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This bock is dedicated to the memory of my father, Glenn
Sheppard. Dad passed away while | was writing this. He was fifty
yearsold. As I write this now, his ashesare ondisplayina Toronto
Buddhist temple. In three days I' [l go to see him for the last time.
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He was an artist, a poet, and a peace activist. He loved being
close to nature, but compassion for others stayed on his mind even
in the midst of a deserted path. He campaigned for human rights
with the most effective tool he possessed: his words. He was an
eloquent writer and encouraged me to develop my own abilities.

When I told him 1 was writing for a game where people's
beliefs could change the world, he smiled.

It was right up his alley.

— Malcolm Sheppard
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APRIL 7, KALI SI®2:
4 KILLERS ©N TOUR

Murder job on the North Shore tomor-
row. Truce doesn’t want me to call it that,
says it screws up your resolve. I'll be damned
ifhe isn’t trying to get into my head, read me
with those big brown eyes of his.

“I don't have any qualms about it.
Victim’s a serial rapist, right?” I'm working
the knife on the whetstone as I talk.

“He’s a target, Evelyn. And he rapes children. Vid-
eotapes it, too; that's how we found out about him.
Anyway, let’s go for a walk. I want to see these big
ol'redwoods up close.”

“You a nature lover, Truce?”

“What's natural? It's quiet out here. It'sa place [ can
cope with. It has people I can cope with.”

I squint and wheel my head around. “I don’t see
anybody.”

“Exactly.”

It's a place I can cope with. I remember what they told
us in the beginning — when the killing began to etch
itself into your mind, you had to find a quiet place, away
from everything that was evil in the world.

“The most important thing,” said Truce, as we
cashed in a lottery ticket to pay for the bus here, “is to
find something where the rot can’t get to you. I don't
care if it's casual sex, hang-gliding, or babbling mantras
‘till you're blue in the face. We can fix the repercussions
of all of those.” He frowns a bit in thought.

Karma is justice without the satisfaction.
— Christopher McQuarrie, The Way of the Gun

“But when the poison seeps into your Atman —
when Jhor seizes you — it’s irreversible.”

So you find a way to cope; a place where the death-
taint can’t touch you.

It's harder than you think.

We spend an hour walking through the trash; 1 kick
beer bottles and crack vials aside. A used needle emits
a bleak hiss when 1 listen just right; it killed someone
two or three days ago. Truce points out the bear tracks
and | put a clip in the .44. Garbage bears associate
people with food. If you haven't left enough half-eaten
sandwiches and candy bar wrappers behind, they'll try
to jack you up directly.

We break over a ridge and leave the last rotting tire
behind us. The ferns on the other side are green waves
in an emerald sea. Two ancient redwoods sprout from
them. | think of pillars dividing the known from the
unknown, the living from the dead. _

Truce sits, and the sun hits him just right as he
braces against the huge root to get comfortable. He
breathes the breath of a god and the golden light frames
him as if it recognizes his strength: the right to do what
we do.

Then the root blackens and the tree shakes and the
green sea around him turns brown and withered. Truce
opens his eyes, and I can tell — he knows that despite
the bullshit he’s been feeding me about coping, you
can't find a place where the doom won't follow.

Not here — not anywhere on Kali's earth.

PROLEGUE: X/ ALKING ®N KNIVES 5
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APRIL 8, KALI SI@2:
T\we Te THE BeDY, ©NE T® THE HEAD

Click-click. Click.

“That’s the way you do it. Now put the clip in.”

“I'm not much of a shooter, Truce.”

“Sleeper like this is a good chance to upgrade your
skills.” We hustle up to the door. My knife’s in one hand
and my gun’s in the other.

It’s a nice little cabin. A cool, moist wind blows
through the trees. The moon makes the pines glisten,
and [ can hear the ocean whisper.

A silent count to three and we kick the door open.
We run through to the living room, and there he is,
snoring in front of a glowing TV set. Truce spins and
cracks the guy’s cheek with the butt of his gun. The
victim (excuse me, target) howls.

“Wake up, fucker!” I can’t believe I'm saying it. |
can't believe my boot’s just caved in the bastard’s knee.
He rolls off the couch and lands in a kneel.

“Oh God!” The words sputter from a face full of
tears, snot and blood. “Whoareyou?Lord... mymoney’s
in the kitchen. In a little brown box in the kitchen. Oh,
sweet Jesus....”

Truce says,“Jim Houle, you're a child molester. You
can't be reformed or redeemed.” He's got a steady,
professional voice. | kick Houle again to provide a
screaming counterpoint.

Other Traditions think we’re stone-cold pros dis-
pensing arms-length justice, but that’s not how it works.
You have to believe in the Good Death with your heart.
Objectivity’s a scam; do you think we’d do it if we didn’t
want to! You can kill competently and passionately.
Denying your feelings just makes it easier for Jhor to
creep in — at least, it does in my opinion.

“No! God, no. It isn’t me!” he wrings his hands
together. On his knees like that, it makes him look like
he’s praying — which he very well might be.

= “We’re going to kill you, Jim. It’ll be painful, be-
cause death always is. Remember that pain, because you
will live again.”

I push him into a support beam with my knife and
lash him to the varnished pine.

“Remember how you died, and remember why.
We're giving you a new life — a new chance.”

Oh shit. I can hear feet running up from the base-
ment. | run to the sound while Truce keeps his gun
trained on Houle.

A door opens. A woman in a dirty blue bathrobe
“Jimmy?” she asks the air. “Number three

6 EUTHANAT®S

won't stop scratching himself.” She peers down th
, sticking her head out next to where I'm standig
doesn’t see me. | grab her and yank her towardmﬁﬁa .
fistful of brown hair. v o
“What the fuck, Truce? Is he married? " | rnarch her'
into the living room, throw her down, straddle her and
duct-tape her wrists.

“Guess so, Eve.”

“You left this salient little detail out of the prep'-
Well, fuck. What do we do?”

“Turn her over.” _

Of course, Jim Houle's screaming away: for his wife,
for God, for his life. It'll lessen the impact of the Good \
Death if we knock him out, so I just train the gun eni
him, put my finger to my lips and stare. ‘'

Truce sifts through her soul for a little nugget of
conscience. He looks into her eyes with his Big Browns
and whispers in Sanskrit. Houle shuts up. After a silent
moment Truce says, “She's salvageable — helps him out
of fear for her life. Plus, there are three kids trapped
downstairs.” He lets out a sharp breath. “In his studio.”

He takes the red cord of his rumal from around his
neck and touches it to Mrs. Houle’s neck. She passes -
out. “I'm going to free the kids. They'll need my siddhi
to ease their pain. You finish Houle.”

He brushes aspider planton the way to the basement;
its leaves are brown by the time he’s down the stairs.

[ point the gun at Jim Houle.

“You're going back to the Unmaking, Jim. You're
going to have a new life, new chances. Don't take the
evil with you. Keep this death in your next heart. Take
this lesson into your eternal soul.”

g g LY s

“I'm so sorry,” he says.
“But you aren’t.”
Bang-bang.

Bang.

APRIL 9TH, KALI SI®2:
@©NE BIG HAPPY FAITILY

Here's the Burton Family! First out of the jeep are
little Leo, Therese, and Johnny, followed by their par-
ents, Truce and Evelyn. Lastly there’s Aunt Janine,
who's all tired from our fishing excursion on the North
Shore. Ain’t vacations grand?

No, I don’t buy it either, but it’s the best cover we
could come up with on such short notice.

Never mind that the kids don’t look anything like
each other, and I'd have to have been squeezing them
out since the age of fifteen to be their mother. If anyone
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that we adopted them out of compassion. At
s a kind of truth to that.

real Burtons were probably a pair of yuppies out
gk at whales and assuage their environmental guilt.
y took me a minute to jack the lock while Truce
finished prépping the rest of the “family” for travel. |
jinxed the jeep so the cops would take a while to catch
j % on, but you never know when some canny Sleeper’s
gomg tosee right through all the mystical chicaneryand
SCTEW yOu Over.

: Thankfully the drowsy teenage clerk at the motel’s
~ desk doesn’t bat an eye when we check in. We stroll
~ down to our little yellow room. There are two beds; I
4 sit the kids on one and Truce helps Janine Houle to
+ theother.

, atid clu:che; the blanket wu:h. his free hand.
~ “Truce! The invocation’sstarting to wear off. You've
~ gotto do it again.”
~ He snaps his cellphone closed. “None of the
Vancouver Choristers are by the phone right now.”
“Did you leave a message?” Now Therese begins to
whimper in long sobs that are too deep for her age.

“Like what? ‘Hi, I'm using mind control and luck to
parade a child molester and her victims to safety. Could
you please lend a hand?”They’re based out of a commu-
nity center, Eve. I'm not exactly free to speak my
goddamn mind.” ;

“Relax! You don't need to bite off my head for
thinking out loud.” I'm about to continue when a
another voice joins the dirge; now all of the kids are
crying, cowering.

My eyes hit the floor with shame. “Shit. I'm sorry.
I’'m wasting time.”

“It's OK.” Truce takes a cloth square from his
pocket: awoven yantra he uses for Manas workings. “Go
out, wina lottery, and. getevetybody some new clothes

i 1 aﬂdmeﬁﬁd" TN
' r‘* Lep’sengh:. I’mchangh}gt:hedressmgs onhzswmtsr 5
from the kids, but Truce’s arm whips out and takes a

Janine curls into a ballmmthe bed and turns away

hold of her jaw. He yanks her head back around.

As I walk out the door he says: “Watch them cry,
Janine. Remember that part of this is your fault. Unless
you suffer with them, you'll never be cured.”

[ bite my lip on the way out. Like the Wheel itself,
Euthanatoi don't often forgive.

Karma always comes to collect.

PROLOGUE: W/ ALKING ®N KNIVES 4]
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Souls are numbered
and given by degree
— Glenn Sheppard, “Faithless”

We can't accept death. We can't accept
accidents. Chaos is an offense against us.
Misfortune claims our friends: She loses
her job and he loses his father to cancer.
The most terrifying thing to consider is
that, underneath the semblance of chance,
there might be reasons for these things:
inescapable karma.

We can’t accept these things, but the
Euthanatoi can. At the very least, they try. Karma
Fate — is inescapable, and the Euthanatoi know that
Fate has its reasons.

The Euthanatos might be the easiest Tradition to
play superficially, but the hardest to play sincerely. As
players or Storytellers, it’ s easy to work up false callous-
ness and bravado. Some portrayals of Euthanatoi have
been unbelievably grim and others have been apologist to
afault. While some fate mages do stand at these extremes,
the majority are men and women who’ ve decided to take
ultimate responsibility for destiny’s tides — in them-
selves and others. It’s an unrewarding task, fraught with
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self-doubt, dehumanization, and even the madness of
Jhor. Why would anyone join the darkest Tradition?

Somebody has to.

They kill; we can't deny it. It would be convenient to
say that they kill the right people, every time — that the
terminal patient wants the sweet release of death, or that
the abuser can never be reformed. Afterall, Euthanatoican
look into people’ s hearts and weigh their chances to heal
or redeem themselves. But that supernatural perception
comes from human eyes, human minds and human hearts.
Anger can cloud such sight, and detachment can erode the
basic empathy a Wheel-turner needs to do her job.

Fortunately, the Euthanatoi are more than killers.
Modern “death mages” study probability strings, kismet,
economicsand rehabilitation. The Good Death is at the
end of a series of escalating responses, and wise
Euthanatoi learn that the knife and garrote are tools of
last resort. Yet these tools see more and more use as the
World of Darkness groans under the weight of too much
injustice and atrocity. Jhor is turning into more than a
personal hell: It’s becoming the state of the world.

INTR®DUCTI®N: DRINKING FRO®IT THE SKULL 9
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The Euthanatos braces foranew Coumatha: a point
where the decisions they make will change their Tradi-
tion forever. The existence of the Avatar Storm suggests
that the Cycle of Ages will come to a premature close
unless they intervene, and it seems hopeless to solve the
crisis by intervening in individual lives. Yet this crisis is
a blessing in disguise.

For too long, the Tradition has allowed flaws to
creep into its methods. Jhor perverts the noble efforts
of the Chakravanti, causing the other Traditions to
fear them. Other Traditions suspect them of passing
judgement upon their allies, and they're right, al-
though until now there wasn’ t any solid evidence.
Recent events have changed that, but that crisis gives
the Euthanatoi the opportunity to rid themselves of
the problems that have hampered pursuit of a difficult,
but essentially just, mission.

How will the Euthanatoi implement this? Will they
abandon Sleepers to their own devices to search for a
more numinous solution to the world' s problems, or will
they redouble their efforts to liberate the souls of the
world? The first option seems callous; the second won't
make a difference unless the Tradition can find external
support and new ways of inflicting the old Good Death.

[Tlo®D: BUTRAGE, DETACHITIENT AND [HOR

Hand in hand with these choices is the approach to
the Euthanatos mission itself. The death mages regu-
larly encounter the most desolate and diseased parts of
the human landscape. How should individual
Chakravanti cope with the horrors they experience?

Euthanatos philosophy encourages detachment from
the Good Death. It states that anyone who kills or
interferes in another life out of selfish catharsis will take
a small piece of corruption back into herself. Ideally,
Euthanatoi only kill according to objective criteria, and
never for personal satisfaction. At the same time, forced
tranquility in the face of executions and euthanasia
prevents Wheel-turners from releasing the often-pow-
erful emotions that accompany the Tradition’s practices.
Unexpressed, the light of anger, sadness, and fear dies
out, and the mage"s detachment turns into callousness.

Too much or too little feeling in the face of death
leads to Jhor. Euthanatoi are beginning to realize that
the problem is more widespread than they thought, and
that there is no wholly reliable protection against it.

How will your character cope? Will she risk putting
her heart into acts of retribution until she’ s consumed

10 EUTHANATGBS
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by them? Will she cut herself off from her true feelings,
until she loses the ability to empathize with others? Or
is there a third path, tranquil and sincere, through
which she can wend her way?

CONTENTS

The Euthanatos Tradition has many roots but one
purpose: to tend the Wheel of creation and destruction
and to end unnecessary suffering. It's a hard duty, buta
vital one that requires that Wheel-turners break cul-
tural taboos, deceive outsiders, and sacrifice their own
Ascension to further the interests of Sleepers and the
safety of the Tellurian as a whole.

Necromancy and assassination are despicable acts
in most cultures, but more than that, few societies will
accept a doctrine that acknowledges that all of their
great works must crumble. Most Euthanatoi are the
descendants of marginalized mystics from around the
world, from geas -laying witches to tantric deceivers.
Storytellers can learn more about these groups through
research and enhance what's written here.

Look behind the scenes when you read about Thug
practices, or when the Furies punish an errant Greek
hero, and you’ ll find inspiration for the Euthanatos.
Simply keep in mind that, in their own way, Euthanatoi
are every bitas heroic as their “straight” counterparts. In
some ways they are more so, because while holy warriors
and activist pagans receive accolades for their actions,
death mages can only take comfort that the Wheel has
turned another inch toward a just destiny. The follow-
ing chapters explain the Tradition’ s hope for that
destiny, their current travails, and how you can make
them a part of your Mage: The Ascension chronicle.

Chapter 1: History is a Tightening Noose ex-
plores Thanatoic history from the Tradition’ s point of
view, including persistent mysteries, current troubles,
and how they inform the Euthanatoi of today. With this
perspective, the Tradition deals with current events,
other Traditions and supernatural creatures, and adapts
its frightening beliefs to the modern world.

Chaper 2: Ascension’s Knife introduces the reader
to Thanatoic beliefs, from their ethics to the mystical
practices that guide the way to Ascension. The fate
mages’ organization, from factions to the administra-
tion of justice, reveals the depth of the Tradition.

Chapter 3: All Flesh is Ashes discusses the death
mages in the field: what their objectives are, the key
themes for a Euthanatos chronicle, and important fig-
ures in the Tradition’s past and present. A sample cabal,
advice for all-Euthanatoi adventures, and character
templates round out this chapter.
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~ Acarya: A Mentor or Master.
4 Agama: The journey between the worlds of the
livingand the dead. Agama Te refers to the initiation
i tltual( whichaﬁds ashravaka through ashort or little
, although it also applies to greater travels
L bthe Pana. In the modern era, actual trips to
d ertvorld are rarely used as Agama.

{fiman: The Avatar. Anindestructible selfjoined
y the whole of creation.

Avatara: A divine being embodied in human
m. An Oracle. Not to be confused with the Tradi-
tions' term for the mystic self, or Atman.
~ Chakra: The Wheel of creation and destruction
thatregulates the Tellurian. Alsoacabal of Euthanatoi.
" Chakradharma: The sacred duty to the Great
‘-Wheel that empowers a Thanatoic mage and charges
' her with helping all others to adhere to their own
dharmas (duties).

}‘. . Chakravanti: Alternate name for the
" Euthanatoi, favored by an outvoted faction during
- the Grand Convocation.

" Chela: A talented student, such as a Disciple
\ or Adept.

' Chodona: The Euthanatoi belief system and le-
" gal code, derived from the Eight-Spoked Wheel of the

Law. The agreement that bound fate- and death-

aspected mages into one Tradition.

Coumatha: Literally “Crossroad”, the point at
which a Euthanatos’ old life ends and her new life
begins. Sometimes used as a term for the Awakening,
Coumatha usually refers to some life crisis that leads
to a bigger revelation — like an Epiphany. Also a
major event in Euthantos history, such as the White
Coumatha that sparked the Himalayan War.

Diksha: The near-death experience that leads
a Euthanatos into his new life as a mage. The
Thanatoic Awakening.

Euthanatoi: The proper plural form of
“Euthanatos.” Often ignored, even within the Tradi-
tion, in favor of the more accessible common name,
but preferred in formal contexts.

Jhor: The inward-turning taint and callousness
that comes from casual acceptance of death and
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destruction, a powerful negative enesg i}” tpervades
Euthanatos who become too callGysf §96 revenge-
motivated or too distant from the e¢ehtual hope of

rebirth. Jhor taints the thoughts and eventually the
body and spirit. It can strike anyone but by nature of
their work Euthanatos most commonly experience it.

Kali Yuga: Thefinal Age of Ironor Darkness that
precedes the end of the universe. Hindus calculate the
Kali Yuga as having begun in March 18, 3201 BC.
Therefore, the years 2001 and 2002 AD are Kali 5102 ]
and 5103 according to the Yuga reckoning. Many
Euthanatoi believe that the Yuga will conclude sooner
than expected, ending the current Cycle and, for all all
intents and purposes, destroying the cosmos.

Lohka: The Tellurian.

Marabout: A Chantry. Often refers to oneof"ﬂm- i
ancient ancestral temples in India, although somﬁ,@
young Euthanatoi us the name for their own dwel]lngﬁg,}j

Naraki: The Fallen (Nephandi); also used to
denote corrupt Euthanatoi. &

Ojas: The mystic energy flowingwithinall thmgs,
Quintessence.

Pana: The Shroud(Gauntlet) between the mate- 4
rial world and the spirit Penumbra. A

Paramaguru: An Archmage or Thanatoic mas- ?
ter of great ability or repute.

Samashti: A grand meeting thatmost Euthanatoi
are expected to attend.

Shravaka: An Apprentice or Initiate; one who
has only recently undergone the agama, or little
death, ritual.

Siddhi: A general term for magic.

Smrti: “That Which is Remembered”; a vision
technique in whicha Euthanatos calls up memories of
past incarnations. k

Thanatoics: A modern, casual term for the
Tradition's ranks. Also Wheel-turner or Death Mage.

Vrata: A formal oath, often bound to a life
promise. To break it is to court disgrace, exile or even
death. Also an elite faction of Euthanaoi.

Wheel: The great Cycle of birth, death and
reincarnation. Used as a metaphor for creation and
the living world.

_,_.‘-h

INFReBDUCHEBN DRINKING FR®IM THE SKULL 11

ay o oW pE TR

R ! L
Sphd by LAY '[-,_

sl

)

a0



,Jmmﬂll

I| |m..'||

mg




Rl

N

e r,

-
—r
. =

-

%

RN

CHAPTER ONE:
HISTERY IS A
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For ages beyond time, the gods conspired to contain this black
power that they had created. It was cirmcumseribed, propitiated,
and hidden in the pantheon, but its essential nature could not be
denied. It alone — she alone — grew in strength as other divinities
faded from mortal memory, for she alone embodied the dark
underside of an essentially benign universe — a universe whose
reality had been forged through the millennia by the consciousness
of men and gods alike.

—Dan Simmons, Song of Kali

“Pack it up, pack it in, kids." I try fora maternal smile “Nothing new.”

and get three blank looks in return. Leo stuffs a
1 whole cheeseburger in his mouth. The rest of the
kids chow down and toss their toys and clothes into

always wanted one of those pink convertibles; all
the better to drive your Ken-doll off a cliff.) Janine
sits in the front with Truce. | squeeze into the
ﬁs driver's side with the Dufflebags O'Death under my
2 feer. I'd rather not have her in arm'’s reach of the
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small arsenal inside them.

“Something very old.” A pause. “Cops are coming. Pass me a
cigarette!”

“Yeah sure.... What?" And what do you know, he’s right. Two
squad cars hover a few chevrons back and a couple of flat-grey four-
doors with sirens resting on the sash slide closer. * What are they,
grayfaces?”

“Doubr it.” He presses in the dash lighter. *We saw them first.”

Torc time; | touch the bronze filigree wrapped around my neck
and pull a hard swerve to the right just as the sirens come on. The
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kids gasp. 3
Truce buckles their seatbelts as the red SUV lurches onto the e '

u . ST : e I run my fingers around the rampaging Morrigu, etched there
road. “So here's the deal, Evelyn. The Choristers will definitely take e g PAgIng

o W
Nat

B i e unds, but everything else s up in the air. so long ago by an Aided craftsman. Two handfuls of bil.llld to doom r ’i
i Indech, whispers the knotwork on my torc. The enemies of Ulster ' &4

] “Meaning?" | wrench the wheel and the car lumbers on to the cannot stand. The red-haired Phantom Queen slides through me and %
highway. out into the flow of the road. o
“Meaning they were happy to help some children in need, but Bl wancl i, officers. Traffic's pretey hisiry this titne of day. . : :‘:*_

; %
n't w s around. ~ : )
they don't want us arounc Closest thing to chaos you've seen. Oh yes.

i,

- i{"- .
13 !|;'

" < I L " LA » i " d

’l"' (TSR RIRETS LAV TS LR L P LR L BTY LR A PR TR LY ML TS0 A 1'111‘1”‘“

el L 1 e e iy S B S L Yy g |

l‘ i I L il o b ' L, J. Y 4 : il Tl i X M e ".‘- ' "ala "= r ! A a ¥ -4

CHAPTER DNE: HISTERY IS A TIGHTENING No®SE




Y
)

An asshole in an Acura drops his cellphone and bends over
chasing it just long enough to slip his prerty red car into the rear
corner of the frontmost cruiser. Shattered plastic from its bumper
bounces off the hood of a station wagon, flies through the open
window of an unmarked car and knocks a cop’s scalding super-sized
coffee into his lap. He elbows the wheel as he burns. His car obliges;
it spins and flips into the way of another cruiser.

Amazingly, no one's injured — unless you count the coffee burn.

The last guy avoids the whole mess and rips through the
shoulder. Gravel rains on us as he pulls alongside.

“Truce! | didn’t get them all. You mind helping?”

He takes a long drag of his smoke. “Getting my groove back,
Eve. In my soul's eye there's a wheel of light spinning, changing...”

The cop yellsover a bullhorn, “Pull over the vehicle and come out
with your hands up!”

“Truce!"

“All right." He reaches over, whips a Beretta out of the
dufflebag and aimsout the passengerside window. He trainsiton the
cop's head for a second...

“What are you doing?”

.. and jerks it down, blowing a tire out with one shot.

He whispers, "Take the next exit.”

“Goddamn! You're the original Sikh Cowboy.” | crack agrin to
speed past the thought we're both having.

Thor.

“Thanks.” He looks pale. The kids are crying again; | guess he
had to drop the spell keeping them calm to shoot.

14 EUTHANAT®S

We ditch the SUV by a patch of rocky woods; | know Fare's
smiling here. She manifests as a deserted family van. [ punch it hard
right below the driver's side door and the lock drops.

“A lot of late-eighties models have this flaw.” There's tugging
at my sleeve. It’s Leo.

“You aren't policemen.” He drops his hand and his big brown
eyes to the ground.

“No, kiddo, we aren't.”

“Yeah, no shit,” Janine says with a defiant little whine. *Who
the fuck are you?” She plops down on a boulder.

“Get in the van."

“No. I though you were somebody Jimmy'd pissed off; Mob guys
or some East Coast kiddie-diddler ring he cheated. But you aren'r,
are you! You're vigilantes.”

*Yeah, Janine. We just haven't figured out how to puni —*

“And you have powers.”

Well, shit.

“Yes," Truce says, “we have special gifts. You're very perceptive
to have seen them.” He gives her a long glance. “I saw into your
heart, Janine. | know you didn’t want to hurt these children.”

“No.” She grips her face with her hands. “It’s just — sometimes
you have to do... things... just to live. Bad things."

“I'll tell you about us,” says Truce. He ignores my warning stare.
“We're vigilantes, yes. Healers too. And we do some bad things,
Janine. Some bad, necessary things.

“I'll tell you our story. Maybe it'll comfort you, maybe it'll hurt
you. But something tells me | should.”

“Truce...."

“Something tells me [ should.”
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“Uh, Big Bang!”

“Bullshit.”

I siton the hood of the van. “What he means to
say is thata pat "Mister Science” explanation doesn’t
mean anything to you. The universe isn't an imper-
sonal thing. [t cares, it punishes, it means something.”

L& i — T—
“How do you think the world began?” asks Truce.
May as well go with the flow here. “Listen to this then.
The world began with a cry. The Celts called it Abu

“What!" Janine sits up, genuinely surprised.
— the primordial war cry. In India, it was the Om."”

“The emptiness dreamed,” says Truce. “It saw the past, saw
what will be. The Void had a great longing for being in its heart. It
cried that longing out into a sound; the sound became form.”

“That's right.” | remembered when first [ heard the teachings;
the Tellurian made a little more sense that day. “In my family, we
believed the cry made Danu and Donn; the first gods. Their children
killed Donn because in those days the gods were great, static things,
choking the young universe.”

“We call the First Sacrifice Purusa,” says Truce. “They divided
his body and soul; these parts began the Cycle.”

Janine frowned. “What's the point of all this?”

“Who do you think did the cutting, did the killing?” | remem-
bered the drill from my Acarya.

Truce glances at me and nods. “Who do you think did that
awful, necessary thing?”

“People like you?” asks Janine.

“Like all of us,” | say, “doing what we must to survive. It's the
way of humans, gods, and cosmic forces, all struggling to accommo-
date Fare.

“But that's not good enough, Janine. The suffering you create,
no matter how necessary it was for you, will come back to hurt you.
In our view you should have killed yourself before you helped that
bastard lay a hand on the kids.”

“What?" She looks at me with wide, frightened eyes. "Then...
then you might as well finish the job.”

“Too late for that,” Truce saysas 1 go over to check the children.
“Now you've got a chance to heal yourself. You just have to kill the
thing in you that would let you do it again.”

“Fuck you. Maybe you guys are — I don’t know — psychic or
something, but it doesn’t mean | can't tell bullshit when [ hear it.
What do myths have to do with me?”

My tumn to talk. “Because like most Sleepers you think every-
thing — creation, destruction, the way the world works — is
inflicted on you. You don't think it means anything or that it has
anything to do with you. You sit and watch the Wheel turn without
seeing your hands doing the turning. It's why so many of you are
nothing but natural-born victrims.”

“You wouldn't claim your own power by dying,” Truce says.
“Now you have to claim it by living. Get in the van.”

She does.

CHAPTER @BNg: HISTERY IS A TIGHTENING Ne®sE
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The Euthanatos ¢ myth is a sanguine amalgam-
ation of the Greek, Celtic and Hindustories. The First Samashi
bwwght togctheﬁmncs from all of these places-and more
: ined the similarities between their stories
ore unwetsal myth to draw from for political

Jelts, Greeks and Indians were especially apt to
eir stories because all three groups drew from the
-~ IA@&EmOpean cultural stream. The creation myth is primarily
 thetfeale augmented with mystical insights and, above all,
mnunonsense This doesn’t mean that the consensus is univer-
! iaal. the Madzimbabwe and other African, Mesoamerican, and
&‘mﬂm&:deathmagwsdﬂclinatodmirmcomcpumefme

7

The Primordial Sound: The Wheelturned from diversity
wumty Sen:icme {ac;mdfmm;heprmons&ge) existed

 nium, or simplytheVo:d and reﬁ:sﬂosayauv:hingﬁnﬂaer
1 about it, reasoning that the utter emptiness of Creation can't be

understood through anything less than meditative absorption.
- The emptiness cried out a sound that was more than a
"' -sound: a vibration that generated the very first karma of the
~ new age, encompassing all thar would come after it: the sound
. of Om, Abu, or whatever it was (all agree that it can’t be
duplicated by the human voice). This act created the first
divine beings. Danu and Donn, the Trimutri, the Titans —
whatever their names, many Euthanatoi think of them as hazy
memories of the Pure Ones.

The Cosmic Sacrifice: The first created beings interfere
with the progress of the Wheel, intentionally or otherwise. In
Celtic myth, Danu and Donn were so great that there was no
room in creation for other beings to thrive. To the Hindus,
Purusa — the primordial man — split his body into parts that
became the cosmos and the different castes. In Greek tales,
Zeus opens the belly of Kronos to free the gods. Finally the
primordial being is sacrificed to create the phenomenal world.
He (the sacrifice is usually male) is rent asunder; each part
Resonates with a fragment of the primordial sound and be- °
comes the Tellurian. This is the dawn of the lesser gods; the
wholeness of the Pure Ones is replaced by the dominion of
spirits representing fire, thunder, the stars, and the other
wonders of material universe.

THE TirmE BEFORE DEATH:

AFARY TALE

“What happened to the Bad Man?" I'm sitting in the back with
the kids this time. They'd been quiet so far, but Therese's question
makes me smile. It means they're starting to trust us.

“He’s gone, kiddo. You don't need to worry about him any
more.”

“He’s dead?”

“Yeah, sweetheart.” Now I don't like the direction this is going.
“He’s dead.”
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i te the creation of the world and the first turn of t :{J"‘.
e Tellurian had yet to achieve its final form. Though
of the Om had divided into many things, and those
g had their distinct spirits, everything was preserved
st change, so close were they to the enduring power of the
Ones The fates of beings could not intertwine; each was
unchanged by any external force. All gods feared the
: ofrheﬁmtSan'lﬁce except for one: Death. Death was
of the Sacrifice and saw things clearly. He
_ and broke the stasis that held creation in
; hltatapnce:Mlthedtmgsdmtwerecremal perfect
f 'Fin themselves, would forever be weighted towards death.
 Euthanatoi believe that this is the reason Entropy tends
| towards destruction instead of simple balance, and why Jhor is
| ataint instead of a blessing. Behind the metaphor, it appears
~ that Dynamism brought all things into existence, then Stasis
fixed them in rigid states. To keep the Wheel turning, Entropy
became more powerful — perhaps two powerful — and gave
everything a tendency toward corruption and doom.

At the same time, this corruption was necessary, even
vital to the creation of the Tellurian. Mages may complain
about foul Resonance and shapeshifters might prartle on about
the Wyrm, but the Euthanatos know that without Entropy'sicy
hand, there would be no history, no death and no true life.

“He always said he'd kill us. You know, like if we yelled too much
or tried to run away. Maybe we shouldn’t have been afraid, like you
told that lady.” At this Janine looks back, opens her mouth as if 1o say
something, then turns to stare out the windshield again, speechless.

“No, Therese... death’s a complicated, grownup kind of thing,
you know? You don’t ever want to go there. [t's a place for grownups
only. But at the same time, you shouldn’t be afraid. Do you kids want
to hear a story?”

It's night again. The rain tosses a drowsy beat on the windows;
Leo had already followed it all down to sleep. Blond Johnny nods
mutely and Therese settles in against my shoulder.

“Once upon atime nobody ever died. The trees never dropped
their leaves, people didn't grow old — even a fire, once lit, lasted
forever. There wasn't even a word for death; the gods (don’t want to
give them any pagan craziness until they're older, Eve) — [ mean, the
angels kept the very idea a secret from the beginning of time.

“Now kiddo, what would happen if you had a birthday party in
your house and nobody ever left?”

“Um, they'd eat everything? They'd take all my toys and make
a mess!”

“Basically. Dying is kind of like leaving a house before you
wreck everything. If you haven't eaten all the cake and made a big
mess it isn't time for you to go, right? But you'd just bust a place up
if you never left.

“So the first people crowded up the world. The green, green
grass groaned beneath their feet. They had to make human pyramids
just to have enough room. They couldn’t eat or drink anything
because there was never enough. They got sick but couldn't get the
rest of sleep, much less death.

Then an angel — some call him Finn, others call him Yama —
decided that the secret of death should be shared with the world. His
brother and sister angels fought against him because they knew it would
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make the world asad place, where people would wonder what happened
to their friends after they passed away. Most of all, they knew he served
an even greater angel called Shiva or Donn. They feared him because
he would do the things no otherangel would do, and because maybe, just
maybe, he spoke with the voice of the true God.”

AT THE SAFE HOUSE

Theyall fell asleep mid-way into a cleaned up version of Durga
and the Asuras. An hour later we made it to the Chorus hideaway.
Two people were there to receive us. One took the kids; the other
explained that the “committee” was busy and they'd see us tomor-
row. This polite chap showed us to our bunks and even offered to
take our bags (Truce firmly declined). Like a good consor or flunky
or whatever the hell they call them, he ordered us a pizza and then
stayed the fuck out of our way.

Now that we're here, | move the houseplants out of the roomand
unpack. [ always keep something lethal at hand when I'm somebody
else’s guest. There are only two bunks, since they thought we'd have
ditched Janine by now. She takes the floor without saying a word.

I can’t sleep and [ keep staring down at her. The kids'faces fade
in and out of my mind; they'd been rushed away so quickly, you
know? So | shake my legs out an hour later and get a glass of water.

When | get back, Janine's up.

[ whisper, “Go to sleep.”

“Who are you people, really?1 got the parables, okay? Now ] just
want to hear about where you people come from.” Her voice gets a
whiny edge at the end, the unspoken “please” | usually hear from
people who are on the other end of my knife.

“It'sa complicated question. Come into the other room and['ll
put the coffee pot on."

| feel a weight in my hand; I'm holding my bedtime knife.

I guess she really was at the other end of it.

FATE AND THE RIVER

“You said we have powers, and you're right. It isn’ta matter of
being psychic or anything like that. We know how to do magic —
well, at least what most people would call magic. In other words, we
wave our hands, say some mumbo-jumbo, and something happens.
Except in our case the ‘mumbo-jumbo’is Indo-European mysticism
with a twist. You follow me so far!"

She nods and pours the coffee.

“Truce told you about the myth of the world's beginning, and
| told those kids a story about death, but that isn't the end of it. Those
sacrifices were never finished.

“In India, Persia, Greece and elsewhere, there have always
been people who knew that you had to cull the herd, use the stick
instead of the carrot. Along the Ganges and the Sarasvati, the
people see life and death in the passage of the water. They thank the
river when it irrigates their crops and bribe it to flow when it dries
up. These are people who listen with their souls: they can sense what
the Wheel of creation and destruction will do and even how it works.
Sometimes they can even nudge things in the right direction, so
their people get a little more food or a little less disease. This is how
magic always begins.

“They aren’t great mages. They only nudge things a little bit
because they don’t want to anger their gods. They're like you in that
they see themselves as slaves to the river, the sun and their duly
incarnated representatives. They take small risks and get small
rewards, until braver people come to challenge them.”
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THE ARYAN INVASIGN

- “This is where the other half of our magic comes in. The Aryans —
nottobeconfused with Nazi bullshit — invade India through the Khyber
Pass, They're tough nomads who know that nature doesn’t forgive and
thatthe gods need brutal offerings. Better yet, some of their mystics claim
that the gods are just purified souls. An Avatara—a human being who
merges his soul with divine virtue — could be a god on earth.

{ “What do you get from this? The idea that purity and cruelty

aren’t necessarily opposites.

] “They introduced gods that were complete, realistic beings.
Youhave Shiva who creates and destroys; his consort, Kali who kills
demons out of bloodthirst as much as to serve the Wheel. Some gods,

- like Shiva, were simply completed by Aryan thought. The gentle

i god of fire and dance put on the mantle of creator and destroyer
because the beliefs of the nomads and the river people were,
individually, incomplete. Together they found a new strength.

“That’s the wonder of it. The Aryans, for all their wisdom,
needed to learn about the cycles of the river, and understand that
bodies, souls and everything moves in one continuous flow, ripples
of karma creating a wave or a turn of the Wheel.

“The Aryansdid this everywhere they went. My Celtic ancestors
leaned the same things. They discovered that life needs death, and
that justice needs vengeance. | use the Morrigu — a bloody goddess
like Kali — to do my work. She enjoys the act and I enjoy the resuls.

“It happens like this everywhere. The nomads settle and
change their beliefs to account for the cycle of life and death. Of
course, they pick up a bit of softness. Temples replace tents and they

1' end up changing their religion to accommodate the fear of death. In

1 India, they develop the caste system. Priests who soften the impact
| of the Cycle on people’s lives are the most revered. The people
closest to death — corpse handlers, butchers, priest-killers and the
like — are at the bottom of the heap. That's where we come from.

“Those groups — the people who are called dalits in modern India
— can see the old gods and their appetites. They remember Kali's thirst
forblood and Shiva'sdance of destruction and connect it with the deaths
they see every day. They leamn that Rudra the Divine Archer makes
arrows strike true into cowardly or evil hearts when they prepare the
pierced bodies of unjust men. They can see the Cycle at its most primal,
andovertime they learn how the Wheel tums—and how to help it turn.

“So we started off as a collection of small, outcast cults:
heretical healers, charnel-ground keepers, meat-eating ascetics who

'é%EWH‘ERE 2

: t Euthanatos scholars use Indo»Europ mi-

e wo explain and promote common ties between
erent factions. Not all Euthanatoi agree on this
asis. The Madzimbabwe point to the fact that their

' i G : ; e As the Epic Civilization (so called because it is docu-
g _ ; :i_-o Of : tht Z Imbabw; & .600 CE asmit}‘e : mented in the Mahabharata) flourishes, it eschews the more
g _g e : s SeeHanL At NpOtant o ‘| primal elements of Aryan spirituality, stigmartizing contact

1 ey Euthanatoi history, and speculate that the y with the dead. Rishis (sages) on the fringes of Aryan civiliza-

: 4 do-centric history of the Tradition vastly exaggerates tion preserve the mystical teachings of the Cycle, resisting new

‘  the importance of a few heretical Hindu cults. Afterall, taboos. These outcast priests form small cults and fellowships.

! -~ despite their antiquity, the cults of epic India hardly The Handura, Idran and other proto-Chakravanti evolve with

! i constituted a Tradition. similar beliefs, but without any common organization.

!
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estors developed an understanding of the Great
Wheel without one whit of Aryan influence. They see

— —

drink from stripped skulls — that sort of thing. All of us know that
the gods —no different from our souls — turn the Wheel with pain,
killing, and other acts that common people call sins. The difference
is that, in the service of justice, those sins are blessings we share with
the world. A bandit with a garrote merely murders; an enlightened
strangler turns the Wheel another inch towards hope.

“Our magic serves the Great Wheel and comes from it. It turns
from life to death, passion to murder, and we ride it with just intent.
That's why we have our powers, and that's why [ put a bullet in your
husband'’s brain.

“Now I'm ready for bed.”

¥/ AR [N THE [TI®RNING

The Choristers arrive at eight in the morning. Truce is already
up, meditating in the corner with a fresh black turban on his head.

TIUTIELINE: PREHIS’T@RY

The earliest death mages sprang frl:l m
Dravidian people of India and the Aryags
them. The former learned the secrets of the WPhe
preferred what later mages would call the "nght handed path™
preferred by Indian Choristers. They used the metaphorof the
cycle of life and the river to teach moral lessons and humility.
The nomadic Aryans had a mare sanguine conception of the
universe; the gods were brutal, but generous. Brave souls could
serve the gods thoroughly enough to become one with them by
relying on the inherent divinity of their own souls. "

4000 BCE: The oldest memories of the Euthanatos recall
the people of the Indus valley moving from animist beliefs to ﬁl
a more abstract appreciation of the cycles of nature. Priests 4"
teach morals, read omens and perform funeral rites. » i

2700 BCE: The Harappan civilization develops sophisti-
cated cities and an artisan class. The ﬁrstmpuansofm
Vedic gods (such as Shiva) date from this time. The IVC (inﬁn
Valley Civilization) pictorial script is developed; its meening h, (J

v

a mystery to modern archaeologists, but mages with Harappan
incamations use it as a secret code to the present day. .-A,
2000-1500 BCE: A period of chaos in the Indus Valley,
marked by flooding and wars with nomads. Euthanatoi know
that both events spring from one cause, as Yehnn (later called ﬂ
Aryan) mystics and Harappan priests use the rivers as weapons a.
in sorcerous combat. The Yehnn prevail only because their
poor understanding of the Wheel causes ecological devasta-
tion to the Harappans. They must solicit wisdom from the
conquered Harappans to rebuild civilization. :
1000 BCE: The Vedas are written down, synthesizing
native Dravidian and Aryan wisdom. The Bharata tribe comes
to power, centralizing the Aryans under one culture and
formalizing the jati (caste) system. Most Dravidians aren't
affected by these events.
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One of the Choristers wears a turban as well. He glances at
Truce as he walks in; my partner opens his eyes and stands. The
other — some SHARP Christ-punk — offers Janine a donut and
starts talking at her in animated, proselytizing tones. She just sits
in the corner and chews on a honey-glazed.

The turbaned Chorister folds his hands. “Sat Siri Akhal. My
name's Govinder; I've been looking forward to meeting you." He
shoots a hand our; Truce shakes it with stiff politeness.

“Just call me Truce. I don't use the name my parents gave
me.” He smiles. “I'm not a very good Sikh; I'm not going to
misrepresent a Sikh name.”

A frown twitches across Govinder's face.

“Let’s be honest; you don’t like me very much and you think
my affiliation with the Chakravanti spits in the face of what we
were both taught by our families. Am I on the right track?”

“Yes. Yes, you are. Why do they call you Truce, anyway!”

“It’s an ironic nickname. Do | sound like I'm bringing any
peace right now?”

Govinder clears his throat. There's a lengthy silence.

“Anyway, the kids are in good hands. They're with some
nice, normal families we've screened with Mind Arts. Now all we
have to do is find a way to bring that woman to justice.” Witha
certain severity he adds, * then you two can move along to your
own — Marabout, isn't it?”

“That's right, and no. Janine's coming with us.”

Then it comes: the whisper that isn't a noise, the feeling of
motion that makes my head spin when someone’s using magic.
The punk. [ take a step to the corner where Chelsea-for-Christ is
whispering to Janine, whose donut's dropped to the ground.
Truce raises a hand to stop me.

“What do you have in mind, Govinder?" he says. “You must
know what an utterly stupid idea it would be for either of us to
make trouble.” He inhales sharply. “Hmm. Manas — | mean,
Mind. What are you up to!”

“We're just making sure she feels guilty enough to confess
and go through the courts. This is a problem for you? Frankly, 'm
surprised vou didn't kill her, but I understand how you might be
confused. You rejected the Oneness of God — why should you
even remember what it is to be moral?”

“That hasn't changed. This woman has a destiny, and itisn’t
right for you to stand in its way."

“Destiny. Right.”

“In your terms then: God has a purpose for her. Do you really
think that God only needs the pure and the virtuous?”

“l think you and | both know we're not going to come to
blows over this. It would harm the relationship between our
Traditions over something that's relatively trivial. So go ahead
with your argument! Maybe one of us will collect a little wisdom
from this mess.”

Since he admits to the deadlock we all relax, pull up chairs
and sit. Janine sleeps and the punk brings us some cold rice and
coffee. Then we all look at Truce; there’s a sudden light in his eyes
and he speaks:

“Letme tell you about how God —how fate — really works."

PORTENTS FREIM THEEAST: THE AKASHI

“I remember that life well,” Truce says, "and the day they came
from the mountains: hard-eyed easterners who spoke toeach other

P A g e



[

- -

t

F

b

ol

y Ag ¥
LIS

L

¥ ";_!L_:'.
-

n

without moving their lips. Their hands — all rough and callused —
just made simple signs and they all nodded together. We called them
~ Warring Hands, but they called themselves Meru'ai or Akashi.

“I was watching the waves on the river and the trails snakes left
inthe dust. There were powerful omens there that, as an ascetic, | just
couldn’t ignore. I had been living in the wild for so long it was a part
‘of me, and the portents were a stirring in my own soul.

YIn those days the Akashic Brotherhood settled north of the
Ganges, but they never really seemed to be of the world. I asked one
why and she said ‘illusion, 'gesturing to the jungle and the mountains
beyond. We — the Handura — learned so much from them. They
opened our eyes to the transitory nature of the world. We showed them
how, as true as that was, everything acted according to its karma.

“In some ways, they were very naive. An Akashi would medi-
tate on the beauty of a lotus blossom floating in the water, relishing
the perfect moment. I'd point out to them that the blossom rots and
that rot makes the soil black and fertile.

“His reply: ‘In that one moment it manifested itself in all of its
states, perfect in its mutability. Why should I grow attached to each
of its stares, when all of them will pass on?They had no sense of the
importance of things — and people — in the turn of the Wheel.
Everything was empty to them, so nothing was worth paying
attention to. Unless, of course, it outraged them.

“So we outraged them.”

PLAGUE IN THE \W/£ST: THE W/ AR BFGINS

“Our old Primus, Taktsang, liked to characterize the Hima-
layan War as a misunderstanding. Well, let me tell you something:
We knew exactly what we were doing. The Handura were social
rejects who handled the rites Brahmins wouldn't soil their hands
with. The Akashi stayed in aloof camps arrayed like Arjuna’s army.
We were going nowhere fast, and at night | dreamed that the Wheel
stopped, and Naraki — demons — cavorted in the rusted iron of its
great, silent spokes.

“So the Dacoits showed them death. The Akashi, you see, had
mastered their prana — life force — to such a degree that they never
suffered disease or disability; [ think common people mystified them
with their aliments and wounds. No wonder they were so remote;
why value life when you live yours so painlessly?

“So, we let a small plague run its course. Instead of catching it
right away and finding the source of the poison, the Dacoits simply
healed and killed to control it. Maybe they wanted to show the
Akashi something about life and death that couldn't be so easily
dismissed. Maybe they just followed their destiny.

“My lives during the war are hazy; it's that way for a lot of
Euthanatos. There are fragments: swords, garrotes, screaming. But 1 also
remember clasped hands and drinking from strangers'cups. We, the
rejects of Bharata's empire, finally belonged to something greater than
ourselves. To hear from an outsider that we weren't madmen, fools, or
devils incarnare — that we should defend death with death — gave us
a common identity and purpose instead of lonely philosophies.

“Youshould sympathize. You wear a dagger yourself, don’t you?
It symbolizes that as a member of the Khalsa your community is
important enough to defend, and that the tools to defend it should
always be with you.”

Govinder opened his mouth to speak, but Truce continued.

“l respect Taktsang’s diplomatic efforts, but consider this:
Would the greatest masters of Mind and Fate be so blind to the
consequences of their actions? You see, we didn’t even know that we

L
]

I .ll!l't‘!"_?r “

(== —\ﬁ ;‘.‘

were one people with one belief in the Wheel until marauding
Warring Fists herded us together at spear-point. Think of the Ahl-
i-Batin, who never would have existed if it weren't for the war. The
war created two Traditions and gave the Council the strength it
needed to survive. The Wheel turned, and you could hear the
singing of the gods in each bloody revolution.

“They sang through the plague.

“They sang through the war's first murder, and in all the
killings afterwards.

“They sang in every soul barred from its liberation by hate, just
to keep the war moving toward its destiny—one that each and every
Traditionalist owes their survival to.

“In all that pain and sin, in every act that kepr us from being
what you'd call good or just, we worked roward one fate — in the
service of God.

“l saw omens in the air and earth the day the Warring Fist
arrived; you'd have to be a fool to think I was the only one.

“And you, Govinder Singh, are so concerned with one matter of
petty justice that you'd stop thart glorious, terrible song in its tracks.”

CONSERUENCES

That seems to win the argument, if only because the Singers
realize Truce is willing to push harder than they are; it's a quality
Euthanatoi have always cultivated. We know how to suffer — and
inflict suffering.

So the Choristers back off and leave us with Janine. Or rather,
me. Despite his speech, Truce just stares blankly at her then heads
outside for a cigarette.

She's asleep; whatever Mind work they did to her must have
been pretty severe, and I doubt they took the time to undo it
properly. Truce is outside contemplating his long, strange trip. So be
it; | don't have his skill, so [ may as well use old-fashioned talk to see
what’s still rattling around inside her head.

“Janine, wake up.”

“Oh God.” The tears start streaming as soon as she opens her
eyes. "I'm so sorry. Please, just let me rot away. Whart have [ done?"
Her sobs are short and sharp.

“Damn.” | should tell her that the punk Singer did a mindjob
onher, probably whispered something about repentance and a bit of
pithy Scripture. Would it make any difference? They jacked up the
real guiltin her. Even if the late, unmourned Jimmy Houle beat her,
even if he had a gun that he trained on her when he got booze and
hate into him, it wouldn't lessen the feeling. After all, she’s human.

My hand creeps to the back of her neck, and soon I'm stroking
her hair. I can feel coarse grooves in the scalp: scars, maybe a few
untreated fractures.

“Janine...."

“It doesn't matter! You keep telling these goddamn stories
about making sacrifices and making up for what I did, but it doesn't
fucking matter. I helped him do it. I helped him make the movies and
shut them up.... Oh God, | don't even want to tell you what I did.

“I was so scared, but just doing it, no matter the reason... |
deserve to rot. You go ahead and kill me, or let me take the charge
with the cops. Give me something where [ get what | deserve.”

“Did you bandage them too?” You're going soft, Eve.

“What?"

“You went upstairs the night we killed Jimmy to tell him
Johnny cut himself. Were you going to bandage his cut? My voice
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Scholars of the Hunalg&&’ar suffer from two impediments.
First, many of the events'of the War are heavily warded against
- Time perceptions, S(;ne wards were originally placed to prevent
¥ others were created by the modern incarna-
8. Many of them have pasts bound up with the
or keep to themselves. Second, the Himalayan
sensitive subject; both the Euthanaros and the
ge active study of the war and steer apprentices

Pl

:f-‘ gvert less.modemEuthanamlaremrehkely:ostudyﬂ\e
mandlemhkelvmobey&mmctmlmddownbvtheoldAcams;
"‘sameofthemnmywengotoAkashlcsforheip andvice versa. Astudy
* efthe war by modern death mages provided this chronology:
?( 950 BCE: Akashic Brothers enter India. Doctrinal differ-
~ ences with Awakened Brahmins encourage them to stay in their
* northern camps. Only the proto-Thanatoic Handura, Dacoits,
- andorthers interest them. Akashic scholars record the similarities
buwemthesectsd'teymeetmdeachgroups doctrine evolves
Imm the exchange.
’l ~ 900BCE: The White Coumatha. Plaguestrikesnearan Akashic
| campin Bhutan. An Akashic Brother named Smoke Tiger killsthe
L‘l?)acmt Ranjit and accuses the Dacoits of murdering those destined
* tooppose the sect. Meetings between Dacoit AcaryaNatadevaand
:' ‘Vajrapani Sifu Chan Ng halt hostilities, but tensions remain high.
~ One year later, General Chan reverses his position and orders an
i attack on all the death mages along the Ganges.

850 BCE: Beginning of The Wheel of Swords. Thanatoic
Scholars document vendettas between warriors who have never
met, and conclude that souls from each side are carrying their
anger into future incarnations. Infernalism and insanity plague
these rage-ridden Avatars, many of whom manifest in the bodies
of young children. This goes hand in hand with magical innova-
tionsspurred by the war, Necrosynthetic magic becomesa high art
among the Idran, who use it to become the half-dead Nagaraja.

«;4

is softer than I'd like: comforting. “You didn’t want to hurt them.
You were wrong. What you did.... I'm not sure you can be forgiven.”

“Yeah.”

“Truce was telling a story about us when you were out of ir,
abourt a war that our people fought a long time ago.”

“I think I heard it. It was just like I was in a different place, you
know. [ was just thinking...." She starts crying again.

“Calm down. " | kept stroking her hair, until she was down to
muffled sobs. “Back then, some of us were tempted by hardship, pain,
fear — all the things you felt. They lost their moral center and
decided to do whatever they could to survive and kill their enemies.

“There are other people with special powers, Janine. Monsters,
too. Some are as evil as you can imagine, and some of our ancestors
were so hurt that they bargained with these monsters for safety,
power, and anything else that could take the hurt of ages away. Some
of them got so used to the pain they decided they liked it, and their
souls twisted to match.

“Your husband’s soul was twisted. Yours isn't. You don't have
to bargain with monsters, and as far as you're concerned that
includes us.”

'n“ — . -

P Tvmsm"% HIMALAYAN W/ AR

790 BCE: Battle of the Three Rivers. Akg
Thanatoic cults to the Sarasvati, Ganges; an
three simultaneous engagements. The deatha
tical power of the rivers to hold back the attack, but in doing so
they anger Brahmins in all three regions. Ascetics and tantri
are expelled from major population centers; the timing is such
that the displaced mystics meet and rapidly form an alliance.

535 BCE: Enlightenment of the Buddha Sakyamuni. Ex
sure to the Buddha's reachings and physical presence prod
several spontaneous Awakenings, but mages find themselves
able to use destructive magic near the Awakened One’s disci
until after his death. These moments of peace allow both sides
negotiate a peace. Unforrunately, Thanatoic disunity and bat
hardened Avatars mean thatonlya minority agree to cease hostiliti

514 BCE: Night of Fana. Handura troops pursue W
Hands Akashics into Afghanistan. The Warring Hands m
Darwushim; a rite between the two produces the entity called
Khwaja al-Akbar. The Handura arrive too late, and are o
ated by Celestial Singers who mistake them for the Darwush:
For more information see Lost Paths: Ahl-i-Batin and T:

500-384 BCE: Years of the Shroud. Thisera continues to thy
serying attempts by scholars. After 384, the Akashic Brotherhood
is largely contained by the Sapindya Sadananda ( or Consanguinity
of Erernal Joy) and the Natatapas. The Natatapas were founded
the charismatic Vedavati, while the Consanguinity’s origin is los u-_
to the Shroud Years and the sect’s secrecy. !

354 BCE: The combined mystical prowess of Grand Harve:
Subranamian and Vedavati of the Natatapas manifests as the
Shivasakti Ayavarara or “Iron Avatar.” The incarnation of Shiva
and Kali's combined power destroys the last Akashic strongholﬂ :
south of the Ganges and ends the war. The Naratapasand Sapmdya
Sadananda unite, forming the core of the Chakravanti: the firsttrue
incarnation of the Euthanatos Tradition.

THE AW AKENED ONE

“It was around that time that the Buddha appeared. He urged
people togive up their attachment to hate and desire and live simple,
moral lives. We agreed with some of these teachings; they gave many
of us a new purpose. We gave up killing for revenge because he
warned that attachment to our feelings would trap us in a cycle of
constant suffering. The war proved to us that he was right.

“On the other hand, he denied the existence of the soul and
didn’t think the gods were particularly important. It was a strange
time to be a Chakravanti — that’s what we called ourselves back
then — when an obviously holy man contradicred some of our
deepest beliefs.”

“What about Mahavira?" Janine's voice surprised me with its
steady tone. “Um... | read about him in college.”

“The founder of Jainism? You'reright; he talked about the same
things but he prescribed asceticism to cure desire. The trouble is that
we've always emphasized the raw beauty of the Wheel and see death
and suffering as a part of it. Mahavira said we should turn our backs
on the things we pride ourselves on accepting.
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s of the Himalayan War paid severely for
g the trauma of previous incarnations,
gd down to demons, Jhor, or creatures that
thaem surcease in exchange for slavery. The Chakravanti
these lost Thanatoics naraki, or “demons,” though only
were actually infernalists.
first Naraki were branded as such by the Consanguinity
al Joy. The Sapindya Sadananda recorded 18 Naraki cults;
e, three returned to the fold after proving their innocence
e were destroyed to the last adherent. Between the chaos of
Himalayan War and the current state of Helekar's brood,
uthanatoi are skeptical thar every cult was truly corrupt.
nusmber of factions lsted is deceptive, Euthanatoi have
any more or less infernally inclined than anyone else,
excellentreeordsof the corruption in theirranks to

| Naraki sects are unaccounted for. Three of them
- aufmed‘inrhe(‘.ammonl!ra.'l'hemmanungdueem

e they represented a natural convergence of life and
e Idran learned to mimic the undead state; half-death
them the Resonance necessary to cross into the under-
yith ease. These capabilities made them fearsome soldiers;
kill and even harder to evade or corner. The most adept
yamasattvas: what Hermeric scholars would call liches.
¢ Sill, this was not enough. Vampires under their tutelage
more capable of crossing the Shroud and better equipped to
the terrors within. Eventually the ldran became vampires
ves, reasoning that a second ritual death made them the
est beings on earth. Now freed of the division between life and
they could cultivate spiritual perfection. They called them-
s the Serpent Princes in anticipation of final enlightenment.
. lenever came.

The Nagaraja were vampires now, and it didn't take long for
0 to become ensnared in the intrigues of the undead. Able to
s the Shroud freely, they became valuable allies. They joined
conspiracy of necromancers and faded from view. Most
Euthanatoi believe that the storm-ridden Underworld finished
them off, but this has never been confirmed.

“Buddhism couldn’t satisfy us for similar reasons. The Wheel is
beautiful; why go to all the trouble to escape it? Why can't you just
accept suffering as a necessary, even holy condition?”

“Isn’t asceticism a kind of controlled suffering?”

Good. She’s coming out of it.

“No. It’sa way to turn adversity into pleasure. Take two people:
Both of them wither from eating once a week, maybe once a month,
but one of them is doing it voluntarily. He's the ascetic. The other
one's just starving.”

“You think people deserve to starve!”

That gets my hackles rising. “I don't mean it like that, but —
yeah, Janine, | do. Sometimes.

“My point is that you should look on your guilt as a lesson.
Trying to punish yourself is just as selfish as ignoring what you did.

“Besides, there's always karma to correct you if you screw up.
And us.”

CHAPTER @NE- HISTEBRY Is A TIGHTENING N&®SE
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More frightening is the thohﬁau\of mortal Nagaraja. Freed
from their old masters, the former slavés of the corrupted Idran
may continue where their masters left offe Reparts of mages
scouring Greece and the Near East for rhei.l.,’is;.h om Rite (see
Dead Magic) raise the possibility that the secrets of death in life
are still pursued — and perhaps even mastered. :3‘

For more information on the Nagaraja and rhei
ancient conspiracy called the Black Hand, see*
Storyteller’s Handbook. p

Apad-Dharma: The Law Under Distress was
Himalayan warriors who felt the Chakravanti would be an undue
constraint to their twin goals: defending their homeland (now
modern Bombay) and pursuing antinomian Tantra to its p :
extremes. Many found that the ultimate expression of the
handed path lay in the service of Mara, the Tempterof Indian legend, =
while others tested themselves by purposely accumulating Jhor, '1 )

The Apad-Dharma are mxblesslymntorwlmdgivmaq !
truly bizarre practices. Strangely, infernalists and {dtenredgaﬁba'
free-willed mages work together; all ofrhunatepmsuhumg
experiment in rebellion and evil rogether. 5

Vlzvuhgni:TheAllQmmmgmeellpreymdemmd
masqueradhgasVedmgodsmS&BCE.The“gods”pMons:mplé "3
philosophy: while it’s all well and good to escape the suffering of the
Wheel through meditation and insight, the compassionate thmgm 'l
do would be to annihilate the Wheel itself. Then, the “gods” claim,
they can create a new, eternal world, just as humans wish. The .
teaching, along with stanzas on the perfect world the gods willbt':ild,-.\'_
is recorded in the Anachakra Veda, dictated to the cult’s leader by
“Vishnu" — actually the demon Taraka.

The Vizvadagni still has a sizeable mortal following; their
religion appeals to materialists and revolutionaries since it will
replace the old, flawed world with one where the illusion of life
will manifest as the cosmos'true face. The cult’s leaders now
realize that they serve demons instead of gods, but they've long
ceased to care. They do believe that their masters will build a
paradise in the shards of the Wheel, but that only thesouls of loyal
mages will reincarnate in the new cosmos. Naturally, they don’t
share their beliefs with the lower tiers of the cult.

The door flies open and smashes against the drywall. Truce
steps in, staring through Janine. He's carrying a black dufflebag and
he doesn't look happy.

DEATH ©PENS THE W AY

He kicks the door shut and says, “Hold her down.” I've already
got her hair in my hand before [ wonder why,

He reaches in the dufflebag. “Time’s up!” he shouts as he pulls
out a set of cheap handcuffs, the kind you buy in second-rate sex
shops. “You remember these, don’t you? It’s what you made the kids
wear.” There's absolute venom in his voice now.

“Truce!" [ shove her forward a little hesitantly. “What are you
doing?

“You were right, Evelyn, and | was wrong. Time to kill the
bitch. " He doesn’t even look at me. “Janine! Put these onor I'll give
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you a double helping of the kind of trauma the God Squad shoved
in your head back there."

He stares her down. She puts the cuffs on with shaking hands.

“Truce!" I let go of her hair because she’s dropped to her knees.
He closes his eyes and whips the necklace-cum-garrote off of his neck.

He takes a deep breath, and I hear his Manas-voice, whispering
in my head.

Go with me on this, Evelyn.

Truce? Is this some kind of Mind-work? Punishment? What?

It’s Destiny.

He flips the cord over her silent, crying eyes and down to her
throat. Then he pulls, and | know what happens next.

Your eyes bulge and you get a mad grimace. Your hands come
up to claw the thing off your throat in panicked spasms. Janine can’t
do it though, because I push her bound hands down while Truce
works the killing cord.

Normally he does it fast and neat, but he’s pulling it slow, even
loosening it at times to let her ger out a frightened hiss. Then it wraps
tighter, and tighter again, until [ feel her hands go limp.

Truce says, “Keep her on the cusp. Use Life-work to keep her
on the edge of it.”

He steps aside, and as Janine hits the floor I'm there, working
the chakras, feeling the weak vibrations spasm up the body.

The navel chakra grows dim, then the flower of the heart
closes. Then the prana-fire ebbs in the throat, and by the time the
third eye closes  have the yew figure in my hand. [ daba bit of spittle
on my left index finger.

I touch the top of the figure with it and her soul stops the journey
to her crown — and the Wheel is denied, at least for a moment.

| take a deep breath. “That was close, Truce. Her brain’s gonna.
die soon.”

“Soul’s not in the brain, Eve.”

“For our purposes it is. You mind telling me whar the fuck is
going on?”

“How'd you join the club?”’

“The Agama. Death, and life again.”

He gestures to Janine's still body.

“You don't think —*

Her eyes open.

X/ ALKING FATES THREADS

L “Awakened.” | glance at Janine. She’s sitting si-
lently in the back of the car. This one's actually
ours; the Marabout wired us the money the mo-
ment Truce called to explain the situation. She
looks around with curious, illuminated eyes, blink-
ing slowly.

“Isensed Destiny’s threads wound tightly around
her and | wove my actions into them,” says Truce. “1
didn't know how it would turn out, but yes, she is."

| rake a breath and let it sink in. He must have
done the work while we were sleeping, bound his mind to the flow
of the Wheel — to her destiny — with his own siddhi.

“That's why the talk turned to history, why you seemed so
impulsive. You think she was one of us in a past life?”

“Possibly. Death pushed her to the brink and she came back
with her own magic. That being said, we have to lock down any
siddhi she might manifest.”

“I'mhere,” she says. “Don't talk about me as if I'm not. 've never
been here before, 50 solid, so sure of myself... and I can see —'

“Everything,” says Truce.

“Tell me more. Tell me everything about you — about us.”

1 frown. “You aren't one of us yet.”

She closes her eyes. The car trembles ever so slightly. Truce
reaches into a dufflebag and gives her a frowning look.

“Brakes gonna fail? Or will a random spark hit the fuel tank?
You don't get to take us with you, Janine. Hell, you don’t want that
atall. You've already had your suicide.”

“Tell me more then. Give me something to be reborn with.”

“Wise words.” A clicking gunmetal sound issues from the bag
and he takes his hand back out. “Evelyn! Tell her more.” He hits the
gas the car lurches, eating chevrons faster than before.

“Make it a road story.”
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¥/ ALKING THE CROSSROADS

I take a minute to ease my breathing and my recall.

“Yes, we all wandered. When you learn to look into the weave
of your life you'll see a different time and place in each knot. Asit
is for each of us, so it is for all of us.

“You know our origins now. After the wars, and after we
recognized the sacred truths we all shared, our Tradition struck out
from India to find other Wheel-turners.

“Alexander the Great tried to take India in 327 BC. Priests
from Persia and Greece followed him, comforting his dead by the
side of the Indus a year later. The Chakravanti saw their rites and felt
acertain kinship even as we cursed Alexander's troops with sickness
and misfortune.

“Qur emissaries followed the army’s retreat into Bersia and
Greece. Theirreportsentered the dreams of gurus in Nepal, Baghdad
and Bengal, and from these ancient Marabouts poured other travel-
ers, determined to see the foreign mystics for themselves.

“Alexander's Persiaglorifies him as an aspect of Apollowhile he lays
in his sickbed, placing him alongside the other imported and artificial
gods of his empire. We had little respect for contrivances like Serapis, the
dearh god created by his politicians out of Greek and Egyprian stock.

“The Persians themselves surprised us. You have to understand
that to the ancient Chakravanti — to most people at the time — the
idea of a personal God was bizarre at best, and arrogant at worst. The
Godhead revealed itself through intermediaries or spiritual exercise.

“The Zoroastrians we met there puzzled us with their devortion,
but we saw the shadow the Wheel cast on their beliefs. Like the
Tibetans, they gave their dead to the scavengers. Like the Indians,
they took care to protect themselves from the death taint.”

“Death taint?" asks Janine.

“We call it Jhor. It —*

“No need toscare her with it yet, Eve,” says Truce, turning onto
the highway.
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“Anyway, they didn't believe in reincarnation —only the holy
fire of the purified mind. Their wizards drove us into hiding. We left
afew explorers to monitor the place and followed the trade arteries
of Alexander’s empire to Greece.

“Amidst the olives and marble we saw that things weren't so
different for them. Like us, they refused to turn their faces away from
death and like us they were feared for it. They worshiped comical
Olympians withour thinking of the chthonic gods that rumbled
beneath their playground. Their necromancers listened to the
hidden currents of the earth and paid the Ferrymen their due. Where
others cheered Herakles, they gave offerings to the Erinyes, punish-
ers of those who cheated Hades of his subjects.

“So we rejected the rich altars of Zeus and his kin and wor-
shiped in the caves with the chthonic priests. We agreed on the
necessity of death and the possibility of renewal. The Gods of the

) @nder s legacy back to the source, the
@ath-priests practicing in the shadow of their
; ipian counterparts.
W'fule most Hellenes dreaded death and saw fate's work in
capricious antics of the Olympians, worshipers of the

. The Chthonians include:

‘Hades: Brother of Zeus and Poseidon, Hades was given the
rld when the three drew lots to divide the rulership of the
e ruled alone over a realm of seven rivers until his
to Persephone : Acheron, riverof sadness; Cocytus, river
ion; Lethe, river of forgetfulness; Phlegethon, river of
river of hate. Some modern Euthanatoi see this as
the Legions of the Dead organized by the now-
of Stygia, but others treat the rivers as metaphors
ephone: Hades was so smitten by the daughter of Zeus
Demeter that he abducted her, dragging Persephone down
ito the Underworld. Demeter (goddess of fertility) let the crops
et as she frantically searched for her daughter. The Fates
that Persephone could go free as long as no food from
ealm touched her lips, but she rook a pomegranate offered
captor and was thus bound to him. To prevent the
rion of the world, Zeus divided the year into seasons of
and dearh. In the spring Persephone would return to
, but autumn would take her back to the Underworld.

" This myth is particularly significant to the Euthanatoi,
ially the Pomegranate Deme. Many death mages see the
as a metaphor for the Wheel and use ir in riruals.
Thanatos: Death himself is rarely personified, though
es wrestled him for the right to enter the Underworld.
¢ he sometimes appears as a dark-robed, somber faced man,
's more often described as an impersonal force — a servant of
te that even the Olympians must acknowledge,

- Hekate: Hekate (or Hecate) is the goddess of crossroads and
nighteime travel, as well as the mother of the monster Scylla and
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Underworld — Hekate, Hades, Persephone, and dark-robed Thana-
tos himself — joined the Vedic powers in our rites.

“We traveled far and learned that the truth of the Cycle don't
limit itself to one culture. Rome was a great teacher; our ancestors
walked their roads before and after the empire fell. Some mages came
the other way looking for us; my Celtic ancestors saw the Morrigu in
the Furies and Kali. Toward the empire’s end, mystery cults flour-
ished honoring strange gods from the cast. I'm sure some vain and
empty-headed gentry treated it like the ancient equivalent of a
trendy gentleman's club, but the imported gods hidden in the caves
touched a few of them.

“Then the imperial flood-waters of Rome receded, leaving afew
of usdark little reeds scattered along its territory. We left Chakravanti
— or Euthanatoi, assome of the Greeks would say, in Gaul, Byzantium,
Iberia — pretty much everywhere except for Egypt. Most of us
returned to the Hindu nations where we had been born.”

the patron of Medea. Modern E"l‘}'ﬁ‘hanatol honor her at these
intersections when they want to invoke her powers: sending
visions, divination and conducting souls.

The Erinyes: Traditionally thought tﬂbe'tﬂ‘ee in number,
these are the Furies thatmete out the pun mhm&pupf the godsand
Fate alike. When executing Fate's decrees, m Olympian or
Chthonian may interfere. :

Radamanthys: The gentle, fair brother of
and fierce Sarpedon, Radamanthys was charged with
Asian dead after his own death in the fall of ancient C i
the patron of the Knights of Radamanthys and symbolizes rheir
own commitment to fair judgement.

Charon: The Ferryman of the Dead accepts two ahc#_‘:ﬂ
(Greek coins — though “oblus” is also the name for the '4
Underworld’s soul currency) in payment for passage. The an-
cients often interred a body with fare for Charon, and this is the
origin of the phrase “pennies in your eyes” (though coins were
often placed in the mouth instead). The white haired, w:xlmmd
man (sometimes bearded, sometimes masked) pilots a skiﬁalong- ¢
the river Styx.

Learned Euthanatoi also know Charon as the former rulerof
the Western Underworld. It is said that he created a class of semi-
divine spirits called Ferrymen to assist souls caught in the Storms
that plague the lands and seas of the dead. Long vamshed \
Charon's empire fractured in the soul-storms of the Reckoning. ;
Euthanatoi who journey into the Tempest keep watch for Ferry-
men, since they know the safest routes through the black chaos.

The Moerae: The three Fates are Atropos, Lachesis, and
Clothos. Daughters of Night, they reside in a fortress of brass
inscribed with the records of all that occurs in the world. As
representatives of Destiny, their decrees cannot be disobeyed by
any being, even Zeus. Clorhos spins rhe rhread of life, Lachesis
measures it and assigns each thread its destiny, and Atropos cuts
it, sending men and women to their deaths. Tyche, goddess of
luck, was said to be a sister to the Moerae, but was ill-suited for
their serious work.

To the Euthanatoi, the Moerae represent the spiritual face
of the Cycle. Sometimes the Fates’orders are painful to follow, but
to do anything else would throw the cosmos out of balance.
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Celtic culture once spanned most of Western Europe, from

Gaul (France) and Spainto the British Isles. At the westernmost
limit of Indo-European migration, they retained many similarities
with their Iranianand Indian forebears. Celtic civilization was never
unified, so theirgodswent by different names in different places. The
following nares aré thase most often used by the Aided.
Celts believed that there were several stages of the
bDuinn was an underwater realm where the spirits
grathered. The gates of Tech Diunn were guarded by
A pifl] scious hounds: one black, the other white. From there,
the virtuous dead undertook a voyage west to Tir na Nog, the
Land of Youth, where they spent the rest of existence at play with
the gods. Others reincarnated to learn the lessons of another life.
Reincarnation as a totemic animal or into one's previous blood-
line were common events. The dishonored dead returned as
Sluagh, mockeries of the truly alive.

“Why not Egypt?” Janine’s tone is neutral instead of miserable,
and | can't feel the prickly tension of restrained magic any more.

['m on a roll here.

[ smile. “You know Janine, that's a damn good question. Why
is that anyway, Truce?”

“What!" He glances in the rearview mirror. “Sorry, caught up
in planning the border crossing. Anyway, [ have no idea. Ask an
Acarya. They won't know either, but they have plenty of theories:
angry mummies, sin-eaters, proto-Celestials. Acrually, ['m surprised
nobody’s worked ancient astronauts into the mix.”
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"CELTIC DEATH

Thedeath gods guided souls though thigeyclés They include:

Donn: The lord of Tech Duinn is thc:l;t\ba ‘of the First
Sacrifice. Donn reincarnated as ruler of thesMillésians, and re-
peated hissacrifice by drowning in the ocean, where he established
his domain. He lives in a cairn from which he judges the dead and
send them to their destinies.

Diancecht: The physician of the gods, Diancecht could raise
the dead at will but was not exclusively a healer. When Morrigu
was to give birth to a terrible child, Diancechr killed itand burned
the three great serpents he found in the child’s heart. He also
created a silver arm for Nuada, king of the Tuatha de Danaan.

Morrigu: The bloody handed Phantom Queen chooses who
will die, particularly on the bartlefield. She represents bloodlust J‘
and sovereignty over the land of Ulster. She doomed the hero Cu .
Chullain, and she appears as a hungry crow or iron-taloned crone ‘
— the precursor of the banshee,

“That would be more of an Etherite thing.” At last, some levity.

“What's an Etherite?”

Truce tums his gaze back to the road. “You'll find out soon
enough. Just keep listening.”

“It’s so hard.” She presses her hand against the wer window. ']
look out and... see that bridge! The bolts are rusting, and that
one..."” Her hand wipes a clear streak along the glass to point it out.
“ That's going to break and the bridge will fall. I can see it
Everywhere things are breaking and rotting.”
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ERIES
Despg; "What would seem to be a natural affinity, the

never has much significant contact with Egypt.
Egypt's elaborate funeral practices and rich magical
jifions, Chakravanti envoys found the place to bea danger-
nrewarding assignment.
It was here that the Chakravanti encountered true 