that busy. He does seem to have the knack of being in
about six places at once. An elder calls him about an unfortunate corpse on the other side
of the city, and the Dead Lieutenant’s there in ten minutes. Either he ean teleport, or those
six names belong to six different vampires, albeit vampires with similar enough heritage
to be indistinguishable from each other, thanks to the odd sensation the viewer has of
being unable to look straight at him. Or them.
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* A corollary to th that it’s just too convenient for the Dead Lieutenant to have all
this power and all the connections, and yet for him to be entirely not bothered with the
mechanies of Kindred power. He’s a vampire, for Christ’s sake. Vampires want to take over.
They want control. They don’t sit in their own little kingdoms waiting to be told what to do.
And elders don’t let vampires 1ike him Just exist without taking precautions. Someone has

the upper hand in this relationship. It’s nowhere near as amicable as people seem to think
it is.

The flipside viewpoint comes from those who reckon it’s all bullshit, and that
notwithstanding his much-vaunted powers of obfuscation, the Dead Lieutenant doesn’t
actually have any clout at all. He doesn’t do much of anything for his money. He just sits
there and lets his police colleagues (who are really just his herd) do all the work, and he
knows they’re never going to solve the “murders” he’s supposedly covering up. They’re a
police department! Competence is not generally a police characteristic.

But yet another theory has it that he’s neither an all-powerful keeper of the spider-web

nor is he just a schmucks he’s just a clever, lucky vampire who knows when something needs
fixing and when something doesn’t.

LT' I was al“la} sa cop‘ GOOd police as the§ sa}‘ liaIIied to tlle jOb' Iiic}:ed tlle bOtbls’ y CII:Ed 13
9
ur .

know how hard that is?

INT: No.
LT: Pretty fucking hard, I can tell you.
(pause)

%+ 1ike me much. So I ended up in the middle of this drug case. Big case.
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INT: OK. So what’s TWILIGHT?
LT: Fucked if I know.

INT: OK.

LT: But the Arnheim case, yeah?

INT: It seems obvious now.

LT: That was the case I was working on. And I was the Lieutenant in charge. They were saying,
“watch this guy.”

INT: And “PS/ENE”?

LT: Well, I have a pretty good idea that’s some sort of a code for “vampire.” ‘Course I didn’t know
that straight away.

(pause)

LT: Asked a few discreet questions. Nothing. So I looked at it up and down and finally came to the
conclusion that the corner of Maple and 12th was going to be my next port of call.

INT: With an ARU?

LT: No fucking way. Didn’t have that kind of clout. Pulled in some favors, checked out a shotgun
and headed down to scope the place out.

(pause)

LT: Spent most of the afternoon there. Waited long after it got dark. Think it was about two, three
in the morning and I was just about ready to go home. Car pulls up. Guy in it? Sean Arnheim.

INT: I mean, I know who he is, but to you he was... top dog of the gang, right?

LT: Yeah. Big man. Owned a strip club, half-dozen laundromats, used auto lot, licensed casino.
Didn’t have his name on any of them. The laundromats weren’t the only thing doing laundry, you
know what I’m saying?

INT: Smart guy.

LT: Hard man to touch. So here he is going into the back door of this boarded-up warehouse at 3am?
‘Course I’m going to check it out. '

(pause)

LT: Little bit more watching, and I figure out they have a guard on the door. Decided that the best
thing to do was to come back in the morning and plant some mikes.

INT: OK. So the Department backed you up?

LT: No. First problem was, I took some pictures, right? They didn’t come out. I mean, they came out,
but Arnheim didn’t show up in them.

INT: Of course.

LT: Couldn’t convince anyone who mattered that I’d seen the fucker. Boys in the squad agreed, but
the DA? Guy who had to sign the authorization? Put yourself in my shoes. What you going to do
about that?
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INT: You faked the papers and went and did it yourself.
LT: I did indeed. It was illegal. But I just wanted the investigation over and done with. The wires
were illegal. Couldn’t use them in court. But shit like that can be fixed. And if this blew up in
my face, I’d be double fucked and no mistake. Couldn’t get any of the boys involved in it with good
conscience. So it was just me.

f/’—::ﬁ

(pause)
LT: Biggest fucking mistake I ever made.
INT: So what happened?

LT: About ten in the morning, went inside. Picked the padlock on the door, waltzed right in, waved
around a flashlight, smelled something really weird. Followed my nose, and walked right into
Sean Arnheim. Standing there in the dark, waiting for me. With about three or four of his homeboys.
Motherfucker saw me the night before. Knew I was coming back. Had the time to wait.

INT: And this was when he... turned you?

LT: In a manner of speaking. Kept me tied up for about three days. Just giving me drinks of blood
mixed with coke. Made me dependent on him. Sosuddenly I’m working really hard on the investigation
again. Except I’m not. I’'m planting evidence. And moving it and destroying it.

(pause)
LT: Thought I was going completely crazy.
INT: How long —

LT: About three months. Never got caught. But the blood fucked with my head, you know? Like I
wanted to do whatever Arnheim said. Even when it was tearing down everything that ever mattered
‘ to me and shitting on the pieces. I hated that fucker. But I couldn’t do anything about it. He had
me. And the more I did for him, the more I didn’t care, and the more the motherfucker had on me.

(pause)

LT: After a while, he decided I wasn’t useful as his bitch anymore. He called me out to this dump for
a meeting. Pointed a .45 at me. Shot me in the head. Left me there.

Must have been a few hours later, after Arnheim’s gone, some vile smelling cocksucker with one eye
comes out from under the junk and decides he’s going to bring me back. Fucker had a grudge against
Arnheim, see. Thought I’d help him out. Gave me some rats to drink from, explained what his plan
was in some sort of sorry way.

(pause)

LT: Fucking loser. Didn’t have a hope. Came up with the plot on the spur of the moment. Was about
ten minutes before he found out his 1ittle plan wasn’t going to work. Never even learned his name.
Motherfucker turned his back on me and I took his head clean off with a piece of scrap metal.

(pause)
LT: Bad enough being Arnheim’s bitch. Sure as hell wasn’t going to be one for some bum.
INT: So the Vinculum —

LT: I don’t rightly know. Don’t think it was gone then. But I didn’t feel the same way about the
motherfucker as I did when I was alive.

INT: This was ten years ago. When Arnheim had his —
LT: Accident. Except it wasn’t.
INT: Did you... ?

LT: No. He still had me fucked. I couldn’t help it. Turned up at his door 1like a fucking puppy, and
\ he thought it was fucking hilarious. And I did what I was told. Only at night.

INT: So how did he... ?

LT: Not sure. But I think that whoever it was gave me that piece of paper that got me fucked in the
‘ first place didn’t go away. They were watching me. And when they’d seen enough, they stepped in,
three motherfuckers with riot gear and fucking enormous rifles and took him out.

‘ (pause)
W LT: I saw it.
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TTINT You were there? — Al

LT: Yeah. They came out of nowhere. White unmarked van. Three fuckers in riot masks. One, two,
three, flamethrowers, Arnheim’s ash. Took about as long as it took me to tell you. And two of them
are scraping up the ashes and the third motherfucker is looking right at me.

INT: But you got away.

LT: No. Fucker raises his gun, pulls the trigger. Next thing I know, I’'m in the basement of the
police department working a night shift. Three nights later.

INT: So what happened?
LT: I reckon the fuckers tagged me.
INT: What?

LT: It was like about two nights later. And I was getting on with police work. Scratched my neck.
Like I used to when I was alive. Still had the habits back then. But suddenly, back of my neck feels
wrong. Like there’s something hard just under the skin. I ean move it with my fingernail.

(pause)
LT: Went and got a knife, dug the fucker out. Little black box with a microchip in it.
INT: What did you do?

LT: Took it to the precinct kitchen. Put it in the microwave. Thirty seconds on full. That was
that.

(pause)

LT: Still. I figure they know where I am.

(pause)

LT: They’re waiting for me to start screwing around with the police work more than I do.
(pause) Clean Skreets

LT: Last time a dealer turned up on my turf, I went and found the fucker and told him where to go.
(pause)

LT: And of course the 1little cocksucker is all, “You can’t do shit,” so I did the voice.
INT: Aagh! Shit! Shit!

(pause)

INT: Sorry.

LT: Hah. Pussy. But the little fucker shit himself too and went back to his boss, and the boss didn’t
believe a word of it. Inevitably.

INT: So he sent in the big boys?

LT: Bigger boys. Three boys. Didn’t even have to talk to them. Gave them the voice, too. Scared them
half to death.

(pause)

LT: So they send new boys to hang out outside my apartment. They don’t know I’m in the basement.
Tore all but one of them to pieces. Took six bullets. Sent their faces back to their boss in an
evidence baggie, carried by the one I let walk away.

INT: That can’t have scared them off.
LT: No. But it did send a message.
(pause)

LT: Dealer or gangster boy comes on my turf, me or one of mine’11 fuck them so hard, they’11 never
walk again. If they’re lucky.

We keep these streets clean for decent folk.
(pause)
LT: Because decent folks make the best meals.
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This house smells of pig fat, pig blood.
The family who dwells here is thankfully too
frightened—like little mice, or roaches that
flee from the light—to come for my blood,
even though that’s what they are. Addicts to
what lurks within us. It has paralyzed them.
Their clothing doesn’t match this era; the
smell of mothballs and mold is pervasive,
clinging to the house and mixing with the
odor of the rendering plant down the road.
I constantly hear the squeal of hogs, some at
the moment of being butchered, their cries
cut short.

Grigor Swancott lies in a clawfoot tub in the
basement of this old house, his body curled up
like a dead insect in the porcelain. The tub
itself is etched with lines of coal, various veves
and mandalas and strange homespun Aexes.
Beeswax candles, mercifully unlit, surround
the tub, as do garlands of dead grave flowers.
Those smells contribute, too—an underlying
sweetness that is sickening,.

The Worm Lord did not tell me that Swan-
cott would be torpid.

This family, the Gravenors, they must feed
from him. Drifting my hand across his desic-
cated skin, I feel the chew holes, where their
teeth have bitten and ripped to suck his juices
into their eager mouths.

And he is supposed to aid me?

I set the instrument down by the tub. This
is the Glass Armonium, and the Worm Lord
is responsible for its delivery into my hands. I
let my hands drift over the glass curves and
ridges. Nothing happens. I press my finger-
tips to it; is this how one plays an Armonium?
Still nothing happens.

I hear shuffling upstairs. Feet sliding along
carpets. Boards squeaking.

. An idea strikes me: I take my fingertips and
' [ drag a tooth along each, opening it the way

Wa scalpel might lance a boil. I urge the Blood

‘to the digits, so it wets the tips.
Then I try.



I run the moistened fingers along the glass.

I do not hear the music, but I can feel it.

It reverberates within me. A melody dreadful to my ears, beautiful to my bones. It hits
notes that bore into my marrow.

And then everything changes.

The walls of the cellar shudder and then fall away, as if pulled by ropes into darkness. I
see eyes, pink and red, gleaming at me from the shadows. White forms squirm and shuffle
beyond the veil, writhing closer, shouldering for prominence.

Swancott is moving.

Maggots. An army of them within his body. They flee his skin like rats bailing from a
sinking ship. But they do not leave his flesh. No; I hear them, biting into his skin.

And they enliven him, for but a moment.

I dare not stop playing; I spit more blood into the glass to keep the song sickly sweet.

Swancott jerks up out of the tub like a puppet. He tilts his head to leer at me, at the
Armonium. His eyes crunch and flake when he blinks.

“You've learned how to play the awful thing,” he whispers, an unsteady hiss.

“What is it?” I ask him.

“It is the heart of one of the Strangers. The Lurkers, the Watchers Beyond the Door.”

“The Hidden Ones,” I venture.

His skin ruptures and suppurates as he nods.

The shapes, pale and serpentine, writhe in the shadows.

“It stirs things it should not within the flesh of others,” Swancott says. “I fear it. Its song
is so beautiful, I cannot stop listening to it, but I must. I zusz.”

I know then what could happen, should the music continue. The creatures would come
closer. They would take us away with them. To do what, I do not know. Breed with us,
eat us, make us their kings, make us their slaves. Perhaps if I was allowed to keep playing
I could bust down the doors between worlds forever and permanently, and these awful
leeches, these beautiful serpents, these long-forgotten gods would take residence in our
world. I think to stop. I think, relax your fingers, stop playing. But I cannot.

Swancott mouths, “No,” over and over again.

The shapes swell into the room. Like tumors bulging in slow motion, a cancer grow-
ing.

I do not want this, and yet I do.

Blessedly, I have no choice in the matter.

Suddenly I am wrenched from the instrument. Forced from it by a swarm of Gravenors,
biting and kicking at me; they believe I have threatened their torpid master—who now
slumps back into the tub, slumbering once more, the maggots retreating back into the
many bite holes in his flesh. They think to bleed me, to feed me to their supine patron,
but I merely need to turn to them and show my true face, the face of horror with eyes of
blackblood and redtongue and worldend and they gasp and cover their faces in horror;
some flee, some drop and weep.

I gather the Armonium to my chest, and I leave. This is what will help me procure the
other texts? It all seems needless. And yet, overkill can be so sweet.
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Vixtok TRePAN, THE WAR Fi6
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1 stand n 4 hallway £ull of weqpons. A fire ax legns asainst q nearby doorframe, Lay~
g aqaainst gqn old iron radigtor are ot least o dozen quns, all longarms, their barrels resting
cqsuglly n the radigtor grooves, kn old wooden crate sits on g chair whose seqt has been long
broken, qnd nside this crate wait arenades, qnd upon i+s side s writken something in Chinese
or, perhaps, Viebngmese,

A pawr of shouls passes me, Eqch wmumbles o the other 45 they pass. They see some swmilarity
n me, perhgps, One nods with his head, the other with the shokaqun held n his bense orip.

1 cannot say where tais hallway s, for some information must not be shared. But some will
be shared, and shared ot the behest of the taraet 1 come +o see today: Vikbor Trepan, War
Pig of the Nosfergtu.

Trepan, Twm told, \s happy +0 have his story told “happy being q relative term, one sup-
poses, awven that no story of Wm ever describes the wman emitting anything close +o wirth
or conkentedness, He has always been q brute, o thug, g berserker hurricgne whose flesh s
a force of broken nature that once was divected only by the hands of the elibe. Where the
vampire aristocrats pointed, Trepan wenk, his bare hands ready Yo wake bonemeal from who-
ever st00d n his way. Things changed, though. Something earned the re of those aristocrats,
or perhaps & was swmply the way thewr loyalbies shift ke 4 wind coming of€ an uncertain
seq. They turned on him, They sought +o have him destroyed. They did not know what they
were dealing with, b seems,

knd now, n the span of a year 4 short kime for us, s shork Yo some 45 4 minuke or five
1 +o wmost wmorkal creqtures he hgs qmassed g swmall army with q massive cache of weapons.
More waportantly, W's not yust about the army, s about the verve with which they follow
bhe self-proclamed War ?\5.\‘ They have grown weary with what seems gn eterngl discon-
kent; the system hgs them mired, the blood hgs arown thick and flows all-too-slowly (when +
flows at all), and they see Trepan as an nstrument of chanae.

1€ he is successful, he will be that nskrument. But not o precise inskrument. Trepan s no
scalpel. Hes not even the brash Swinging of q sledgehqmmer or the wide blgst pattern of o
shotqun. No. Trepan is as precise as an earthquake; he has as fine o point and edge as one
buillding crashing into gnother, His assault will be 45 clumsy as g bus crash or the collapse of
an overpass, but clumsy does not equate with ineffective. 1€ successtul, he will be quite ef-
fective. The change he seeks will come, becquse all that will be left s gshes qnd rubble. He
and his disenfranchised sycophants the ones who do not perish n the gssault  will be left
standing amid the bones qnd foq.

1 do not yet know \f they will let me speak with the War Pia. They seek ¥o protect him,
of course. T+ all makes tais information-finding mission q bit troublesome; while they are free
with information, much of i} seems propaganda. SHil. T hope +o sit with him, His world s not
the nsular world of the Worw Lord; Hhis is not the subkerrgnean kingdom in which our kind
s kind. No. The War Pig lurks upon the surface world, an insurrection forming in our wmidst,

Speaking +o him s dangerous, this T know. 1 am ready.



Things I Know About the War Pig:

« As one of the Prince’s bounty hunters, the War Pig’s own blood hunts have gained some

notoriety. He has personally corralled a number of “high-profile” criminals against the
Traditions: the Draugr Lord Djokovic, the Blood Cult of Saint Chrysos, and the Subway
Killer (Phoenicia Coy).

The War Pig is utterly blind. His eyes are little more than dry stones in the sockets. Some
have speculated that they are dry stones, plucked from a riverbed, bound in leather, and
shoved into the cavernous sockets that sit in his mauled face.

The War Pig has funding from another notorious warlord, one whom Trepan may idolize or
even model himself after given enough time: a Colonel Gabriel DiTillo. It is said that the
weapons that wait before me here come in part from DiTillo, who is also funneling money
and other resources to this ragtag army of insurrectionists.

"~ Rumors I Have Heard About the War Pig:

+ Speculation runsrampant that he belongs toa distant bloodline renowned for its blindness:

the Baddacelli. They are also, however, well-known for their mimetic skills, which casts
some doubt upon the theory in my eyes. As noted, Trepan is not precisely savvy or clevers; he
is a blunt force instrument. He compensates for blindness with other preternaturally sharp
senses. His sense of smell, for instance, is almost legendary. But none of the stories speak
of him being able to change his voice or shift his appearance or anything of that sort.I
am therefore almost wholly assured that he could not belong to that 1ineage. Furthermore,
I’ve never even met one of that blood, so they may not even truly exist at all.

The stories of Trepan’s identity before his Embrace run the gamut. One version claims he’s
truly ancient, a relic from nights past who has lost most of what he was to the thieving
mists of torpid memory. Others say he’s curiously young (which then ascribes him a certain
dynamism, for only the young are surely capable of swift change and momentous rebellion,
or so that theory goes). One story stands out in its repetition among his “soldiers.” They
claim Trepan returned from serving as a human soldier in World War II, perhaps American,
perhaps Polish or Russian or even Greek. But something happened that ruined his face,
disfiguring him mightily. Shrapnel, perhaps, from a grenade or a burst canister. Thus was
he made hideous before his transformation into one of the Haunted.

An apocryphal story, one that can find no confirmation beyond the telling, but one that
theoretically answers what it was that turned high society against him, is as follows:
Trepan discovered that the Prince was himself serving a far older creature, possibly the
Prince’s own sire (thought to be long-gone, turned to dust centuries before). It is said that
some true monsters among us have found a way to go on existing without giving into the
inevitable drag of one’s Blood towards rest, and in staying awake and alert beyond any
slumber find powers undreamt of by the ordinary Damned. Trepan, according to nameless
whispers, witnessed the Prince sucking at one of his sire’s diabolical teats (his or her
chest 1ined with many nipples, most of them given to the Devil himself, or, so those whispers
assert). Trepan, dutiful, did not blanch and promised the Prince that this information
would not escape his 1ips. After all, he was blind and “saw” nothing. The Prince agreed, but
paranoia is a constant plague on our dead minds. He decided that Trepan could not be trusted
with such a grave secret. He concocted some story — and manufactured evidence, most surely
— and presented it to the Primogen. Convinced that Trepan was a danger, they opted to have
him destroyed. In doing so, they may have signed their own final death warrants...

War s wholly unlike diplomacy or polibics becquse i+ wust be ¢ou5h+ by wmen whose values qnd skills are

not those of politicians or diplomats, They are those of a world apart, a very ancient world, which exists
n parallel with the everyday world but does not belong 4o k.~ John Keegan, & H]sl'on of Warfare
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Wy He Is What HE I

Trepan has q biographer. Stranage, aiven the reclusiveness not only of our species n a€nergl
but our clan n particular. That 5414, Trepan s now breaking all the rules, His threat +o the
eskablishment s well-documented. He s not being quiet, or rather, his qrmy doesnt keep quiet.
SHIl no telling i theyll lek wme geb past
them to sit with hiwm,

For now, his so—-cqlled Ublosrc‘pher“ will
have +o do, Meet Artemis Tremayne.
Nosferatu without sender. Adnerent

bo the Mgang Mater. Rabid what s
the word? Fashionista. Yes, T wmet
Tremayne briefly a week prior, Tall,
bald. S0 Hhin thgt the skin is IitHe
wmore than wax papér vacu—segled bo
bhe skeleton. Long fur coat like arwor,
and nothing else worn. 1 qsked the
creqhure qbout ks Erightening thin-
ness, and Aotemiss rESPONSE WQS SIM—
ely, \‘Anorex\q s hot right now.

This is o piece from the purported
biography. I hesitate to yudae, 45 i
seems my role +o be wparkial, but 1
do not think Tremayne a parkicularly
aifted writer. T+ reads wmore g5 pro-
pasganda than anything approaching
able yournalism, T+ is telling, though.
Some debails about Trepan arise that
1 4id not know before. And, i§ Hais
article proves qnything, W+'s that he
s amqassing not yust an arwmy, but g
cult of personality. He is their sav-

0r, o wmonstrous redeemer.



K quick note: o copy of Hhis
“qu-'|cle“ n ks zine form
was found rolled vp n the
back pocket of a sansbanaer
down n Fishbown. This means,
a) s possible the War Pig
now has o workal conkingent
and b) the Mgsquerade frac-
tures. This will soon come *o
h—— a head.

Tng Trurs ABort WAK F16s

War elephants, used most famously by Hannibal of Carthage, saw their earliest use in Tndig

as charging Framplers, massive juaaernauts of leather and muscle that could break the enemy
ranks or crush an advancing wilitia. Crude. But effective.

Use of the war elephant continued on nko thelSth century. While & was aunpowder that
finally brought the usefulness of such begsts +o aqn end (a well-placed cannon shot wmade quike
the mess of such 4 creature; one can only imagine the monskers auts rushing from g rough
hole in iks aristly belly), many tried different kackics through the ages +o stop the Frampling
march of the elephants,

knd so you £ind the wmarch of the pigs, instead. Incendiary pigs, or ‘war pigs, ackually. The
enemy, be they those of Megara or those of Roome, would kake the Pias and cover thew in
pitch, tar, or olive oil. They might te sharp weapons +o the swine: broken speqrs, chipped
knives or short swords, or perhaps yust a wmish-mash of wooden splinters. Then they would
fight the anmals on firve,

The flaming pigs would be shepherded toward the enemy n particular, the qpproaching army
of elephants, Elephants, you see, are as loathe of pigs as they are of mice. T+'s the squeal, 1
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wagine, The shriek of o terrified pig excuse wme, o terrified pig on fire wust be g fright-
ening thing for the eqrs +o take in. The pigs would barrel toward the elephants. The war
elephants would buck and lose their riders, then often turn back to the wilitigmen behind
hewm and crush the soldiers beneath thewr panicked stampede. Th seems Yoo simple o strat-
€qy becquse plainly, W+ is.

The pias would often return to the army from whence they came, you see, K burning hog
cannot be commanded; i+ thinks only of the fire that secems to endlessly pursue & 45 its
hide sizzles. knd so H«eY'J barrel back toward thewr own ranks. Pikeh would wipe of€ on the
armor of the Roman or Megaran soldiers, and with the pikch came swiftly the flame, cook-
ng them n their suitbs, AV\Y sharp wplements bound +o the swine were often ot yust the
right level to slash the leqs, hobbling the victims,

War pigs were only so useful, then, Herein lies o wmessage, thouah, doesnt W7 Vikbor Trepan
1S 0Ur Own war pig, the equivalent of 4 rampasing swine set aflame by a callous army of
the Damned who thinks Fself so clever. knd now the hog all tusks and knives and rippling
fire has returned bo ks keepers, cutbing through the ranks. Burning. Slashing. Squealing.

Our kind by which 1 mean all Kindred, not merely the Haunts so often creates our own

enemies, our own wmonsters. Vikkor is one such creation. T almost feel bad for him,

W sy Trey FoLLow HIM



This man, Hussen, 1s not one of us. But he does belong o the War Pia. K man like Hus-

sen s not the type T would expect to follow the War Pig, but therein lays Trepans obvious
abilities; much of his qrmy comprises such disparate persongs. They follow him blindly ironic,
awven that he himsel€ 1s blind  and they cling Yo him with glmost religious devotion, He has
not enslaved them with his blood. He's enslaved thew with his deas. His indignation, yOU S€E€, |5
porent. His angér s palpable. Our blood \s cold most of the Fime but it can be stirred Yo great
heat, like water left long on 4 boil, or 4 cyst on the skin left o swell and selit and pop. When
the War Pig Finally q0es on the war path, he will have gn army whose most elemental wegpon
15 the righteous fury & carries,

Here, T ask Ewmil Hussein why he follows the War Pia. Ewil's not hard +o reqd. Hes expres—
sive, anmated, his long limbs qnd arinning wouth do litkle +o conceal his emotions, 1 cqnnot

dekail those here, though, 50 his words wmust do yustice.




W no ARE WES

1 found Zeldg Finch on

the €ive escape whething

a slaughterhouse knife

hooked, the blade made for
drawing qcross the throgt
of o beast while stand-
ing behind i+ on g slab

of stone. Unlike Hussen,
Finch is one of us, pale and
as swmall and qvign qs her
NGME SUugq€sts,

She didnt have wuch to
say, but she shill was clear
on why she stands behind
Trepan.




THE SECRET ROMIRER
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While +s painfully clear that the War Pig s without nuance, some of his army reputedly 2 A\

N9

picks uvp the slack where his own cunningness £4ils Yo manifest. Case in point, o prebty named N :
)

Ddack Nasty, Succubus extraordingive. Jack Nasty 1s an Invickus harpy, the owner of the De- 3 *

yune Gallery down on Galloway. Everything aqbout him sugaests that he is o dyed-in—the-wool '.,‘g%\_
)

devotee of the First Estate, a capikalist sycophant with o love of woney and status qnd an =N

even greqrer apprecigtion of the power those wo things bring when working in tgndem,

But so often with our kind, the Fruth is buried not n one arave, but several. T+ was whis-

pered Yo me that 1 should find o way Yo communicate with Jack, and so 1 4d that very
Hing. As W Furns out, this Tavietus proselyte s no such thing. He has been denied access to

anything above his stakion Fume qfter Fume, and he feels that because of his sexval legnings
he continues +o bang his heqd on some manner of “slqss ce'.!'ms,“

ks « result, he feeds intelligence o the army of the War Pia. Intelligence tagt hasn ¥ vet

been acted vpon, but is reporkedly being kept close, stored quay unkil i+ can all be used in one
€ell swoop. The “4-eqr'm5 down of the world” that we hear 50 wmuch about.

1 4id not have much tme with Jqck, and his words are even wmore brief than what we hegrd
from Zelda Finch. But here they are, nevertheless,

Ll

Why HELL WiIN

The lebber below was sent ko wme, anonymously. T have W on 4004 quthoriby that tais is
avthentic, and that & comes from q respected but not lofhily elevated member of the local

Invictus contingent. This person is not necessarily n leaque with the Prince. He or she is, n

fact not well~reqarded by the Prince, \§ the stories hold +rue. SHll. Take & with o arain of
salt, yes?

Y3



A NonyMove LETTER
‘ Nic:

| An associate of mine told me you're taking a good long look at the War

. Pig situation. I'm surprised you know about it, but maybe I shouldn't be. We

| thought we were keeping this shit under wraps. I guess things have a Way of
. bubbling back up. Sometimes we're so out of touch with anything outside of

| us [read: "beneath us") that we're dancing away and congratulating one anoth=
| er while the Red Death rages on outside. Tell me you've read Poe? Of course
u've read Poe, what am I thinking?

'm worried. I'm super-crazy-fucking-worried. Why? You're like Franken-
s, Jyou people. The monster, not the doctor. A whole army of nasty hiding
| in the~“dark. And Trepan? He's the King Frankenfuck, a murderous brute thug.

| Here's where the metaphor or the simile or whatever starts to gain ground -

\ we made Trepan what he is. Oh, yeah. It's like that shit with the terrorists,
| how they know the things that they know because the United States Government
\ showed them - well, we created anthrax, we gave the terrorists the bomb, we

| gave the monkey the handgun, we gave Trepan all he needs to tear us into

. bloody ribbons.

| Why did we do that? Because we constantly underestimate you people. That's

. your strength. We dismiss you. We assume that you're weak freaks or dumb

| bullies. And so when we think we can civilize one of you, we do. Oh, how we

| congratulated ourselves with Trepan. Holy shit! What a monster! What an egre-
| gious, hideous weapon of war! Golf-claps all around. He's ours. He's on our

| clock, our leash! Our brilliance 1is without end. It has an end though. It has
| a terrible end, with the War Pig’s snaggled fangs at our throats.

| Trepan knows everything. You think he hasn't been to some of our havens,

| taking instruction? He knows where we meet. Whnere we feed. He doesn't know

| this because he's smart - though that he may be - he knows it all because we
| put it in his hands. Surely, by civilizing him, he'd thank us, kiss our per-

| fectly-sculpted toenails, compliment us on how our shit don’'t stink?

| We. Are. Fucking. Dead. Double-dead. Double-dog-headless-dead.

| Two things, then. First, how'd this happen? I do not know. I know that the

| Prince betrayed him somehow, for some reason. Trepan maybe saw something he
| wasn't supposed to ("saw" being a relative term, I guess, given those shriv-

| eled fig eyes), or maybe one of the Prince's gaggle of cackling bitches made

| fun of Trepan one too many times and the Prince decided he wasn't going to

| lose favor by daring to keep such an ogre on his payroll. Whatever did 1it,

| done it. Princey tried to nave Trepan whacked, two, maybe three times. That
ended poorly.

And now we've all got to make peace Wwith.. well, nobody, because we'll never
make peace.

Please, please, please, this is the second thing: save me. Save my dumb,
ignorant ass. You're investigating Trepan? You get a sit down with him, you
tell him, we're not all against him. He makes a move, we'll.. well, we can't
nelp him. If it shakes out the wrong way, that'll be worse for us than any-
thing. But there's a good nandful of us who are more than willing to stand
out of the way, maybe go into hiding for a couple weeks. Let me know when
1t's sbout to hit. You can trust me. We'’ll be ghosts. Poof. Gone. Please.

I fucking beg you.

-anon




W ny Tris Is Not
Wm#@m PRECEPENT

1 do recognize that this file \s about Vikkor Trepan, and 1 assure you, & skl \s, Here, how-
ever, we take q moment Fo meet with one of the librarign tharglls of The Cqecilian, the Worm
Lord's eskeemed Archivist. They have q depth of nformation that may help us with context,
and in our seemingly endless Reiu\ems, conkext is everything, Without conkext, one s just g

monsker from night o night. With context, our monstrousness loses human shape.

i

S—

From Librarian Vignoles

INT: You have something for me?

Librarian Vignoles (LV): Yes, the Archivist
directed this information be sent to you when
he heard of your most recent profiling effort.
The War Pig seems unique, and of course, in a
modern context, he is. Mm, but this element of
our clan rising up and taking control is not
without precedent. Consider first the tale
of Zosimos, one of our kind who, according to
our archives, helped inspire the Ionian Revolt
- against the Persians.

INT: Tonian Revolt?

LV: The Persian Empire’s control of Greece in
Asia Minor and Cyprus was alarmingly complete.
Persia wasa dominating power with the crushing
threat of a heavy stone, the suffocating potency
of a swift flood. The islands of the Aegean Sea
revolted against their Persianmasters,and this
insurrection began upon the island of Naxos,
home to Zosimos, purported to either bea childe
or grandchilde to one of the earliest Brothers
Worm. He was not a creature of disease, as some
of us were, but a creature of the tunnels, of the
copper mines and doubly ancient catacombs.

INT: Why would he stir the humans to rebel?
That seems strange.

LV: It is, but you must realize that those of our
kind back then did little to hold onto their
humanity. They were considered above humans as
divine or below them as beasts and demons. The
Persians held their Damned as divine, and the
humans were allowed a measure of interaction
with these purported divinities. The Damned
of the Persians were known as Satraps — not
human governors, as the title suggests, but
the guardians of territories, the so-called
“territories of blood.” For each human satrap
there waited one that was not human. The
Damned Satrap of Naxos is thought to have been
a hedonist, known as the Satrap Caspar (to what
lineage he belonged remains something of a




e
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A'stery; while some 'agi‘ee that he was a seducer, at least one source actually indicates that
" he was of our own brood, an element that the Archivist believes must be propaganda from
centuries past). Caspar was not kind to the Ionian Damned; he visited upon them what were
called the Limitless Torments, which truly only came thrice a night, but that was three
times too many. :

INT: And Zosimos rebelled against this, I take it. I also assume it did not go so well?

LV: It went quite well. At first. Here. This is a page from a tragedy written by the poet
Pamphilos, friend of Phrynichus (the former may have been one of us, may have been a thrall,
; or may have simply been a casual observer to the occurrences upon Naxos and Miletus as
 they happened). The play is sometimes known as “The Unbound Worm.” This piece here takes

' place just after Zosimos has ended Caspar’s Requiem by beheading him.

Our Masks: Comedy and Trasedy

ks yOU May know, our kind s quite
steeped n the theatrical Fraditions. 1
know of at least three troupes of no-
wmadic Worms who put on thegter for the
Princes and Primogen. They produce tales
Erom tae wyths of the Damned, generally

bragic with all the haunts wearing masks
made of a0ld, bone, wood or skin, Kiso vsed
are the black boots, the kothorngi, dedicat—
g Us g5 the fiaures meant to translate such
braaedy o the masses,
But do not think us without our com—
edies, Yoo remember, the Dawmned qre q
cruel sork and are glad +o lqugh at the
misfortune of others, The wise among us
know not +o pick scabs and play com-
edies that would dare to wmock those
speckators \n gtrendance, and insteqd
make humilighion of those the qudience
counts g5 adversaries, [+ 1s ‘oo eqsy,
though, o remain unaware of buried
loyalties or secret glliances. One troupe,
the Thorn qnd Briar quYers, 44 not
know that the comedy they had writken
wocking o cerkain embarrgssment to
the Lords, an elder gqnd long=gone ool by the name of Rooderick the Devil (Fhis epithet beng
wronic and q wockery n Wself) would ouch on such g nerve. See, the Prince counted among
his [ineqqe not Rooderick, but Rooderick's lover, a one Miss Borsika Brosca. Embarrgssment
ensued. ks did bhe removal of Fhe hands of tae comeJYls writer the stumps charred so that

4o they would not so sw‘&Hy be remade by the living Blood.
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%/z You said thisisa tragedy. So this did not end well. T,

LV: No, and such is the theme of many such Nosferatu uprisings. In this instance, Zosimos pairs with the tyrant
Aristagoras, the latter of whom betrays his Persian masters and gets the citizens to support him — Zosimos
simultaneously mounts the downtrodden Damned to his cause. A1l spurred on by Zosimos’s destruction of
Caspar, of course. Inevitably, the Ionian Revolt fails. Contrary to the history penned by mortals, Aristagoras
did not die in Thrace upon the shores of the Strymon River, but instead he is Embraced — by one of Caspar’s
childer, Dastan. It is Aristagoras, then, who destroys and consumes the heart’s blood of Zosimos.

LV: Mm. Also worth mentioning, the Dog Men of the Chichimec, a centuries-long pairing of both Haunts
and Savages (and some say rather unusual bloodlines resulted from this long mingling) that had
established something of a symbiosis with the Chichimec.

INT: The Chichimec?

LV: Contemporaries of the Aztees. The symbiosis was a result of a sharing of blood and of foods the
humans willingly sacrificed their blood (and sometimes, their women) to the Dog Men. The Dog Men in
return did the bulk of the huntings they were able to bring down game with alarming skill given the

_ preternatural abilities of our kind. The Dog Men and the Chichimee were the ones to mount resistance
against the Spaniards in the 16t Century — of course, eventually Cortes won. And he enslaved the
Chichimee and their Dog Men in the mines. Our own portion of the Dog Men disappeared, said to be
“called into the deep” of the mines by voices whispering to them.

INT: The Hidden Ones?

LV: If they exist, then maybe.

INT: But the Savages of the Dog Men, they did not disappear?

LV: No. Their bloodlines still dwell in Mexico, admittedly in lesser numbers.

INT: Certainly there must be good news? Some possibility for success? Our kind cannot be ineluctably
doomed to a bitter and brutal end when the time comes for us to stand up to oppressors. Or does fate
truly have its hands around our throats?

LV: In the Second World War, there was an uprising stirred by a Nosferatu named Sobieslawa, known to many
as the Mother of Ghosts. Warsaw was chaos, a place of much awfulness, and in the Ghetto doubly so. The
Mother of Ghosts was able to make some difference in that wretched place, but even there waits a lesson in
tragedys it is said she made a deal with something, perhaps human dead, perhaps something far worse and far
older, something that is capable of thieving bodies and wearing corpses like costumes. It is said that with
her summoning such a thing, she loosed it upon this world and was not able to bottle it back up. Who knows?
She’s gone, 1like so many of us. Gone into the deep, one might think, Mmm. The only truly positive tale of a
Nosferatu insurrection is, honestly, fairly recent — the story of the Fish Friar and Prince Overholt.

INT: Ah! Yes. I know this one. Damn my mind for not conjuring it before. Both the Friar and the Prince
were Nosferatu...

LV: You do have some knowledge then. At least that much.

INT: The Fish Friar was something of a... court jester for the Prince. A seemingly shallow-empty-
headed lunatic — gibberish poetry, repulsive theatries, he’d paint his face in blood and gambol about
or perform puppet shows with skeletons, corpses, carcasses.

LV: Mm. And Overholt had a potent public face, but behind the scenes —

INT: He was a monster. And the Fish Friar was detailing all of it. He documented every transgression,
every violated Tradition, every contravention of the local laws and the Masquerade. He even recorded
Overholt’s insults of the local powers, did he not?

LV: He did. And those recordings — some of them, at least — lurk in our Bleak Annals. The Caecilian, in
his glory and wisdom, was able to procure them at quite a price.

INT: So there’s hope, one could suggest. Hope for Trepan and his efforts.

LV: If history isa guide, hope exists, though in a s1im margin. Mm, but the Fish Friar did become Prince. He
exposed Overholt and in a violent — but mercifully swift — coup, all of Overholt’s 1icutenants were made
forever scarce. Overholt was torn 1imb from 1imb, and the powers-that-be installed the Friar as Prince.

INT: One wonders then, is he just a dupe? A willing puppet like his own marionettes of tendon and bone?
LV: One wonders.

INT: Trepan will be no puppet. Not anymore, I imagine.

LV: Time will tell.




Why A

Here, that workql contingent T was speaking of. O,
more appropriately, a new element of taak contin-
aent. This is not q ganabanagér, nor is i+ someone who
has connections o such 4 gana,.

Meet Walter Danville. Self-proclaimed “hunker
of ““‘."‘5; ke wyself and the War Pig. He 1s 4
haunted man, evidenced by the shuddering bregths
or his nervous s (l'.s#en'ms Yo his fingernails pick
at other fingernails or the sound of his teeth bik-
g and pulling chapped skin from his lips was quite
distracking). He knows of us. He knows of what our
kind is cqpable. And skill, he counts himsel€ among
the War Piags allies. Well. TH lek wim kell Faat kale.




Way Trey HATE Us

1 received this recording. 1 have packaged i with gll bhe rest and byped o transcript. You

can follow the transcript when liskening +o the qudio; i+ will help decipher the mc‘nls cries qnd
assist you n penetrating the 0dd white noise. 1 suspect he wmust have recorded this near run—

ning water beside q sewer run—off, perhaps, or near +o some hissing pipes.
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Begin Recording. /

Only screams at fArst
there must be bifood
Likely pipes or
perhaps.

The subject asI understand is one Charles Hardaiken, Sheriff of the First Estate. He is one of the
Uppities, a Lord of the Law. Trepan clearly considers the Sheriff a part of some plot against him.

cries of unliving agony. The sereams are sometimes gurgled, intimating that
oogfwelling up in the throat. In the background is that constant susurration.
hinery of some ilk. Potentially the whispers of Trepan’s soldiers. Perhaps,

The screams die down at 4 hours, 32 minutes. At § hours, 56 minutes, the conversation begins.

VT: Tell me of your Prince’s betrayal. Tell me or I'11 cut off your other hand. Tell me or I’11 stick
this arrow shaft in and out of your exposed heart again and again and again. Tell me. Tell me or
I’11 bring hell to your flesh over and over and over.

CH: I’11 confirm... no such thing,.

VT: Tell me how your Prince turned on us. Tell me how he came to cut the throats of we, his loyal
servants!

CH: If you say it’s true, then it must be true, but I know... nothing.

VT: Bite your double-speaking tongue! We were his hunters. We were his soldiers. We stayed to the
shadows and fought those he needed to be destroyed. We cleaned up his many messes. Then he turned
on us. Then he sent his other dogs after us. We were betrayed, Sheriff. Unlawfully. Do you not care
for law?

CH: I am the law, monster. You are not. You are a crass contravention. Nothing more.

VT: A crass contravention? Clever words, law-breaker. Fuck your law. How can you be so dismissive
of our kind? .

CH: You want to know? Do you want to know why we loathe you so?
VT: Careful with that mouth, or I’11 rip the jaw from your head.

CH: You’re a disease, Trepan. A mutant, a freak show. Look at you. Eyes shriveled in the sockets,
looking more like dried figs than pupils, corneas, irises. Skin sallow and gray like the grave.
Nose 1ittle more than a fleshy gash in that worm’s face. Of course, not all of you look as bad as you
do. But you all have something. Some mark, some curse, some exuded element of wrongness about you
— the smell of the slaughterhouse about your mouth and armpits, some of f angle with the bones and
Joints, or even teeth too-small or skin chafed as if by eczema.

VT: You don’t look so good yourself, Sheriff. Of course I had to do this to you myself, but each hand
with three fingers? A1l your teeth banged out of your head to make you look like a baby or an old
man? That one eye of yours, swollen shut beneath a landslide of broken bone and sloughing skin?
You’re the freak, now.

CH: Yes, but I have a pedigree. You were not created like the rest of us. Your line’s unholy, profane
nativity is less than that of even the mad-eyed Savages. You’re a so-called soldier. A student of
war, you claim. You know the first instances of biological warfare? Plague corpses catapulted over
the walls of the enemy’s fortifications. Bodies ripe with contagion, flung into the foe’s midst.
Clumsy, but it did the trick. That’s you, Trepan. You’re the plague carcass, the blighted corpses we
throw at our enemies. We hurl you far away from us so that your disease can take root elsewhere,
among the throngs of our adversaries. You’re a Bubonic flea. You’re a flu rat, a tumor-addled dog.
Plainly spoken? We hate you because you disgust us.

VT: You missed something, Sheriff.
CH: Do tell.

VT: Those bodies hurled over the walls? You can contain the bodies but not the plague. The plague
spread within the enemy fortifications but would not be held by walls. The disease left. The
epidemic spread.

CH: So?

K17/
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/ VT: That’s us, fucker. We’re the plague you can’t contain. You thought to control us? The Prince
thought to discard us like so many bloated bodies? You can’t get rid of us. We’re 1like cancer. The

Spanish flu, buried and waiting. We return. We return to destroy.

CH: Go to Hell, Haunt.
VT: Already t‘;here, Sheriff.

CH: Your voice — it sounds different —

At this point, the sounds that emerge give the impression that Charles Hardaiken is no more. The
noise that hits the ear is of meat tearing, almost like the ripping of wet fabric. But if the stories
are true, the stories that whisper up from the underground and drift down from the world above,
then Hardaiken is not destroyed at all. No, Trepan is keeping him, the voices say. Walled away, a
stake in his chest, the good Sheriff’s abode becoming a Cask of Amontillado. Perhaps to be punished.

Perhaps to be used later. Who can say?

Tne Wokps of THE W AR Pic

T will not be afforded the chance to sit before the War Pig and gqsk questions. T will not
even be allowed the opportunity +o write my questions down qnd aet them +o him, He believes
W s too dangerous, His representatives say we areé "Foo wmuch alike and that he fears o kind
of blood sympathy bebween us, though why 1 cannot say i+ could be thgt he is becoming 43
paranoid qs the Prince who condemned him +o Hais course.

We are graced, however, with the presence of this wicrotgpe, which Tve bagged vp qnd qm

sending along, but have also liskened +o and transcribed, below. This 1s the voice of Viktor

7qn, the War P\s. These are his words,

Nicodemus. s : S \

I’m glad to help you with this 1ittle... project. You should
consider yourself, lucky, though. Were I in a different /
situation, I might not find this prying into my affairs
so entertaining. Were I still in the Prince’s stable, I’m
most certain he wouldn’t find it amusing, and the last
thing you’d want is to have me coming for you.

I want to be clear about some things. About my intent. I
regret this. I loathe this course of action. This wasn’t
my choice. Certainly not my doing. Me and my men, we
were loyal to the order of this city. I despise chaos. The
Prince sat at his boardroom table so many years ago and
on a night just like this one — bright, full moon with a
warm wind through the canyons of the e¢ity — he promised
that together we could bring order to this ugly society.
“The ship,” he said, “has sprung a leak. I want you to fix
that leak.”

SoIdidso.Iwasthe fucking glue that helditall together,
if you ask me.

Why it was that he turned on me, I cannot and I will not
say, because there I’11 still be true to my word. Why
would I value such a thing, as my word? I cannot answer
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%at question either. Perhaps out of some warped sense of honor. Or maybe just as an ironic twist \

to this whole damn affair,

It has become clear to me that sickness is rampant. So of'ten, our kind is associated with diseases we
hideous, mutant corpses must be the bearers of sicknessupon our pursed and rotting lips, right? But
the disease, it’s not us. It’s them. Those above us. They’re a layer of sewage, fermenting, breaking
down into its constituent bits. Most things would try to rise above the sewage, but the strata of
shit is so heavy, it takes a 1ot of effort to push through it, to elimb up through the sickness and see
the stars. Well, me, I’m that effort, I’m the one who’s going to push the shit aside, who will bury the
disease and rise above it all. I’m sick of cleaning up the messes and trying to put all the snakes
back in the bag. I’m tired of being told what to do by the incestuous and insane.

I am done with it all. And now those monstrous elitist fucks will pay for turning me aside. It’s
about revenge at its base level, but if my revenge becomes something greater, then so be it. I’m
clear about that with those who follow me. I don’t tell them that this is about any greater good.
Hold no illusions, I say, about me doing this out of some sense of Justice or right versus wrong. I’'m
doing this because you spurned me, and now I’11 fucking end you. It just so happens that it’s the
right thing to do. It’s a pleasant coincidence. They don’t buy it. They think I’m some kind of savior,
some hand of change. Fine. Let them think that.

I’m also clear about this: I don’t know what will happen afterwards. I’m the guy who tears down
the rotting lumber, but I’m not the one who builds the new house in its place. I don’t know what
will rise up after the Prince, after me, after it’s all said and done and the last fires have gone
out. Truthfully? I don’t much care. Because who knows if I’11 even make it through? I may not. As
long as some worse shit doesn’t take the place, my ashes can rest peacefully wherever they may lay.
And if something the same or worse does pick up the crown and sits down on that boardroom throne,
well, I hope someone like me comes along and smells the way the wind is blowing and decides that
enough is enough, it’s time to tear it all down again until one of us fucking monsters can get it
right.

So. That’s that. It begins tomorrow night. The siege. It’11 be quiet at first. Maybe quiet the whole
time if we do it right, but I figure it’11 get louder before it gets done.

Nicodemus, I’m also sending a copy of this tape to the Prince. Just so he knows what’s coming,

Prince, good night, good 1uck. Once, it was 'good working for you. Those nights are long gone, and now
I’m going to have your heart for a midnight snack, you godless betraying fuck. Tell the Primogen to
suck a stake and die. I’'m coming for them, too.

T T——— r——
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This was not how it should have gone. Forces are working that I do not understand. I thought to meet
this girl, this Alice, a young Savage who has been compiling her own book for—you? For some other?
A competing volume or just another chapter for your library, my dear employer?

I thought, this is where she will deliver it. I will play the Armonium for her, and while she is stag-
gered by the shapes from beyond the veil, I will gently take the book from her and go. A delicate effort.
So simple.

It did not turn out how I envisioned.

Someone has already been here. A killer. A tormentor. Dead thralls downstairs. A dead boy and—
his mother?—upstairs. Who did this? The Masquer, I wonder? That dread killer or someone worse?
Some different fiend?

Alice shows. This is not what she expected, either. The horror radiates off her in waves. She weeps
tears of blood, I can... taste them by their smell, I can hear them fall and strike the floorboards of this
old tilted house.

I follow her in shadow as she kneels before the bed where the boy’s corpse waits, but then—I hear
the bubble of blood pop from the tiniest breath from his nose and I know that he’s not dead, no, not at
all, and she does not intend for him to die. She intends to give him the second life, to fill his ears with
the chords and strains of the Requiem. A cruel gift for a boy, an abuse I cannot abide. In the shadows,
in my pocket of darkness, I slide behind where the Armonium is placed and I wet my fingers and I
play its song.

The strangest thing happens.

I see the shapes. The Hidden Ones. The walls are gone. The darkness is absolute.

But Alice—if this is even that girl—does not see them. Her head doesn’t turn in horror at the pale
thing that twists in its tortuous coils next to her.

She only whispers a word, spoken not to the child or to myself, but I can hear it:

“Surrender.”

She seems ready to follow her own command. But it’s too late. The boy is lurching up, feeding from her
wrist; she pulls it away and... numb, simply leaves. The boy cries out. It’s enough to jostle me, to force
me to stop playing. The song ends. The walls have returned and the shapes behind them are gone.

I pull the boy to me, and I let him taste a bit.

He is not mine, of course; I did not make him.

Shall I take him as a childe? A surrogate of sorts? He can be my eyes.

We go to the window and watch his new mother shuffle into the forest. There comes a moment when
she turns and looks up at us, and the boy waves.

I pull him away, and wonder what to do next. I have no books. But I still have the Armonium and
its otherworldly harmony. And now I have a friend.

His name, he tells me, is Little Jack.
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VieLer W ALpRor,
SHRINKING VioLgT

Violet Waldrop is yust an
nEant, really, only few
years deqd.

Photos of her then do not
compare to her visagee, now.
Once, she was the dqughter
of o prominent land bgron
(some wmight say “slum!o«!,“
but one transcends such ¢
FiHle when ones bank ac-
count revegls an endless
cascade of zeroes) the
boqst of the sociql town, the
pride of the q0ssip pages. No
national celebrity, but qll
within the city knew the
name Violet Waldrop. Her
many wmen, Her many wowmen,

Dalliances qnd druas and big
Fips on kremendous cocktqll
bills. Charity, +oo, scads of
W, every day a new arkicle
about her donghions, vomited
forth in some perhgps hon-
orgble need o make vp for
her qpparent shgllowness,

Let us hope she remqins

charitgble, now.
You see, Waldrop 1s enormously oifted. Yes, she is young. Untested and nave,
But her powers of remaining hidden are, Yo my knowledae, unparalleled qmidst at least our lo-
cal population. T+ 1s not hard +o see from whence this comes; her Embrace was not an easy
one. Not tagt any are €45y, but hers was parkicularly cruel,
Who the sire was, nobody but Violet knows, But she confessed o the quwful process when
she was found. Waldrop, the prominent daughter, went missing. Kidnapped, the story went,

though never did any ransowm nokes come n, as everyone had expecked they would, Her father
loved her endlessly, perhaps the only thing he did love.
For o yéar, her keeper kept her glive,



Whitting her down wmentqlly, emotionally, physically. Her captivity was q horror house: eqt
dog Fo0d, deqr Violet, oh did T mention s bruly the ground meat of your actual dog? Here,
dear Violet, drink this teq 1 made for you, ghh, yes, that taste you wonder gt s wy blood,
your blood, wingled together. Here is your libHle Yoe, pressed inko your palm, o silver chain run

tarough the callused skin so that you may wear + forever around your neck a souvenir of

our Fimel
knd so on, and so forth,
One year laker, her keeper G'mqu\, ended her suffering, but then began i+ qnew with the Embrace.

Of course, as it \s with our species, high society here 1s far different than the society with
which Waldrop was familiar. Hers was a tank of piranha. This is a wad river of many sharks.
They laughed at her, happy +o toy with the Gregt Socialite Diva Princess, Violer Waldrop. T+
only forced the airl Yo retreat all the wore quickly from the world, pulling back into the shad-
ows, deeper, deeper until she was a5 matte black 45 the darkest night.

When she does reveal herself, & is with an awful visqqee: her face strebeched n o permgnent
screqm (more than o libHe like Munch's panting, ¥ T recall & correctly in my Mmind's eye), her
eyes unblinking, her face bone white but for the aray strekch marks, She could be pretty (¢

only her €ace would return, would relax, would lose ks bleak striakions.

1 hope she will help we.
She can hide. She can hear things in the darkness, aetting close o that which none of us

can. 50 \nconspicuous,

‘ Things I Know About Violet Waldrop:

| * Here’s how inconspicuous she truly can be: the society of the Damned has already forgotten
her, because they believe she has met her final death somewhere, somehow, or that she has
fled the city never to return. They believe they ran her out on a rail. They are, of course,
wrong. All they did was force her deeper into the darkness.

* Waldrop has no haven: she lurks in the world above us, truly above us. I don’t mean that
metaphorically in reference to our predilection to be subterranean — no, quite literally
Waldrop frequents water towers, rooftops, fire escapes, and the like. Better for her to
hear what goes on beneath her? Perhaps. But maybe she just knows that few are likely to
look up, reducing the chances of her being found in the first place.

| * Would you believe that her father knows what she is? It explains a 1ot about him, if you
| are aware of the arc of Norman Waldrop. Around the same time that Violet emerged into our
world, confirming her Embrace, Norman sold of f a1l his assets and became, of all things, a
preachers he has devoted himself to something he calls the “Long Night,” and claims that
we have entered the period of Tribulation as promised by the Bible (though truly promised
by no Bible I have ever read). He preaches that it is time to rehabilitate the “monsters”
that “prey on society” (this is his logline quite often, quoted in too many articles to
‘ count). Most believe this has to do with the disappearance of Violet. Instead, it has to do
w with her reappearance in his 1ife. I have personally seen her leaving his bedroom window,
her cheeks wet with red, Bible in hand.
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/ —
Rumors I’ve Heard About Violet Waldrop: et

« While this is largely unconfirmed — and no .surprise — it’s something that cannot be
‘ easily and objectively defined, and thus I leave it in the “rumors” column... Waldrop is
clinically quite mad! Even before the Embrace it had been suggested that she elicited
\ intense manic depression (charity perhaps being her mania), and some say that she struggled
w with suicidal thoughts, though never acted upon. Others have claimed that she manifests
obsessive-compulsive tendencies: they claim to have heard her counting her steps as if
l cataloguing the number for some purpose that lurks only in her own mind. And what else
1urks in that mind? Multiple personalities, perhaps? I do not myself believe this one, and

l have seen no evidence of such a thing. A mistake. Or a lie.

« The matter of her sire is some question, obviously. One rumor has Rufus Septimus, the Worm

\ Lord, as her sire, but again, that must be a mistake or a lie. The Worm Lord simply does

not have that eruelty within hims he is capable of harsh and decisive action, but nothing

l about him strikes me as possessing the sickness necessary to engage in such tortures with
a human. He is grotesque, yes, but not a bottom-feeding fiend.

How did she learn to hide so effectively? Some simply grow into the ability, often asa self-
defense mechanism, and that could be the case with her. But I believe she was taught, and
\ taught intensely. It is not impossible that her own sire dedicated some time to this issue,
but I do not think him so kind or prudent. No. She must have had another mentor, someone
\ with equally capable skills. This someone might still exist out there in the night, even
more hidden than his protégé. Find him — or her — and one might learn a great deal about
\ the things of which our kind is truly capable.

OVERHEARD: TAG IT

%elz Body’s cold. No blood. So what? Hovecon

Voice2: So what? You brought the paint?

b8
two (OSt M unt: Voicel: Yep. Two cans.
Voice2: Above the bod
out-of-towners e body, paint this.
(sound of paper rustling)

out back Voicel:

heqr(l : oicel: Fuck is it? A... mountain and two trees? Two pillars? What?
0 1‘ b ¢ d(ey hS moon Voice2: Turn it over, you fuckin’ idiot.

tavern 5 walnut Voicel: Wait. Oh. Oh! Shit. That’s hot.

Z;iic;;e2; rI:I;) ic;éid’ing it’s :ot, I know it’s hot, because I fuckin’ thought
. y’s going to go to shit here soon. T Y
the Prince and his Invictus ¢ e i v
ronies. We stick this on the wall ab
o]
the body? Boom. Instant panie, just add hot pink spraypaint. -

Voicel: Would these guys use hot pink spraypaint?

Voice2: Who cares, retard? Just fucking paint it already! We want to

rob these assholes blind, well
. » We have to make sure ybody’
their hands full. And that means Hardaiken. SR

‘ Voicel: I haven’t seen Hardaiken in a few weeks.

Voice2: Oh, what, he checks i
n with you? A three- o
‘ with a face like curdled pus? Shut up and paint year-dead dummy

‘ Voicel: I’m painting, I’m painting...
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Once wore, she has perhaps sleaned insight into our condition. 1 qive you this: the Eirst
lebber, an original copy, as writken by the Mgsquer, the serial killer who plagued this ciby o

dozen or 50 years aqo. I+ came with this posteard, from Violed:

(. m :
(s 016 S0scessndnineses
} AM ARETCHES. | TARE THEIR EYES S0 THAT THEY MAY NOT SEE

" BECAI/SE THAT IS A, GIET. NO PLEASIRE, oNLY TORMENT. NO RISS ONI y
KILL. ROGER BOUNG 1MOMMY TO THE RABIATOR AN MABE HER CRY
WITH WIS BELT, ROGER MAPE ME MARE HER CRY TOO, THEY HELP
ME IN THE PIRT BECAI/SE | COLLENT CATCH THE BAL), BROTHER ROBIN
MAEE ME HURT MADE ME LGLY MAEE ME BRE AND SO | KLY AN

SO | TAKE THE EYES HE WOIAE NOT LET ME TAKE MY 0'~N ROBIN
- SEWED MY ARMS TOGETHER AN PUT MAGGOTS IN MY MARRO ANG
. MAPE ME SLEEP IN A TANR OF SEWAGE ANP NOBOPY RNOWEP ME BE-
 CAL/SE HE KEPT ME SECRET SHH HI/SH-HI JSH WE ARE AL THE SECRETS
THAT Yol KEEP THAT YOl BLOOYY LORES ANP LAPIES REEP

I HAYE TV«ENT)’ EYE‘S NO\»

ANP | SHALL TARE TWENTY MORE
_\
Those who follow the Masquer have long assumed him +o have been human, though Violer gaam

Wy own theories ndicate otherwise. The wmorkgl quthorities believe that the suspect s Harold
Grier Carson, o recluse living n the bluffs who has been arrested o few bimes for, as the re-
' S
ports sugqest “severe anwmal abuse. Elements of tais didnt hold waker, however: not only wqs
the single Finaerprint found on the scene wost cerkainly not Carsons, but the eves always
S aére Y Y Y

appeared Yo be removed with bare hands, no smqll feat for q wman of Carsons size 200 lobs,
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but only 5% with what one might describe g5 fat litHe doll hands, He could not have re-
moved those eyes himself,

One suspects, then, that one of the Damned is responsible. Some chords of that letter
strike q certain tone: drinking blood, magaots in the marrow, and the references o ugliness
and wrekchedness cerkainly cqll o mind elements of o Haunted existence.

The name Brother Robin is not known 4o us, but among the Sqnckified n years past
Fhere had been o Brother Thrush, and of course the Americc\n Roobin 45 4 bird belongs to
the tarush €amily (and is known for eating o diet of worms). Twrush was o Nosferghu, He
was 4lso burned on g cross qrop the roof of the old bank building by his Sanckified brethren
becquse he not only violated severgl precepts qnd the Traditions, but was glso renowned for
his cruelty Yoward his “flock” of shouls, congreqants and childer. One childe, o broken thing
known only as Jessamyn, clamed and here & 15, bhe signal flare tagt he would force her
ko sleep underground in g septic tank covered with o concrete slgb,

Violer wmay be indicating that she hgs found the Mgsquer, whose Wdentiby s unknown but

who seems q likely childer of Thrush before he was burned.

He may be slumbering, as well. But Violet's Franslations of reality and informakion into
communication is ot Fames, wperfect. The poor girl 1s damaged, much like our £riend, the
Masquer. T+ explains o great deql about our kind, of course. We are so often qbused. Koused

to the point of becoming the monsters so many qssume us +o qlrec\JY be.

OVERHEARD-
Tne P1rg AND THE W oRM

/ —_— \
Pig: It has been a while, Septimus.

Worm: We’ve met before? You sure about that?

: Pig: Oh, we’ve met. You think hard enough, you’11 realize that.
/ Worm: If you say so, you freaky old bastard, you. Let’s get down to
the meat of the matter. You’ve already begun your little erusade. The
Prince’s retinue, piled in a heap of the closed-down Mirador Hotel —

Pi“ 4nl W did you know that’s what the Mongols used to do? They’d sweep through
}tﬂ of ﬁu ""nls 1 a town, kill who needed killing, then pile ‘em up in the town center.
";fh ‘11 ain ¢ m ﬂk" Cﬂ# Sometimes whole bodies, sometimes quivering heaps of cooling 1imbs.
qr The arae

0{{ Ofﬂ" 5(urr, run Pig: Thanks for the history.

Worm: Yeah, no problem. We were there, of course. Descending upon the
ruined villages like the flocks of erows and buzzards that fall upon
ey a road-dead deer. Anyway. So you killed the Prince’s retinue —

-—

Pig: And his new Hound. Brunvand.

Worm: Right, right. The story I hear is that they found his oily ash
startingin the middle of the floor, running to the wall, up the wall,and
then onto the ceiling. That must’ve been you personally. Am I right?

Biigst. s,

5%




Worm: I’11 take
Pig: True.

Worm: So it has
of it. I have... pe
No permanent marks.

ur silence as a big fat yes. And Hardaiken? He’s still missing.

Pig: Are you asking me for a favor?

Wi, is the point I’'m making. Nasty business, this stuff. And I don’t want any part
e. People on that side of the fence. I’d 1ike them kept safe. Or safer, at least.

Worm: Maybe. Or we could turn this into a business transaction and get to the cost analysis right

here, right now. Tell me what you want.
Pig: Free passage.

Worm: I don’t know, Avernus is —

Pig: Broad and deep. Your warren has a hundred boltholes and trapdoors. It would be of great

service to me to have access.

- Worm: And of great vulnerability to me. Puts all my glorious kingdom in big ugly danger. Can’t
have that, Trepan. Your army’s loyal to you now, but one day, they won’t be. I can’t have them

keeping a map of my lands in their heads.
Pig: Then passage for just me and a handful of others. I’11 select three. Haunts only.
Worm: Better. Still...

Pig: Think of it as me taking out the trash. The Prince and his court stands in your way. Always

have, always will. It is a wall. I plan on crushing that wall beneath my boots. Let me in.

Worm: A man like me enjoys his opposition. Being opposed by the Prince, that rotten apple fuck,

makes me look like a gentleman by comparison.

Pig: Okay. I’11 put it to you another way. Give me access. In return, I’11 spare your men. And, also

in return, I’11 spare you. Now. Tonight.
Worm: You truly are blind. That would be suicide.

Pig: You’re blind, too, then, “Worm Lord.” I’11 sacrifice a great deal to get what I want. I’11

sacrifice everything. Will you?

Worm: ... no. You’re the brash brute here. I’m the self-indulgent side of this coin.
Pig: So you are. Do we have a deal?

Worm: We do.

Pig: Good. It bears mentioning that we’re being watched, right now.

Worm: We are?

Pig: Not to worry. She’s one of us. Isn’t that right, Violet?

W oRMTONGUE

Violed would like to share o secret, o secret so obvious Yo me that 1 would have forgot-
Fen to nclude &, S0 wuch of our nightly existence seewms blatant to wme, but i+ might not 4o
YOU, whoever you are. Here, Violet shows youU what some simely cqll "The Con,\‘ what others
refer Yo qs “No.«ml'onsue.“ I+ s 4 way that we communicate with one another see, reqard-
less of allegiances, we are qll Nosferatu. We all share some understanding of what v wmeans
Yo be what we are. We all know the pain. The judgment. The wmad and uncontrollable yoys of

discovering o comfort level with the horror. }\v\ywqy, below qre some exqmples. Violer was kind

enough ko decode where qpproprighe.






Yes. Boris Karabin. Traded n relics. Old pieces
relevant to our clan. Bebrayed us by steql-
ng from us qnd selling +o the open market.
The Haunt Hunt s our own blood hunt; we take
care of our own business when gpproprigte. The
bargets simply disappear. Boris, 43 Tw Yo under-

stand, remains ot larae.

Tne Appicr

Here, Violed hgs procured o rather curious suicide

note. Tl let her aive the sglient dekails,

Deqr Marissa:

Lve swallowed q fistful of pills. L don't know what they are.
You cah look by the nightstand; the bottles will still be there,
unless the police have taken them by Now.

L know things have been different for us over the lost year
Lve become distant. Hard to reach. Sometimes 1 get mean,
but I never hit you, you kNow L never hit you. My words
though. . . I know they stung, and I'm so, so sorry.

It's because of somebody else.

Her name is Marting. L et her at the Laundromat one
Night. L was drunk oS usual. Trying to wash the puke out of
my shirt and the wine stain out of yours from when you threw
that wine in my face but most of it ended up on you INstead of
oh me.

Marting isn't human,
that.

L thought her an old woman at first... the type oll hunched-
oven their back almost at q hinety degree angle. She was
pushing a small cart filled with clothes: fikhy rags, covered in
mud or shit, maybe blood, but I didn't !‘eqffy Now that, then.
Marting just sidled up Next to me and started loading q washen,
and she took her babushka or whatever it's called off qnd. . .

.. .she wasn't old at all. She was young, with a bequtiful face
and clear blue eyes and a fantastic pair of tits, but they hung
straight down becquse of that awful bend in her back. Once she
slipped the shawl off her shoulders you could see her spine
through her b03 beaten,
some prehistoric fish.

Martina. . . she did things 1o me. L couldn't move when she
looked in my eyes. L felt horrified, frightened, but fived to the
Spot. She touched me, bit me, let my blood run pfqgfu” dowh
her perfect chin the way q child might Squirt a bit of Juice from
his mouth. Then she pushed her own wrist in my mouth ahd

Jerked it across my teeth and it cut into her, and her blood
rushed across my tongue. . .

Marissa. She'd kill me for telling you

bumpy and rigid almost like the fins of ‘ P

oor sad ghou(
(oved f‘ﬁedb(oo lated the plood |
all e lmj t9 do was stop utﬁj couldn't
s0(cra ef his col ;]’i hea |
for many nights reading this letter |
oVer and oVer ajain
MArissq u//roeVe[ She iS never came |
poor poor shouly

? e

-
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‘ %’]d that was the end of it. That was when it began and when\ \

my life ended. Becquse of that blood. It tasted like heqven eyen as

it filled My Nose with the coppery smell of long-gone 9arbage. It |

poured down my throat in ah oil slick, sweet and pu - \ i -
pery ond_I ccmtg[ get it out o‘FVny head. She \jrqpffedngf::n?in?ngi’;e | Coros. 1 k‘“ow fartine, ot per
way q Spider encumbers q fly, aNd she laughed as I drank. ponally bot Lve viek her. Never met
Its the worst drug ever. Ohe hit and you're hooked. Fais Farall, but heres the curious
L was hooked, Marissa, hooked reql bad. I don't know what it is. . . lpart Marking has herself o new

L don't even know what ‘she’ is, but I can tell you her he
' ) rn
s’rq_n;)ck a beat in that chest of hers. / !
e things L'd do for that blood. . . god, I can't even thi i \ | 1554 1

’ i ’ ) V]kO'FV[ A hH H
Ld huniliate myself. I'd wear women's clothing. She'd have me start [0 soesses 1 Parsms, Tatema
fights with reopfe o the street. I piss myself; Id eat 1ill I was
.Slc]k. I'd S/ff’! ;n\mjsihp gln the street for. . . Lhn urn, veally. This mans ashes? 1
 Jesus. AllTor the blood, Marissa. God, So perfect, so hideous. I felt i
{lke L was addicted to diseqse, like I loved the way the sickness felt 0 nok Know, buk ik scems reasonacle
In my mouth and My Juts. Warm down my throat warmer than an
shot of 9ood Scotch Lve had. Forget Glenlivet or Glenfiddich, this was | ®
G!enmrtm_q. §lenbfood. comforting and numbing, @V K% E Kﬁo

But Martinas been gone for q week or so, how, Something hap-
- IHE WO

pened in the city and she said she had “things” 1o attend to, but that
1BRARIANS

I'd be q good liftle bOy and wait for Mommy to come back, to wait for
L

[+urall. k fresh-faced airl named, yes,

|always seen carrying around ¢ yar.

| Yo suspect.

Mommys milk” as she has come to cqll it recently.

The time away, though, it's given me pause.

My heads cleared just q bit. I still want that blood, I do, I hunger
to be wrong. It feels so bequtiful 1o be humiliated. But my head's
clear enough Now 1o see how fucked up that is. And I don't want to r ‘

worm

pull you into it. L doV]'/’( want to Say horrible things to you aNymore.
And I damn sure don't wat o lead Marting to your doorstep

So Lve taken these pills. .

And it feels so good. Marting always told me, she Said that even in
death L'd not be qble to escape her. ﬂmt she'd track dowh my ghost
and sheeec. :

' 1ahs :
(ffﬂ"[‘mtsrdﬂﬁ
Led“i athWi‘f (ibrare

Sh“(.s meM
sharing: +* a s
¢St to Shb rcs@"éﬂf

L
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%;'ian Marnatti: Hello, Ambrose.
Librarian Ambrose: Salutations, Marnatti.

Marnatti: I quite 1like the fresh air.

Ambrose: Fresh air? Do you think? Smells like dirty laundry
and fuel oil down here. I find it quarrelsome to the nose.
Marnatti: I suppose. Living underground is noolfactory circus.
More like a septic tank. Staid air. Must. Dust. Stagnant water.

Sewage run-off.
Ambrose: Always so dramatic, you. There’s no sewage down there. The Worm Lord has ensured that we
have minimal erossover with the septic lines. Besides, plumbing pipes simply end up at the treatment

plant. That would be an easy way back to the Necropolis.
Marnatti: You’re quite right, as always. So. Did he feed you today?
Ambrose: He did. It was glorious. The Mahabharata, Stri-parva, the Book of Women.

Marnatti: Oh! Is that where they murder the sleeping army?

Ambrose: No, no, this is the lamentations of the dead by the women. “He who had checked all the desirous
Pandavas, after causing the slaughter of a vast force, at 1last himself succumbed to death. Alas, those
wives of his, with faces as beautiful as the moon, are erying, sitting around that irresistible hero

who resembled an angry elephant!’”
Marnatti: That’s fascinating.

i
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3 ose.kIt still vexes me — in the best way, of course. How does he do it? How does his blo |
when soaked to the pages, somehow convey the words to my mind? |

| i y ? Forever embellished upon my

| Marnatti: Not just that. It’s him. In the blood. His lessons.

| Ambrose: His secrets. Did you know that the Archivist once spent time in a secret basement of
the Biblioteca Ambrosia in Milan? That he met with a woman there who claimed to be human but |
| eternal, 1iving and not dead 1ike we, and that she was the daughter of the Devil himself?

| Marnatti: Ahhh, yes, yes! That was where he consumed three
pages of the Codex Diabol
he first learned of the Book of Eschaton, is it not? B i |

| Ambrose: That may be, that may be. See? This is why I love these meetings, Marnatti. For we may \
gather and speak of our feedings, of the potent codes carried in the blood. The things you learn
| from the tasting are not the things I learn from the tasting. It is brilliant how he does it. |

| Marnatti: Let us toast to our keeper.
: Ambrose: To the Archivist.
\ Marnatti: To the glorious and historied Archivist!

1 ruly must assume Hais to be g trick the Krchivist learned Erom one of Fhe Shadows, T arow

more convinced of this s Hime g0es on. Ther cults are many, and their secrets doubly numbered,

Wyconee's Gaanpsoy

K lebter included from Violer. Twm honestly not sure what i+ is or even where this belongs;

W+ seems bo speak to some gllegignce bekween this Nosferatu of the Cockscomb Society and

some as—yet-unnamed human society?

[9) ister Witherspoon: X ; :
3Qa:;§_f£reh1 éon'anw o( whcd’utou S?Q(L‘R. Yes, you seem 15 be ((LMI[I(LF wd‘-‘h’ml rané(a‘\’h_l—et:,
' ' , The

@o*‘ér \I\ﬂicom\)e, bat™% can onlul assure you thattThis dees no’\'hmgﬁ ceonnect us. Y:g §roue

i ( ( i ) (.
Cockscomb, is ?QF(@CﬁuOﬂ_‘—EﬂWQ;ﬂB whe we are... cd‘%ws o( our socuﬂ'ul, air, ugs‘t‘cl ingan mora

mg 0 ver our TWe sociclies were
odl Tumers ?receémg Hand O assure you Tha 1( e

Your OWM 8}0(1 ;S no"'wi

(inked Thatconnection has long died on The vime.
The “visions' you soughﬁg mention m your many

're, some which seem 1o consume your casmo,

le‘HErs 90 Y)O_t—-dﬁke Cl,ﬂtt choré. YOU ")CLVQ seen
SoMe W");Cl’) seem -‘3 M(L‘RQ _‘—he 8"01.1‘096 O( ﬁ)e

¢Ellars i thathow S am 1o read your worde?
ine “sale reind? e Thalhew o am fo reac yod e :
CG;TMZJ‘; ;:m?‘tu’know whether your (etter contams threador promise, boon or bane, ‘OU'H?[“[’ sir,
b ‘ljh 15 discuss. &n his“ﬁrul befween our grougs s vaor and 0% The Abb“l ame,odr
pegndve NOLOINY 1 or endeavor: 1o emboéul our

Yours s crass hedeniem. Ours s a neb

Socidq do notshare smilar Boale.

humanness i all (erms.

% urge s1ou, sir, ﬂ(’)t tO COT)-QEC:‘—_MQ a,aam.

Sincerely,
/‘/Lfoa,l_t—v‘(({ajﬁ_—e( _t—he COC‘RSCOMB q@ﬂ_‘—s- (Lﬂé %(Lls
iy G iS q lie - t0 be more “human” - but this is what i saw’:
les lies sily Ges - humannessis 4 lic - they ;(eeg rwém; fxg Zc(:eo ! '6{7 ef’a e bl

SELSEEL fself agin andagtin il ' d nose too - though not his ears
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Hardaiken: ... fine, fine, I’m fine. Yes. Of course. Of course there’sanedgeinl | W09 %_?\
my voice. I just freed myself from the War Pig’s torture suite. Shouldn’t I bea g 8 g_g g g
bit frazzled? My cool demeanor, as you put it, can be shaken when my fingers, j;&‘.‘* P 1
toes, tongue and nose all grow back millimeter by bloody millimeter. Yes, & k S s
it’s painful. But we are survivors, that’s how we manage. Yes. Yes. The city’s = ?ﬂ%
gone to shit. No, the humans haven’t been spooked by itj to them, it just looks -] ?'\\Q
like a surge in crime. But they’11 catch wind of it eventually. Even those who %\‘-E
won’t admit it will soon know that monsters walk among them. We can only 2 ﬁ\

hope it’s over soon enough. What’s that? Yes. It’s him. Trepan. I’11 tell you,
that’s the irony of the whole affair — his kind are supposed to be the fiends
in the darkness, the hush-hush secret keepers. They’re all basically serial
killers, you ask me, they kill in strange ways, ritual ways... but they keep
it quiet. Trepan isn’t doing that. He’s making it loud. Brash. He’s angry and
it’s coming off of him in great gawping waves. No, no. No, I haven’t checked
in with the Prince, I called you first. I don’t suspect I will contact her, not
yet, not unless you need me to. Mm. Yes. You have a lead on Alice? I’11 do what
I can, but I’d 1ike a night to heal up. Jordan’s my childe, yes... but don’t let
her know. What of the Armonium? I do hope you appreciate the work that I’'m
— wait. Something just moved. I swear I just heard something. I’m going to go.

1’11 contact you later.

BvToM ATIC WRITING

Ah, of course. One thing 1 neglecked to mention: Violer Waldrop sees ghosts, Or at leqst,

purports to; \+‘s not something that can be proven, at least not something H«cd"s y€t been
confirmed.

T+'s not unusual among our kind, though 1 dont bruly know why. One could posit thgt s
becaquse of our charnel connections, our ties to the arave, but those Fes qre ulbimately hollow
and driven somewhat by propaganda: oh, the Haunts Gre cursed #hey‘re svicides gone wrong
or bodies +hat were buried improperly. Qur skin marks us qs dead not becquse we are deqd,

n which case all of the Damned would seem as corpse-like as we, qll pallid and rotting and
smelling of arave mold. No, we are this way becquse ot least, & you believe the histories
put forth by the Cqecilian we have tes +o qneient begsts or 40ds that lurked beneqth the
around, and we were later blessed with o cerkain propinguity to disease.

Then aaain, s yust g theory. Maybe +s a wrong one, Maybe we look this way aqnd are
s way becquse of some conneckion ‘o the arave. Or Maybe, mqgybe, '.l'ls becquse graves qre
braditionally carved out of the eqrth, cut square inko the around qnd wmade subkerrgnean, AV\J
wé, a5 subterrqneqn creqtures (ql' least, \n our eqrliest Req_uiems), wé therefore seem bound
Yo the plots of earth in which men gre buried? Who can say?

What T do know is that the speckral dead seem +o £ind us somehow ntriguing or wollifying or
something. Some come +o us, Sometimes, we can g0 +o thewm, | dont know what s Hagt gllows
some of us ¥o see the spirit world like that. 1 certanly cant. Violet c.qnlh either, qctuglly, but

4 she can hegqr the spirik world; shes blind o them, but her eqrs are quike open. Why is +his? Ts



tell me who you are. ¢ N\ THE MUDPEP
do you have name!  TALIEA THE MUTPP
who murdered youl  SNE <0 eR MNETEES el BNE BAP I

what is an okomfol is that a name! TREFEP U2 <UPPEP To BE
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becquse she hgs been so
abused that F hgs dam—
as€d her own soul gnd
spwrid? Giving the spec—
bral deqd some connec—
Fon with her?
Whatever the cqse,
Violet sometimes enaaqes
n the prackice known g3
qutomatic writing, m whie
she leks her hand qct
a5 the Shosir‘s hand. She
writes, then they write
though her. Question, re-
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sion, written on the back of
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R4 ?c\rHCUIC\rIY \”UW\}V\CJﬁV\S, Pérhqps s Q lie. %04’
even that s telling, 1s W not? That we are 50 damaged we essentially have wmaginary friends who we clgim
belong +o the leqques of the dead?

OVERHEARD
ThE SoLPIER KNP THE DANCTIFIED

‘ Tilda: It’s all shaking out, Father. The lines are drawn. Already the territories are puttinm\& \
\ their walls. The siege is starting. \

a placemat from o local diner. T do not know HREY

‘ Mac: As it is with us, it always gets worse before it gets better. \
‘ Tildas You could’ve ended that statement with “it always gets worse.” |

‘ Mac: Perhaps.’ |

‘ Ti1da: And they can’t believe it. An army led by one of us, you know? It doesn’t add up for them, |
‘ but it would if they were in our skin. You kick a dog enough times, eventually he’s going to bite. |
‘ It still bugs me, though.

‘ Mac: What does, Tilda? ‘

‘ Tilda: The... allegiances. Where’s the solidarity? Trepan’s got a bulk of support, but in the grand \
‘ scheme, it’s a small army, not a large one. We should have at least all of our own clan on our side, ‘
‘ but we don’t. How? How do they not get 1t2 The Worm Lord and his filth? That Invictus prick who |
‘ only cares about his own corner of the city? |

Mac: I’11 tell you a story. I'm not from here, of course. I’m from the other coast. There, those of |
our ilk were truly bound to one another. Truly. Consider: we had our own city within the city, a |
shared domain not beneath the ground as some would have it but at street-level, amidst the crowds
and cars and strip malls. We took it — not with violence, but with the threat of violence, with a




_——
‘ /ﬁ-ge like rising flood waters. The other Kindred recognized that=secould overwhelm them if they
did not accede to us what we demanded. What we asked for was a broad territory — a good third OXK

city, really, not a bad effort for the “weird” ones — and there we held sway.

Tilda: And the outsiders never tried to damage the dream?

Mae: Well, of course they did, but we were one, understand? We acted — at least to those outsiders — like
| a single immovable force, because once we settled on a pattern of action (we voted with that black pebble,
white pebble means of determining anonymous outcome), it was settled. We brooked no defiance. And we rarely
had to address any. Because it was us versus them every time, even when it really wasn’t, and it helped us stay
a cohesive tribe.

Tilda: How long did this utopia survive? Not long in the big picture, I bet.

| Mac: In the big picture its time hasn’t yet equaled a glacial epoch, no, but it’s still surviving. Worth
a looky-loo if you can manage the trip. We really set our own rules. Grand decisions were done by
voting or, if voting could not contribute to a goal, a council of three would help to set up a plan
or determine an outcome. We had our own areas of Elysium, but they only applied to us and those we
labeled as our “guests” in the domain. Those of the “other city” would sometimes cross and that would
‘ be fine, we’d eross to them, too, but we brooked no poaching, and we kept a far better eye on them than
| they did on us. Thanks to the wonders of c¢losed circuit cameras.

‘ Tilda: So it was all happy smiles and mutant sing-a-longs of Kum Ba Yah?

Mac: Hardly. We had our dissenters. Those who couldn’t work with the group were free to go to the other
‘ city and dwell with the bulk of the Damned. That was fine provided they didn’t cause us any trouble
\ or give away our secrets, and most of those secrets were either truly secret or weren’t set in stone.
| Truly, most who went over to that side came back eventually anyway, realizing that they were either
| not just low man on the totem pole but were somehow crushed beneath the damn pole, or that they were
treated more like a pet and a novelty instead of a participating member of the society. As it always
happens, especially with our kind and their intense ennui, novelty wears off., So, they either held
their tongue and ate spoonfuls of... well, bullshit, to stay in that other city, or they came back to us.
And we welcomed them. Arms open.

Tilda: Couldn’t happen here. Too many strong personas. Or personalities, whatever. They all want
different things. Meanwhile, the Prince wants what the Prince wants — absolute unmerciful control.
So, she wins for knowing just what shé wants and taking it. We lose because we can’t get our shit
together. I hope that Trepan changes that. I wish you’d come onto our side, Father.

Mac: I would, Tilda, I would, but I am a man of the cloth, now. Confessor not just to our kind but to all
of God’s special children, his hunters and predators. I must offer myself to all. Those who commune
with God and work as intermediaries should not — note that I didn’t say “do not” — take sides in this
battle.

Tilda: But I bet you did in your magical monstrous utopia.

Mac: Well. I wasn’t a Confessor then, but we did have our own “branch” of the Sanctum, yes. It’s different,
though. There, our kind could not get the spiritual advisement necessary when walking among the other
Damned. We had to have our own churceh, had to have our own messengers carrying God’s commands to our
ears and our prayers to God’s. Here, I strive to allow all to grant me their confessions.

Tilda: A1l right, all right.
Mac: That’s a nice rifle, by the way. Bit of a classie, is it not?

Tilda: Mmm, yup. Winchester lever-action, extra lightweight. Good caliber, though, 45-70, some old
Wild West shit right here. Will punch a hole through undead flesh, do a 1ittle more than sting if I
carve out the lead into hollow points.

Mac: Hopefully it won’t see much use. Is it time for confession?

Tilda: You know what? I think I’m going to hold off on that right now, Father. I feel pretty good about
what we’re doing, you telling me all those good stories and stuff. I feel hopeful. And angry. And my
trigger finger’s now a little bit itchy. But shame, I don’t want to feel shame tonight. Maybe later.

Mac: We have an eternity. ft ( d

e is one of the war pis's soldiers vith pasehall bt
R 0 1t e
aclnerney, “father mac,'also 4 haunt like she




A bt of research required here, 1 gsked Librarign Olivieri, and received an inkeresting qn-
swer: Thwe okomfo n kbrica Ghang in particular is o keeper of the shrineg, o priest who
protecks the shrines qnd churches gaainst evil. There, evil wmost often manifests qs witch-
eraft, something the people live in constant fear of. The okomfo are sqid +o be gble to ‘see
the uneerce\vedl which could be construed Yo mean ghosts or other non-corporeal entities,
He communicates with 90ds and evil spiriks around the base of the shrine, staqaaering gbout,
brying to steal slimpses of the entity with q swall handheld wivror. The okomfo cannot look
at the being divectly, for \f he does, the creature will cast his eyes inbo blindness and this

nvikes evil inside. T am forced +o wonder \§ the reference o blindness is somehow key +o Fais.

Poes this mean we have o Nosferatu okomfo running around, enslaving shosts? T+ s not the
first Tve heard of one of us mainkaining what you might cqll o “skable of specters. The wink

ko blindness s 4 concerning one, We are all blind, in o way. Vikkor Trepan is quike literally

blind, but he does not seewm the wmyskical witch doctor bype, does he? p—

I
—
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i intercept s0 many
Te Wory PIPE s

ctronic Magpic
\\ S‘ﬁe‘ %tkc mnz mﬂé -

The Armonium? Diskurbing.
1 know the legend from which the Worm Pipe origingtes, but insteqd of replicating the
skory from memory, ik scems besk jusk ko request o copy from the hrchivist's own records;

Il"s salient to us given the context. Copy follows.
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man who was a hunter had a beautiful wife and a beantiful boy, But the bivth was

not kind to the woman and it left her sick, unable to get well ZLier body would
not improve with any doctoving, and one night she died, ‘

Jor a gear the man wept, his child on his back, lamenting to the nighttime shy about
the logs of his wife. Linally, he told the boy, “Hour grandmother will take cave of gou
for now, as 3 must go to find your mother and bring hev back.” _ o

Hie journeved for many dags and many wights until he found a dark shadow afross the

Land; within the shadow, the trees weve blighted and the animals limped about with flesh -
ragged from disense, Steaddling this shadow line sat a housge, and in that house was an

old woman whao told the hunter he was about to set forth into the country of the Worms,
She said that the Worms weve ghosts who had inhabited the flesh of the dead, even if
they did not belong to them, They had powerful magic driven by the blood within their
unliving bodies,

@he old woman told him where to go in the land of the Worms, but cantioned him that
they would try to frighten him, for they weve living nightmarves, They would hiss at him _
from the davkuess, and whisper in his ears his wovst feavs and secvets, ;

Still, the hunter pevsisted and went forth into the dark land, True to the woman’s wovd,
the shades sought to drive him back, spitting and swapping theiv teeth) at him. W hen
they vealized their threats would not work, they offered him new wives: women whose
bodies were beautiful but whose taces were bent and twisted like warped wood

Linally, he veached the village of the Worms and started
a five in the middle of the town to warm his cold hands,
for this countvy seemed to have no sunlight and thus, no
warmth, The five hept the shades at bap and they ashed
him what he wanted, Zie told them he mourned the loss
of hig wife and his child was now alone because of if,
Aie aghed if they had the power to return the dead to
life, and they answeved that they did,

Jn the five a long piece of wood burned bright orange,
embevs swivling above it, RMong the glowing wood
veawled a black wovrm with milky eyes, and as
it cxawled, it shaped the wood into a pipe. The
shades told the man to take the pipe from
the five, ®uee he returned to his village, he
could take the Worm-2ipe and burn within
its bowl a cup of his own blood, and upon
doing so he could breath the ved smoke
into his dead wife's mouth and she
would veturn to his world, alive
fovever - but aleo not alive. She
would alwaps have the blood of the
Worms within her, and while her 8
heart would beat some part of
her would slwaps stay dead, The
hunter agveed, and veached in and
took the Worm XLipe. It did not
burn his hands, die went home
to restore his wife to the world,




THE CAVCHEMAR'S D1 ARY

Diary: Stole this from the demon's desk - poor sol- dpesn't know how'to eat properly

Jesus. 1 have that tewm. “Diary.” I showld've gone with “Youmal,” hut 1 bouglht this book andk it actally says “Diawy” Vight there on
the front. Dairy. Diry. Diary-hen.

30, a8 it turns ou, I'n having trouble adjusting to this life, ov non=Iife, ov Requien 45 1've heard it called thowgh I can's Imagine why
is 6 Requiem like & enlogy ov something, except put 10 wasic?). 1 conld call it My So Called Ui,

There 1 90 aguin, trying to be funny. Funny to who? (Sovvy, o whom?) Not like ' letting anyone vead this. I'm ceviainly not
going o lex Bomard vead this. What o freak that guy is. | hear that others like e have sives wio. . well, shuse thew, really, but in
the vy that on shusive fither wight. Bemard's not like that. He's like, lonely. Ho wants to be my friend. And he's the last wan on
earth who I want to be friends with,

Andiyex, I can't help feel like I'm slisping into his shoes, the Wil 0 SOM. ecomes the fither even though he doesi’t wans to be. ] dow's
look as strange a5 he dous, but 1.... hear my voice, and how it croaks, and I can swell the swel) Coming off of me, and it's like fortilizer
0¥ heady overtwmed divt or Something. Weird, but sometimes it calls to mind mushrooms? Fecund, | think that’s the wog,

See, Bernard calls himself o conchemar, o other times, an incubus. He ol feedss from sleeping paople. And let s see hove, what do 1
407 Oh, yyeah, 1 foed from sleeping paople. I can't soem to 4o otherwise, Approaching someone who's avake? Chills my Wood, tums my
guIs 10 ice wata: I freak out. My palis sweat little heads of pink Wood, and then I hack anal, Ho, 1 ran arily. Part of me thinks,
oh, 1 bite them hen they 're asleep, and who knows the difference? They wake up 4 little dizzy, confused, maybhe fu-like, and
mieanhile ] have 4 bt of warmth in my veins. Good times. Excapt,

Except Bernard talls me st last week, oh, we get in their dvesms. The bits, it feels good, even when it comes from 4 freak like him
(ov me), and the “Kiss” invades theiv Aveams. Sometimes, he said, they open their eyes and look around, but they con't move (and
It Just becanse ' sitting on theiv chest like he sometimes Aoes, eitherd, can't even twitch 4 qoAdmN pinky finger. That sunded
fomilioy, 01 looked it wp. Yup. Hypnagogic hallncinations. O, Hight tervors, o, sheep parabysis. Had o ginifriend who nsed 1o have
them; she used to foel the Dressire on hev chest, she conlan's move, sometimes she heard 4 sond in her ears ik blood mishing, and
always, ahys there was The Dresence. A shadow shaped ke 4 man, SAnAINY in the Aoorway or 4 hag hiding in the closst and
natching her. Gireat. Avesome. Am It believe Remard was mayhe SHeking into our bedvoom t niglht and foediivg from my ginifiond
Vike she was sleeping beanty? Dow's get me wrong, she wias 4 trat amywy, bt still. Fuckin' Bermard.

Bernard’s veally quadamn weivd, too. Like, really. Get this: he jacks Andes Off while they ‘e sheeping. Seviously. Captures what he
Calls their “seed” ands then “gives it to” women he foads from. Has o whole fridge of the stff. It's & mini~fridge, granted, bt man,
It Just curdles the brain thinking albout it. Twisted freak. Ho sy it's slmost ike he's the one gexting them pregnant (not that he
s proof any of them ever got knocked up from this grisly procedure, him Wiping 122 into their panties, but it's molestation plain and
Simple. Though, then again, I'n not suve st what yow's cal) b ting their necks and dvinking their Wood)

[ hate this. 1 hote him. ] Aow't want to It pegple. 1 don't know that he wants to huwe pecple either, but he's gotten so he veally Jikes
this, alimiost like e gets off on it. 1 Aow's ever want to be that. But thew's 4 tiny voice inside of e that tells me it's happening already
[ want 0 be normal. Just o nomal guy. 1 dow's want to live UNARHYYONNA andh g0 Wind like o cave cricket and b some hissing, pitting
freak in &1y hat. 1 just wian 1o live my lifo Cumlive i unlife2) and tamp dovn o) these weird foelings like they don's exist 4t al).
Can't 1 be nommal? Please, dear diany, please? 1 dow's want to be anighody s nightmane,

1 have Yo wonder how wany of us are cquchemsr, the sleep-Ffeeders? T suspect many.
Pamaaed and confused, we hide and think to sink our fangs inko those who rest ungqwares, 1

would ve aone this route myself \f not for o sire who forced me to do otherwise,
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The earth s full of worms, HY reseqrch over the years has brought wme into contact
with dozens of Nosferatu, either directly or by written or oral qeccounts, Princes and
Prisci, Yo be sure, but more often those that others did not nokice (Or pretended not ‘o).
Whether inkentionglly remaining below others radar or simply shunned becquse their looks,
attitude or qura made others uncombortable, the Nosferatu clan 1s an iceberg, with only o
frackion visible ‘o ouksiders.

Some were proud of their clan, even perversely so. Others bore undeath g5 an eternity of
shame. Some clung to thewr dentity as o wmember of the clan (or o thew particular fqmily
fine within ) like o lifeline. Others shunned the company of other Haunts, seeing themselves
as different Crom or better than thewr Nosferqtu brethren, or even eked out hermebic exis-
bences away from contack with any kindred at qll.

The following are some of the small sub-Ffiles 1 collected during wmy inkerviews. Many are
anecdotql, writken down after brief inkerackions with the ndividugls in question when 1 did
not have the opportunity +o record their words more formally. Some are were snippets, or
notes, but who knows what information might be gleaned from thewm ab o future date. Some
of these may warrant further investigation n the future. Tve grouped thewm, for the sake of
laker reference inko some general cateqories that 1 feel are perkinent, and may make later

profiles eqsier.

IN14E BEGINNING

New Nosferatu are made every day, pulled from the wmire that is humanity into o potentiglly
eternal unlife of nightmares. Some are chosen carebully, painstakingly picked for particular
qualities after being studied for weeks, months, even years, X collector of ankiquities might
bake q historign or archivist inko the fold, Yo supplement her own specialbies, Tve heard re-
ports of Haunts who hand-groomed their childer throughout their human lives, or chose off-
spring from the ranks of thewr ghoul servitors,

Likewise, a Haunt who has dedicated his unlife to serving as an undying boogieman haunking
the streeks of o ciby (whether for noble purposes or his own personal sadiskic delight) might
choose q childe +o carry on his work., Perhaps o sneak thief, back-alley mugaer or peeping
fom. On the other hand, the prospective offspring might be taken from among the ranks of
those the Nosferatu delights in terrorizing, as the vampire gives one of his former vickims

he chance Yo become g predator himself,



‘ Transcription Notes: Interview with Robin Sims — Page 3

 Interviewer (INT): And that’s where you woke up?

Robin Sims (RS): Yes. I didn’t have any idea where I was. Hell, I didn’t have any idea who I was. But
the sun was starting to come up, and I knew I had to find a place to hide.

INT: You knew? How did you know?

RS: I could just feel it. It was 1ike being underwater and knowing you had to find the surface to
get air. I wasn’t thinking logically at that point, just instinct, I guess.

INT: Instinet. I see. And so this instinct told you to break into Quist’s haven?

RS: NO! No, I didn’t know it was Quist’s haven. I didn’t know who Quist was, or what a haven was or
anything like that. I just knew I had to get of f that rooftop and into someplace dark.

(NOTE: No fewer than five members of the Executive had their havens breached in this manner. In
two other cases, the victim was unable to find safety before being destroyed by the sun, leaving
nothing more than a pile of ash and fragments of clothing.)

INT: And it was just pure coincidence that you were on that particular roof top.

RS: Like I said, I don’t know how I got there. Last thing I remember, I was talking with my some guy
- inabar. We were getting ready to leave, and the next thing I know, I’m waking upona rooftop. The ‘
guy’s nowhere to be found and I'm terrified and scrambling to hide from the sun.

\
\ : : \
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/‘I‘: And what were you speaking about? \ A : , /

RS: Small talk. Nothing special.

INT: Is it your habit to leave bars with individuals you
do not know?

RS: I... How exactly is that your business? I don’t have
to...

(SOUND OF SLAP AGAINST FLESH)

INT: Shut up and answer the question. You’re in no
position to make demands here.

(SOUND OF STIFLED SOBS)

INT: I asked if it was your habit to leave bars with
individuals you did not know by name.

RS: ...yes... sometimes...
INT: For what purpose?
RS: (mumbled reply)
INT: Speak up!

RS: For sex, okay? Sometimes I meet up with people, they :
need company, I can show them a good time.

INT: So,you’re a prostitute.
RS: No! No, it’s not like that.

INT: You meet strangers, and have sex with them for
money.

RS: No. Just... We just would party. I just like to have a !
good time.

INT: And so they never gave you money for your...
encounters. g

RS: Sometimes, if I needed some cash for rent, someone
would loan me some. But just a loan. I will pay them
back, when I’m doing better.

INT: I... see. So, you met this individual, this man, at the bar that evening. Describe him.

RS: I don’t really remember. He had dark hair, I think. Short hair. He was tall. Average build. Wearing
business clothes. A suit, in a dark color.

INT: That is sufficient. We will send in someone later who can help you... remember.

(NOTE: According to my contact’s information, the Executive had already apprehended and interviewed
this subject. Interrogation revealed no memory of having met Sims or even been at the location in
question. Whether he was used as a pawn and then mesmerized, or whether his face had been appropriated
by some witcheraft is uncertain.)

INT: Continue. You left the hotel bar with him, and went upstairs. Did you use the elevator?
RS: I didn’t say it was the hotel bar.

INT: You didn’t have to. We have done our own research since you were apprehended.

RS: Listen, I don’t know who you think you are...

INT: I am the person in charge of determining whether your invasion of Quist’s home was a willful
act of sabotage, an attack by some unknown enemy, or merely a whim of fate. I will personally decide
whether you continue to exist or are staked out to meet the dawn. I recommend you cooperate with me
to your fullest ability. Do I make myself clear?

RS: Yes.
INT: Then, if we may continue. Did you use the elevator?

RS: I... I think so.. Yes... Yes, I remember the interior was mirrored. And I remember thinking that...
I remember wondering if they could use one-way mirrors in elevators, because I just had this... weird
feeling that someone was watching me. :




(NOTE: Each of the individuals in Springfield who are suspected of being vietims of Asp went
missing from a building with an elevator. A1l of the survivors report having actually been in an
elevator as their last cognizant pre-embrace memory.)

INT: And was anyone else in the elevator when you got on?
RS: No... No, just he and 1.
INT: And what floor did you go to?

RS: I... I don’t remember. I know he pushed the buttons, while I was looking at the mirror, but I
don’t remember which one.

INT: I see. And so you rode the elevator to some unknown floor and departed from it?
RS: I... I suppose we must have. But... I don’t remember getting off.
INT: Excuse me?

RS: The elevator. I don’t remember getting off the elevator. I was there, and then... Then it was
almost dawn and I could feel it get lighter... and it burned...

INT: Go on.

RS: I remember the smell of the asphalt under me... The sound of traffie. And even though it was
still dark, I could feel the light on my skin. It was warm at first, and then hot, and then it just
burned, 1ike bleach or battery acid. I knew I had to get away from it.

INT: And that was when you broke into the Quist’s home?

RS: I didn’t break... well, I didn’t mean to, anyway... I just needed to get out of the sun. There was a
door, and I ran. I pulled, but it was locked. But it was getting lighter and it hurt so bad. I yanked
hard, and the door bent and came loose. I ran down the stairs and yanked another door open, trying
to get as far from the 1ight as I could. I didn’t mean to, it just... It hurt.

(NOTE: Photographs taken at the scene of Storm’s embrace revealed a large billboard affixed to
the rooftop. The advertisement at the time of her attack was for the Springfield Zoo’s upcoming
reptile fair.)

INT: And that’s where they found you?
RS: Yeah. I... I must have fallen asleep. It was dawn, and I just couldn’t help it, even though I was
terrified.

INT: I see. And you claim that, when they found you there, you had no idea what had happened to
you? No memory of the Embrace, no knowledge of who or what you are?

RS: No... I knew I was hungry. But they woke me up and eventually some of them told me what had
happened. I didn’t believe it at first. Sometimes I still don’t. But everything else they’ve told me
seems to be true. I can’t hold down real food. I fall asleep every morning. And... well, God knows
something happened to me. I mean, my hair... my skin... If I ever catch whoever did this to me...

(NOTE: RS exhibits extensive epidermal deterioration. Her hair, reportedly once blonde, is no
longer present anywhere on her body.)




THE MANY FACES of HoRRoR
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There s no wmore o typical Nosferatu than there s o bypical scent or color, OF the bwenky~
tharee Haunts T spoke 4o divectly or had second hand information about who appear 4o be
presently wmaking Hheir home n Hhis ciby, Fifteen showed Fangible physical qnomalies or distia-
urements that aqppeared +o he J'wecHY bo their embrace or unlife. Some were overt, whereqs
obhers were £ar subkler. These latber were perhaps within the realm of human gnomaly.

Even scemingly overt physical flaws cannot automatically atributable +o o Nosferatus
clan. The lines bekween physical anomaly and epically poor hygiene or physical self-qbuse,
for example, can be blurry indeed. The migsma of one Haunt's arave-stench might be purely
of superngtural manifestation, reqardless of how pristine she wmginkgins her person, wheregs
anothers wmight be environmental, o product of her spending her daytwme sleeping hours amidst
charnel or effluvia. One Nosferatus unhealed wounds and festering sores might be g vampiric
legacy of his embrace during a plague, while qnother wight worry gt his own skin constantly,
diaaing new wounds open each nightfall out of suilk or anxiety. Without being able +o nterview
each ndividual in—depth, there o great deal of ambiauity possible and many potential explana-
Fons beyond "The Curse a5 a cause for even n the wost seemingly obvious wmanifestations of
Nosferatus physical disfigurements,

Unfortunately, at least for the purposes of research and categorization, while there s gt
least some skrong likelihood that one can accurately chalk the War P‘.s‘s hideous visage or
Fhe Worm Lord's withered limbs vp as gspecks of thewr Nosferatu nature, more subtle physicql
disfigurements or menkql and social blights are even less easily categorized.

Jaes menkal quirk might well be gqhtributed +o her Embrace, as might Violet qudropls ec—
centric and retiring nature, One is challenged 4o draw the line bebween vampiric extremes
and the legendary horror that separgtes the Nosferatu from the rest of Kindred society. We
have all wmet bengs (Vc\mp\r\c or not) whose bearing was so offensive, so predatory, so 0dious or
downright creepy a5 Yo make social inkergckion with them almost impossible. The line between

a blood curse and the extremes of social dysfunchion can be blurry indeed,

ONE BiG F Ly

Whether i+ s becquse their disfigurements (?hyS\CC\I or otherwise) offend others sensibili-
Fies or, Nosferatu often congregate with thewr clansmates more than other vampires, In some
cities, Hhis consists of entire underground “Jomc\‘ms,“ such g5 the one the Marquis described,
although of course not every city has the equivalent thereof. ks well, the Haunted often form
coteries from thewr own clanmates, and family lines (when not rainted by resentment for be-

\ng cursed 4o such gn unlife) can remgin strong for centuries,



Ask Violet about her lineqqe. Pitko with Septimus, How many of the c‘d'y‘s Haunts share q
common progenitor, and how far back do those connections trace? s there any linegqe loy-

alby present, or do the exisking family lines splinker and war amongst thewmselves?

Theres something 40ing on beyond the rebellion that Trepans plobking. Molly wmay know. Poes

Violet” Rueread her notes, There way be something there.

V A1nGLoRTIOUS MoNSTERS

Some revel n their deformibies qnd the reactions they cquse in others, using thewm to
thewr best qdvantage. Victor Trepan is g prime exqmple of this, Even \f he were q Shadow,
he d probably be a blustering bully, but he takes full advantage of the fear and repulsion his
Haunt nature allows him to trigaer n others, Those who feel as Trepan does may g0 out of
baeir way not only 4o flaunt their ualiness, deformities or rightening nature, but may actu-
ally ¥ake skeps +o accentugte it Amov\s young or progressively wminded Nosferaty, extreme
body modifications wmight include grotesque tathoos, brands or piercings and aquamentations, 1
saw o Haunt once who had sewn his own mouth back inko o snarling grimace. The combing-

Fon of permanently exposed fangs qnd sloppy black stitches binding lips +o his cheeks qnd chin
Ts



was €nough Fo inkmidate (or repulse) even the
most skoic viewer. Another had carved gleoves
ko her own flesh which she used s erstwhile
pockets, storing valuables, weapons or worse
within these qory chambers, One evening she
needed +o know what was happening in gn-
other location, and s 1 watched, she let out ¢
sharp whistle, What had previously appeqred to
be merely qn unhealed sore on her collar bone

began to bulge and squirm, gnd then g wrig-

aling ball of matted fur 43 big as wy fist bursk
forth £rom k. The rat-ghoul looked vp at his
regnant £or a wmoment, and then scuttled off
on his business, while 1 was near-incqpacitated
with nausea. kfter seeing my reaction, the Nosferatu went out of her way to find excuse to
summon forth o veribable army of shouled rats, insects, bats and snakes from these self-
nflicked wounds ot every opportunity, apparently reveling n wy revulsion.

Nor are those with physical deformities the only ones +o take pleasure n the gift bheir
clan bestows vpon thew, Many Nosferatu become masters at vkilizing ther particular wmani-
festakion of their lines eerie, horrifying or just diskurbing qurg to inkimidate, frighten or
wmanipulate those they inkeract with,

& aMEFUL COUVNTENANCE

Not every Nosferatu revels \n their monstrous nature, of Course, Or even gqecepts the com—
pany of her fellows. Some are filled with self-loathing and hatred for the creqtures tagt
dragged them ko q horrific ererngl existence.
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HoSE W o PERSEVERE

Other Haunts simply accept thewr fake stoically as the burden they bear for some wmagined

sin, crime or morgl deficiency, real or maginary. This outlook s especially common, of course,
n those whose [ife before the Embrace was exceptionally walevolent, especially if their sive
approached thewr early vampiric raining with g hellfire and brimstone qtritude. Some Haunts,
however, seewm capable of wmanifesting Hais quilty attitude about their own ngture without any
particular Yeaching from others, instead conjuring forth q shroud of auilk from deecp within

their own bruised psyche.




Sl This conversation was conducked :

at a bqré[y aqudible whisper. 1 have
Radar (R): (whispered) shhhh. Not so loud. pleced b together as best g5 pos—

INT: Sorry... Black Molly said (you rarely come to gatherings.) sible. Aveas where Hae tape was

R: No reason to. Loud, nasty things. (Full of/Full up) Loud simply +00 quiek ko be certain of its
nasty things. What do you s content, T heqve put wy best inker-

L toni o ambres Mol Faata pretation (6rom transcription qnd
that you had (served the clan) before your embrace? memory) mrackels: Ammc‘*e Eaee
sibilities are separgqted with slgsh
wmarks. This nformation should be
held g5 pokentially incorrect,

R: Served the shadows. Serve the shadows. Still serve the
shadows.

| /—_




\

%T: But you are Nosferatu, are you not? (Not Mekhet?) ——
R: The shadows not the shadows. ks 1 LN o 5o

INT: Were you a ghoul before you were embraced? around Radar seemed +o Haicken

R: I was a watcher. I watched. I saw things. wmaking him harder to perceive,
INT: How did you end up being Embraced?

R: There are things no one should see. I saw them. I knew.

INT: So, you saw things the Nosferatu were keeping secret?

R: Istill do.

INT: And they chose to Embrace you rather than just kill you?

R: I'd seen too much. I know. Too niuch. I was already one of them.
INT: You were one of who?

R: The clan. I'd started to change. I could hear things. See things.
INT: So, you .started manifesting...

R: You’re blind.

INT:...no...

R: You’re blind. You really don’t see it, do you? (She/He) has done it. (You’re in a bind?/You’re
really blind?)

Av b point in the conversation,
INT: I’'m not sure what you mean?

quqr became visibly wrikated,
R: Never mind. fidaeting and slancing qround the

INT: Are you okay? r00Mm n ¢ state of what T inker-

R: No. (She/He) knows bl G

INT: Knows? Who knows what?

R: Who knows what, indeed. I have to go. (Scent of much./I’ve said too much.) Listen to the whispers.

With that, Radar fiterally disappeared, leaving me sitting alone when the Black Prince walked by and
fixed wme with an intent aaze. She looked at the emply chqir beside we, nodded once, and walked qway.




The oldest of these documents is qbout Fwo
vears old. The file belonaed +o Nicolas Hernan-
dez, o member of the clan who served the
First Estate n Los Amseles before £alling off
ke map back n January. A Kindred 40ing
through his 400ds sent these to wme,

A aenuine loose end. Could have been anything,.







Fact: Hernandez’s opponents exhibited abilities almost identical to those of Hernandez and
his c¢lan. One tossed a motorcycle. Another tore a car door from its hinges with ease. They
vanished from plain sight. And they could distort their faces and incite fear and horror in
their potential victims.

Fact: The newcomers uniformly excited disgust in mortals by their mere presence. The fact that
each had a deformity of some kind only reinforces the effect.

The most obvious conclusion: they’re Nosferatu.
Except —

Fact: The strangers came from a hole in the ground that had been filled since before the arrival
of Europeans.

Fact: The Nosferatu of California are not indigenous. The first Nosferatu we know about arrived
with the Europeans.

Except —

These are, if not indigenous members of Clan Nosferatu, certainly partakers in the same
Blood.

What does this mean?

It may indicate that Clan Nosferatu is more ancient than we can know, and that members of
the clan split of f and migrated north and east during the original migrations that populated
continental North America.

It may, however, mean something more fundamental. I have a page or two from a Latin book
by Piso Minor, which describes the Worms of the Earth — he means the Nosferatu — as rising
up spontaneously “when certain signs come to pass: a cock lays an egg, a snake coils around
a gravestone, three owls alight on a dead man’s house, a child is born at the moment of a
nearby death.” We consider it these days a myth. But what if it was at some point true? What if
sometime in the past — if not even now — certain circumstances could produce from the dead
a spontaneous Nosferatu?

The Mekhet.include some who believe that they are a different species from the other Kindred.
What if this was true of the Nosferatu? What if the Worms of the Earth really do, at times,
arise spontaneously from the corpses of the dead? People assume that the clans are really
bloodlines which consolidated and became potent, and that each has a patient zero of sorts, a
single originator. But what if the Clan Nosferatu really is in fact a more diffuse thing, with
no single originator?
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bhe sewers or Yucked among the rooftops of the ciby. Some will not be content to view the
world from any seat not elevated head qnd shoulders above the rest. Whether g5 H’.eroehqnl',
Archikect, hechbishop, Alder, Priscus, Primogen, Prefect or Prince, there are leaders among
the Nosferaty, ndividuals who refuse +o gllow their clans flaws and weaknesses to prevent
Faewm from attaining ther q0qls.

Mari Brendan, the Black Prince, s one of these.

Not satisfied sumply to lead her clan, shortly after arriving n the city Brendan set her
sights on the throne, She qehieved her 40ql glmost o decade 440, gnd has ruled with an ron
fist ever since. Under her rule, the c.'.h/‘s structure hgs become highly codified, with those
who support her reign n places of almost ungssailable power carefully balanced with suf-
ficient checks qnd balances +o ensure thgt without her constant qtrention the entive city
would surely topple into chqos.

Mari Brendan has no illusions about the state of her city, or s Mmembers opinion of her. She
knows that few of her subyecks love the Black Prince, and that many hate her. More mpor-

bant, however, 1s that all but o very few fear her. That, she clawms, \s the mark of success.

FireT IMPRESSIONS

34

My first encounter face to face with the Black Prince was during one of her official courts,
Heralded by an angelic blonde androgyne, with o voice that echoed off of the Elysiom walls,
Brendan swept nko the room flanked by four ndividuals n domine wasks, all of 4 similar height
and body shape Yo the Prince. Clothed glike n black, featureless suiks, the Princes entouraqe
followed three steps behind her with wmilikary precision. Eqch wore gloves, and o cowl-type hood
bhat covered the head entively. The subtle lighting gleaming Erom the stark porcelain masks
provided the only relief n thewr otherwise colorless visages. These, then, were the Masques T4
heard of. They were every bit qs disconcerking 43 T4 been lead Yo believe.

Brendan entered what had been q crowded gathering, and those qssembled parted to make
way for her like the Reed Seq before Moses. K path, more than wide enough for five men
Yo walk abreast, extended from the doorway to the dais at the far end of the greqt hall,
The Prince squntered down the center of  slim qnd kall, and her presence commanded ev-
ery €y€e in the room,

What Eirst struck we aqbout Hari Brendan, especially after doing so much reseaqrch into
the Haunts, was how normgl she appeared o be ot first glance. Her skin was clear and
very pale, even for one of our Kindred, She moved aracefully, and her body appeared £t and

well formed. There were, ot least, no qpparent extra lmbs, tentacles, club feet, or shoulder



huwmps, Her har was straight, cq”'ms ko her waist in o waterfall of shadow that seewmed 4o
absorb, rather than reflect, the light that fell upon i+ Some whisper that Hhis is the origin
of her Hitle as the Black Prince. Obviously, they have never wet her n person,

ks she passed, the crowd qround her seemed +o hold ks breath, Some bowed, either qrgnd
sweeping aestures or swagll nods of respect. No one spoke, not so wmuch 45 a whisper. Such s
the power of 4 prince who rules by fear.

At bhe far end of the Elysium hall, o spotlight turned on, illuminating o raised dais vpon which
stood q single seaqt. The throne (for Hhnere could be no other label for it) appeared to be carved
of o single piece of alabaster: solid, cold, and unbreakable, wmuch like Brendan herself.

The Black Prince qscended the dqis, and settled herself on the throne, Two of her
Masques arranged themselves, one b each shoulder, The other bwo stood beside their twins
for o split second, and then disappeared from sight, leaving we (and probably the rest of
the room) wondering for the enkirety of the evening if they were lurking unseen behind we
at every moment,

Once the Prince was seqted, she paused, looking out over those gathered, There was q
feeling that every person n the room was holding his or her breath no wmean feat qmong
the undead. Then she nodded, almost mperceptibly, and the gathering relaxed and reburned o
Fuewr previous discussions,

1 wakched as the Black Princes herald became the nuclevs of an orbiting circle of
Kindred. Many wanted the Princes ear thgt €vening, some more desperghely thgn obhers,
The hergld kept notes in g small leather book, qpproached by subyeck after subyect unkil,
almost an hour later, the throng dwindled and then ended entively. For all tuis dume, as
her herald made appointments, Brendan sat on that throne, watching out over the crowd
without appearing +o focus on any one gspect of . 1 observed, thinking myself unseen,
SECUrE \n wy aqnonywity.

Secure, that was, until the herald approached Brendan and, without g word being spoken,
the gaze of the Black Prince Yurned and fell vpon we like o lead weight. T found myself
frozen n place, gaze locked with her obsidian eyes. For what felt like hours, she held me
there, separated by a full voom of others, but feeling as & 1 knelt divectly at her feet.

And Haen she smiled and looked qway.

1 am not ashamed to say 1 turned and practically ran €rom the roowm. 1 had no choice, 1
had seen things in her eyes horrible things that wmy own mind will not allow wme +o remem-
ber. 1 only know that they were there, dwelling within her, and that the cruelest thing she
could ever do to me would be to look gt wme thusly aqain.

TF was difficult +o conkinue my research after that. Nothing, not the War Pigs brukality
or the Worm Lord's depravity, came close +o that which 1 saw in the dephhs of her €yes.
Buk, ot length, bolstered by rereqding wy nokes and seeing the other horrors 1 had encoun-
tered and continued on n spike of, T made the choice o return o my work. T+ was the

hardest decision T have ever made.

8s



Things I know about the Black Prince:

« Brendan is not the first Nosferatu prince of this city. She took the throne from a relatively
short-lived Ventrue monarch who made the mistake of focusing on usurpation rather than
the long-term viability of holding control of the eity. The Ventrue was prince for less than
four years from the time he publicly destroyed the former ruler, who was a Haunt of the
First Estate.

« The Black Prince does not appear to manifest a physical curse in the way that many of her
family does. Nor does she carry a repugnant or off-putting aura, although she is able to exude
it when she desires. Because of this, others often do not immediately recognize that Mari
Brendan is Nosferatu.

« The Black Prince consults regularly with an ancient Gangrel hag, named Himinglava. She calls
this Acolyte seer her “Norn” and seeks her advice before each court and council meeting. When
an outspoken Succubus called Himinglava a “foul witeh? in Brendan’s presence, the Nosferatu
ripped the offensive vampire’s head off with her bare hands as a lesson to others.

Rumors that I have heard about the Black Prince:

Aumors tilal i Hidve 1lcal U & S e s e

. Mari Brendan is actually not female, but is instead an alias for the same male Nosferatu
Invictus who ruled the city before the Ventrue usurper “ki11led” him. While he had originally
stepped aside, agreeing to be “destroyed” so that his covenant-mate could take the throne, he
could not stand the inept job the younger vampire did and thus reclaimed rulership with a new
identity in an attempt to put the domain back on the straight and narrow.

« Brendan is not a Haunt at all. She is actually a member of an obscure left-handed bloodline
that has managed to divest itself of their clan curse by consuming the souls of ancient
aristocratic vampires. She has enough blackmail material on the city’s Nosferatu, however,
that no one dares argue if she claims to be one of them.

+ The hag who Brendan relies so heavily upon is actually her sire (making Brendan Gangrel,
rather than Nosferatu), to whom she is wholly bloodbound. She has no choice but to consult
with the witch, and abide by her demands: While I do not know the nature of their relationship,
I have stared into Mari Brendan’s eyes. I can say for certain: the Black Prince is one of us.

OVE 0F us. ALWAYS ONE OF us.

FRoM ON HigH

k wise prince leaves nothing +o chance. Brendan is no fool, and has stacked the deck n
her ciby, carefully lacing the power skruckure of her domain with members of her covenant,
those who are bound +o her will Fhrough the Vinculuw, and, of course, other members of the
Nosferatu clan. Especially among the Haunts, whose bonds as a clan aravably run deeper
Fhan with qny other, there are obvious aqdvantgaes to dwelling within o domain where o
member of your clan is the ulbimate qubhority. Even those Haunks who do not hold any par-
Fieular position of power shill are afforded some small meqsure of trickle~down respeck, so
long a5 they are not overtly n the Princes il 4races,

1 spoke with severql Nosferatu within Brendans domain ('mclud'ms the Nosferatu Priscus)
who had nokhing but slowing Haings +o say of the Black Prince. Considering Brendans repu-
bation qs q merciless mongreh, perhaps Wt 1s not particularly surprising that the public re-

sponses | encountered were glwmost unanmously positive, but the inkerviews are included here,






Prince and Priscus

In our city, the Priscus of ¢ osferatu is a role with a great deal of responsibil-
iy, both to the clan and to the an itself. T served the former Priscus, Alyksandir Von
Khreb, for many vears, I(eepina track of whatever information he considered too mundane to
reguire his particular attertion. As time passed, more and more of the clans business in
the city fell under that headina, as the nigh'ts we;ghed heavier and heavier upon his shoul-
ders. 'T;hen, three years ago, /U\/ksandir Simply stopped raSpondinS to phone calls. At Arst
we didnt think much of ity the rest of the clan and T. He was a crotchety old Codger
and disliked tec hnology anyeoay, and we just assumed that he d Ainally refused to use it
any more. We inguired after his health in manners we knews he preferred — by mail left in
a hollow of concrete near his haven, Nyrm‘éongue graffiti posted where he liked to feed,
and Anally a formal missive sent by one of my ghouls who had visited one of his public/\/
knowon mee’ting rooms beneath the city. There was no response, and the Shou/ did not
return. After a few more nights, it became clear that Something was not right, and as
his aide, T took it Upon rmyself to travel direcﬂ\/ to his haven, which fews others knews the
exact location of, and in\/eS‘CiSO:Ce for myself.

The entrance to his haven Was deep under the city, past the public. meeting place that T
had sent my ghoul to. I proceeded cautiously, not khow;hg what to expect. Even when re-
Sponding 2o a direct invitation, entering an elders home territory is dangerous. Walking iny un-
nVited and unexpected as T wasS, was foolhardy. Yet T felt T had no real choice. T owed fid
to my fellows to And out what was ke_epin3 their\spo/(e&nan and leader from their presence.

In the meeting chamber, T discovered my qhoul s fate. e had apparently triggered one
of the many traps that Alyksandir had set Lo deter unwanted visitors. While the fall-
in3 Stones migh't have only broken a Xindred' s bones and left him immobile, until Al\/ksandir
could come to feed the unfortundate and set him free, my pet was only human and had
permanently broken beneath the heawy pile of rocks. Undaunted, T continued, avoiding what
traps T could, and managing to remain relatively unharmed by those T did trigger. My vears
of /ea)-nina at Alkysandirs Pnee had 'CQMSH'C me more than My mentor had intended, and T
was at least margnally aware of the types of traps he favored and the locations that he
LGS /;/(el\/ 1o set them in.

I found him in his outer Sanctum, slumped over his favorite wriﬁna desk with a pen still
clutched in his still -Rngers. IZ was, in Some WaYS, G 6Iessin3 that he d fallen there, and net
in his inner chambers — T doulbt even T could have penetrated the innermost of his sanctu-
aries and lived. At first I suspected foul play, but there were no sians of a struggle and T
knero /U\//(sandir to be far, far older than other vampires who T had Seen turn 2o ash Upon
their demise. T left him there, disturbina him no more than was reguired to remove the let-
ter he had been permina when torpor struck him, and went to consult with the Prince as to
howo to proceed.

#/aving ones prince be a member of ones clan is both an opportunity and a cha/lenae.
Any ally in a position of powoer can be an asset. Yowever, calling a leader clanmate can put
one under uncomfortable scruting. Rather than Simply deciding amongst the more powver-—
ful, eldest and most po/i'&(‘,a//y adept individuals u_)\ho Should next represent our clan, T felt
¢ necessary to inform mMy Sovereign of #U\/ksandirs fate, and to wait for her wishes on
the matter. T was surprised when she insisted that T take the role for myself, and dou-
5/\/ So when the rest of the clans elders backed her decision. But, OJ’C/']O(:(SH T am younger
than many of rmy family in the city, T had served ‘U’]e\ Ionaes-t at Alyksandirs Side, and was
the most prepared to continue coordinaﬁng our clans pué/ic efforts with the rest of the
local ¥indred.

L arm not the leader of our clan, any more than A/yksancl;r was before me. As lonq as
the Prince is on the throne (and T do net anticipate her lea\/inS it wi//ing/y\, she will insist
on being the ultimate authority in her domain, and while she mMay hand over nominal respon-
siéilit\/ for attending to mundane matters, we are all aware exactly how limited our rights
and freedoms are. Or rather, our privileges and leewsays are broad, so long as they are in
/(eepina with the Princes desires.

wWhat does that mean to me, aS a powerless Priscus? \/er\/ Iittle has C/’]ahged Since "y
Service to /llyksandir. Now, T report directly 2o the Prince. T serve the clan, even ¥ T do
not lead ¢y and that is Sa‘tis-lf‘\/ing enough. :

Al\/ksandir was Priscus before the Black Prince took over the domain, and thus served other
princes before her. While he never spoke so much as a word of disloyalt\/ to me, L cannct
help but think that perhaps her rule is why he withdrew. Especially considering the contents
of the letter T found him wri‘ting when he fell 2o torpor.




While the wmemories of My conversation with her
are somewhat shaky, 1 am fairly cerkgin that
the gist of Black HolIY‘s skatements gbout how
Prisci are chosen are fairly ciby—centric. Okher
chies T have reseqrched have o wmore rorglitarian
and separatist wmodality, with the Priscus serving,
essenkiglly, as the prince of the undercity (with
or without the prince pro?erB bless'ms.) In others,
especially remote or under-developed regions, the

choosing of o new Priscus can be g brutal wmat-

ber of physical combal, with the vickor remaining
the clans representakive unkil deposed. The wost
Cqsc'mqhns rumors | discovered, however, were those of o German city where each member
of the clan ook  porkion of the responsibiliby for serving as the clans representative. In
order to avoid those outside of the clan from knowing the true ngture of the Cqm‘.lYls hier—
archy (and Haus effeckively Fawarking attempts Yo assassinate, investigate or bribe nflu-
ential mewmbers), all Nosferatu in the ciby took turns using the same illusionary visase and
dentiby Fo serve o term as the representative for their family. This public dentity has,
according Yo some stories, served g5 the Priscus of the city for several hundred y€ars con-

Finvously, seeing the clan through generation gfter genergtion of changing princes.

Transcribed from Audio Tape Series L7, Number 3 of 14

BEGIN TRANSRIPTION &...common misconception. While my studies are, of course, anecdotal, I
would estimate that as many as one in ten cities throughout the world is currently ruled by a
Nosferatu. There have been, of course, periods when the clan, as a whole, held far more reign.
While the information comes from secondary sources, sufficient evidence suggests that during
the 1% century, a virtual Nosferatu dynasty rose up in what is now Libya and western Egypt, with
one extended family holding reign over every city in the region for a period of almost a century.
A similar region of Nosferatu influence is rumored to have sprung up in the latter part of the
13 century, although this time the area was the Iberian Peninsula, in what modernly makes
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up far southeastern France and eastern Spain. This
period of control was shorter, perhaps no more than 3
decades, but during that time there are no reports to
indicate that a single non-Nosferatu held leadership
of a city in the area for more than a few weeks before
being evicted from the throne, most often lethally.

More recently, during the early years of the 20t century, the entirety of Alaska and portions
of northwestern Canada were held by a consortium of Nosferatu rulers. While the Haunt rule of
Nome is near legendary, stretchinguntil fairly recent years, during the heyday of the Nosferatu
range, there was no Kindred city in that region that was not ruled by one of the clan. Their
control stretched all the way across the Bering Strait, and into northeastern Russia, as well.

Strangely, while researching these dynasties, I came across what I thought, at first, was an
interesting coincidence. In every one of the areas that would qualify as a Nosferatu imperium
(that being three or more cities in a geographic area being held by Nosferatu, with no non-
Nosferatu held cities within the same region) the advent of Nosferatu ascension was either
directly preceded by or coincided with an outbreak of some virulent disease on an epidemic
level. In most cases, the plague was prevalent — bubonie, viral hemorrhagie, septicemic. Some
reports are clear enough that we can 1ink the symptoms with high probability to a known plague
variants in other cases, especially in early history such as the northern African imperium
at the turn of the last millennium, sources are more difficult to obtain and we can only make
suppositions as to the nature of the disease. Whether this is a matter of coincidence, physical
cause-and-effect, or something more... mysterious... isuncertain at this point. There are those,
especially among the more self-loathing of my clan who I have shown this evidence to, who
believe that this is a clear omen — a sign of the... how did she put it?... the “wrongness” of our
kind, I believe were her words. However, my intuition is that, in time, a simple explanation will
be uncovered, and that it is unlikely to be as enigmatic or esoteric as reality passing judgment
upon the appropriateness of Nosferatu rule.

Most Nosferatu princes, of course, are not part of some region-spanning collection of clan-
kin, any more than their subjects are. Most reign alone, master or mistress over their own
painstakingly carved out domain, holding territory against the encroachment of a nigh-
constant stream of potential usurpers and would-be inheritors. Which, of course, has often
lead to border disputes or political feuds. When coupled with the Nosferatu’s often poor social
standing among the others of Kindred society, it is not surprising then that others often seek to
actively thwart a Nosferatu from rising to the throne, or to quickly depose one who has attained
it. What is, perhaps, more surprising is that, even with these reactions, Nosferatu not only
frequently do become princes, but also that, when they do, they often remain regnant over a city
for as long or longer than is average for a Kindred to reign.

I have several theories about this phenomenon... END TRANSCRIPTION




(Note: Acco»«d‘ms Yo the Venkrue Priscus, there s no record of Aoel Gustavson in city
records, He believes the c'd«,ls Kindred population starked with o coterie of Gangrel, who
clamed the fledaling sektlement's cibizens during 4 building boowm. ks well, while hmericas
first sewer system was n place by the lgte 6DDs, & seems unlikely that o ciby s0 wmuch

younger aqnd swmaller could have implemented one by the time period Paumont describes)
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= = | Der mizta UiC, i HERD |
K most curious thing happened when 1 was ar [ UtOk t0 jdk Bot+
ranging wy nokes after leqving the Black Princes fHa PRTVH'Q. HQ wuz {
Courk. 1 found, tucked berween the pages of re- 1 RoUG Not+ dLL oV ]!
seqrch 14 compiled, ¢ note that T had never seen ue an HQR Buf We ‘
before. 1 asked Black Molly whether she could ,’ CC{VH— QC{\/ 1. U EHUD :,'
enhify eibher tae handwriting or the signature, r‘ +0Ck +0 ReU AUD i
which resembled o childs scrawled W, but she wes f HOOQC{M. fHQ V‘O \

either unwilling or ungble +o do so. Tw skl uncer- Wdat+ 1 meey .. ..11‘

tain exactly how the quthor was qble to secret

S

the paper in with wmy notes without wmy notice,




but as b seewms quite appropriate o the topic 1 am including i+ heren. The spelling and gram-
makical errors are origingl fo the missive, and in some places the handwriting was 50 bad that 1
am only gquessing at the words intended, 1€ & is sincere, & provides o contrgsting view to those
publicly professed by the cikys Haunts, and leaves ne queskion of whebher the rebellious force

amassed by the quy\g, 15 the winoriby, or 1s n fact an unspoken majority.

Prevoyaric Toows

Pespite the rumors of her ferocity, the Black Prince is not ncapable of adroit diplomacy
far from k. T have personally witnessed Brendan using everything from subtle half-prom-
1s€s ko sly backhanded thregts (qlon5 with wmore overt violence and inbwmidation) qmong her
domain members, as well as uhilizing her almost innumerable minions, servants and pawns 43

an extension of her will +o carry out her bidding throughout the dowmgin,
Many of the Princes pawns seewm Firmly aware that they are doing her work, willingly or
unwillingly trading a wmodicum of their own self-direckion either for benefiks that serving ther

reaent can provide, or out of fear for what would happen should they choose 4o disobey.

FEAR ANp FACADES

The unknown is always more frightening than the known, The Nosferatu, masters of fear
and illusion, know Fhis lesson bekker thgn wosk, One of the tools used by Mari Brendan, to
ensure thgt her domain never ceqses +o be properly held n the orips of fear, are o troupe
of personal guardians/spies/assassins known only as The Masques,

Except for the Black Prince, no one in the domain is cerkain exactly who (or what) the
Masques are. No wmore thgn four are ever seen n the sqme place ab the same bame, and i+
s common for four Yo qrrive in escort o the Prince, and then for half of their number to
disappear n o very public manner, the remaining two serving qs o visible reminder of thew
vanished brethren. The Masques all appear dentical: kall, slim, androgynous buk undenigbly £
bodies, all dentifying features hidden beneath black clobhing and white domino masks. None
wear weapons openly, glthough more than once o vanished Masque has reqppeared behind
Fhewr inkended vickm wielding q knike or razor—sharp garrote. Tn these cqses, the gssassin-
Masque strikes glmost impossibly €ast, and disappears yust 43 quickly, leqving nothing behind
but a falling body or swirling cloud of ash where thewr former vickim had stood.

ks s fkely the Princes 404/, the things that are not known gbout the Masques aqre an even
areater source of fear and rumor among the domagin than their obviously lebhal efficiency. Even
during wmy relatively short visit +o the Princes aathering, 1 was able to discern o wulkitude of
suppositions gbout the Masques. Some seem wore blatantly unlikely than others, but all were
spoken with (to the best of my ability 4o discern) utter belief n thewr veracity.
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Rumors about the Masques

iefof ancient vampires who appear \
-pyince. By looking like Brendan’s ‘
e, allowing them to slip in and ‘
ng challenged or targeted. ‘

. The Black Prince isactually just the pawnof a powerful co
as the Masques to keep tabs on her and protect their pupp
servants, they keep any potential enemy’s sights on the Pri
out of the domain’s public and private functions without

. Mari Brendan has somehow learned to split herself across multiple bodiess each of the Masques |
is a shadow of the Prince herself. ‘

« Brendan is really just a neonate who made deals with demons. The Masques are another “favor” ‘
she bargained with the devil for, an army to help her keep her throne. ‘

« A Nosferatu proverb states There is no truth, save for what is believed.” Both in the Kindred \
world and the world of mortals, lives have been ended, kingdoms toppled and wars won all for the \
sake of appearances. The Haunts know this, and we often turn it to our advantage. Some, 1ike the ‘
Black Prince, use this ability to build an atmosphere of constant threat, paranoia and fear. The |
Masques, whose anonymity ensures that everyone in the domain is 1ikely to suspect every other
member of being one of their number, is only one way Brendan manipulates her image.

Contradictory rumors cloud Brendan’s background. This stands in clear contrast to the last two \
rulers, who were Invictus and thus well-pedigreed. In the gaps between the few known facts about ‘
Mari Brendan, her subjects fill in dozens of possibilities, most sinister. They scare themselves ‘
into submission. Brendan herself may be the source of many of the most terrifying rumors. ‘

a4

Pawne

The following is excerpted from the notebook 1 had earlier observed the Black Princes Herald baking
notes . ks 1 was awaibing audience with the Prince, the Herald left the book on the side table beside
we while escorting another ndividual into Brendans presence. | was gble Yo snegk q look nto the book
during the Herald's absence, and used my camerg phone +o snap o quick picture of the wost recent
pase. Upon refleckion, T am not at all cerkain thgt
the Herald did not inkend for me +o read what was

writken there, SHIlL T will nclude & with Hais report,
for Hhe sake of complereness. 1 believe that G May
stand for \‘shoul“, while the Hergld seems to have also
assigned some sort of prioriky ranking (?erhqps bo
facilitare organizing the Princes lmmibed court Fume)
aF the end of eqch ndividual notarion. Twm uncer-
bain whebher o be nsulbed or relieved that wmy own
request for qudience was not high on the Herald's
wporkance scale. The “S'tng,h“ noted s, more than
lkely, Vladmir Singh, the current Priscus for the
c‘.er's Gangrel, while YWhores s probably Malice
Four Horses, an oukspoken Crone. T was ungble to
decipher several of the enbries \denkities, and s
possible that the herald was referring to obscure
situgtions o \ndicgte those who he wished +o pro-

beck, while leqving others identities unobstrucked,



The Hc\r?\(‘s Call = Pespite our conversation n reqards +o the War Pig (or perhaps becquse

of ), when T came €ace o face with Jack Nashy, chief qmong the citys harpies, he was 43 .

cordial and saccharine ¢s hed been blunt and insulking before,

\
(INT): Excuse me, Jack, I...
Jack Nasty (JN): Oh, hello! I’m sorry, I don’t think I've had the pleasure.
(INT): L... um... Nic... I’m Nicodemus. We...

busy. I know I am... So, Mr. Nicodemus, what can I do for you?

(INT): I was wondering if I could ask you your personal opinion on...

| (IN): Candid?! I don’t have a personal opinion on anything, Mr. Nicodemus. My opinions are loud,

| proud and shouted to the ecrowd!

| (Note: At this point, several onlookers made erude comments about Nasty’s opinions, and it was

| clear that JN was reveling in his public persona.)
 (INT): A public opinion, then. What do you think of the Prince?

finest. She’s universally respected by her subjects, and rules with a firm but fair hand.

and that Nasty had merely been waiting for the right moment to trot it out.)
(INT): So there’s no dissent here...

(JN): None at all.

(INT): Really?

| (JN): Occasionally some young upstart will get a little ballsy and think that Prince Brendan’s
‘ generosity means she’s weak. Last time, it took them weeks to get the blood stainsout of the curtains,
‘ and the offending splatter’s coterie is still paying penance a year later for his presumption.

Rebellion just doesn’t happen under a strong ruler.

£ i

(JN): No, don’t apologize for having not met me before. It’s a big domain and I am sure you’re terribly

(JN): Mari Brendan is the most efficient and steadfast ruler I’ve ever met, not to mention the

(Note: JN’s tone at this point was rote. There was no doubt in my mind, and from the looks he got, in
the minds of many of those around him, that this speech had been written long ago and rehearsed,

Outsiders ~While observing Prince Brendans court, T had the g00d fortune to wmake the
acquainkgnee of one Kntonio Fuentes, o foreiagn diplomat who sugaested he might have come
from as far qaway as the coast. | spoke with him about his views of the local ruling struc—
fure, as well as the views of those he came here to represent. While T cannot be cerkain he

was being entirely candid with wme, our conversghion (recorded c!qnées#‘mely) was enlightening.

TAPE 18G — approximate time 11:30pm — Saturday, December 11th
(sound of walking — unidentifiable individuals murmuring in the background)

NIC (INT): May I join you?
ANTONIO FUENTES (AF): (heavily accented Spanish) Of course. Please do.

l')
(INT): I’m Nicodemus. I’'m new to the domain... Are you a local?

(AF): No... No, I am a visitor...

(INT): Ah! Well, we out-of-towners should stick together then!
(AF): (chuckles) Perhaps... perhaps...

(INT): So, what brings you here?




(AF): I am an emissary, here oﬁ behalf of Prince
Ophicius.

(INT): Oh?
(AF): (nods) Official business. Very important.

(NOTE: At this point, our conversation was
joined by Jack Nasty.)

Jack Nasty (JN): Nicodemus! Tony! How goes? Are
you enjoying our little soiree?
(AF): ...

(INT): Jack. Nice to see you again.

(JN): Well, of course it is. Tony? Are you not
talking to me now?

(AF): (sullen) Good evening, Jack.

(IN): Well, that’s better. Wouldn’t want the
Prince to think you were being rude to her
domain members, now, would you?

(INT): We were just talking about Mr. Fuentes’
business here in the city.

(JN): Oh? Were you now? And what business
would that be?

(AF): I am not at liberty tosay. It is official
business from Prince Ophicius.

(JN): Ooooh. O-fficial business... From Prince Ophie, eh? Well, surely you wouldn’t want to tell it
to the likes of me... I mean, I certainly am not privy to things like the treaty Ophie’s trying to
strike up with Herself... They don’t talk to me about that sort of stuff.

(AF): (Muttering... swearing in Spanish?)

(IN): (voice lowered) I certainly don’t know anything about your Prince’s feelings in the matter,
Tony-boy... or about the fact that your ‘diplomatic mission’ was a punishment for speaking out
against Ophie’s latest “toy” last Fall. I mean... I wouldn’t know anything about that sort of
thing...

(AF): Enough!

(JN): (aside to me) Oh, dear. I think I got Mr. Fuentes all riled up. I’m so sorry to disturb your
conversation, Nicodemus.

(INT): I... no... no, it’s okay.

(JN): (turning away) Carly! Vladimir! So good to see you! It’s been ages!

(INT): (quietly) Hey... listen, I don’t know what’s going on, but I’ve heard enough to realize you
don’t want to be causing a scene around here.

(AF): A scene? I can assure you, sir, that I will not cause a scene. Unlike some, I have respect for
tradition, for the correct way of doing things.

(INT): I’m sorry. I don’t understand.

(AF): (glancing up towards the currently empty throne) Her. He was right. This duty is not an
honor. It is a disgrace. A punishment from one disgusting, corrupt ruler to serve as a liaison to
another. There is no honor in treating with monsters.

(INT): Well, technically, we’re all...

(AF): NO! (quieter) No. No, sir. We are not all anything. There are those of us who are more than we
were when we 1ived. Who strive to keep civility and tradition in this world of night that we walk,
and who succeed not only in becoming greater, but in inspiring greatness in others. And then
there are those who use this gift we are given as an excuse.

(INT): An excuse?




—_——

Eaamae————1

(AF): Yes... to be tyrannical, abusive, monstrous. That sort should never be allowed to rule \

(INT): The Prince?
(AF): A1l of her kind.

(AF): You understand nothing. She is a monster.
‘ death, can cleanse her kind from the face of this earth. (Pause) Now.
‘ prepare myself for the most humiliating act of my existence.

. (NOTE: With that,

(Fuentes nods towards a cow

direction of a vinyl-clad figure who stood nearly ;?Zei;i%ﬁf :ﬁgo:;ozte zoom’ e o
spray painted on beneath the fur-lined jacket and fedora he wore A
of the worst. Prince Ophicius is little better, to seek treaty wi.th one of th
begging and scraping to one of their kind who fancies herself nobility. R

(INT): But from what I understand

-thin skin seemed
) Nothing but monsters, the worst

To force me here,

YY)

No rank can change that. Nothing, save the final

If you will excuse me, I must
Good evening, sir.

Fuentes rose to his feet and smoothed non-existent wrinkles from his suit before

\ crossing the room to seek audience with the Black Prince herself.

The following was q +req-
Fise made public Yo gll mem-
bers of Brendans domain
vpon her gscension to the
tarone of the ciby. Newcom-
ers qre vequired Yo reqd

and verbally acknowledqe

T

s validity before being
recognized as o part of
the Black Princes domain.
Those who 1 qsked gqbout i+
were varied \n ther opinions,
Some expressed respect qnd
adwiration for the Fruths
expressed n the breghise,
Others seemed to have
foraotten \ks contents, or
looked at & g5 yust another
hoop +o yump through in or-
der Yo qehieve qcknowledqe-

wment within the eccentric

Princes city.

1 obtained o copy of my
own, gnd am including i+ in
Fais £ile, along with the
Sable Law, a proclamgtion |
made by the Black Prince
and reqd before eqch of her

formal qppearances.

THE NATURE OF LEADERSHIP
In any domain wherein diverse and individual beings dwell, there must be leadership,
else there will be chaos. In disorder there is waste, and within waste there is the loss
of potential. Thus, effective leadership begets order and provides a people with the
greatest opportunity to reach their fullest possibilities.

Fffective leadership, however, is a rarity. To lead, one must forgo all other priori-
ties, dedicating one's self to one's domain to the exclusion of all other objectives. Any
conflict of interest provides a situation wherein the strength and health of the domain
may suffer for the sake of accomplishing some other goal. And the opportunities for
conflict are abundant.

Article One - A Leader May Not Be One of the Flock

It is the nature of all beings to seek the approval and acceptance of their peers. Any
deviation too far from the norm within a pack or flock will undoubtedly earn the aberrant
ostracism, if not outright destruction by her own kind. Thus, bending to the common will
becomes a matter of survival whenever an individual is part of a group.

There is only one situation wherein being significantly different from the mean of a
aroup is an advantage, and that is this: if and when these differences are sufficient to
allow the rogue to exceed the capacity of the group and thus prove herself worthy to
lead those same individuals who in other circumstances would have torn her apart.

Article Two - The Leader Must Only Lead
It is not enough that a leader be strong enough to take control of a domain. Effective
leadership is a continual effort, a constant dedication to a singular goal — to promote
and protect the health of the domain as a whole. Distraction from this priority can only
breed disaster for the leader, and thus for those she governs. Other interests mean
that eventually conflicts will come into play, and with conflict comes the patential that
leadership will not prevail as the divided leader's top priarity.

Article Three — The Leader Must Stand Alone
There can be no kinship between a leader and those she leads, even if they come from
comman roots. To do s is to invite chaos, as the crowd no longer has clear distinction
between themselves and the one wha leads them. They cannot think of their leader as
one of their own, subject to the same rules that bind those who are ruled. The lawmaker
must be seen, at all times, as beyond the laws, else how can she create them?

Article Four — The Leader Must Be Strong
For a leader to be effective, she cannot bow to the whim of her peaple, either wholly or
tn any given sector. That is not to say that she does nat have the best interests of all
those she governs in mind, but how that interest is protected and promoted is solely
the purview of the leader.

A wise leader seeks the counsel of those around her, but is not dominated by it. In
the end, all responsibility falls on the shoulders of she wha leads, and thus all choices
which lead to that weight must be hers and hers alone.
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council chambers, q cqvernous room

Let it be known through i i

_ ghout the lands of this Our city, that
certain truths shall be defended at all costs. Those )\;\'/hu @UT#
would enter herein are thusly warned of these, and given fair

E : ; : .

S T o D By T 0 B T, | s ot et P 1 o

: . ength and bloo

it from those who could not hold it, and by strength aEntdnuk dack Masty and Hr Fuentes, 1 askeed
spaces within, Dur word and will are the law '

Seccﬂdly. Thase who dwell herein do so at Our forbear- ence with the Black Prinee, Har
ance. All, save those who have been accused of crimes Brendan herself. We spoke in her
E:ll;hlands. This permissiﬂn, however, is at Our whim. It is
neither earned nor purchased, and can be revok df filled floor o ceill ‘
individual, regardless of rank or station, at any pEuintu.rTﬁgy o e e i e

THE SABLE Law ' T#%#OK §E 25
natice that, on these matters, no dispute will be brooked. |
blood We shall hold it in the future. Within these lands, and all for and was sranted private avdi-
against ls, have permission to seek recognition within these,
lives of those who would trespass into Our lands without Dur |

1 have no doubt that our conversq-

trL;\E suiIﬁJjETltS at Our command.

nd finally, there is nothing which happens in Our |

. ' ands
which may be hidden from us, nor which we do not have the
right of. Gommerce transacted from within Our lands is sub-
ject to tax or confiscation at Our will. Harm done to members

Fhat affected the Princes responses
ko my questions, 1 cannot begin to

auess, To say the qudience was brief

under Our protection is as if done to LI :

: s and We d ould b

claim blood-dues therefore. Violations of Our num?nsl?gswm would be an understatement. However
url'1 desires or the Traditions of Our kind are punishable by 1 could not in 5004 conscience omit it
whatever means We deem suitable, up to and including final from my records,

death - a right which We reserve for 0
dﬂﬂppuint theretp. or Ourselves and those We

| - ol

Nicodemus (INT): Your Highness, thank you for agreeing to meet with me.

Mari Brendan (MB): Certainly, Mr. Nicodemus. What can I do for you this evening? You have five
minutes.

(INT): I was wondering if you could tell me a 1ittle bit about your leadership of the domain. I’'m
studying t...

(MB): I don’t particularly care what you’re studying. The domain is mine; my word is law.

(T): Yes, of course. I was just curious about your views on the role of your ¢lan within this domain.
For example, you are Nosferatu...

(MB): (pause) That is what they tell me.
(T): And does that affect your leadership style, do you think?

(MB): Mr. Nicodemus, allow me to be blunt. My leadership style is simple. This is my domain. You’re
welcome here as long as you don’t fuck up. You break my rules, you die. You get in my way, you die.
You ask too many questions... are you seeing a trend here? It doesn’t matter if you’re Nosferatu or
Nostradamus. Period. We’re done here. Good evening, Mr. Nicodemus.

(Note: At this point the Prince turned to look at me and, as I had been earlier in the evening,
1 was filled with terror. It was like peering into the pits of the abyss, and I could not hold my
ground. As I left, my tape recorder caught this final exchange. I did not hear it myself, but upon
reviewing the tape I discovered it and transeribed it as best I could. I attempted to place the voice
of the woman speaking to the Prince, but could not be certain of its identity due to environmental
interference caused by my hasty exit. It could be that of Violet Waldrop.)

Unidentified Female Voice (UFV): He knows.
(MB): No, he doesn’t. Shut up.
(UFV): He’s going to tell...

permission are null and void and may be confiscated by Our | Fon was wmonitored, but as to whether



THE BANDAGED M AN

__ / -3 November\lh\‘i

[ found an infant in 4 dumpster Tomht.
[ don't know what wdde me take bim bome.
Perkdps it's the desice for conpdrionship, which seens to have ¢ycled back agdin in full-Force. [ thought ['d rid myself of
that for good. ['ve been free of it for ten yedrs this Time. REF-¢
Perkdps it's siuply that someane threw him dwdy. He's someone's trash: hawdn refuse. vse; RE-fuze
 Ulive in4 daup, in the wasted space that's been eft me by the modern world; be wis left in 4 §arbage bin - thit's how
- you get things out of your space dnd into mine. no 1D means youre not real
['ve Qotten hin 4 wheeled bassinet from the junkydrd. 1t's wissing 4 wheel, bat (m not sure whdt it needed them for \
anywdy. It was 4 bit of 4 trick Setting it back bome in one piece, bat 4 pile of old coats hardly seemed an dppropridte bed
for 4 babe. :
{ suppose he'll need 4 ndme, too.
/bre to do before sunap. How does one Feed 4 hamdn child these ddys dnywdy, with e mother in sight?

- 4 November 1993
[ found books \4st might, dnd the sheer number of things necessdry for n infant kds proven to be quite astonishing, (¢
was fortundte that breaking into the lending library wasn't mach of 4 chdllenge. [ dlmost didn't have enough time to hunt -
down everything | needed, | barely §ot the babe fed and swaddled before sunrise; | laid him to bed just before | colldpsed. (
But ke wds crying when | woke up this evening. Why? /

[ fed him 4gdin apon waking - 4 strdnge substitute they Sive for mothers' ilk, these days - dnd changed his "dispos
able" didpering cloth for 4 new one. snt everything?

[ an olding him 45 | write this. His smell is interesting, and | find his hedrtbeat oddly seothing. | shall hold him 45 | read
through my books, in sedrch of 4n dnswer.

(Later)
[t secns infants do not sleep long 4t & stretch - certdinly not Solidly through the day-lit hours, | feel | should have
remembered such 4 thing,
(ve o ided how mach he cries in the day, when | dm dedd.
[ don't know what | can do about it. Surely he is better off with me than in 2 dumpster?
) \l wust do more resedrch, %
- 5 November 199

| hdve dlwdys believed that one can never dve teo much inforndtion, but [ must admit that this dred confounds me with
its dssunptions of prior knowledge. What experience could | possibly hdve, whe never dedlt with 4 babe in my adalt life?

Not one of these scholdrs is in concorddnce with dnother on dll points. How am | to determine the superior method
witheat corrobordtion?

[ find my long-repressed fastidious tendencies dre resurfdcing, This, 4t ledst, is largely agreed-dpon 45 the correct
dpprodch, dnd | cannot Sive credence to those who claim children require dirt. | have discarded those books completely.
T prevent contamindtion of the infant, | kdve be§un wrdpping my face and bands in clean bandages upon rising edch night.
[ cover the bandages on my hdnds with surgicdl Sloves when | change him,

[¢ is 45 mach 45 [ ¢an do here, dnd it i5 not enough.

A child needs 4 home.

7 £



/ Sl = .
-B Noveaber\&?
[ kdve spent the past sennight warking to procure 4 home for the child
[¢ seems like it should have been more difficlt.
The first night | watched 4 whole block for its comings and Seings, and only one house wds still. A light in one window,
flickering with the pictures on the elevision, outlining 4 single pdle figure in brief wishes of color. He fell 4sleep in that
" ¢hdir, 4nd he hadn't moved when | had to leave 4t dawn.
/ [ placed 4 leaf on his doorstep before | fled the daylight, and when [ retarned at sundown, it badn't moved.

As the nights went by, | ledrned that he had his Groceries delivered, and 4 boy ¢dme to cat his §rdss once 4 month, He
received his post through 4 slot in the door, dnd kis prindry out§eing communicdtion wds vid envelopes of money left in
that sdme slot.

Seven nights in, when | kad narrowed my focus dmost to the exclusion of all the other houses, | had 4 stroke of luck. /
From my observation point on the rooftep of Che house deross Che street, [ hedrd the telephone ring inside my fellow's
dwelling. | wdde my wdy down dnd déross the street with due haste, arriving under his windowsill just 4 moment after he'd

~ nswered: | was settling into the shddows there 45 4 wondn's voice cdme through the line - “Hello, Dad," she sdid, nd even
| ¢oald hear the strain,
She wants to kiow why he never cdlls her. 5 be getting out? No, the ight burts his eyes. Dad, please - No, this is
whdt ke wants, He's old 4nd tired 4nd wants to be (eft dlone. They Fight, 4 strange fight; fine, she sdys, voice s tense it
bredks. Finel f you won't et me kelp you, you ¢an just stdy there dnd die dlone, you miserable old mart
[¢'s perfect. Alone in the shadows, | exalt.
The old mdn weeps on the other side of the wall, but that's 4l right. His sadness won't [ast mach longer.
(¢ wds only later that it occarred to me - | should have found someone [ could keep dlive to dssist me with my boy daring |

\J:Lylight. Well, {'ve learned the les\firnext time, “
= e ;-)/_ g

Our first home ldsted only two months - i " 18 Decenber 1995
vt when 4 neighd i s
wove, This e, 4 e, | bew enoagh o take ¢ th:;%l '5ohro zfaplane:{ about Al the crying, it Decame necessary for us to

Unfortunately, the privacy there wds dlso lacking - i
. i pai s o :
i, st et may'fw ;’ 45 been dstonishingly difficult to find acceptable long-term

s dozen times over the a5t two yedrs, | believe we were in one home
éll tm l, :etl;dps the sewer would have been steadier. :
Ut no, the climdte was unhedlthy for an infant. [ do believe | mdd i i “ "
: th
And now | bave 2 mach bdrder choice before me. e

The boy is at least two yedrs of ag i
: e now, dnd quite precocious, He is ive chi
m;* all that | c:g;. Bat my books tell me that this is not enough, R T
e mast Socidlize, they tell me, with other children his
diize, s own 48e; he mast ledrn to i
If [do not wish kim to share my loneliness, | must Sive him aig somaiiess. s

\”&twho can | trast with my precious boy, my only son? Who will value im 45 | have? /
AN - » /

—_—
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TuEe Cockscomp SocteTy (Broopims)

“They say that life is nasty, brutish and short. Good thing we’re not alive,

H then, eh?”
% The Nosferatu of the Cockscomb Society do not wallow in their pitiful visages
or grotesque leanings, nor do they celebrate them. They think of these things as a

bit of a handicap, perhaps, but not insurmountable. It’s a curse. Why welcome it?

They endeavor then to reject the trappings of Nosferatu tribalism: they don’t live underground,
don’t reveling in being reviled, and most certainly do not accept a low rung on society’s ladder simply
by dint of unfortunate breeding. Part of this involves keeping connected with the human world—they
may have monstrous blood and a hissing Beast, but they were once mortals, by god. They have a
human side that shan’t be repressed.

Some might say, though, that they get it wrong. They equate “humanity” not with a spiritual
quality but instead associate with human society: the acquisition of assets (money, property, items
of status), the attendance of mortal events (dinners, dances, parties, balls), the mimicry of all things
human (emotion, relationships, manners, body language, slang). That’s not to say they don’t connect
with the culture of the Damned—in fact, they strive for power in that way, as well, accepting that such
a goal is still human even if it’s performed amidst unliving fiends.

Bloodline Disciplines: Majesty, Nightmare, Obfuscate, Vigor

Nickname: Gents, Gals (as in, “Ah, you're a Cockscomb Gent! I see the black rooster on your
lapel.”)

Weakness: They try to be human. They really do. Problem is, clinging to human ways is a false face for
many, and worse, it gets just a tiny bit dull. Ennui is a grave issue for the Nosferatu of the Cockscomb
Society, and actions in line with a character’s Vice are far likelier to thrill than those aligned with Virtue.
As such, Haunts of this bloodline cannot gain Willpower back by fulfilling their Virtue.

History and Culture: This “Society” got its start with Potter Woolsthorpe Wycombe in the late 19th
century. Wycombe, a Nosferatu, was one of the few vampric members of a local hellfire club called
“the Abbey.” He helped supply these taboo-smashing humans secure “assets” for their little soirees and
“erotic gardens.” He brought them other vampires. The humans feasted and fucked. They used the
captive Damned as toys and toilet paper, teaching the monsters that they did not know what it meant
to be a monster. Wycombe did not involve himself in such activity except when it pleased him: he did
it for money, and to destroy his enemies, not for any perverse thrill.

Then came the night that Wycombe came to realize what he had done, what he had become. Why
the revelation, few know. He won’t say (and Wycombe is still out there, make no mistake of that). Some
whisper he saw an angel. Other stranger stories tell of a night where Wycombe sat at a nook table across
from his Beast. They supped cups of blood. And the Beast tried to get him to sell his soul to, well, the
Devil. Wycombe apparently refused and resolved to put himself on a path to... not righteousness, not
really, but a path to humanity.

It didn’t work as perfectly as he had planned, though he and most members of the Cockscomb Society
seem oblivious to that fact. First, their mimicry of humanity is not actually an embrace of the human
experience, it’s a hollow quest to appear human. Second, Wycombe’s origins in the hellfire club seem
to haunt his brood: as noted, they cannot help but give in to languor, answering boredom with sin.
Secret sin, of course: they do not publicize their deviations. That could ruin them.

Reputation: Honestly, they have a pretty good reputation. Yes, they’re Nosferatu, but they seemed
so well-mannered, so clean, so articulate. They aren’t brutes and oddities, not for the most part.
Nicely tamed, they talk the talk, walk the walk. That doesn’t stop the sinister whispers, but few
believe them. Stories of the Cockscomb Gents and Gals out there given over to potent ennui and
thus giving in to great debauchery... well, it can’t be true, can it? All that blood and nudity? The
gorging and regurgitating’ The gross usury and rampant avarice! They seem so refined for Nos-
feratu. It’s probably just rumor.

[}
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PLAYING THE PART

(Majesty ¢, Nightmare © ¢, Obfuscate ® ¢)

The recipe works a little something like this: Nightmare is the Nosferatu, the awful side, the wretched shadow. Obfuscate
helps to hide that side, to conceal it beneath a veneer of false humanness. Add in a dash of Majesty for a little social voodoo,
and voila: the Gents and Gals who know this Devotion can suppress their awfulness for a time and actually gain a bit of Social
leg-up, to boot.

Cost: 1 Vitae

Dice Pool: Presence + Socialize + Obfuscate

Action: Instant I

For the remainder of the scene, the Nosferatu gains a number of Social dice equal to successes gained on the roll. In addition, I
even one success allows the Nosferatu to avoid registering to the Predator’s Taint of other Damned. The physical response to  [§3
this is that in many ways the Nosferatu appears more human: a flush of pink to bone-white cheeks, eye color returning, a sup-
pression of that slaughterhouse smell.

That said, despite their hopes, this does not do anything to suppress the Nosferatu’s actual weakness. The Haunt still suffers
from that no matter what he does to cover it up. The Nosferatu still betrays his identity in some way, shape or form: a freakish
titter, an oddly lissome movement, an inability to blink.

This Devotion costs 15 experience points to learn.

“Being afraid of the dark isn’t about being afraid of the absence of light.
It’s about being afraid of the things that hide in the dark. Like me.”

Light is noise. Darkness is the absence of that noise.

At least, that’s how the Nosferatu of the Lygos lineage see it. To them, the
darkness is pure. It envelops them. For lack of a better term, it embraces them.
They are the pillbugs and maggots underneath a darkened log. They are ribbons
of shadow deeper than the shades of night itself. Light is garish. It does not reveal: it only
confuses. When light shines upon a vampire of the Lygos, he hisses and spits and retreats
from the luminous intrusion.

That part isn’t all that hard to understand, really. The Nosferatu are aberrant either
physically or spiritually (for some, it’s both), and the darkness is a place of hiding, of
safety, and of advantage. Plus, they’re vampires. Light is anathema to all the Damned,
at least to a degree.

But the Lygos? They worship the darkness. It is a living thing, to them. It has no
name, and it has no face (for darkness is all-consuming, and one could not see
its face regardless), but it is a real thing, an encompassing entity deserving of
veneration. A Nosferatu of the Lygos whispers prayers and entreaties to the
darkness to keep them safe if not sane. He begs the darkness to swallow his
enemies. He might even leave little treats and baubles behind as gifts for
the shadows, and none are surprised when those trifles go missing by
moonrise the next night.

Bloodline Disciplines: Auspex, Nightmare, Obfuscate, Vigor

Nickname: Creeps, Shades

Weakness: The light really fucks with a Lygos’ senses. The more
intense the light, the greater the penalty one of these vampires
suffers on Perception rolls. A flickering candle or a bright moon
might incur a -1 penalty, moderate light (a bright flashlight)
would force a -2 penalty, normal everyday houselights might
incur a -3 penalty, floodlights or potent fluorescence causes a
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CRONIES?

It might seem natural for these Nosferatu to belong to the Circle of the Crone, and this is true for some. But to
most, the darkness is well-beyond the bloody fundamentals espoused by the cults of the Crone. Darkness predates
everything. Before the world was drawn up out of beautiful chaos, there lingered only impenetrable darkness—the
Crone might be a granddaughter of that darkness, but that doesn’t automatically make her the deified matron
of the Lygos.

- % e
-4 penalty, and the light of the sun itself stirs a -5 penalty. Curiously, this penalty applies to all Perception rolls, even those that

don’t involve sight. Light literally causes a kind of dissonance to the Lygos—for some, this manifests as a high piercing noise, for
others an intense crawling of the skin (as if covered in biting ants).

History and Culture: The Lygos won’t admit to this story, not ever. And it might not even be true (even though they fear
that it is): once in the lands of Egypt there lurked a powerful Mekhet known as Nebt-Het Asenath. Asenath was said to be a
childe of Longinus, the Dark Father, and was rebelling against him and hoping to stir awake old gods who might come to spite
her sire. And so she walked to Ethiopia where there waited an old church buried beneath the ground, covered up because it
had been made home to fallen gods, the Lord’s touch erased from the stone. In uncovering the church she discovered a nest of
torpid vampires: wretched, pale Nosferatu who had dwelled too long in the dark. They awoke when she troubled their grave,
and they swarmed her. It is said that it wasn’t one who performed the diablerie, but all of them together in grim simultaneity.
In consuming the Vitae and soul of this potent Shadow, this clutch of Worms suffered what some say was a terrible corruption
and what others (those of the bloodline) claim to have been a powerful revelation. They became the Lygos, servants of the dark-
ness, adherents of shadow.

For the most part, the Lygos in modern nights stay far the hell away from the tempests and incests of the Damned, preferring
instead to remain in the darkest places the city presents, a hissing nest of monsters. They usually do “elect” a representative,
though, a bridge between the world of the rest of the Damned and the darkness of the Lygos. This go-between communes with
both sides, and ushers favors and requests where appropriate.

I See You
(Auspex ¢, Obfuscate °)

In the darkness, the Lygos is king. He strikes swift and true. A broken bottle cuts across a victim’s ribs as he staggers about.
A hard shove from behind comes from nowhere and pushes his face into the hard wall of the drain embankment. A hand coils
around his throat. And it’s over.

Cost: 1 Vitae

Dice Pool: Wits + Stealth + Auspex

Auspex’s Heightened Senses allows the vampire to see in the dark, obviating the need to flail about and hope to hit a subject
(see “Fighting Blind,” pp.166-167, World of Darkness Rulebook). Here, with this Devotion, though, she can split successes
gained between Defense, Initiative and Speed for the remainder of the scene provided she continues to fight in utter darkness.
Obfuscate’s function goes toward concealing small movements and weapons, which goes toward making her more effective.
Auspex tweaks her carnal and violent perceptions.



HAUNTED CHANNEL (o T0 eeoee)

Effect: When a ghost endeavors to communicate with the
Nosferatu or manifest near the character, the ghost gains a
number of dice equal to the dots purchased in this Merit. The
Nosferatu gains no control over the ghost, but the ghost finds it
has a much easier time communicating with the Nosferatu than
with others, whether manifesting or communicating without
Numina, or attempting to use Numina such as Clairvoyance,
Ghost Sign or Ghost Speech. The ghost gains nothing to rolls
made in attempt to harm the Nosferatu (though insulting or
threatening communications still gain the bonus).

Hauntep Harp (‘ TO oo ’)

Effect: Whenever the Nosferatu makes a roll against a ghost
(be it a roll to communicate with it, abjure it, exorcise it, or use
a blessed item against it), the Nosferatu gains a number of dice
equal to the dots purchased in this Merit. This bonus doesn’t
apply when attempting to affect a ghost’s anchor.

TrUE Worm (e o)

Effect: Certainly not every Nosferatu lurks and lingers beneath
the ground, and even those that do rarely make it a permanent
home. They still have apartments, or live in gutted water-towers
or in some teetering Victorian at the edge of the city.

However, some do live and lurk in the subterranean darkness
for weeks on end, and over time they become accustomed to this
place of forever night, an underground strata where sunlight
never comes.

Those so accustomed needn’t actually slumber when the sun
rises. The Nosferatu can still feel when the sun rises, however:
his muscles tighten, his skin grows a bit waxy, a bit tough.

This only applies when the Nosferatu is at least 30 feet below
the surface of the world above and runs no chance of seeing
the sun. Sewer tunnels that open up to the street still could
have faint shafts of sunlight poking through: but the tunnels
beneath the tunnels likely have never seen that kind of light. If
the character is in an area where the sun touches or has touched
even in a tiny way, the pull is too deep, and he must find a place
to slumber or go deeper to remain conscious.

At sunrise, the Nosferatu still expends a single Vitae as if
waking for the first time that night: his muscles unclench, his
skin eases.

Drawback: While active during the day, the Nosferatu is at
half his normal Speed (round up). In addition, a Haunt char-
acter possessing this Merit is especially harmed by sunlight.
The Nosferatu suffers +1 Health point per turn when exposed
to any of the sun’s rays (see “Sunlight,” pp. 170-171, Vampire:
The Requiem).

UNLIVING ANCHOR (¢ TO eeeee)

Effect: The Nosferatu is ghost-touched, literally acting as

a specter’s anchor in this world. Why is this! It's most likely
because the ghost is tied somehow to the Nosferatu. If the
Nosferatu claimed the person as a victim accidentally, that
person may continue in this world, fettered to the Haunt. The
ghost may have once been a member of the Nosferatu’s own
family, perhaps even a wife or a child that “lives on” as a specter,
bound to the immortal vampire. It is possible, though, that the
ghost has no actual connection to the character. Perhaps the
character somehow convinces the ghost that he is someone
other than he truly is, or perhaps the specter is grief-struck and
lonely and gloms onto the Haunt because it senses a kind of
“kinship in death.”

This Merit works similarly to the Retainer Merit (p. 116,
World of Darkness Rulebook). Each acquisition of this Merit
grants the character one spectral follower that claims him as
anchor. Dots spent in the trait indicate the strength and ability
of the ghost at hand. One or two dots suggests something akin
to the power level of an apparition. Three dots are likely equiva-
lent to the dice pools (though not necessarily the demeanor)
of a poltergeist. Four dots suggests something on par with a
deceiver, while five dots is closer to the level of a skinrider.
(All such spectral types can be found on pp. 214-216, World
of Darkness Rulebook.) The ghost, however, has a number of
Numina equal to the dots purchased in this Merit: no more,
no less, regardless of the suggested trait levels.

For the most part, the ghosts do as the Nosferatu bids,
though certainly they cannot affect the world as a human re-
tainer would. In addition, the Nosferatu gains no bonuses to
communicate with the spirit, and may have to work to get his
messages or commands heard (or felt).

Drawback: Ghosts are persistent and somewhat invasive.
The ghost will perform tasks as the Nosferatu bids, but keep
in mind this is a two-way street. From time to time, the ghost
will demand that the Nosferatu do its bidding. It may have an
ancient enemy it seeks to dispatch or may want something far
simpler, like to have the character visit its grave and put a certain
type of flower upon it. A good rough guideline for Storytellers
is that for every three commands the Nosferatu gives the ghost,
the ghost will give one in return. If the Nosferatu fails to per-
form such a task, assume that the Merit loses a dot. This loss
of a dot might represent the ghost literally losing power, or it
might instead indicate that the ghost is unwilling to devote the
breadth of its abilities for the Nosferatu’s needs. Dots can be
regained through story and the appropriate experience points.
If all the dots disappear, assume that the ghost is either gone
forever, or is now hostile toward the character.




TR T 7 _ :
UNVIELDING MASK (eo® OR eoee)
Effect: Many Nosferatu wear masks—literally. Porcelain masks.
Plague masks. Gas masks. One Haunt might wear a sacred animal
mask (bearing the vicious countenance of a bat or enraged dog),
while another might wear something that evokes eerie beauty
(perhaps feminine beauty, even on the face of a male Nosferatu).
Leather bondage mask? Sure. A plaster death mask of an American
president? Could be. A Mexican luchadore mask topped with a knot
of real hair, stolen from some victim somewhere! Absolutely.

Why would they wear such masks? Different reasons for dif-
ferent Damned. The Haunts recognize that they're... bizarre if
not necessarily in appearance then in the vampire’s aura, and
a mask may help to conceal more overt deformities (though it
can also heighten the sense of strangeness, which is fine for many
Nosferatu). Others use masks to frighten enemies, given that
a freakish ceramic countenance can do a lot to accentuate the
terror such a creature causes. Some are shrinking violets and
try to hide from the world behind masks. Some... well, they just
like the anonymity. A mask allows the Haunt to be someone
different. Something new. Perhaps even inhuman.

A normal mask worn by a Nosferatu might offer a minor
(+1) equipment bonus: the frozen screeching rictus of a mon-
key mask might offer +1 to Intimidation, for instance, while a
beautiful and delicate dramaturgical mask might granta +1 to
Expression in the right circumstances. That’s all well and good.
But it doesn’t require Merit dots.

What does require the purchase of a Merit is what’s called an
“Unyielding Mask.” In this case, it’s a mask that’s literally affixed
to the face. For the most part, permanently. Perhaps it’s bolted
to the face. Or the skin has been peeled back and stitched or
stapled to the fabric. Or the Nosferatu used his own Vitae as a
coagulant glue, bonding it to his pallid flesh.

It’s important to note that the mask gains its power not
simply from being a frightening or beautiful mask, but be-
cause it literally bonds with the Nosferatu’s eerie aura and his
disturbed flesh.

At three dots, Unyielding Mask protects against any Disci-
pline that attempts to mentally or socially coerce the Nosferatu
(Dominate, Majesty, Nightmare), earning the Nosferatu a +2 to
the rolls to resist or a -2 to the foe if no such resistance roll is
expected. At four dots, the Unyielding Mask allows the Nosferatu
to gain a persistent +1 to a Social Skill of the player’s choice. As
above, Intimidation and Expression are viable, but so is any Skill.
Subterfuge might gain a bonus from a snake-like mask (serpent’s
tongue and all that), while Animal Ken might gain its bonus from
being soothing or frightening in some primal, wild way.

Drawback: The Unyielding Mask can be targeted and de-
stroyed. Assume that any mask has a Durability of 3 and has a
number of Health equal to the Nosferatu’s own, halved (round
down). Bashing damage does not affect the Unyielding Mask,
but lethal and aggravated do. The Nosferatu cannot heal the
mask directly, but the mask does heal one point of damage
when the Haunt awakens for the first time in the evening (and
expends the single Vitae to do so). If the Mask is destroyed, it
confers a single aggravated level of damage to the Nosferatu.




Wickep Grasp

(Nightmare ¢ ¢, Vigor *)

The Nosferatu becomes like a twisting python. Arms slide
about his victim’s neck and chest at impossible angles, legs seem
to coil like constricting worms, even the vampire’s chin seems
to press into the target’s flesh to keep him pinned.

Cost: 1 Vitae

Dice Pool: Strength + Athletics + Nightmare

Action: Reflexive

The Nosferatu may attempt to use this Devotion when grap-
pling. If both the grapple and the Devotion roll are successful,
Serpent’s Grip has two effects. First, the victim goes to the end
of the Initiative order. Second, when attempting to break the
Haunt’s hold, the victim not only subtracts the Nosferatu’s
Strength, but also his dots in Nightmare, as well.

This Devotion costs nine experience points to learn.

TiE Loariisome Fok

(Nightmare ¢ ® » Obfuscate ® ® ® ¢)

Much like The Familiar Stranger (Obfuscate ¢ ¢ © ), this
Devotion allows the Nosferatu to appear to a victim as someone
other than himself. Here, though, instead of appearing to be
whoever the victim expects to see most, the Haunt appears to be
whoever the victim fears the most, no matter how unlikely that
person’s appearance may be. A man might see a mugger who
put him in the hospital six months back, or he might see the
bully who humiliated him daily back in elementary school.

Cost: 1 Vitae

Dice Pool: Presence + Subterfuge + Obfuscate versus Com-
posure + Blood Potency

Action: Contested; resistance is reflexive

If the Nosferatu wins the contested roll, he may appear to one
target as whom that target fears the most. Though the Nosferatu
doesn’t necessarily know the nature of her mistaken appearance,
she will easily see on the face of the target the abject fear. Any
rolls the target makes against the Nosferatu are halved (round

down). In addition, a number of the target’s traits are halved,

as well: Defense, Initiative, and Speed. The target literally feels
trapped in a nightmare—running slow as if the ground is mud
or a tangle of vines, being unable to work against an adversary,
feeling overwhelming fear. Note that the suggested modifiers
for The Familiar Stranger (p. 138, Vampire: The Requiem)
can apply here, as well.

The Nosferatu’s appearance remains altered for the rest of the
scene. The Nosferatu’s form reflects the fears of a single victim,
and only that character is penalized. However, all characters in
the scene are affected by the illusion, and see the vampire as
person feared by the victim.

This Devotion costs 21 experience points to learn.

Trirs AwruL Grip

(Nightmare °, Vigor * *)

The Nosferatu’s gripping hand becomes something out of a
dream: fierce, unyielding, able to crush a doorknob or snap a
knife’s blade in half.

Cost: 1 Vitae

Dice Pool: Presence + Brawl + Vigor

Action: Reflexive

During an attack on an object, the Nosferatu may now ignore
as much of the item’s Durability as equals the character’s Blood
Potency score. If the character’s Blood Potency is 1 and she’s
trying to punch down a steel door whose Durability is 3, the
item’s Durability is now 2, instead. If her Blood Potency is 3
and she’s trying to bend an aluminum bat whose Durability
is 2, she can ignore all that item’s Durability and do damage
directly to its Structure.

Because this works on objects, the Devotion can be made
to work against a victim’s armor, as well. Her Blood Potency
then equals how many points of armor her attack can ignore
instead of Durability.

This Devotion only works on attacks made using the Nosfer-
atu’s bare hands. It doesn’t affect grappling rolls.

This Devotion costs nine experience points to learn.




Press your ear to the ground. Hold it tight. What might you The Haunts don’t have a Necropolis in every city, and even
hear? At first, nothing but the sound of distant traffic, the faint ~ when they do it’s rarely very large. For some, it’s just a few rooms
susurration of water trickling or gas hissing. But were you to con-  off old train tunnels or beneath that half-collapsed parking ga-
tinue, were you to hold your ear so tight to the asphalt that the  rage. For others, it’s a labyrinth of chambers twisted and tangled,
lobes scratched and bled, you might hear something more. a nest of temples and garbage pits and tombs, a catacomb of
Could be that you’d hear the sound of pick-axes working against ~ blood cellars and gaols and claustrophobic theaters.
the old brick of forgotten tunnels. Could be you hear a chorus How do other Kindred view the realm beneath their feet!
of voices chanting to some ancient God thought (and hoped) Many don’t even know that such a thing exists. Sure, they hear
longforgotten. Maybe the grumble of a tomb door sliding open.  stories. But finding the way to a Nosferatu Necropolis is no easy
Perhaps the slow shudder of a generator roaring to life, and with ~ task. The paths aren’t lit, they aren’t marked, and they're often
it, soon the sound of power drills and whirring saw blades. lined with traps for the unwary. Is it really wise to wander into
Something lives—er, so to speak—down there beneath the city. ~ waters where piranha wait, or into a cave where hungry dogs lie
Something has made its home down there, a kingdom in the — inwait? If the city’s vampires know of such a horrid place at all,
collapsed Metro tunnels and sealed-off sewage rooms. It dwells. ~ why not let the Haunts have their little cubby-holes, hip-deep in
It breeds. It feeds. human waste? It’s easy for other Kindred to assume that such
It’s the Nosferatu, haunting the subterranean strata. a complex is harmless, that it’s best to let the freaks have their
closets and cellars. But what happens when the Necropolis is
™ home to a fomenting rebellion? Or the center of stirring blood
@E T‘i[ B EN EATﬁ ’i‘hE QHTY sorceries that only the Nosferatu know! What happens when
They call it the “Necropolis,” taken from old Rome. Just as the = one night the Prince’s favored Seneschal is taken swiftly and
humans had the city of Rome as their shining gem in the crown of the  silently, dragged into the deep dark of the Necropolis? Will any
Empire, the Damned had their own tarnished pearl tucked in thesilt  brave the depths? Or is it like a penny tossed into a seemingly
and filth, the underground city of the Necropolis. The unliving city  bottomless well, not worth the effort and danger to rescue it?
sprawled much of the length of Rome itself, carved out by Kindred
hands and tools over centuries. Once, it was a point of pride for all the M APS OF THUE SECRET QHTHES
Damned, but as the centuries passed and social norms changed, the The world beneath our cities is truly labyrinthine. It isn’t
vampires soon came to feel that living cloistered in supposedly grand  just bedrock and walls of brick and asphalt down there. Most
subterranean cities was simply not befitting such powerful creatures.  cities have some subterranean strata, be they sewer channels,
No, they sought instead to live among the humans—or some, above  subway tunnels, or even earlier streets and buildings. There’s
them, in shining penthouses or offices of glass and metal. a giant bomb shelter beneath Beijing, easily covering 40
But the Nosferatu stayed down there in the dark. And they  square miles of subterranean city and fortified against attack.
picked up the shovels and worked their hands to the rough A secret Chinatown rests beneath Oklahoma City, built by
bone. They kept building. poorly-paid Chinese laborers in the 1800s to escape racism.

- mp\_s -

HaunTts orF THE HoLLow EARTH

In a way, the stories are true: a race of creatures does live beneath the Earth’s crust. Some think of them as the
nagas, grotesque serpent men. Others think of them as “deep dwellers” or “old ones,” a strange fallen civilization
of aliens or proto-humans who were cast into the darkness of the Hollow Earth. They say this realm has openings
in certain parts of the natural world: Kentucky’s Mammoth Cave, California’s Mount Shasta, and Tibet's Himalayan
Mountains. Some cities are supposedly home to such entrances, too: Rama, India; Manaus, Brazil; Cairo, Egypt.

Are these Nosferatu and their Necropoli? Very likely. It's possible that, especially upon the fall of Rome, many
Nosferatu remained deep beneath the earth. Perhaps they carved tunnels over the centuries criss-crossing the
continents... or perhaps they simply found tunnels that had been bored by something else, something long gone...
or perhaps rediscovered and worthy of worship?
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Paris is home to famous catacombs and ossuaries. London has
its Camden catacombs, complete with an underground pool
once meant for canal boats. The Nosferatu may make use of
any of these—even if not directly, surely these underground
areas have clandestine doorways or concealed tunnels that
help lead to the Haunts’ Necropoli.

Some cities, including Atlanta, Montreal, Chicago, and even
Walt Disney World are home to developed underground areas
containing hotels, train stations, malls and offices. Who'd ex-
pect that a Nosferatu might slip into the last stall of the Marriot
bathroom at midnight, only to disappear? Would anyone think to
look for a removable drain or a movable stall wall concealing the
constricting access “hole” that the Nosferatu wriggled through?

Necropoli aren’t restricted to cities, either. Like any other Kin-
dred, Nosferatu prefer to gather where the food is freshest, but the
suburbs and rural areas are also home to subterranean regions.
These include abandoned silver mines, tunnels meant for transport-
ing Army vehicles without civilians finding out, or hidden caverns.
A Necropolis can be any of these places. Truthfully, a Necropolis
doesn’t even need to be below ground—the only necessary element
is that it remain hidden, somehow. A series of skybridges, water
towers and desolate rooftops! Fine. A line of bombed-out buildings
(like those destroyed in the last World War) or derelict factories
(like those you might find in Detroit)? Done. The Nosferatu gather
where they can, or more appropriately, where they must. Where the
Haunts haunt, Necropoli grow like moss, fungi, disease.

The following system allows both player characters and
Storyteller characters can contribute to a city’s Necropolis.
This system is optional: a Storyteller may simply rule that the
Necropolis exists without the expenditure of Merit points on
behalf of any character, and that a Nosferatu character can make
use of the Necropolis by dint of clan membership.

MEerrT: [NECROPOLIS
(o TO ®eeee: SPECIAL)

Effect: Buying points in the Necropolis Merit allows a
Nosferatu character to contribute to the communal catacomb
“kingdom” of the local Haunts. While it’s possible that only
one Nosferatu in the city contributes these points, the Merit
is meant to be shared by some or all of the city’s Haunts. One
Nosferatu may possess the points which contributes toward
the Necropolis’ many chambers and sites, but in all likelihood
these are still open to those allowed entrance.

Every point purchased in this communal Merit go toward the
procurement of the various chambers and sites as listed below.

Necropolis dots can be lost. Nosferatu characters may betray the
nest. They may fall out of favor. They may end the relationship held
with their other subterranean dwellers, preferring instead to eschew
the freakshow and try to carve out a niche amongst the “upper
crust” of Damned society. Alternately, one of the Haunts may meet
Final Death or be forced into exile by an angry Prince.

In any such instance where Necropolis dots are lost, the
Storyteller and players should work together to decide what
that means for the communal Necropolis. In some cases, it

might be easy: if one of the chambers is of variable dots'(e
to ®eeee) it’s easy enough to lower a three-dot chamber
to a two-dot chamber and accept the resultant vulnerability.
Alternately, it may be reasonable to restrict access to one of the
rooms until the lost point or points can be bought back (thus,
reclaimed) by another Nosferatu character. For example, if a
powerful Nosferatu Bishop lost his head, the Dark Temple in
which he held Midnight Mass might fall into disrepair. Until
the Bishop’s dots in the Necropolis Merit can be bought back,
assume the Dark Temple’s benefits cannot be accessed by any
of the nestmember Haunts.

If all the dots in the Necropolis are purchased by a single Nos-
feratu, assume that only that character grants or restricts access
to the Necropolis. This Merit can apply to any Kindred, but it’s
very rare that the local Haunts are willing to share the glories and
shadows of their Necropoli with any outside their clan.

BLEAK ANNALS (o To eeeee)

The Bleak Annals are a library... of sorts. Oh, never a normal
library, no. Maybe it’s too-tall walls whose thousand niches
are filled with clay pots and in these clay pots lurk curls of
papyrus. Sure, it could be books, but if they are, don’t count
on them being arranged by alphabet or by the Dewey Decimal
System—instead, they’re probably piled into teetering stacks or
are scattered not in one room but throughout the breadth and
depth of the entire damn Necropolis. Worse, the Annals might
be something totally bizarre: walls made of shrunken heads that
speak secrets if offered prayer, or a breeding room of rats whose
squeaks and chitters could be translated into knowledge and
wisdom for those who care to take the task.

Story Use: Some Annals detail only the exploits of their clan
keepers. Others offer a ragtag collection of whatever strange
information its Nosferatu “archivists” could scribble down on
Post-It notes, in the margins of newspaper clippings, or on take-
out menus. The Annals always have one Nosferatu who serves
as a master archivist, the Damned who knows how to translate
the strange system and find the information necessary. This is
an ideal role for a player’s character.

System: For each dot in the Annals, choose one Mental Skill
Specialty. At any time, any Nosferatu with dots contributing
toward the Necropolis can use the Bleak Annals and make a
Research roll (pp. 55-56, World of Darkness Rulebook). Suc-
cess on this roll allows the character to utilize the bonus from
the Skill Specialty as if it were his own for the rest of the night.
Note that, when purchasing dots in the Annals, the same Skill
Specialty can be purchased up to three times.

For example, the Annals might be particularly focused on
demonology, and if this Occult Skill Specialty applies three
times, it grants a +3 bonus to all appropriate Occult rolls.

The Storyteller may allow non-Mental Skill Specialties to ap-
ply when appropriate, but these may only be purchased once.
Those who do not contribute dots toward the Necropolis can
still use the Annals, but have to pierce the veil of confusion
when trying to decipher the system of organization. They must
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still succeed on the extended Research roll, but suffer a -3 to
the roll and must gain 10 total successes.

CALDARIUM (’ ¢ee QR oo ’)

For some, the Nosferatu bath house is a truly glorious affair:
tarnished brass tubs sunken into stone floors, the tubs and
water made hot by a floor heated through with steam or stoked
with smoldering coals. For others... well, in one Necropolis the
bathhouse is a grimy series of pits filled with rancid blood whose
skin (like that which forms on old tomato soup) is pierced by
the vigilant stirring of blind ghoul sycophants.

Story Use: The Caldaria are the social centers of the Necropo-
lis: even those who choose not to partake in the baths still come
to feel the warmth and peer through the gauzy steam, brokering
the deals of the Damned that the vampires of the world above
don’t know one whit about. Here, one Haunt sells his herd to
another. Or a coterie comes to beseech the aid of a fat-bellied
Nosferatu smuggler. Or the whole of the Necropolis gathers just
to shoot the shit. The Caldaria are the one location in the Ne-
cropolis that strangers may be allowed to visit. If the Haunts allow
such a thing, then the Caldarium often lurks at the fringes of the
Necropolis, a distance away from anything the residents consider
important. The Caldaria is, in a way, a Nosferatu Elysium: one
shall not bring violence here, or the Haunts will fill the baths
with that one’s boiling blood and bubbling juices.

System: At one dot, the Caldarium provides a place of social
power for the Nosferatu: all Haunts within the Caldarium
gain +1 to rolls involving Expression, Persuasion, Socialize or
Subterfuge. At three dots, this bonus increases to +2, and in
addition all present gain the Meditative Mind Merit. At five
dots, the bonus increases to +3, and a dark serenity stays with
the Haunt even after he leaves the bathhouse. For the rest of
the night, he gains a +2 bonus against any kind of frenzy.

CatacomBS (o To eeeee)

Some Necropoli are little more than a series of connected
rooms: a rotting set of pocket doors opens to reveal the library,
a rusted porthole leads to the temple, and so forth. Others,
though, have a great deal of space between the rooms, and in
some, this space is a precarious tangle, a true labyrinth. These
are the Catacombs.

In one Necropolis, the Catacombs are a series of long-forgot-
ten and ill-conceived sewer tunnels, never-mapped and choked
with the foul miasma of trapped methane. In another, they are
a tortuous knot of abandoned mine tunnels or even an endless
series of gutted bomb shelters whose matte gray appearances
are damnably similar that over time it becomes impossible to
orient oneself in the never-ending sameness. Some Nosferatu
carve out their own Catacombs, blasting or hacking away at the
rock to forge twisting burrows and narrow bolt-holes. Some even
decorate their catacombs with a funhouse flare, with strobe
lights, rooms of warped mirrors, floors that move, or concealed
speakers that emit unnerving cacophonous notes.

Story Use: The Nosferatu use the Catacombs for protec-
tion. Those who seek to traverse the grim underground and

find the Necropolis have a great deal of troublé navigating ‘the
labyrinthine structure, thus providing a potent buffer against the
Haunts’ secrets. Those who dare to find the Necropolis often
end up wandering the dark tunnels and twisting chambers,
hungry, thirsty, blind, mad. They wail as they feel along the
walls, driven to fits of hysteria.

System: Navigating the tunnels necessitates an extended Wits
+ Investigation roll, with ten successes required. Each roll is
equivalent to one hour’s worth of wandering. Those who do
not have dots in the Necropolis Merit suffer a penalty to this
roll equal to the owners’ total dots in Catacombs. Those who do
possess any dots in the Merit, however, may still have to succeed
on the roll. Even the Haunts may find themselves periodically
lost in the dark and distorted heart of their own Necropolis.

The Catacombs are almost unremittingly dark. Standard
Perception rolls are hampered by a standard -3 penalty, and the
“Fighting Blind” rules (p. 166, World of Darkness Rulebook)

may apply at Storyteller discretion.

DARK TempLE (o °)

Perhaps it’s a small alter ringed with rat skulls, or a golden urn
in which the ashes of an ancient Haunt linger. Or perhaps it’s a
bloody pulpit surrounded by rock walls made white with chalk
crosses. Somehow, this room has become consecrated—why or
when such a consecration happened is hard to say. The local
Haunts may or may not remember. Maybe the Dark Temple
lies beneath an open sewer grate that opens up in what they
call “Murder Alley,” and over time all that bad blood dripping
down left an indelible stain (both physical and spiritual) on
the room. Could be that some decrepit Nosferatu Saint (Saint
Cheslin of the Boneyard, Splinter of the Monastery of Yellow-
jackets) makes this room his sarcophagus. Or, perhaps it’s just
that this is where the Nosferatu choose to worship, and their
grim energy has pooled here like so much sewage.

Story Use: If a Necropolis has a Dark Temple, it is the spiri-
tual center of the city of Haunts. Here they gather to perform
rituals in service to some old, mad god or goddess, be it the
many monstrous faces of the wretched Crone or the one shining
face of the cruel Lord of the Lancea Sanctum. The presence
of the Dark Temple is also an indicator of the presence of one
or several Nosferatu “holy men,” whether a synod of withered
Bishops or a Cybele cult leader who consecrated the temple by
castrating himself on the altar, then burning the wound forever
shut with the hissing flame of an oil-soaked torch.

System: The Dark Temple can only be consecrated for the
Lancea Sanctum or the Circle of the Crone; to whom it provides
its benefits must be decided at the time of the points purchased.
The Storyteller may allow characters to actively attempt to “re-
consecrate” the Dark Temple to their own faith.

The consecration provides two benefits: usage of either
Theban Sorcery or Cruac in this Dark Temple gain +1 to those
rituals, depending on whether the temple is sacred to the Crone
or the Dark Father. Also, those with Status in the appropriate
covenant gain +2 Social dice when speaking to those without
such Status while in the Dark Temple.
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GARBAGE Prr (o °)

Trash has to go somewhere. Welcome to the Garbage Pit
(which like many of the chambers listed here may have its own
name in the Necropolis: The Shit Pit, perhaps, or simply, The
Ditch). In some cases, it’s the trash from the world above. Gar-
bage seems to ceaselessly wind its way downward, as if seeking
interment and decay. Other trash comes from the Nosferatu
themselves: old blood-stained clothing, broken masks, pilfered
goods from victims, and so forth.

Garbage Pits come in many shapes: a big broad room that
stinks of motor oil, curry, mold; a pile of metal parts strewn
across several chambers, the floor practically lined with raw
tetanus; or a collection of bins which gives the appearance of
some kind of organization and neatness but is truly just a bunch
of bins filled with refuse and debris.

Story Use: The Garbage Pit finds many uses among the Ne-
cropolis Haunts. Looking for a present for your true love (a ghoul
chained to a pipe on the other side of the underground kingdom)?
Dig around, see what you can find. Need to hide a couple of corpses?
The Garbage Pit is glad to swallow them up. Is the Necropolis com-
promised with enemies traversing and stalking the halls? Lead them
to an ambush in the Garbage Pit, where the freaks lie in wait...

System: The Garbage Pit provides a handful of unconnected
benefits. The first is that when aiming to use Crafts to jury-rig
a device, a Nosferatu’s player can make an extended Wits +
Investigation roll to look for a “missing part.” Five successes
are necessary, and each roll is an hour of digging deep into the
debris and waste. Second, any Nosferatu with points invested
in the Necropolis gains a +2 to Stealth rolls performed within
the Garbage Pit (imagine as him dancing across a floating pig
carcass, deftly leaping to an oil drum and ducking behind an
old Vaudeville sign—all in perfect silence). Third, the Nosferatu
are home amongst the trash, and gain +1 Initiative here.

LABYRINTH GUARDIANS (o @ o)

Perhaps the vaulted arch ceiling is darkened not just by shadows,
but by a carpet of shuddering bats. Maybe a pack of mangy hounds
stalking the endless Catacombs, ribs showing through leprous
flesh, eyes flashing in the pitch black. That skittering sound
might be a flood of rats, the sound of a hundred spiders weaving
a thousand silken strands, or a ravenous, shit-eating horde of
cockroaches stampeding through unused pipes and conduits.

The Necropolis is home to bestial, avian or insect guardians:
these beasts are lost, hungry, wayward, having gone more than
a little mad in the tenebrous chambers.

Story Use: These animal guardians of the labyrinth aren’t pets,
not exactly. The Nosferatu don’t control them, but the two have
a kind of symbiotic relationship. All have become part of the
shadow ecology, and so they accept each other. In many ways, the
beastly guardians reflect the Nosferatu contingent in some way:
should the preponderance of Haunts in the Necropoli be like the
Galloi bloodline (thin, coy, beautiful in a sickly way), then the
guardians might manifest as a colony of feral cats (perhaps even
patchy Egyptian Blues or some other rare breed). If the Haunts
are gutter-fed: mongrels, then the guardians are mongrels, too—

[}

dogs, vicious and starving. It can get as bizarre as the Nosferatu
themselves: one Necropolis is said to be home to a mad, blind
stallion called “Blackjack.” The stallion gallops about, bony
and sick, biting and kicking, whinnying and snorting like some
diabolical nightmare. Some even say that ol’ Blackjack has eyes
of fire, he does. Few believe it, but few dare find out.

System: Purchasing Labyrinth Guardians buys the Necropolis
a number of creatures that total up to 12 points of Size (which
could be six cats, six ravens, three dogs, a variable-Size swarm,
or some strange combination). All do lethal damage when at-
tacking, and attack, they will. Those who possess dots in the
Necropolis Merit get a bit of a break. The beastly guardians rec-
ognize their own by sight, scent, or something altogether more
subtle and preternatural. However, if the character encounters
the Labyrinth Guardians, she must give to them a point of Vitae,
which they will sup upon and perhaps even share.

When the creatures encounter an enemy (be it a human
sewer worker, a vampire intruder, or even just another animal)
that doesn’t belong (i.e. doesn’t have points in the Necropolis
Merit), they'll attack with all their grotesque fury. Should the
Guardians be killed, they will be replaced by some other manner
of creature that will crawl into the shadows, but not until the
next story begins. For swarm information, see below sidebar.

MM

LABYRINTH GUARDIANS: THE SWARM

The swarm exists as a Size 6 “creature,” which
is also the radius in yards the swarm takes up.
For purposes of the above Merit, the swarm can
generally inflict one point of bashing damage to
anyone within its radius per turn. A swarm can
inflict more damage by condensing. Every time
the swarm condenses to cover one yard less of its
full area, it inflicts two additional dice of damage
per turn (representing a larger concentration
of rats biting, bees stinging, and so forth), and
the damage becomes lethal. Condensing is also
representative of a visual horror: a leathery column
of bat wings whirling about, or a squirming parade
of biting centipedes overtaking itself as it tumbles
toward a victim.

Armor is effective against a swarm only if it covers
one’s full body, but even then it provides only half
its rating. In addition, targets are distracted by
the swarm, suffering -2 dice on Perception and
concentration rolls while they are within the radius,
even if they're not specifically attacked.

The swarm cannot be attacked with fists, clubs,
swords or guns. Only area-effect attacks such as a
torch or an appropriate poison affect it. Each point
of aggravated damage inflicted by a flame or other
applicable attack halves the swarm'’s Size. Once the
swarm is reduced to a two-yard radius, the swarm
is likely to disperse or flee.
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NECROPOLIS SPECTER (® To eeeee)

Somewhere in the heart of the Necropolis is something that a
ghost considers very important: a Polaroid of loved ones thrown
decades before, the still-bloody claw hammer that ended the ghost’s
mortal life, or even a set of blueprints outlining the architectural
design of the original Necropolis tunnels (blueprints designed once
designed by the ghost himself). This something serves as an anchor
for the ghost, and so the ghost lurks within the Necropolis.

Much like with the aforementioned Labyrinth Guardians,
the Necropolis Specter is something of a key fixture in the
subterranean chambers or caverns. The ghost is as much a part
of the Necropolis as the Haunts who built or claimed it. The
specter is in the walls. The whisper of water running down the
wall contains his whispers, too. The foul wind that sometimes
kicks up might carry breath of the wraith.

Story Use: This specter isn’t entirely mindless. He’s a character
unto himself, and while he may perhaps become trapped in many
mad reiterations of a single action (crying for a drowned child,
writing a diary entry and then smoking a cigarette, or running
from some unseen presence), he can be pulled from those chained
actions and may at times actually communicate in some fashion
with the Necropolis Haunts. This ghost may know secrets about
the Necropolis, or may even know tales of decadence, perversity or
horror that would thrill even the most cynical Nosferatu. Not every
Necropolis Specter needs to be a vocal character—one could just
as easily be a furious poltergeist rattling rusted grates and venting
searing pipe steam in the faces of unwitting intruders.

System: Assume that the Necropolis Specter has stats roughly
equivalent to the “Deceiver” ghost found on p. 216 of the World
of Darkness Rulebook. The Storyteller, however, chooses an
appropriate Virtue and Vice for the ghost, and should come
up with a story to explain the ghost’s presence and determine
the ghost’s anchor. Each point purchased in this Merit earns
the ghost one Numen from the list found on pp. 210-212 of
the World of Darkness Rulebook.

SEPULCHERS (¢ To eeeee)

The bigger the commune of Nosferatu gathering in the Ne-
cropolis, the bigger the need for Sepulchers. The Sepulchers are
the havens of the Haunts who call the Necropolis home. Not
every Haunt needs to slumber in these places, but many do.

The Sepulchers are generally gathered together in a cluster
in one part of the Necropolis. Perhaps a half-collapsed mine
tunnel, rock walls riddled with boltholes, leads to the sleeping
chambers. Perhaps a busted-up bomb shelter’s many Spartan
rooms have been claimed by the many Haunts. Some, though,
aren’t clustered together at all, and are scattered throughout
the whole of the Necropolis. Consider the general layout of the
Necropolis and determine where the Sepulchers could fit.

Individually, the Sepulchers are of roughly equivalent Size,
usually big enough to sleep in and to have a few personal things,
perhaps even one or two pieces of furniture (an old rickety set
of drawer in which one keeps her many porcelain dolls, or a
burnished mirror whose glass has been replaced with a crazed
painting of the character). In some cases a Necropolis may have

an “emperor” or “Senex” of sorts, and he won’t sleep in the ha-
vens represented by the Sepulchers, instead keeping some grand
chamber of horror and divinity away from the chattel. In most
cases, though, the Necropoli are truly communal, with the space
offered by the Sepulchers divided equally among the Haunts.

Story Use: A Nosferatu’s Sepulcher is his haven: or at least
one haven. While not huge, it does give the Haunt a chance
to customize his space a bit: does he sleep on the bare floor,
surrounded by tapestries stolen from a wicked sire? Does he
sleep on a cot, beneath which waits a suitcase full of guns and
knives? Has he managed to bore a hole all the way down from
the above world and secure a shitty modem connection for his
crusty old laptop? The Sepulcher might be religious, with the
Nosferatu using it to offer worship to some old god or accept
worship as if he himself is of twisted divinity. The Sepulcher
might be where he keeps his Resources, recognizing that banks
are too public for a guy who smells of the slaughterhouse: his
money, therefore, waits in a rusted gun-safe.

System: The Sepulchers are purchased a bit differently from
other elements of the Necropolis. In this case, a character must
purchase his own Sepulcher, and the dots that go toward it
are his and his alone to access, representing his own “private”
space within the community. It’s a bit like Haven, but here
Size doesn’t matter (assume all Sepulchers are about the size of
small apartments, one to two rooms). Location doesn’t figure
in, either, because they're all a part of the Necropolis. And
Security isn’t something the character really controls: Security
is largely communal, so assume that for every five Sepulchers
in the Necropolis, intruders suffer a -1 penalty to discover and
intrude upon the tombs (to a maximum of -5). So what do
dots in Sepulcher go toward? Pick a Skill upon the purchase of
a Sepulcher. This Skill gains a bonus equal to dots purchased
when the character is present in the haven itself. The Storyteller
must approve the Skill chosen, but nearly any choice can work
with a proper explanation. Perhaps the Nosferatu gains Empathy
dice because he has set up the room to scrutinize those who
gain entry (the way a shaft of light is angled to illumine a face,
or the way the walls echo every peep, squeak, moan). Maybe
the Nosferatu gains dice toward Science because his Sepulcher
is more a lab than bedroom: beakers and burners, specimens
bound to a workbench with medical tubing, a periodic table
written in blood on the wall. Could a Nosferatu gain Brawl
dice? Sure. Maybe he knows every crooked floorboard, every
cubbyhole of loose mortar (dust that can be thrown into an
adversary’s face), each iron pipe hanging low in the darkness...
all of which allows him to move with an unerring grace while
within the confines of his tomb.

TRAPDOOR (* 1O o ¢)

The trapdoor spider constructs a burrow, then tops it with a
spongy mix of soil, vegetation, and web. When prey walks over
this “trapdoor,” dinner is served.

The Trapdoor in the Necropolis works similarly for the Nos-
feratu. One way or another, a clandestine “trapdoor” opens up
somewhere that is heavily populated or trafficked, though also
somewhere that the trap is easily concealed: thé ‘dark corner
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of'a nigh‘tclub, a vent in the back of a busy dock warehouse, a
sidewalk grate down a dark but oft-traveled alleyway. Or, it might
be somewhere not commonly traveled, but somewhere that the
Nosferatu can sometimes lead prey: think of a Nosferatu who
answers a classified ad and asks the person to show up and bring
the merchandise to a spot just in front of a hidden trapdoor.

Of course, not every Trapdoor is literally a trapdoor: some
even drop down from ceilings.

Story Use: The trapdoor works for those Nosferatu who want
food: wriggle your way down the tunnel and wait for passersby
full of sweet blood. But it can work also for Nosferatu thieves
(dart out, grab a purse, disappear once more into the darkness).
Worse, though, it can also work for those who wish to gain
entrance to the Necropolis: any who discover the way in might
be able to muscle aside the hidden door and enter the dark

- MM

tangle of the Nosferatu kingdom. Of course, doing so presents
its own dangers for the intruder...

System: Using the Trapdoor for feeding purposes necessitates
that the character succeed on a Grapple roll, and this roll gains a
bonus equivalent to the dots purchased in Trapdoor. The target
gets a chance to detect surprise, but suffers -3 dice to the Wits +
Composure roll. Successes gained on the Grapple roll can translate
directly into points of Vitae gained, with the Kiss sealing the deal
and the mortal going slack as the Haunt hungrily feeds in the dark
of the tunnel. A Trapdoor can be found only by those looking for it:
it necessitates a Wits + Investigation roll, and this roll is penalized
by a number of dice equal to the dots purchased in Trapdoor. A
Necropolis can be home to several Trapdoors, meaning this Merit
can be purchased several times. A Haunt may even have her own
Trapdoor that other Nosferatu don’t know about.

OTHER CHAMBERS

Feel free to come up with other chambers within the Necropolis. A Jail between ¢ and eeeee might indicate the
Durability of the rusted iron bars or junk-welded doors that keep captives imprisoned. A Theater from e to eeeee
might increase rolls to serve Expression or Nightmare by a number of dice equal to dots purchased. Hell, more
technology-minded Nosferatu might have a Hub or a Hotspot () that allows them to connect to the ‘Net and

maybe earn them a +1 to Computer rolls.

All that said, feel free to describe chambers too that have no mechanical bonus. A chamber where beasts are kept
or a parlor where Haunts hold cackling wakes for dead victims may offer no notable bonus and thus necessitate

no Merit dots to purchase.
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oF FLESH

Some think of the Nosferatu as... well, freaks. Deformed,
twisted, with ghastly countenances and tortuous limbs. In some
cases, this is true. The Embrace is not kind to any Haunt, and
some end up genuinely malformed as a result, looking more like
days-dead corpses and radiation-warped mutants than anything
alive and human. The reality, however, is that most Nosferatu
aren’t that freakish. And even those that are, well, that’s not
really the problem, is it?

What’s most concerning about the Haunts and Worms is
the atmosphere that their presence permits. Think of a room
whose angles are just slightly wrong, whose pictures hang gently
askew, whose wallpaper is an unsettling shade of ochre or dirty
cream. Think to the runt of a litter, a twilit sky and full moon
whose color is a few shades off normal, or a simple drink of
water whose passing leaves an unidentifiable aftertaste. None
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of these things are freakish, exactly. If they were so bizarre and
freakish they’d be easy to dismiss, almost comfortable in their
extremes. But what’s most unsettling about the Nosferatu is
the sense of being just offkilter, askew, awry. Whether it’s in
one’s alien grace or another’s charnel-house odor, Nosferatu
are truly frightening not for the obvious deformities but for
the ones that are subtle and speak to the unconscious mind’s
need for order and sanity. Yes, a pale grub of a vampire with
rings of corpse-fat around his neck and fangs that are more
tusk than teeth is off-putting; but what’s truly disconcerting
is the slightly strange color of his eyes (a muddy-yellow that
occurs in no human) or the way his fingernails are perfectly
groomed (and tapered to gentle jugular-puncturing points).
It’s the little things that get to you, like a chigger burrowing
under the skin.

ap péndix « ghievous and grotesque masks: the nosferatu
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STRANGE VWEAKNESS,
V/EAKNESS OF STRANGERS

The Nosferatu weakness as it stands is a purely Social one:
the aura of strangeness that clings to them like a bad smell or
aveneer of mold affects their dealings with others, as expected.
Few feel comfortable around the Haunts—even others within
the clan. The social drawback manifests as an inability to reroll
10s on Social rolls, and in addition, any 1s rolled subtract from
total successes. This mechanic enforces not their inability to be
Social creatures, but their inability to be perfect Social creatures.
For every crisp rebuttal of an argument, for every lyrical canticle
sung to the Prince, for every fusillade of blasted gossip, there
lingers an imperfection. An uncertainty. A flaw in fine glass, a
fly struggling in a teaspoon of honey.

Draw Back THE CURTAIN

It behooves you, when creating or playing your Nosferatu char-
acter, to recognize exactly how the above weakness manifests. It
doesn’t manifest anonymously and without effect. Even if the effect
is otherwise subtle, you as player should know how to describe it.
An eerie tremor in the character’s voice! Fingers and toes too long
for their respective limbs? Is she without hair? Without fingernails?
Have half her teeth rotted out of her head while the other half has
grown longer by a halfinch or so, turning from faint yellow to an
almost perfect white! An odd pattern of moles and skin tags? Are
her movements accompanied by the whiff of rotting flowers, or is
each movement punctuated with a wet popping of bone?

She may otherwise look normal but for that one flaw. Alter-
nately, if you want to go whole hog and describe a portrait of
a true freak, a beast who is genuinely monstrous in flesh, go
for it. But you should still endeavor to discern what small flaws
and imperfections most disturb others. Obvious freakishness is
easy to get past once the short, sharp shock have fled. As noted,
it’s the little imperfections that continue to unsettle: like when
someone offers to shake your hand, and as you reach to grip
theirs, you notice the pinky finger is a crooked, shriveled stub.
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It may not be kind to be disturbed by such a thing, but human
reactions are rarely kind.

FrLaws BLooming LiKe
GrAVE BLOSSOMS

What follows is an optional system that requires no Merit dots
or experience points. It only necessitates the approval of the
Storyteller and your desire as a player to advance your Nosfer-
atu’s unnerving aura—both the good and the bad.

Below you'll find a number of manifestations of the Nosferatu
weakness. They do not replace the weakness, but go toward
describing just how the weakness manifests in your Haunt
character. You can begin to refine the weakness and utilize
this below system at Blood Potency 2, and the flaw continues
to deepen as your character increases her Blood Potency. Each
manifestation comes with either two Attributes or two Skills.
One Attribute or Skill receives a bonus, the other Attribute or
Skill suffers a penalty.

At Blood Potency 2, the bonus is +1 and the penalty is-1, but
as your character increases her Blood Potency, both the bonus
and penalty increase.

At Blood Potency 4, it grows to +2/-2.

At Blood Potency 6, it becomes +3/-3.

At Blood Potency 8, it swells to +4/-4.

Finally, at Blood Potency 10? It’s now +5/-5.

For example, see Alien Grace, below. Alien Grace gains a bo-
nus to Dexterity, but suffers a penalty to Strength. If a Nosferatu
with the Alien Grace flaw has her Blood Potency increase to
4, all Dexterity rolls now gain a +2 bonus, while Strength rolls
suffer a -2 penalty.

If the Nosferatu reduces his Blood Potency to a lower level,
both the bonus and penalty drop accordingly. So, if the above
character with Alien Grace drops from Blood Potency 4 to 3, both
the Dexterity bonus and the Strength bonus shrink by one.

Certainly you can “take” such flaws while ignoring both the
bonus and penalty, as the flaws may still go a long ways toward
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CHOOSE YOUR OWN AWFULNESS!

Want to create your own blossoming Nosferatu flaw? Go for it. It's easy. Describe the flaw in all its unnerving
glory—and show, don’t tell. Don't just say to the other players, “Mister Nickel has beady eyes that freak you out,”
describe it in an evocative manner such as, “His eyes sit nested in the hollows of his head like black buttons worn
on a doll's face, and wherever you go, these dark pits seem to follow your every move.” The first is boring, the

second is creepy. Always go with the creepy.

In addition, all you have to do is think about which Attribute or Skill gets the bonus, and which gets the penalty.
This, of course, should be appropriate to the flaw: the button-eyes as noted above wouldn’t enhance or penalize
Strength, but may very well toy with Presence or even Investigation (modifying Perception, effectively).

Also worth mentioning: the below flaws may suit you in description, but perhaps you feel that the disfigurement
or frailty manifests differently in regards to bonus and penalty. With Disquieting Tongue, you may instead choose to
reverse them, allowing a bonus to Subterfuge but a penalty to Expression rolls. If the logic holds and the Storyteller

agrees, go for it.
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describing how you hope your Haunt character will unsettle
others. Also, if a Storyteller allows, a Nosferatu character may
suffer from more than one such flaw. However, in doing so, it’s
encouraged first that you only choose two such flaws, and in
addition you choose one flaw that helps/hampers an Attribute
and one that helps/hampers a Skill.

Note that while Attributes may seem to change, it’s only a
bonus or penalty to the dice, not an actual increase or decrease
in dots. Related traits (Defense, Health, Speed, etc.) do not
change accordingly.

AvieN GrAcE

Bonus: Dexterity

Penalty: Strength

Description: Maybe it comes from the way your character
moves: with eerie, sweeping grace or perhaps with egregious
movements (a neck that turns too far, joints that bend both
ways, limbs that grow and stretch too long). As the Nosferatu’s
blood grows more potent, this delicateness and poise becomes
more pronounced. But so too does the character find her
strength sapped and fading. Could be that her bones grow
hollow, or her limbs extend too long for the dead tendons and
muscles to properly use them for strength. Yes, she may be able
to dance about on the top of a towering gravestone, but to pick
up a rock and bludgeon her enemies strains the limbs and forces
tears of blood from her wincing eyes.

DISQUIETING TONGUE

Bonus: Expression

Penalty: Subterfuge

Description: It’s... something about the Nosferatu’s voice. It’s
got power contained within. Some might say magic. Perhaps
the character’s voice is an eerily lilting brogue, even if she was
raised in Kansas. The voice might be shrill, deep, warbling, or
just a susurration like hissing steam. It’s captivating, in its way,
hence the Expression bonus. But when the character chooses
to lie, the voice shudders and shifts, it squeaks or scrapes. (Note
that this can just as easily be switched: a serpentine tongue may
make lies sound like so much sweet honey while poetry sounds
garbled and like she’s gargling broken glass.)

HunGry EVES

Bonus: [nvestigation

Penalty: Socialize

Description: Those eyes aren’t right. Maybe they’re without
pupils. Or the color in the irises are something you can’t find
in a fake contact (unless you work for a movie studio). Are the
whites so bloodshot that the red overtakes the rest! Are the eye-
balls too big for the lids to sufficiently close upon them? These
mad eyes serve a great function to the Nosferatu, because it al-
lows her to see. Like with an eagle, details are keenly manifest.
But who likes talking to someone like that? Who likes trying to
have a conversation with someone whose eyes twitch or whose
pupils can’t seem to stop staring at one’s jugular?

ievous.and grotesque masks: the nosferatu



Porent PERFUME

Bonus: Presence

Penalty: Composure

Description: The smell might be pleasant, too pleasant:
pungent honey, dizzying flowers, the sickly sweet smell of
a room full of candy. Maybe it’s not that pleasant at all: a
miasma of death, a chemical brine, the whiff of burning
plastic. The character’s own charisma is in a way heightened:
for some it’s subtle and alluring, for others it’s crass and hits
a target in the face like a brick. But the potent affects the
Nosferatu, too: that smell, always there, always in her nose.
It’s dizzying. And it can affect her Perceptions, too (hence
the Composure penalty).

Rumep Mourh

Bonus: Intimidation

Penalty: Persuasion

Description: Nest of teeth? Maybe. Cleft palate with tongue
whose taste buds look more like a cheese grater! Okay. Lips
twisted and ashen? Fine. Here, the character’s mouth is a mess,

obvious to all who gaze upon her. When she speaks, you can
hear the ruined maw in action, and she can’t be too convincing
with such a messed-up orifice... unless of course she’s threaten-
ing you with an axe, or worse, a bite from those tusked teeth.
Then she’s suddenly all-too-effective.

SWOLLEN SKULL

Bonus: Intelligence

Penalty: Stamina

Description: Macrocephaly. The head is too large for the body.
The skull is swollen or distended. Perhaps it is smooth and round
and the flesh recedes from the bare bone. Perhaps it’s lumpy,
offering a disturbing topography of phrenology gone mad. The
Nosferatu knows it to be a blessing, in a way: whether or not one’s
intelligence is truly locked away in the brain, it seems to pay to
have a bigger one, because she can think all the more clearly, even
sometimes through the fog cast upon her in torpor. But her body
pays the price, almost as if it has devoted too much of its energy
toward this gift (the Blood giveth, the Blood taketh away). Her body
is frail, or small. Maybe it looks strong, but is truly weak. The
head tilts and wobbles. The body suffers.

Eyes follow you, warily. Oh, sure, they laugh at your jokes. Somebody’s

empty-eyed thrall hurries up to refill your glass. They gather ‘round, hop-
ing to hear what delicious rumors have flitting like moths to land upon
your finger. But they don’t get too close, do they? Those laughs are more
nervous than they are genuine. When you tilt your head back into a mad
guffaw, some of them flinch—noticeably. And when you escape from the
crowd for a moment, hoping to check on your own childe who’s surely lost
somewhere in the darkness, you can’t help but hear a few of the whispers
that pass in your wake. You can’t help hear the names they call you.
This is the truth about the Nosferatu: they are aliens among
their own kind. Let that sink in for a moment. Among vam-
pires, among actual monsters, the Haunts are the freaks, the
pariahs, the ever-present strangers. This doesn’t relegate them
to the gutter, of course: yes, some take all the withering glares
and bitter whispers as an excuse to enter the darkness and stay
there away from their so-called “peers,” but it isn’t an absolute
barrier to entering the society of the dead. That’s not to say
it’s easy, though. Dancing the dance with the other Damned, a
Haunt comes to realize that he may very well be the novelty at
the affair, the freak in an ill-fitting tux, the strangest example of
“show-and-tell” that any of the assembled throng have ever seen.
Or, the Nosferatu recognizes that they give him what seems to
be respect only out of fear and loathing, not out of any genuine
place—and yes, while it’s still respect, it comes at that cost.
For much of the Damned, the Haunts are the elephant in
the room, a cruelly vigilant reminder that vampires are dead,
not alive. The way the Haunts wear the lifeless veneer (pale

skin, strange smell or dead eyes) is a persistent symbol of the
unnatural nature of all the Damned, even those that look pretty
or slide comfortably into sharp-angled suits.

The Haunts, plainly stated, are different. At first (and always
for some), the difference is largely external: the flesh changes
or the atmosphere around the character manifests in a discom-
fiting way. Over time, though, one’s interior life—his thought
processes, his desires, his fears—come to a certain strangeness, a
strangeness that matches what lurks on the outside. The flesh is
twisted and so the soul, or what passes for one, twists as well.

The question is then, what does it feel like to be a Nosferatu?
What is it to be haunted by one’s own eerie semblance, to be
cursed as a lifeless oddity?

THE CURSE

Most call it just that, “the Curse.” Others think of it as the
Deformity, the Defect, the Distortion. It is, of course, when a
Haunt’s weakness takes hold after the Embrace. When the alien
nature settles in like a hungry consumptive disease.

When does it happen? The Curse is not beholden to any time-
table. One Nosferatu suffers the Embrace and upon waking, feels
how his flesh has gone cold and rubbery, smells how his pores
exude an aroma of decay and fish-guts. Another might find that
it happens over the course of a week: every evening he wakes and
finds some new tweak to his visage, like a person who discovers
a breakout of hives or a new mole on her cheek. One evening
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he'finds that a single ear (but not the other) has shriveled like a
dying flower. The next evening he startled awake to find several of
his “old” teeth lying bloody on his chest (and he cannot help but
lick them clean in a quick rush of hunger, an action that surely
disgusts and disappoints him later). A third Haunt may see the
Curse settle in day by day over the span of an entire year. The
changes are subtle to him: slowly his skin changes hue, his pupils
fade to white, his hair falls out in small patches every day. Though,
to others, the Curse has already begun (meaning mechanically,
for all Nosferatu, the weakness of their kind is in play from the
moment they are dragged into the Requiem).

Is there pain? For some, yes. Never debilitating; it incurs no
dice penalties. The pain isn’t even physical, though it may feel
that way. It’s spiritual, if such a thing can be said of a dead tribe.
The pain is deep, deeper than the marrow. And it’s worse for
those who were pretty or overtly normal before the Embrace.

Is there pleasure? Can be, yes. Some revel in the change. The
Curse sets upon them and it’s awful, but selfhaters or those who
are already freaks of a sort might relish this grotesquerie. Think
of those who accept body-consuming tattoos or indelicate and
strange piercings—they gain pleasure from the modification of
the body in some cases. Some so-called “cutters,” those who
slice their flesh for attention or to express their inner torment
might actually feel a sense of relief when the knife parts the
skin. So too with the Curse. For some Haunts, the Curse is a
rush of relief, the feel that one is becoming what one has been
all along. (And beyond that, for some pain is simply pleasure.
The release of undead endorphins—really, just the stimulating
of live blood in dead veins—can be quite pleasurable, indeed.)

TRANSUBSTANTIATION

Human blood enters the cauldron of the Nosferatu body and
it changes. It’s alive, still, but not like it is for other Kindred. For
the Gangrel, the blood runs hot, channeling the growls of the
Beast. For the Daeva, it channels the salacious whispers of the
vampire’s worst demons, an oily unguent that speaks of want
and need more than anything else. The Blood of the Nosferatu
is a whole other monster.

Some Haunts claim it feels like worms crawling around in
the body, or termites gently chewing through wood—a tickling
mass, a crawling chaos, a paroxysm within. This sensation only
deepens as the Nosferatu’s black blood grows more potent. As
she ages and feels the Blood thicken, the tiny worms become
a rush of moths, the crawling chaos becomes a symphony of
noise and motion that only the Haunt can sense.

Think on it. Try to understand what the Blood feels like
within your Haunt character. The Blood is a destabilizing
element, the thing that forces the character to be apart from
all other characters. How does it manifest to your Nosferatu?
Is it a symphony of discord playing in her bones! A carpet
of roaches living beneath the skin that is felt but never seen?
The Gangrel’s Blood seems to run hot, so it may be that your
character’s Vitae manifests as an icy sensation like an injection
of hoary saline or the persistent internal feel of a warm hand
touching a wind-chilled gravestone.
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Does stirring the blood to one’s dead limbs (either to strength-
en them or perhaps for Discipline use) feel like herding ants?

When healing a wound, does ushering the blood to the ragged
edges feel like spiders knitting flesh to flesh?

Giving or receiving the Vinculum might feel like consuming
a cup of disease. Blood Sympathy might feel like recognizing
a brother or sister in sickness. Those who feel the Predator’s
Taint of the Nosferatu do not sense a wild beast or a social
predator, but they instead might feel an overwhelming sense
of unfamiliarity, as if perhaps being watched by a distant god
or instead feeling a moment of cognitive dissonance as if one
is no longer sane or connected to a sane universe.

The Blood of the Nosferatu is what makes them alien. You
decide precisely how.

HumAnrTY 1o INCONGRUITY

The Nosferatu loses Humanity like any other vampire, by
committing sins that distance him from human norms and
mores. But yet again the question is, how does this feel!? For the
Gangrel, the loss of Humanity is something that pushes the
vampire closer to her Beast—and while this could be said of all
vampires, for the Savage it represents a slide toward wildness,
toward an untamed brutality. For the Daeva it offers a seduction
to sin and perversion: her Beast manifests as the inescapable
allure of one’s Vice.

A Haunt, however, finds that his Humanity fades with a
whole different feel. Yes, it still represents a closing proximity to
one’s Beast, but what does that mean? One Nosferatu describes
it in terms of being drawn into a spider’s embrace, a thickening
cocoon of silk binding the flesh and mind. See, losing Human-
ity is literally that for the Nosferatu. One’s humanness fades,
replaced by the alien strangeness exhibited by all of their kind.
With each degeneration, you as player are encouraged to come
up with a new way in which your character separates from the
human herd. Some new foible? Or some lost habit?

Perhaps your Haunt, upon losing a dot of Humanity, now fails
to include any kind of human politeness in his speech: gone is
any semblance of please or thank you or any human vocal cues
at all. It’s all cold language, direct and affronting. Alternately,
perhaps it goes the other way. Now your character is all polite-
ness, manners performed at a truly uncomfortable level—even as
she’s slowly draining some club kid of his blood she’s all Please
may I drink you dry? and Thank you for this bountiful offering.

These don’t need to be mechanical in nature and don’t nec-
essarily need to reflect a gained derangement. It’s simply some
strange new manifestation of her strangeness. Maybe now she
smiles all the time. Perhaps she destroys her body in unnerving
little ways: biting off fingernails, pulling flesh from her dry
lips, scratching at her scalp until a faint trickle of muddy blood
drizzles down the bridge of her nose. It could even be that her
posture is now perfect (stock straight all the time) or ruined
(bent at a cock-eyed angle even when running).

Loss of Humanity is literally a widening gulf between the
Nosferatu character and her once-humanness. How it manifests
is in your hands.



SAMPLE

MARY CONTRARY

Quotes: “Yeah! Fuck you. Fuck your pretty face. Fuck your shiny car. Fuck your tit job, your cell phone,
your Labdradoodle ghoul. Bitch cock shitfucker!”

“*belches up a bubble of blood*”

“I see you lookin” at me. You don’t know whether you want to fight me or fuck me. I got a body like an angel

and a face like a bat. When you figure out what you want, you come tap me on the shoulder, yeah?”

Background: The other schoolkids beat her up as a child. Said she was U G L' Y ugly. Her
parents—affluent, upper middle class, alarmingly normal—didn’t like the undue attention she
drew to herself. They said she invited it, even though she really just tried to get through her day.
By junior high, they were sending her abroad to various schools, pushing her to get a “diverse”
education at the hands of several private institutions. Truth is, they just didn’t want to deal with
her. They had no other kids and found her a burden: more a devil than an angel, even though
she was well-behaved.

Cut to last year, when Mary got drunk on the night of her college graduation in the city, drunk
because her parents didn’t show up, because she didn’t have any friends, because she felt as low as
a worm ground into the cracks of a cement sidewalk. A few of her classmates—boys, damn near
as drunk as she was—thought to have a bit of fun with her. They thought to use her, abuse her.
Get her naked. Laugh a bit. If she got lippy, give her a swift punch to the gut.

They only got so far. As Mary wailed, her naked back pressed against the fire escape,
something swept down. Throats opened. Blood poured out upon her. She was saved, or
so she thought: then the thing came for her, too. Teeth deep. Blood gone. Then,
blood right back in, a foul effluence drizzled upon her tongue that suddenly tasted
sweet, too sweet.

The Requiem has been... kinder to her than to some. Certainly she feels more
empowered, now. She’s chosen no covenant but has a number of friends and allies among the
Carthians and will likely end up there in the next year or three. She gets herself in trouble by
saying the wrong thing to the wrong people, but it’s also earned her some cred for being willing
to rant and rave in the face of authority.

Description: Every night, Mary wriggles into some skimpy tight get-up, something part leather or
half lingerie. She slides on high, spike-heeled boots, or maybe a pair of blood-stained Doc Martens,
or maybe she just goes barefoot. Her cleavage is good to go. She always shows a little thigh. If one
were to just gaze upon her body, well, the attraction would be imminent and undeniable. But her
face? Oh, poor Mary’s face. It looks like it’s been hit with a shovel. Over and over again. Snaggle teeth.
Cleft lip. Eyes too big for her head. Nose crushed against her skull. She makes it worse every night by
sticking new piercings and ink on her face flesh, too.

Storytelling Hints: Mary seems to relish in the shock her appearance causes; she appears to thrive
on their reaction, and she eggs it on, loving the crass dichotomy between her sex appeal and loathsome
visage. Truth is, though? It's something of a front. Mary’s never been attractive and now she’s more
hideous than ever before. Those who find her disgusting hurt her, and those who find her attractive
revolt her. She hides these feelings, of course; with her, it’s all bluster and boldness, all callous displays
and cackling laugher. When Mary find someone who seems generally unaffected by her appearance,
that person becomes something of a challenge. She ends up loving them or loathing them for
their blasé disinterest. A good example? One of her local crew, Burn Barrel Matty. She can’t get
a read off this lunatic, and that’s why she loves him, and that’s why she hates him.

Clan: Nosferatu

Covenant: None (Carthans, soon)
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'Embrace: Ldst year

Apparent Age: 21

Mental Attributes: Intelligence 2, Wits 3, Resolve 2

Physical Attributes: Strength 2, Dexterity 3, Stamina 2

Social Attributes: Presence 3, Manipulation 3, Composure 2

Mental Skills: Academics (Useless Information) 3, Computer 1, Investigation 1, Occult 1, Politics 1
Physical Skills: Athletics 1, Brawl 1, Larceny 2, Stealth 1

Social Skills: Empathy (Pain) 3, Expression 1, Intimidation (In Your Face) 3, Socialize 2, Subterfuge 1, Streetwise 1
Merits: Allies (Carthian Movement) 2, Fast Reflexes 1, Language (French) 2, Striking Looks 2

Willpower: 4

Humanity: 7

Virtue: Fortitude. For better or worse, she’s a survivor. Other girls might've slit their wrists or swallowed a mug full of

Vicodin years ago.

Vice: Envy. Oh, she’ll never admit it. But she envies so deeply, she’s jealous of something about everyone.
Health: 7

Initiative: 6

Defense: 3

Speed: 10

Blood Potency: 1

Disciplines: Nightmare 2, Vigor 1

Vitae/per Turn: 10/1
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Mary CoONTRARY IN THIS Book

Mary Contrary might belong within the ranks of either the Worm Lord or the War Pig. It's likelier that she’d join
the ranks of the Worm Lord given her apparent outward selfishness, but the War Pig’s army offers her the chance
to express her anger and frustration more overtly.
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VW ELDON FONTAINE

Quotes: “No, you've nothing to worry from me. I don’t associate much with that crowd. They stick to their roach motels and rat traps. 1

have a lovely townhouse.”

“I have a nose for money, truly.”

“What will it take to convince you of my loyalty? Say the word, and I shall do it.”

Background: Weldon Fontaine comes from old money. Banker money. Why was it that his sire, Blackjack Carver, targeted
him for the Embrace?! Carver’s never really been clear about that. Something about Carver’s own human family, and something
about how the Fontaine Bank did something to them with money and foreclosure and... well, who knows? Weldon certainly
doesn’t. All he knows is that one night on his way home from the movies with his fiancée, Carver attacked. Broke the soon-to-
be-wife’s neck. Dragged Weldon kicking and screaming into the Embrace.

For the first year of his Requiem, Weldon found himself abused at the hands of his sire. Physically, mentally, emotionally.
And it’s not like Weldon’s a tough old soul: he crumpled like a paper cup with the first kick. But Carver was relentless, a true
monster.

The Invictus saved Weldon Fontaine, and to them he owes their life. While Carver was out hunting, they sent a small party
to “collect” Fontaine. Certainly it had to do with their own interests: Weldon had access to money, lines of credit, investments,
all manner of resources. Things that the local First Estaters wanted. And hey, they rescued him. He was glad to provide.

He’s still glad to provide. They’ve found him a valuable ally, because not only does he have the connections, he is also gifted
in the financial and political spheres. Weldon’s capable of smart moves and good advice, even as a neonate. In fact, him being a
neonate gives him a proximity to the mortal world that other more “aged” vampires cannot manage.

So, for now, they protect him from Carver. And make no mistake: Carver wants his childe back. His abuse and anger have

not yet seen a satisfying conclusion.
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m the Niosferatu.
He’s not exactly attractive, but for the most part he looks human. Perhaps a bit gangly. Certainly too-
tall. But what earns him the strange looks and shivers are two things, both intangible. The first is

the aroma. Always clinging to his suits and skin is the unmistakable smell of sour milk. Stranger,

B

Description: Weldon’s appearance doesn’t have the freakishness some expect fro

though, is his voice. It’s a tremulous thing, wavering and unstable, vacillating between high pitches
and low valleys.

Storytelling Hints: Weldon’s nervous, but he tries dearly not to show it. He’s pretty good about it,
really. He knows, though, that he’s swimming with sharks—and his clan association is tantamount
to a gimpy fin. If they smell his weakness, they’ll bite him in half. So for the most part he stays
quiet. Icy, even. Only rarely does he speak out or seem to get excited: any moment where his

confidence is given the room to surge is sure to show a different, madder, more “keyed up”
version of Weldon Fontaine...

Clan: Nosferatu
Covenant: Invictus
Embrace: Two years hence
Apparent Age: 32
Mental Attributes: Intelligence 4, Wits 2, Resolve 3
Physical Attributes: Strength 2, Dexterity 3, Stamina 1
Social Attributes: Presence 2, Manipulation 3, Composure 3
Mental Skills: Academics (Economy) 2, Computer 1, Investigation (Financial) 4, Politics 4
Physical Skills: Drive 1, Firearms (Derringer) 1, Stealth 2
Social Skills: Persuasion 3, Socialize 2, Subterfuge 2
Merits: Eidetic Memory, Resources 3, Status (Invictus) 1
Willpower: 6
Humanity: 7
Virtue: Prudence. Weldon plays his cards close. He values restraint above all else.

Consider this quote from Glengarry Glen Ross: “Don’t open your mouth until
you know what the shot is.”
Vice: Greed. Plainly stated, it’s an inherited trait. Weldon loves to
possess.
Health: 6
Initiative: 6
Defense: 2
Speed: 9
Blood Potency: 2
Disciplines: Obfuscate 3
Vitae/per Turn: 11/1

MM

WELDON IN THIS Book

Could Weldon be a money-man for the Worm
Lord? Sure, but not likely. He's not really that
comfortable with other Nosferatu. More likely, his
need for security would lead him to clandestinely
throw in with theWar Pig. Still, he’s no soldier, and
not even much of a killer. When the city’s burning
and his back’s against the wall, whose side will
he choose?
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“Watch your step.

It’s a long way down.

No, don’t worry, there aren’t any rats.

Just you and me.

You, and me, and everything you’'re afraid of.

Welcome to your new home.”

— Fabian, Inquisitor to the

Archbishop of St. Paul

This book includes:

« Uncover the filth-ridden
origins of the Nosferatu
in ancient Greece, where
they haunted the Mediter-
ranean nights as the god-
plagued nosophoros.

- Explore the Necropoli of
the Nosferatu, the warrens
where the horrors dwell.

- Discover the many faces of
the clan: the bizarre, the
vile, the battle-hardened
and the hidden.

« New Merits, bloodlines,
Devotions and clan secrets
that every Vampire: the

Requiem player will want

to have.
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