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PROCEDURE

It was the consummation of a marriage.

The vows were unspoken, of course. The courting had taken place long 2go, in the language
of grants and internships rather than doses of clichéd poetry. It had besn patient and
professional, trust given out méasure by méasure ag he let me further and furthsr into the
great work of his... life. Pirst the gift of witas, then theigift of responsibility - always
rationsd out with perfect reason, perfect control.

It would have been unprofessional to shudder as we stepped into the operating theatrs, so
naturally, I did no such thing. Although I felt certain that he wouldn't have interpreted it
as fear — why should I fear this place, almost an old friend? — it certainly would have besn
forward. The fluorescent lighting was no diffsrent, the polished steel table the game as it
had been throughout years of procedures, cass studies and sxperiments. The catheter, the
plastic drum — new, of course, but hardly unsettling.

Mo, the difference this time was anticipation. Delight, almost. Bur a show of such emo-
tion would surely be embarrassing to him, and that would be unforgivable.

The repetitive echoea of his shoes’ soles against the floor bounced off the walls. As 1
slid off my lab ccat, I lowered my head and clossd my eyes; time for the game to begin
again. He had taught me a trick of superhuman hearing some time ago — and I‘d besn se flus-
tered by how hard it was to learn that I felt sure he'd turn me out before I grasped the
secret. But when T finally heard for the firkt time, that was when the game began.

Clack. Clack. He was beginning his clroult of the theatre — always attentive for the
slightest foreign element, the least chance of chaos. Clack. Clack. At the left #dge of the
one-way mitror now, scrutinizing the ssams, Clack. Clack. Halfway across the mirror now. Can
he pee through the reflection to the observation booth on the other side? He's pever said,
but he must be able to. Clack. Clack., The far end now. Clack — and a pause. My smile faded.
What had he found? And then there it was — the squeak of cloth, certainly his handkerchief,
on metal. Clack, Clack. The circuit began again.

I'd be deluding myself if I thought thar the vitae-induced sensory amplification allowed
for as complex a sensory mechanism as echolocation. But this theacre was home, moresc now
than the house I'd grown up in or the apartment I slept in; to be frank, I belleve last year
I'd alept late hours at the lab as often as I°'d managed to crawl into an actual bed. We'd
run 80 many case studies in here that I knew every corner, every inch of the equipment
better than I knew my own bedroom. And I'd watched Dr. Netchurch pace the room just like
this before every study, before every procedure,

That was the game. To see him as he must be, to watch every footstep with my eyes shur
tight, to sees him erinkle his brow just slightly with every pause, with every possible
imperfection.
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" self, but as the drowsiness grew, I couldn't wustar any focused emction. My heart rate

At the risk of dropping all objectivity, it was frankly exhilarating. °

Ten more steps, and he'd be within arm’'s reach once more. Clack. Clack. Hie pace picking
up just a licttle now, as he becowes more certain that nothing’s amiss. Clack. Clack. Clack.
Clack. By tha cabinst now — and thers, the slight touch of skin on metal as he slides hia
fingers gently along the steel doors. almost unaware that he dosa mo. Clack. Clack. Almost
here. Clack. And — a pause? He's testing me, I thought giddily. Don’t open your eyss yet. He
still lacks one more step, just coe.

lack.

I opened my syes and raised my head, smiling ever so slightly. His face was immobile, &
status with glass eyes — and then there was just a twitch of movement by one eye. I could
have shrieked with laughter, but instead I simply tilted my head a centimeter or so to the
side, and raised my eyebrows just so. Precise control, Precise communication. That was the
heart of our relationship.

*Well then,® he lightly coughed. “If you're quite ready, Doctor, we’'ll begin the procedurs.” .

*Of courge.” I forced my hands to remain at my sides, although they ferociously wanted to <3
smoath down the goose pimples on my arma. 3

He tock my coat, folding it erisply and setting it to one side. I sat down on the table
and lay back. The cool of the metal rose up against my bare arms and seeped through my
clothes, and it was so refreshing — the laboratory’s cool atmosphere (a perfect 65 degrees
Fahrenheit— I might have giggled at the thought) wasn’'t cooling me down at all. 1 must bave
seemed 6o feverish to him; how like him, so courteous and concerned, oot to mention it at
all. Straps of metal and leather closed on my wrists, ankles and brow; it was an interesting
feeling. The feeling of physical restraints coupled with anticipation — yes, it was an
appetite, but something going beyond sexuality into sc much moze.

Sex, afcer all, is a purely physical intimacy. Only clouded through psychological delu-
slon does it seem more than that — a lesson I'd gradually learned from my work. Watching him
slice through the layers of tissue and blood down to a subject's very bones — the same
thing, really, An intimacy that means only as much as one lets it.

But this = to think of it. An intimacy of body and psyche, and of such intellect...

“Are you comfortable, Doctor?”

50 reserved. Sc gentlemanly. I nodded quickly, refusing to smile like an embarrassed
tesnager.

*Very good.* His fingers, strong and cool as the table iteslf, closed on my arm. I closad
my eyes. There was the quick, tiogling dab of wet cotten — force of habit, or tenderness?

. Burely the latter — then the stab of the needle. Like a good patient, 1 held my arm par-
. fectly still as the metal slid into my flesh. Liks a good patient, I began to give of
- myself.

It wasn't the firet time I'd let someone draw blood, of course. I was glad to participate

| whenever the blood drives came to my ecollege; I'd long gotten past any latent fears of

doctors and meedies by then. It seemed preposterous to develop any sort of personal attach-
ment to my blood, s0 the issue of perceived “violation* wasn't at all relevant, either.
Very simple.

This time, though, I was growing colder and sleepier than ever I'd been before. There was
8 brief moment when I thought of my blood, all my blood, draining imto sterilized plastie,
leaving me stiff and lifeless, and I wanted to panic. But the lethargy, coupled with disci-
pline, was master here. A simple sleep, ever-so-brief, I sluggishly reminded myself. He is
in control; there won't be any accidents. Relax. And above all, remember — we would mever
get another chance at a profesaional, objective observation of the transition from ghoul
to...to Cainite.

And relax I did, and I set mysalf co remember.

Scientific obsarvation began to fail me, though. 1 would have been disappointed In my-

slowed, my pulse beat lethargically. My mind drifted, and I let it. :

Intimacies. They came Lo mind s0 easily, while I was in this half-conscious state. And in'
this state, sc easy to see them from outaide, to analyse myself objectively. My cravings for
an intimate comnection to another person were wholly typical of the noxm, I suppose. It's 3




e - _m"_ih-..ﬁa-ﬂ

even forgivable to confuse intimacies puch as blood relation or sexual intercourse with a
connection between mindo, particularly given the influence of harmcnes or learnsd patterns.
80, uwltimately, 1 oould forgive myeelfl for behaving all too maturally. But whon viewed from
the outeids, with mysalf as the pacient under study, those longings for comnection and

rate attempts to pleass othérs— Agaln, 1 could forgive myself, and pot be embarranned,
but I wan grateful for my expanded perspective.

And perhapo this half-fogqus condition made it pogpaible for me to bes exactly whan the
vitss-induced imprinting took hold. I'd never tried that hard to analyze mypelf before;
amuging that what I*'d never looked for came on me intuitively, like a jigeaw pisce clicking
into place. 8ix months after Les had proposed, and in the'middle of the Stmiffer project.
One month before joinlng Dr. Wetchurch's team perwanently, The Bunday wmorning when I snapped
awike and drew away from Lee &0 quickly that he wike up confused. The ‘morning of our first
roal, honeat [ight.

Two days before [ rejected my acquired nead for intimacies. Two days before 1 reallised
exactly how I was going to spend the rest of my lile.

Thera's a slight, numb pensation in my arm — purely the catheter slidipng free. I hear him
sigh, the tiny sigh of somseons finally giving into temptation just this once...

And then his testh enter my arm

Shuddering weakly against the oold metal tabls, I Fall into ths dark.

L L] L]

I am pot alone

Emptinsmy surrcunds me, vast and hollow. I feel as thoogh I'm a child in the canter of
glant bed, casting about for the sdges, but never reaching them. There's nothing 'to hold
onto, nothing I can catch to pull myoolf Erea of this immengs darkness. It's very like &
nightmare Il can-see nothing, touch nothing, and yet I both hear and feal voices, no more

A By Paocenuss
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than distant vibrations. I'm not alone, and
yer 1T can't call out to whosver At is that's
surrounding me. I can't hear what they'rs
saying. I'm not alops, but I‘m not with
anyons, and {E%s terrifying.

Somewhere, high above me, there is the
emell of blood. Then I go from being timy
AR adrilt to vast and heavy - I am a sea of
cold waters filling an lmmense, dark shell
My throat. now a great emptineéss all its
own, comes aflams.,

With & ripping sound that I cannot hear,
but! rather feel throughout my Infinite gelf,
I come alive.

Thera aren’'t words.

Why would we use wordn, anyway? So im
perfect — each word gocd for the microscoplc
purpoase- it was intended for, and nothing
more. Trying to capture the feeling of thim
tranpition uging words is like trying to put
an apple in a picture frame,

Ho postry, just sensaticn. An infinite
number of colors, all black = tha vibrant
colors of pain behind clossd eyss. A wall of
unsesn giln pressing agalnst me — fire
burning in the recesses of my brain — heat,
darkness and noise

I awallow, and in that swallow he enters
inte my soul.

The mkin tears, I am through, and ons =
oy mind beatew around his, ls cradled in his
His mind in cool and hard, like a jewsl, 1
prese my own against ir, mavor the cool in
the wot heat of the darkness. He is silent -
bur chere is no pilence for him to Dreak,
had he reason to do #8o0. A sussurus vashes
arcund ug. It's warm, too — is it thae heat
feal? It brings with it a painfal twinge

And beyond? Othera? There is his gire,
nestled désp into the fisaures of my brain
Perhaps I'm hallueinating it, of course.
However, I'm not in any state to make a
proper diagnosie. I know I shouldn’'t trust
=y senied — and yet 1 am my seénses. Although
[ feel certain’ ]l can't litarally ses anyons,
I feel the soft pramsure of ather paople,
other thoughts all around, like hreath on
Wy neck.

Something else, back Lhere, too — &
ghadow ahaped like a flams. It hurts to
focus on that, T have to withdraw.

It'a ao warm. The heat is overwhelming,
but not stifling — 1 feel spasma of enerqgy,
not the siow crush of suffocacion, The heat
pulsss behind wy eyes. Just as I'd knowm it
would be, my body 1s cool, oool agalnst tha
metal, bot the heat-

CLumoon: Magain
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A body. I have 4 body. |
to A matal slab, My eyes
opens silently, and the pain lm:ﬂnn an
my head, and the painful emptiness in wmy torso.

- the agony of need, of life, is too great. I try to scream again, but no noise comes.

The strap around my head loosens, and I blindly twist as much as I can. The cries within
are deafening. I feel bats’ winge brush against my eyes, and I slam my eyes shut, even
though I know it's only etray locks of hair. The straps creak as I theash against them, and
the sound is like icebergs slamming together. The wetal against my flesh is arccic-cold. but
no sensation at all mext to the bunger.

He puts my own blood to my lips, and I guszle as greedily as any newborn. The cacophony
fades slightly with each swallow, and I feel the still-warm fluid sesp Into my cthirscy
tissues. Each cell trills as the blood spreads further throughout me, carrying a painful
sarmth with it. Pinally I'm left sucking grésdily at an empty tube, trying to drain the last
beautiful rivulets. Then the tube is removed, and a ¢loth dabs at my lips. I opéen my eyes
and the world explodes into view, cold and brilliant in a spsctrum of whitss and metals. The
clarity is frightening. He stands over me, and I see the richness of polished marble and
lightless ocean waters layered acroga him, perfect as a photograph. I want to do somsthing,
but I don't know what. Shouldn’'t I be gasping for breath? Mo, no, foolish...

His vodce, echoing with the same unearthly clarity. “How are you feeling?®

My body 18 still cold, but it's a small thing. My mind blazes with heat. My tongue is

thick, and wy first attempt to form words fails — of course, no air in my lungs, Inhale.
Then. ..

*I... I feel... cold.” The noises have died, but the heat remains, insistent and rhychmic.

He pode, in that tiny, economical way of his. “Mem. Mmm-hem. I'11 admit some.small wor-
rias as to whether or not you'd come through in a lucid state — so few do — but I knew that
you 1ikely had more than enough strength. If you don’t mind, Doctof, I'd liks to keep you
restrainaed for just a little bit more; a formal precaution, you know.®

*I understand.®” A tiny smile slides across my lips — I try to stop it, but it‘s no good.

I feal like I‘m drunk = but that's fine. Best to be drunk when you're with someons you
trust, someone who'll never take advantage of you. “I‘1l be glad to wait as long as you
nead, *

"Excellent." He stands up. His cool fingers slide across my brow, ordering the errant
strands of bair into a regiment. I wonder what those fingers would taste like. *If you have
any requests, an orderly will be in the next room; just raise your wolice. 1'11 return wsoon.*”

And then it's the most wonderful thing. I hear Dr. Retchurch leave the room, the clack of
his shoss on the tile, the door closing and locking afterward — and yet he hasn't left at
all. The room is 8o still that I can make out the faintest whispers of his voice, blowing
like fallen leaves down in the back of my skull. I close my eyes against tha flucrescent
lights and sink into’ the warm blackness; and his volce grows just a lictle louder. Maybe
there are other volces in it, I don’t know yet. But 1 have time to listen in the darkneas,
until he comesa back and undoss the strapa and helps me up and we walk out of the laboratory
into this incredible new existence, this marriage of minds enfoldad in cthe loving cruel hsat
of our Blood.

Words can‘t express.

Bot them again, who needs words?







Ancrther [arrow] was called Madness, and
as it seruck the earth
I s each gripped in fever
Ared thove thingy i their blood
which were dorkest
Ciamied o power a thowsandfold

From the Ericyes Fragments of the Book of Nad

He limped, them lharched, shen sagmeved as i he were
drunk, One foot fell m frome of the other, droprmpe Diarnel
frarvegmd cilemyp the lomgg, ligphilerss seresch of asphale. Omce he slid
tor the sidle, has feet fhviryz ont fromm snder hem, aned his shosikder
srmershued imen thae parrobve] — bt he clunched ar the cold metnl
forr sxepuore. emked homself upriphe apain. wnd begm wallang
(M I

Ovcaswmally a poer of headliphes woudd sway covefully
ol @ bendd m the moad, poss acvoss Diandel, then spead
rabbililee pass him with a dhriek of nubber

The woskce cominmuied w0 beerter ar himn, ot the v of his dadl

Listen

Dandel dug his fpers mito his femidats, s if Bryeig no
prevent the sosnd from reaching. But no bl s flowwmy
wley the skin, and there was noghing & cue off. His teeth
gronend together with the sonnd of crackmp pomeelam

Listen

He pressed the heels of his palms mm hes evesockers
grinching; them there ke pestles, bug nothung comme of 0. Hle e
Moo, and it carme anoery om his hanels. Suill the prilie of the vonce
rieng m his gl

Listen.

All that 1 have wrought, | have wrought for vou. You
kst crirry this

Ciournn Ot Trt Towra o Bty
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It has Lll.ullh!.:hl:- r|4-,"|u»|.|1-.-.u nights b e i
sift theough the visions, the scrawls, the shrieking. Years
BPecades. More. Thousands of nighrs 1o fashion our story
inner i rigtid form. You have one night to listen. You mew
listen,

Sobbimp tears of bhod, Dioued did domen the hank and
wrahped s arme around hiv shing. Ohsetly and dody. he
rocked back and forth as the pudsing vosce volled vound and
ronind i b heod

P o

There are | ¥ families of us, each with its own progenitos

(O the lor of them, only three define themaselves by
the blood of their ancestor, even by fi viding off the very
rusme of that vile pod. Only three choose 1o answy I T [
the divect name of their forefather, nor to use p secrer word
coined by an elder to musk their ovwn names. Only three
call lht‘lilk']k'ﬂ e o h:l.l;m | .’i‘ir1' dhivine Frogenii
There are | Lssany's childer, who share the disease of their
L‘Tallhh‘.!!]wr s bloosd. There are Set'schilder, who share the
diseise of thedr grondfather’s Guth

And l]‘l-.'ll. e us

II|III’:-'I'I'JT'L‘ 1 'hl'f'li'ﬁ\'hﬂ‘..:. I -"Irl.l.i. det .-:'.1.'.5 tarntly, Wean
maore ancient than any lineage of kings, yet more inbeed
than any withered aristocmicy, We are frismented, sear
tered, slivers of o broken mirror that cast hitter reflectiins
We are children of n mad god. We are Malkavian

Dl s erves mapped open. The duivermgasopped. A
hexz, no mome than a mirge, arclad anend the buse of his dadll

You krnime what we are. You know the words, the ke
Lo powet even though you haven’t been vigghe,
recogmize them. Bur you do not know why we are whst we
are, 'l-'l'h‘f' we have been I~I.|-.r1. | with the curse of Ir.1:| T

Yoou moust learn more. A terrible time i IThcoHmine,
“hl‘!‘l e the ¢ realune .'-1'--.1 :.,'.-."'I 1 SO er .|- ~ "'\." '.:|.|'.1._: n
your mind — when he will ogan drow himself together
And you must be ready

Derided begm to eremble apam. Although the unlss road and
ity sserromanadings were lieele more than shifting shades of dark
neis, a groater Moackness seemed o drow over his vision

N'l"' :\:..-: Vel "il"un-lll.i'l.l| LJI: W “il.l. [q il'l-q_ L TR
~lllﬂl TINST I'\t. e i'q I|I\I’
His fingers duig prooves min the ground

THEBIRTHOF
MADNESS

Chir story, of course, Bepins with Malloy

Yes, That sticks inside your ribemge, cntches st vout
TEH'-'-“. miakes your stilled innrds Cjuives Mllkav. The
rusme of o -,;n-| made Aesh, The e miikes you ¢ nnce

You and | and all of ouir brothers and MSTETS, CVen thise

Coasacon: Maonmus
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who haven't been told what the name means — we all
share ashudder when his name is invoked and itisallhis doing.

Listen. We rarely invoke the power of Malkav's name;
perhaps you know why already. It isn't for us to discuss him
over cockrails as others might speak of Plawo or Hitler.
Whar is there for such as us o say? You might as well
describe n hunger pang or a burst of half-remembered lust,
because that's what he is. Part of him lives in you, deep back
in that dark partition dividing your brain — that warm,
wet throbbing that can’t be addressed or reasoned with,
only tolerated. The pulse that echoes with every word |
speak, with every burst of imagery thar flashes across the
veins of our shared understanding, | speak to you through him.

| suppose, though.... | suppose he wasn't always that
way. No, not at all. The dismembered god was once whole,
after all

MALKAV

The story of Malkav Our Father Our Blood begins
with Caine. All our stories begin with Caine, damn itall.
They huve to. Caine was the first creature created with the
shackles of human senses who then threw them off and
gazed into the next layer of creation. Do you believe in
Adam and Eve! Slaives, both of them. Do you believe in
Lilith? More fool you. Do you believe in evolution! A
clever story, but it cannot explain us, can it?

No, no matter what you believe, it must be that Caine
wass the first to place one foot in the grave and stand across
the threshold of death and look on two worlds ar once.
Someane had to be first across. Was it indeed the first man
to break the virgin earth and seed it and wait for his food
to ripen ! Was his name Caine, the murderer ofhis brother?
Was hisname Utanapishtim, the man cursed with immaor-
tality! Or something else!

None of us can remember; none of this saw this time.
And it is. .. probably best that we don't. If his name were
spoken, the power of it would cling in your mind and
gnaw at...

No. Forger that. Caine. Call him Caime. He was the First.

The First was a beast of ashes, wet with blood, mad
with thirst and grief. He was soulless, and he was alone. He
was diseased, and he longed o share his discase with
athers, for he did not wane ro suffer alone. Sohe builtaciry,
in lands that had yer to see the great waters of the Flood
watsh over them, and there he finally rested, and ook three
childer to his bosom. In time, they oo grew lonely, and
they took childer of their own.

e ———_

andd that is perhaps what he was. He was chosen to bear
wvigion given to him by his sire, or perhaps he was chosen
for his vision.

The records become even more convoluted when
discussing Malkav's sire. | have seen it written that his sire
was Ynosh the Law.giver, who loved Mualkavy for his
wisdom and seated him at the nghr of the throne as his
vigier. | have read rablers proclaiming thar lead the Strong
chose Malleav for his own, selecting a childe of strong soul
and heart 1o match his own strength. | have heard that
Zillah the Beautiful saw a light buming in Malkav's eyes
that marched Caine's own desire, and so she drew him
near to her in Caine's absence. The songs of Malkav speak
of love, and of thirst for wisdom, but they do noe agree —
they do not agree.

I think that, ar the last, Malkav's sire must have hared
him. Perhaps he knew that Malkav could see whar was
going 1o happen. A fragment of verse from Mineveh lnid
atrail that | rraced back 300 years, and the collected shands
hinted that one of the Three had mken one of the
Thirteen, and was beating or torturing the childe for
something that the childe had sid.. .or refused to say.
And that, according to this fragment, wis when the
Thirteen rose up against their sires.

The rest is.. .uncovered easily enough. The Three
were cast down and destroyed; records are unclear whether
they were oblitermted outright, or if some of their childer
managed to drink their essences. And the Thineen drew
upatruce, and they dwelrone nexr to the other. Fora time.

Tre CunRse

Viodces, mome of them , rushed into Dieniel’s homas,
his image

and doomed him 1o ingniey, forever. "

" Caime learned muach under Lilich, bras she didd mor each
him all she knew. Whn he abandomed her, i spite she went to
the frrsthorn of his gramdchilder, and wld hom a secret that broke
him, thar deseroved his mind and amaed his blood . "

*...Behold rry mast foolish childe,

who chamms madness for his pleasure.

Let him Become mad in ruth, w0

that all may fear his company. . "

*, .. Then [Malkau], hidden from the sight of his siblings,
drank deep of the hoarded blood of the Three. But it was wo
rmach fior [Malken's] vema, and his hecrt was ke o st His
eves were ofened, and the Truch nushed mward "

" [Malkaw] seized his parent in his hands,

Malkav. .. Malkav was more than a man in life, or so hands tha condd break stme,
the texes say. The records are. . conflicted, but there s a and he bit like a dog mto the neck of his paren
tiny thread of agreement that runs through them. Some And [the elder] screamed like a thowsand jackals,
fragmients mention an angel, a messenger, a chosen one —
Crnrmx Ont: The Towan oe Basey
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Lika the waddtvoe that diex with an arrow in s brean

Like the bon that sbeys sis chuld,

el [Malkaw] drste i the scream with his byeath,

Arid he i\.'.'-.:'rl T ;'l‘_."

M wept for meoy rugphss

And he wenled, and rowe e T Bke a un TN

When was the curse placed ! Whostruck Malkay with
¢ @i of visions that bumed ! | would — | have given so

i hy, and yer the AW rhr [T AESWET, CONTINUEE 10

Hutter out of reach. The memones of us all are tined,
wishod with fever hire. Wharever event slished into
Malkiv's mind, leaving this great, rermible, livid wound. it
< scirred him chae he could never rell the same story 10
anny fwi off has childer. The cnly times the STOTICH METee i
whin o childe’s story aprees with his sire’s, o when a
o 1 Fijucry s i Fve Bk of _\.‘:H_f - l"H'I r"-iT'l'.l'n.‘“lqﬂlf.uj' .""\-rllld
mighit not be true. Sarely ifany otherof Caine's grandchilder
hisd Been with Malkay when the Sight struck him, theey
woukl honve beon saricken as well. The power of the thing

The power of the Sighr is the power of the world irself
It w more than a disease thar runs in the blood — it ks 2
connection to the chuos that pools in invistble places. It

the vision to perceive the world's tue angles, o
e |i:|]'|l"l-"

Many of the myths agree dht Malkav had sivedd
chilider of his own before the Sight canwe upon him, ond
that as his blood bumed with the fever, so too did theims.
| beliewe this ”u'rl'.lh'--r':u'l ST bes stiwries of Nosferatu
ol all his children becoming Mlasted of visape at once; of
e iumehicts. Methiselah offering the souls, or the rem
ruanits of souls, of himself and all his childer o the demons
of the Pit; of the gnawing obsession that Uescended on
Anikee] and ull her line ar onice The poweers thar were hixose
iy thye bl world could easily infect an eniire bloodline: rthe
Remwakening i just o side effect of

| outpace myself

The Sight, then, smely came on all of Malkav's
childer just as it come on him, and each newbom that they
Embraced since then als woke with it pulsing behind
themeyes. Malkav's Bblood, wherever it might be, had been
infected with a.. .closenes to the strenms of madness that
run through the workd The Sight affected his visions, in
s Ciases muking bis prophecies more accurate than ever
befon bt it was b hewwvy hmlu:n an well

Maprrssmv e Oun Tives

Count yourselfucky, childe, thae humans have turned
to small mercies in this nme. They are proud of their
lewrming, and like o muke imch of thedr compassion. n
the Western linds, the madman is, ifneot tolersted, ar heast
Lghl ‘--\J.;||I ot with chuins pnd Waves, A |1|||..ith i tiu.'
street, shouting the gospel of mother Moon, is ignored by
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his brothers and sisters, When they try to cure him, they
do so with medicines and games.

Not so in our grandsire’s time. The mad were not
“disensed” then; they were “possessed.” It was best, they
said, to drive the demons from the hody by flogging, or to
sturve the fleshly host so that the demons would grow
weak and flee in search of a more fitting vessel.

Such wasour lot. Many of Malkav's grandchilder were
cquickly slain if they wandered too far from his protection.
The other king-childer of the Third Generation would
have slain Malkav himself — but they did not. Perhaps
Caine forhade it. Perhaps it was because the Curse and the
vision that assailed Malkav also brought him closer to a
few of them, and so Malkav was never completely alone.
Truly alone, yes; but not completely.

BROTHER SAULOTAND BROTHER SE1

A parable:

Two among the Antediluvians were Malkav's broth-
ers. One was Saulot, who in life had loved his body and the
bodies of others, and strove to perfect his immortal flesh.
Omnie was Sex, who in life had lusted for eremicy and smiven
10 bestow etemity on his beloved ones, and strove to
mmster his soul of night. As brothers they would come o
Malkav, and would strive o console him, though there
ws e bl for his wound, noelixin to soothe hisfever, So,
failing in their ministrations, they would instead talk of
things, of long nights and the frailness of kine, of life and
death and the secrets that lay berween.

And so it came 1o pass that Malkav would say things
that angered Set, who would reply with harsh wonds,
secking to anger Malkav in tum. For Malkav would claim
that all things would be revealed, in brief and contradict-
ing glimpses, but revealed as true all the same by the mind
and its perceptions, as a flickening torchlight illuminating
o rough cavern wall. Yer Set would argue otherwise,
complaining that only in the depths of one's soul would
the truth be known, and that humans in their imperfec-
rions could perceive some of the greatness of the universe,
but anly through undeath could they perceive the things
that remain unseen.

Finally, the two glared long at one another, and
turmied 1o their brother Saulor, and demanded thar he
judge berween their arguments, Is the answer not, de-
manded Ser, that man is wisesi in the hollowness of
despair, and ultimacely finds his answers within his own
soul? And is the answer not, countered Malkav, that
wisdom comes from without, from the eyes that see o
much, and ulumately from the mind?

And Saulor scratched ot his brow, and he hung his
head, and he admirted that he did not know. And he was
shamed by thar answer, for if the answer was not of his

p

making nor in his possession, then surely would he hunger
for ir.

So then Saulot rose 1o his feet, and said, “Though |
have noanswer foryou, | shall find one.” Sosaying, he gave
his sword to Set, bidding thar he keep it for him: and Ser
in return offered Saulor 2 soaff of thomwood, and wished
him safe joumey. To Malkav Saulot pave his crown, but
Mallav had nothing o offer in returm — <o he bir into his
finger, and drew an eye upon Sauloe’s brow in his own
blood, and wished him safe joumey. And Saulon, knowing
that no safe journey could ever yield the answer, strode
forth to the lightening horizon, and was never seen by
Malkav again before Malkav was rent asunder.

THE METHUSEL AHS

From Malkav comes nightmare. He had been given
the power to create, but like all other Kindred, he could
build things only in his own image.

And with his own image broken from what i had
been, and his eyes opened to things that his childer could
no longer see, he knew thae his creations were his no
longer. They were no bonger in his image.

Mot one could resist him. Not one.

The hhli we kl‘u'rw. rh.(" m!ll*- '-MI.I: 1]“['!."!1 L‘nl\li -
stersof our kind —all pour from Malkay after hisfractunng.
Ask the ghosts of the land, listen to the seething pools of
Malkav's mind, even question the eldest of any clan, and
always you find the sime answer. Those who came before
were destroyed. Those who came after — e us

He chose o number for his new children. We dont
know which it was. It was eight, or 12, o 20, or 36, 1t was
one of thoese, And his own childer did not excesd thae
number, for they were chisen one at o nime and all
together.

I fear — and you fear, as well, for you mst | fear
when the time comes that one of his childer is destroyed
utterly. For numbers are sacred, and he may awake then o
rectify the count.

The [hLacue-Brane

Who do we know that are hus! Only a few. One is
named — without a name, bur named — in fragments of
lore and memory, a fcoway voice that thrams from
Mesopotamia.

She was smooth and fur and kind. She was o temple
harlot who soothed Malkav just as Shambar tamed the
beast of the wilds. She cooled his forehend with warer and
oils; she brought him nourishment when he thisted.

An old song thar nomes Zillah as Malkav's sie ¢Lims
that Malkay loved Zillah, and thn be eventually joined
with the others to destroy her, If this is true, then perhups
e saw something of his beloved yet ultimately unamrable
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tre in thissweet woman, And he ook het for hisown. il
eventually, for such was his curse, he discanded her. Her
mind was broken into rcored shands by his touch, and he
pushed her from him in regret — if indeed Malkavy could
ever leel repret

But her story does not end there, Thore wre many tales

i our forefather rending apart his own childer in fits of
rage. He did not destroy hier in like fashic i, though, | have
touched drifting memories of her face, of her gentleness,
nd of her hunger. Her voice flins around tales of the
ligue: Bede, the Methuselah who wears his fever like o
CIOWT)

It weies Malkan's sweet harkor who began the creed of
HHECTRM, YO e, "'"l‘lr livwed ouer J'.Iri'n:ilr.'lTiM\.', arvd comie
to lowve the pormion of him thae resides in her, snd in all of
us. And her sense of charity never dimmed

She is the Plague-Bride. She sppeans inour stories und
memiimies os a willing Typhoid Mary, bringing the pift of
Malkav's disesise ro those she ¢ ikes pury on, chough her gift
i sure o destroy then. She visis newbom childer ar
times, and dabs ar their brows and enses them thax wigh the
ht of the Becoming. | hear legends of Crazy Jane:, and |
wonder o the long-vanished Jane Penningron is the one
responsible, or if Malkav's rejected bride is the one seall-
g o visioms, As with all of Malkav's childer, we have
tiever hieand of — we have never felt — hits bride's denth

Nrssnoo, rue Oy vER PDRiNeE

Another wis o creatime of Uruk-of - the iTy- Spuares,
aman who knew Enkidu the wild man and who kepe court
with Ninurta the warlike and Erm the pestilent, He was a
being of great cleverness and humos, profmumnent among
the Igigl, who ruled in the land between the rivers by
ight. Nissiku was his name, and his name misant “the
clever prince.”

The name was well-chosen — or perhaps the name
chose bum. Nissiku was born a trickster, orso it's sakd He
wies a chirlizan whofeimed omcular ability, or perhaps he
wits 4 nobleman who enjoyed playing ar fits of delirium, or
perhaps he wis ondy a madmun with the it ol charm, The
songs are so vigue, but they agree on too many things.

He cume intothe family; he was one of the first. When
he chrank fromm Malkay and was rebs HT. ;‘I:Th.l;“ he drank
too deeply. His Sight reached beyond reality, and his too-
cleverfingers were able to follow. | hear tales of the Clever
Prince reaching through the skin of the workd and drwing
forth the cold, sharp-edgad things that lie beyvond the soft,
lowing mirage. Malkav abandoned him soom after his
rebireh, ir's said; | wonder if the father didn't see too much
of himsell i hiz childe

Clmaooe: Maumu
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A thouwsand names and faces bob like lossam in
Nisstku's wake. | hear the Gangrel mutter “lktomi,” and |
think of Nissikw. | hear the Nosfersiu grumble the name
"Malk Corgent,” and | think of Missiku. Iktomi, Malk
Content, Devil Hanse, the Babylonian, Fool-Eater, Old
Man Hate — they all catch at the same memory, | am
certain that the Clever Prince has survived 1o madem
times; though | have no prool, | can feel the moth-winged
brush of his bwghter on the back of my vanished neck.
Somewhere out there, he is quetly walking 1o his next
destinarion, his eyes lixed on the back of his nexr tnget’s
neck, ready to seize the Lie with both hands and pull #
apart, releasing whatever isstraining ar the boundaries. He
has work to do.

TueEaten

Mames, Always, it retums o names. Mallay — the
name of madness, Caine — o word for a monster whose
name is the name of the greatest curse ever spoken, aname
sorterrible it would blisteryour flesh worse than the sunand
devour your body with hunger shoukd it ever catch ywou

Consideryourselflucky, childe. Weare blessed among
the bloodlines, for to us names have less power. A thing
that has one name to the whole world may have snother
name 1o you, of to your cousin, We are more free from
names, from being one thing at all times, from being
loyzical and sturdy and impershable. To be dependent on
names such as the others are, that ©s a weakness,

Omne of the childer seized upon that weakness, you see.
The power he stole, that he ascended w, thar he devonred,
was the seeret of cating names — of swallowing them
entirely and feeding on the power they grant. He could et
the name of a person, and that person would falrer and die,
and everything that lived in that person he would digest
and incorporare into himself,

1 b thar this story s orue, for 1 have heard him,
Sometimes, in the silence of the mind thar comes on you
when you search for o precise word that you cannot quite
remember, you could hear him. [ did. Others dad. We
heard him, for away, chewing on things thar become
forgotten; heand the serape of teeth like knives agiinst the
paper-skin of names.

I haven't heard him in years. Perhaps he caught me
listening, snd withdrew to continue his feeding more
quietly. Perhaps he sleeps now, digesting the power of a
name that we should all know but now connot recall.
Perbups he tried to devour 3 name too great or wicked for
him, and choked on i, There's no telling, of course. No
Finding him until he chooses 1o find you. For of course,
when he learned this great secret of eating names, ofbiting
chunks of reality ieselfl free from the world wnd gulping

them down — the first name he must surely have eaten
was his own.

THESEVERING OF MALKAV
Ageim the dry voices begom, flutering with bricte poper wings.
.- Though this ciry was as great as Came's, eventually

It mwc“

As do all bveng thmgs, it sloudy began 1o die..."

The Chronicle of Caiine speaks truly here. Cities are
living things, and they grow sick over time. The Second
Ciry had raken ill, and the poison in our blood, nall 13
bloodlines, bore fruit. The rulers of the city grew restless,
and their kine were slowly maddening under the burden
of service, Long cracks grew in the heart of the city. ..and
finally the heart broke. It broke beciuse once maore, o
childe had risen up 10 devour her sire.

And then there was war,

Such a smell, of blood spilled out, wasted, glutting the
carth — of fires buming with fat and skin and hair and
dried hones — such a smell, and yet...

The memoriesare. . fleeting, fnstraringly vague here.
Nocomplete, whale images of the war haunt the weavery.
The records do nat agree if the Ancients made war on one
another, or if the kine rose up agaimst them, or f ar st
thind party such as the Moon-Beasts cracked open the
walls. The Thirteen fled, each in a separate direction.
Never again were they to sit and drink with one another;
now they were rivals and enemies.

It was in this flight, near the city of Petea, that Malkav
wis lost,

Plandel’s werld winked owt. There was a great, wast,
hollowmess—

and then the world retmed, and the woice with it

We cannot sy whose hand it was that stretched forth
anad coughu Malkav as he fled. Was it one of his brethren
— Set, pethaps, or a jealous Toreador, or perhaps Asam
experimenting with murder for the first time! Was it the
angry Children of Seth? Or the monsters that have since
sunk beneath the land i shumber? Impossible w sy, for
anyone who might have been wath him was caugln
alongside him, and. ..

He wis caught, and he was torn by talons, slashed by
bronze knives, wom by teeth. His blood poured out upon
sard anad stone, for whoever it was that cought him fearcd
his blood, and that which pulsed within his veins, and they
were afraid to drink it. But they took has flesh and they
pulled it ssunder, and then they took the gobbets of his
bedy amed deowned them in rivers, hurled them o the
VAT, hlm! '1“."“] hm‘d{h STONCS.

OF course, anyone literate in the tales of Egype willell
your thar you cannot raly kil @ god in thar manner.
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:\"‘.- M 'Ill--“"ild it e, FHis blood s e within thee
earth, and i surped with Life. 1 am told that his childrm
cane to the rock where he was hacked apart, and they
bipped up his blood, and carried it with them. And
somchow, he gestated inside them — somehow he pes
tated inside all of lih'l'u.. all of us | E|- i, |‘-1--Li'n .lmf
seattened, took root in the minds of his childer. His nerves,
no kngeer masde of tiny rgmenirs of lesh, link thaose of has
i-"'ll-"|\| L TR ] IiIl. Xt

| h e aen I1"|"\ STy |-|||I., al l-lh."-. In ViEns .llh"
scrawlad mvings. But the tellers often, mo often end this
L

e by procluming thar Malkow's flesh was never mouched
by the lighr of the sun, and this he can never be truly
Jestromind I]II'- I1'|u|.||. | I1'|.|1."u' for | l.l.ll.l.LE I'L'l.'! l||1|.|
within me when | had o body, and | can feel his touch on
my frimges now that | do not. He las noe left

Remember. This is o tale, o bepend, o myth. Bur thin
does nor make st true, and thar does not make it untrue
This is o story that was carmied to me on the murmurs of ill
blood, echowd by Blisck humorse. This is o story that pols

within yvou, Remember.

THEGROWTH
OFTHECLAN

And thar was it. One brutal act, and no longer were
they — we a vighe-knit family, o handfel of chiliden and
:.:r'-ithILl'illxi'H‘ﬂ clustered ar the bect of our |~.1.r,n,'|uiq Ohe
granditre, focus of all we knew, was gone: tom apart and
scattered. We could no longer rely on our father-pod's
protection, and many were soon desoroved. This was a
paittern that woulkd haunt us forever more — if ever i were
possible o chioose childer by wharever whim wok us, it
WLy THE tliT]L".'r =i

And ar the same time, the loss of Malkay gave birth
to the Family Malkavian, Withour 0 demipod 1o hide
behind, withour the central i:l.lll.i.llu:r of their T s,
the Methuselyhs wose up s demigods in their own nighe
One giver of law became eight — 12, 20, 36’ — and each
bwpivier h-‘:_:‘:.n‘ lawpivers of his own, each bound by the
trt'hl.‘rml.-l-fIhl.'T\T.er“|!|:|||:||l|~u1w||n.L1||| The mimorwas
|‘4‘HLI.TI;.' I':u‘ “j'l.l.l'll‘l vommited frarth coumit bess pefletions Thu,-l,'
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heard voices; they followed their visions; they Embraced
childer, and they allowed their childer to roam where they
mught. It was time o go where the humans were —
everywhere the humans were,

THeOLp CrTIES

More than any other, we are creatures of the cities, |
have said before that cities are living things. They are.
They beat and pulse like living minds — the streers
mapping the neurons, the folds in the brain, as riders amd
pedestrians hurry like impulses from one place to the next.
And the older a city becomes, the madder it grows. They
are our phices.

There was room for the family in Mesopotamun, along
the Mediterranean and in North Africa. The strong grew
fat, and the starvelings found what they could. The ones
who came before, the ones fresh from the mouth of
Malkav and his childer — they squatted outside the beer-
halls of Unuk, they wrapped themselves in smoke and
watched Sennacherib heap skulls like small white hills,
they drew furth shivering seerets from the minds of the
priests of Memphis and Thebes. They sang strange tales of
the Pandavas in India; they let their shadows fall across the
hanquet tables of Persian princes. They were few, but they
followed the humans o wherever they chose to build cities

Uireece — Uireece isa place that beats in our memory.
There the kine began o paw at the mud in their eyes, to
delve for the truth hidden from them by their lying senses.
They cast abour them, staring at the universe with
newfound eyes, questioning the walls of reality irself,
wondering if perhaps the Nomal, the Visible was instead
the Lie. Hippocrates began stalking illnesses within the
body, and he even went so far s to suggest that the root of
consciousness resided within the brain, It was....| believe
it must have been a great tempration to kiss the greatest
thinkers of the time with the Sight, and o see what would
have come of them. But this was a moon-touched land,
where many of Caine's get congregated, and where.. . .other
children of the moon also hid in her shadows to catch prey.
There would, logically, have been no opportunity.

We were few then, still the grandfachers and grand-
moithers-io-be of the clan, but ah! We were remrible.

Who were they — who were we then? There was
Cybele, she who wore the carth as a blanket and drank up
the blood of her Baithiul as if it were min. The Dionysian,
ton; he claims 1o have been part of the Eleusinian myster-
ies of the time, guiding the populace in their rites to retum
Persephone from the Underworld, although be has been
repeatedly known to lie. Lamdiel, the sunblind et all-
seeing prophet, stalked the baked and lifeless wastes so
near to Jerusalem. With the strength of the fever buming

"".. o

in their limbs and the wisdom of the Sight shining in their

But there were other, older things in the world as well.
| have heard faint vibrtions, shadows of their shifring
coils that shake the carth. You may have heard them tum
in their slumber; you may yet hear them do so.

Older things in the canth. They are mentioned in
frightened cnies that echo along the Cobweb, cries that tell
of our flight from North Africa.

| wish that [ knew moee about the exodus — | fear the
knowledge, but | crave it nonetheless. Hhave heard that in
Carthage, a small family of Malkavians vanished, into
Baal's fires, it's said. | have remembered that stragplers
trickled out of Egypt, murrering in the rongue of might-
mares. Their shricks spoke of something that came on s,
that sank bloodied teeth into our skulls as if ro devour our
disernsed minds. Was this — chis ancient, this beast — was
itsomething thar hated us for our perceptions, that feared
that our sight might be enough to pierce its veils! Was it
ane of the cldest among us — one of Malkav's own,
striving to consume all our infection into ioscli?

I do not know. Nobody | ever spoke to knew. The
scrape of long nails in the dark, 2 soft keening in the back
of the throat — we have nothing else of our pursuer.
O pursuers.

The family fled Africa. Few would blame us.

Rome

Of course, the family could not keep themselves from
Rome. As | said, we are creatures of cities, of the living
stone minds. Rome wis an orderdy mind, a great mind,
with a hint of decay lingering in its alleys. The elders
among us felt delight in walking the streets, tarrying as
they would, warching Rotme blaze with thoughts of what-
ever it is cities dream of.

Perhaps Rome dreamt of blood.

The smell of blood and smoke choked Diardel's nusenls. He
vocked back and forth, trying w gag, but his body refused 1o g
throwgh the motions

The name Camilla surfaces again and again when |
dream, or warch, or pry into the time of Rome.
Camilla....the prince. His hands were iron— well-oiled o
keep the nist away — and his law was the same. But
Camilla was sufficiently clever to keep some of the family
close 1o him, and w allow them such freedoms as they
required. Like all good princes, he required soothsayers —
would that Julius had leamed from his example. So we
prospered, and we were allowed to take many childer, and
so we did, The fumily did. . .quite well for iself in Rome.

Whatever a vampire, whether hatrened on the blood
of nobles or lean and hungry as a Colosseum
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leopard. .. whatever a vampire wanted, the Empire pro-
vided. The citizenry wis as strong and flavorful as one
could ask from any ity full of kine, and more were shipped
in from the provinces every night. [t was...there are
impressions of comfort, before the flashes of ruin begin. It
began to chafe only when the kine and Kindnsd alike
became roo content in their laws and ways. And. . and
that was nothing that patence wouldn't cure. A change
wiis due sooner or later

CARTHAGE

As wonl continued 1o cross the Mediterranean of the
city the Beujah and Hassam's beood had built, o grive fear
settled on the undying of Rome. Fear...or envy, perhaps
Either one would have been. ..was enough

Carthage. . .Its name drips from the lips of every
patronizing Brujnh elder who counsels retuming to o
covenant with the kine, and every rigid Venmue elder
with wamings against the infernal. Over two thousand
years have passed, and still they remember Carthage. It
wits more than a private scuffle between rival clans, rival
princes. 1t was the first of the grandchilder’s wars agnins
one another

Fear, and envy. They clutched at the vampires who
nested in great Rome. They pulled ar withered hearts, and
slowly the premonitions of a rerrible conflict drew so thick
that even the blindest of Cainites could make out their
smoky outline.

E'I-'El'ltl..L;lHlp', li‘u:‘ Prince of R e WeEnD D 3 SoTess
named Tryphosa, who was one of ws. Camilla believed
greatly in her powers as a sibyl, as well he should have; her
sight reached farther than any other's. She received him
in her decayed hall; she scrabbled in the dirr, searching fos
parterns, and finally she spoke to him.

“Woe w you, Camilla, if vou remain within your wells
and sevike not at the hive that s Carthage! There the father's
manith drips with the bood of his children, and the children's
hamuls ame seained with the ﬂﬂh of therr mothery! Therr pods af
Baal-Haamon, Tanit and Melkart demand the lives of Seth's
children, offeved up unto the flames! Overtumn the stomes, for
if ome remains atop the ather, then they shall grind out messsres
of blood that shall drovn even Rome itself!”

Her words are all we have. As deeply as | reach, |
cannot find her vision isclf; perhaps it is mired in the
durkiest recestes of the WelAvery where un[f the elies’s
reflections endure, or perhaps it was bumt away with
her death.

But her words wmﬂ'lmq:h Camilla struck as the q.gi.
he strove to destroy Gehenna itself. And the carrion crows
of the: family Malkavian flew bebund him — nor before him

The exception, a5 | have heand it wld, was the
Dhonysian. If the fogments have it nghr, the Dionysian
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came to Carthage long before the war was ended. He may
even have entered the walls before the wars ever began.
But it was almost certainly his power that bled from one
wall to the other, setting loose the furious passions of kine
and vampires alike. His was the power to bring an entire
city to riot — and he wed that power. The defenders of
Carthage became maddened and frenzied as he walked
from wall o wall, and ultmately they fell.

We watched the sicge-fires bum; we took food and
childer from among the people who had been madee slaves,
and we rested on the rubble like camrion crows when his
soldiers had finished.

And perhaps, Tryphosa was content.

Mot 0 Sciplo. The leader of Rome's forces was a...a
strangely cunning man, one who gladly attacked under a
flag of ruce when it suited his purposes. His perception
was, pethaps, unwelcome at the last. For, as he stood
heartsick and weary by buming Carthage, he gased out
over the tumbled, bloodied, bumt stones and murmured
to humself, "And someday Rome.”

His observation somewhat flies in the face of the
presumption that mortals are by nature blind.

DeaTHOF AN EMpIRe

The kine were populous, and close-packed, and amo-
ganit. Their sickness was breeding quick and strong; it was
far too late to lance the botl without releasing a plaguc.
The empire of the wolf-son was doomed, and its doom wis
writ on the faces of Tiberius' line.

Those of other. . bloods look ar us and think they see
pattermns. Malkav's infection quickens in our veins, and
misdness festered in the lineage of the emperors; so, they
reason, Caligula and Nero and all dheir kind must have
been intertwined with us. They see the pattem, yes, but
miss the weave, The crazed emperors and tribunes and
soldiers — or had you thoughe that only the royalty of
Rome was fevered! — drew us, but we didn't need 10
compel them, at least nor on any grand scale. There
were.. . games, yes. Bur it is oo simple, far too simple w
claim Nero and Caligula as ours. Far tuer, | believe — |
half-remember — thitt the athers scrabbled desperately to
keep hold of the dynasty, only to watch the cormupt, ereed
old fools fall away from their hands and into the net
already woven by the mere presence of our family.

Caligula. The human blister. He was the fist sign of
Rome’s end; the first of their dynasty w openly challenge
the Lie, but todo so withour any vision. He was blind, and
his blindness was contagious. Nero and the fire were
another symptom of the slow, cancerous descent; the year
of the four emperors was a third. There was life in the old
government yet, but it was waning quickly. The nest of
Canite shadows squabbled o regain control, but their

quiet wars were, in the end, but another tumor in the
increasingly cancerous empire. The Call beckoned 1o the
family again and again many a time during Commodus’
bloody rime on the throne, and we quietly watched as the
army broke down. Maore than two dozen emperors dead in
a mere five decades, and all but one slain outright! Oh, a
spark of hope lit the Patricians’ eyes when Diccletian and
Constantine almost, abmost seemed to have the empire in
hand — but no. In the end, it was all useless, | can still taste
the hutility. . like wet ashes resentfully clinging 1o the ongue.

A few moumnful cries echo in our history, Imenta-
tions of the final gathering in Rome. The fall of the grear
city, | have gathered, was cause for a conclave, bur it was
one that drew a poor fate. The Malkavians who answered
that final Call were slaughtered while they held court,
seared by fire. Perhaps rival Cainites who blamed them for
Caligula, Commaxdus and the rest finally caught them 1o
enact futile vengeance. Perhaps there were. . wolvesamong
the Vandals. That portion of the Cobweb is burnt and
dark, and whatever they gathered toachieve, guard or hide
has vanished from our knowledge.

THeLoNG NIGHT

As Rome's fires bummed out, | believe. .| have gath-
ered that some moumed. Some who were outside the
family, that is. To think. ..

They must have been crocodile tears, | imagine. Yes,
the sprawling feast of pleasures and resources had all been
eaten. But a new rime had come on the land. Those who
were clever enough to run scross the land and find other
cities, new and old, the growing, living things dotting the
face of the Earth — they became kings, and sometimes
even gods, I'mcertain the bitter mournens eventually cnied
themselves out and left their hermitages to join the long
time of prosperity that followed.

Prosperity. Not quite the cormect word. The Church
had power, and it strerched our its long arms to bring its
bens o all comers of the continent. But in the shelter of
its shadow, our race did well enough for iself.

What can | say of the Long Night! This was my time;
my age. [t was a time that belonged o all of us. The proud
grandchilder of Caine ruled dominions in whatever man.
ner they chose, answering to their sires and none other —
if their sires were w0 be found. There were a thousand
domains across the land, and a thousand lords to rule
them. I...A lord could make a simple gesture, and kine
would rum on their brothers and sisters and children. He
could whisper the slightest command, and the torches
that lit the night would gutrer and die ar his pleasure, He
could call for his horse and hounds, and the hunts would
ride through forest and valley, the blood of our.. . his prey
shining black in the swollen moon's light.
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But. ... that is not a precise reckoning of s, Of our role.
We were almost never londs and masters. The torchlight
wiis too intense, too brght; it has always been our way to
rule under the light of our Moon. Why rule openly when
onecandirect the lords with whispersand nddles and even
peesies ! e wens our loe to come 1o the courts either when ealled
or when unbidden, to move where the other courtiers
wouldn't tread, to ask questions the other courtiers
wouldn't ask.

And we...we saw so much. They kept us on the
outskirts of their courts, fearing to draw 1o near w our
infected blood lest they fall ill with our fever as well.
But...as the Lepers will admit if you press them, the
outskirts are a useful place to watch the affains of those
within and without alike.

So we saw. | saw, And we remembered.

Too many tales. .. too many tales 1o sart through. It
wis my time, and even | cannot believe everything | have
heard of the Long Night. The accounts of kings in the
thrall of unliving courtesans. . .of entire cathedmls woven
of living and unliving flesh that shuddered with the thirse
for blood. . of iron-toothed crones clutching flayed scrolls
inscribed with the secrews of Lilith. . .of demons sinking
their talons inte the minds of kine and even Cainites. . .of
heresy cults preaching the word of Caine the Savior.. .of
a cup filled with the blood of Malkay. ..of ancient gods
deep beneath peat bogs, devouring the sacrifices offered
them until they woke...of the Old Folk carching and
torturing anyone without the iron to keep them at bay...

Enough. Too many legends, and they mix with the
facts, both the facts ns we remember them and the facts
that the kine write down in their texts to paper the walls
of their tiny box of perception. The blend is....painful.
Conhsing.

Here. Here is a fact for you.

| heard, much later, that in 1243, a few cousins
followed a very faint call to London, to quictly watch the
founding of the Priory of St. Mary of Bethlehem —
Bedlam itself. They must have been very confused at first,
trying to puzzle out just why they'd been drawn there. The
survivors wouldn't know until the tum of the 15th cen-
tury, oreven afterwards, just why the place wasso important.
It wasn't much ar first — but it grew and it grew. | wonder
just when it was that the channels were dug to draw in the
invisible fever....

| have, perhaps, said 100 much of mlesship and not
enough of horror. You must not think that this was a time
of nothing bur plenty. We lost many of our cousins in this
time, beasts who grew fat on blood and grossly overconfi-
dent. They made too much of their visions, challenged the
priests and nobles too openly. The humans caught and

e

Frmorecu the LNpyvinG

The Malkavian clan doesn't speak of many
brushes with the infernal. Whatever pemonality
drives A vampire into demonology and the black
arts isn't common amongst the Clan of the Moon,
or so clan wisdom would hold. However, at least
one legend from the Long Night hints thar the
Malkavians have had encounters with the hell-
born, and that the mark is still on the world.

As the story goes, a demon by the name of
Elmolech chose to pursue a Lunatic for his soul —
presumably on a bet with a fellow demon, who
wagered that a madman’s soul would be a slippery
target. In his bravado, Elmaolech selected as his
victim a cloistered nun, Genevieve of Limoge, who
wiis an elder daughter of Malkav's linc. He visited
her over six nights, tempting her with visions and
plaguing her with torments, sure that her already
fractured spirit would soon shatter.

On the wventh night, however, Elmolech
slipped through the convenr's windows — and was
confronted by a full gathering of the clan. He tried
to flee, but the power of their collected, mad will
bound him to the spot. And although nobody can
say for certain exactly how they did it — but surely
n Methuselah must have answered Genevieve's
Call — the Malkavians gathered their power and |
bound him into a human’s body. That done, they
sent him, immortal and insane, into the night.

Those Malkavians who know Elmolech’s story
say that he still walks the earth, like the Wandering
Jew's infernal counterpart. Flashes of visions, ever
s0 brief, flit across the Cobweb with rales of the
larest sighting. Murmurs speak of the broken once-
demon sleeping ina dumpster in Dresden, flinching
at children's laughter in Rio de Janeiro, or begging
charity from passerby in Johannesburg. Those who
actually speak with Elmolech allegedly leam for-
bidden insights and prophecies from his babbling,
insights that can't be found on the Cobweb. How-
ever, these Malkavians also — or so it's said —
become unable to discuss their newfound lore with
others. All they can do is act on his revelations — |
as if the clan needed any further exhortation to
commit seemingly random acrs,

destroyed some of them; angered childer of other lines
eradicated others. Some were spitted on stakes for the
pleasure of Fiends; others strayed 1oo far into the woods,
despite the wamnings of the hungry jaws thar prowled there.
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It was. ..atime when Vilffane were Inee tiv kil | as they
saw fie. And in times such o5 that. there are alwoys
FEPCTCUSSHNS

I'vif DFATHOF BROTHFR SAULOT

It issannd h'l, somie thar Malkav foresaw the Ji',ﬂ!;.ll b
beloved brother, Saulor the Wanderer 1. . | cannot see for
myasell. The Babel-tongued cries that come from the

INCIent o, [i'u. L ”i-" B -IL ot kim '|!|.l:'l. CEN e LI,'.{E

nly sa much. If ever our father-god spoke such a proph
ecy, the words he wed have burnad to ash and scactered
Andyet...and yer, Tind it easy to believe thar Malkav did
seet death on his quict brother's brow

Some of our. . histories, our INETT NS, -.|u_-.1l' f the
children of Ceoris. They were aduiet, secretive lot in thelr
infancy. Their evis bumed when ri-.m.- touched out Mesh,
but they never stirsd for too long they were, after all,
miaerely \-'IJT'.!."l:lI-:.:'-. .|!1J wWe e vory rI'IJ;i'I.H"I!'I.JHk: o rhr
young. Instewd, the clever creatures scented out the macks
of our mendlicant great-uncle, tracked him o hisbed —a
bead whiere he'd lain inviolste, untouched by the hinds of
any other bloodline and then they proceeded w
devour him

Ch |‘1.'ral..I| w thiey were devoured in the proces:. The
records are. . vague, and the voices conflicting.

bt seems aconmmadicuion, and vet. . ] wonder, A few of
the echoes speak of Saulot in words and impressions thar
flood me with unasked -for thoughes of the Eater— echoes
of Saulot us a devourer, a thing that could feed on the very
land 1self, or |1l|'-.il!."» even on sy, It would seem
.||'E"I'l 1."”- (! | hl'q n.llli:luil"\nl IT & HIJ"'- J rl,'“.i- W VIETY i|||11|_r|!'\.
for enhightenmeni

And the ch
-’i-i . .|r'n| II'I-! i Yy |!‘1' '!'l.l1 it |'Lh t_l.'l'|T!||'||.|v|_'-.| i P
away at their insides sinee then. There are. . i kers in the

e (roon Ceoris T His humger entered inm

Tremere’s auras that as Hh"l-i'[n ibbe, even invisible ro
ot 1t nakes me shudder to think of it but | comnot help
but believe thar wharever hunger it wos thar Brother
Satlot had... .picked up on his joumeys o the furthest
East, now our newest sibling had absorbed i in full

That i= why the crnime of Tremere and his childer
never diove us o war. Thoweh Saulot was almest like
fumily to ws all, the family abstained from siding with the
Clangrel and the Tzmisce who were howline for the
LUsurpers' blood. Some joined in the battles, of course; but
o iy [ua, nd that of o 1-|I"hl'l;: or three, we 1,-.|.-J1||.'.i
ourselves in shrowds and st on the darkened ( arpathian
111"'Hlt1-'lli1‘l.¥"'. wilhcesss o 1]1-,' LAV I"'II:'IAi'-hI;"‘.F _|||_l
nothing more. L. owe felt would have been presumpogous
oy comcdemmn thie | sarpers. (rcatunes of insight that they
were, | remere’s brood were in fact the ideal heins
Brocher Saulot's legacy. They are what he would become
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| could be wrong, of course. | could always be wrong.
And yer, if the Tremere were really meant to be destroyed
tor theiratfront, shouldn't they be no more than a memaory

by now!

THe First CRUSADE

Giond willed it, or so they sald. God willed them to rise
up and recaprure Jerusalem from the Muslims, God willed
them o lenve their homes and wander barefoot into
death. God willed them toslaughter Jews inthe Rhineland
s an appetizer for their war. God willed them ro sack the
Holy City and violate its people.

I God willed it, then perhaps there'ssome ruth tothe
sy of Gl w:"u'q; us to be as well.

The fall of Jerusalem in 1099 — the city's screams
echo in our minds even now. The bloodshed, the rape, the
madness — it all cut bloody seripes into the land iself. And
like spilled wine, Malkav's blood, his musdness, mn ino
those channels and pooled there. So much blood, so much
insanity — yes, the very earth shricked out, and we heand
it. The Call had come, and we came to see.

The others, children of other clans, they saw s
flocking there. To this night, they claim that Malkav
himself must be buried under the Holy Land, and that his
dreaming, blinding fever isthe spark that ignives all the ills
of the region. They are. ... ignorant, foolish even, in believ-
ing thar Malkawsreach isso limited — but itisundoubredly
i sweet ignorance for them, so it seems only compassion-
ate to leave them there.

Pracur

Have you seen, in your dreams, the age when a thind
of all Burope died?

A choking stmk of rot, of sinimaginable putrefaction mixed
with the smells of sweat and shir and vomit blasted owt of the
darkness, swerding m Deaniel's mouth and nose and stomach.
He med desperately w vomit, but his bady didn't seem w
remember how

I...Lam sorry. | did not mean to call forth so much. ..

No. You shoukd know, The plagues that blanketed all
the world we knew — they may yet come again when the
moon bleeds and the earth cracks. They came twice
already; the numbers demand a third. You should know,

Remember — thete are connections, patterns with-
out s well us within, The plague of the 14th century was
more than death. It infested the spirit of the kine as well
as their bodies. It drove them wo flog and flay themselves,
montifying their flesh in the hopes that their penance
would stir mercy in the heart of a pitiless God and move
him to stay his pestilential hand, It drove them to tum on
their neighbors with staves and blades, punishing the
outsiders amang them for the supposed crime of patsoning

;’__._-_*.___

wells. It drove peasants to tumn on their lords and masters
like rabid dogs, only to be savagely pur down in retumn.

Such is the nature of pestilence. Should the third
plague come during your time — and | cannot believe thar
it will not — it might not mvage your body. And yet. ..it
mighu, if the babbling of my sire is true, and a pestilence
which will blast and mortify the flesh of the inliving waits
below the earth to be unleashed at the time of Gehenna.
It may be the curse of Nosferatu himself. ..

Mo. Listen. If the plague comes, you may...you may
remain unhammed in body. But the poisoning of the spinit
which comes on the kine is far deadlier. | lost servanis,
companions and even a childe during the Black Death; he
drank from a human maddened by the plague, and the
fever caught in his brain and drove him into the sun. We
are not immune, We deserve to be afraid.

THE ANARCHS

Younglings are so convinced that they know so much.
Even if their cyes are sewn shut, they are sure that their
youth affords them a clearer perception of the world
around them. That — that was the anarchs. Still-cooling
childer still leaming where best to bite their prey. They
shouted 1o the world that they would tolerate no more of
their elders’ laws. They pounded one another's backs,
congratulating each other on their perspicacity. And they
strefiched out their hands to us, sure thar we angels of
illumination and fervor would come and join their side.

We are not a faction, We are not a political unit. We
are the Family Malkavian. And never.. .never have we
stood as one with any group or individual, living or dead,
since his death. Never.

Remember that. Your own cousins will serike you
down and feast on your vite should it prove necessary,
necessary as they see it. The ties that bind us are inescap-
able; they do not compel our loyalty nor our fraternal
obedience, merely our...intimacy.

So. So that is how it ran back then. Yes, there were
coussing and nieces and nephews and childer among the
anarchs. Yes, there were elder aunts and uncles who
looked at the rebels and saw an imitaring ich thar de-
manded scratching. But many of us looked at the anarchs,
looked at them from the front and from behind and from
the sides and from above and below, and we saw an
accumulation of angry young Cainites who were pouring
all their faith into an empry sack. We — | say we, because
| was there, and | did my work alongside others of the
family who felt as | did — we tried to ke them by the
heads, pry open their eyes and show them that their sack
was empty.
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L...1 have no better words for it. Forgive me.

And. . they reacted angrily. They called themselves
betrayed. They complained of our hypocrisy — they com-
plained of e hypocrisy — and wamed us 1o confine our
attentions o the elders.

That, of course, stirred the fever within me. . .us. I
there is one thing that | —and we — cannor tolerare, it
is the belligerent idealization of ignorance. One cannor
exist for years with the Sight and remain generous toward
the willfully blind.

If written in a texthook, the following years would
likely be summarized by some well-meaning historian as a
conflict between our family and the anarchs. If you were
there, however, it was harder to see such a unity of purpose.
How much more difficult it would be for mortals to piece
together the larger picoure! A thousand separate yet so-
similar incidents —a mild visitation of visions in Cologme,
amore vicious prank involving fire in Bonn. Gradually —
too, too gradually — one anarch after another began to
tabulareall the talesofMalkavian. . .criticism they'd heard.
One in particular — a filthy Gascon — spat blood and
brought astable down around hiscars when he realized just
how much energy he and his colleagues had spent on what
wiss, after all, a very small rivalry. Had he survived another
three years, he would have been even more livid to see the
next thing that came to pass.

The Camarilla.

| could not see the threads in the pattemn then. |
couldn't know just how unified the family was then, or
why. Even raday, | cannot tell for certain. Perhaps it was
merely coincidence, a natural resentment for the anarchs'
devotion to blindness that many of our family shared.
Perhaps there was a group of elders, or even a Methuselah,
who sent waves of gentle guidance ourward, convincing
much of the clan to act as one.

| will never know, for this is where the Tapestry
becomes scarred and pitted by fire.

THe BURNING

At Last there came a time when the humans would
have no more of us.

Fire flooded Daniel's nerves; his back mapped taut as a
bowstrmg, and he med 1o shrick, But there was no air in his
b, and he conddn’t think to draw i more.

Vampires had ruled the night for far too long, and the
kine no longer believed thar they had anything left to lose.
They rose up against all of us, and suddenly the family
found itselfl ar the front, with nowhere 1o hide,

Our suffering was. . .biblical. Whar Inquisitor could
tell a case of demonic possession from a broken, babbling
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mind! Whar Inquisitor would care! The most harmless of
idiots were sent 1o the fire along with the moet diabolical
of killers. Where ance we'd quietly hidden among the
broken outcasts, now we were in dire peril. The madmen
and madwomen bumed, and we bumed with them.

The Cobweb, the nerves of Malkay — rhar was all
that saved us. Voices of damnation hurmied along the
winds of the night, whirling in our ears, calling out
premonitions of wood, iron and fire. Had it not been for
Malkav's ift, we surely would have been destroyed. Bu
panic filled the weavery, and as it came on us, it compelled
us to run. It saved us. Some of us

And yer, for its charity, the Tapestry burned. When-
ever one of the Family, however young, was burmt upon
pyre, ane of the weavery's threads snapped forever. Elders
died in dungeons and at stakes, and as eanch one vanished
into ash. his scream seared a great wound ineo the Cob.
web, We sobbed at the pain; we tried to hide, but we could
nt escape the pain that filled our blood.

We needed o adape, or we would die.

BIRTHOFTHEFCAMARILLA

It was impossible to miss the stench of fear that arose
from our kind, all our kind. The smell mingled with the
smoke of the fires, the incense, the sweat.

Something happened then that very few of us could
see. Even | had to piece together the story many years later,
and it took as many years 1o do so. As the elders, in their
panic, struggled against the Inquisition in any way they
could, and their abandoned or sacrificed pawns began 1o
congeal into the first of the anarchs, a few of mre vision
gathered together with o new idea. The new idea, of
course, was unity — bur you likely already undersrand how
reluctant we undead are to accepr the concepr

| can imagine the first meetings. Such terrified crea-
tures, demigods with their temples rumbled down around
them, vicious as comered dogs, forced into each other's
company for survival. | wonder just how many “diplomats”
died, were ground to dust tomortar the Camarilla’s bricks.
It must have been a great many, for the Camartlly — the
mighty Camarilla — nearly failed. The elders involved
were splintered and shamp-edged, and had little reason 1o
trust one another. And because our get, our cousins were
s0 often easily rooted out and sent to the fires, we might
almost have been excluded from their cabal of secrecy.
Yes, the last of our line (barring his childer, of course)
might well have been thrown as a sop 1o the Church,
destroying the family, the Tapestry, all of i

But it is always a mistake to underestimate the insight
granted by the infection.
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LINMADA AND WV ASANTASENA

A famt soent of spice, mingled with the smoke of burming
dung, floated arownd Dianiel’s shuddering fiom.....

They came from the Ovient — a holy man and his
exyuisite disciple. He was a Brahmin, o seer who nighely
maortified his dead flesh o gain wisdom. She was o rajaly's
daughter, a woman with fires buming behind her eyes.
They acted of an accord, whether it was that of father and
childe. of soulmates, of lovers — or something greater.
They were the ones who called us together.

The two came among the great and temible of our
family, untouched by the thoms of their hosts' fevers, and
spoke with them as cousins might. Their wonds were sweet
und bore their vision well. No Western vampire outside
our own fallen Moodline could have reasoned with s
Malkavians half so well; they cannot undenstand our very
lainguage, they do not see. But Unmada and his childe
carried the taint within them. They undemstood us, and in
turm they brought us to understand them. The family drew
closer together because of their words. The elder Lunatics
ol Europe came quietly to the lords of the other clans, and
they offered their support. The others were. .. hesitant,
anad undenstandibly so. They feared 1o clasp hands, lest the
filth-smeared mzors of our Sight slash them and leave
them buming with our disease. Bur better to have the
Malkavuns with them than against them.

As | heand it, there were. . anarchs who watched the
newfound unity of Malkav's ger and were filled with scom,
or perhaps fear, and they swore they'd have nothing todo
withanything we had chosen as ourown, And yet, blessed
be the light of inspiration, for many others heard of our
pledges of auppor.

Perhaps they reasoned that if even isolated, fractured
monsterssuch as ourselves were convineed of the siuation's
griwity, then there was no other recourse.

An vath of blood and fealty, and it was that simple.
The Camarilla was bom. The mad cousins of Clan
Malkavian, the despairing philosophers of Brujah, the
desperate Toreadorand Nosferatu, the wildonesof Gangrel,
the very much hated Tremere and the faltering Ventrue.
A hundred years ago, and the meening halls would have
run with spilt vitae and eddies of ash — now desperate
times had forged an alliance such as our midnight workd
hud never seen. As the “Founders,” as you will hear them
named, called on the Giovanni and Lasombraand Tzimisce
and Ravnos to join with them, a sort of . .optimism was
bom. A kind of hope that this new pact would not only
preserve usall, but in time offer us full control over the kine
once maore

Of course.....it would have been too good o be true,
and such things can never be real.

L

THeConvenTion oF THORNS
| was there. This | s

Know that for the Camarilla w survive another
decade, it was required to catch the anarchs by their
withered balls and bring them to heel. War — war in
camest this time, organized steel-hard and knife-sharp.
The Camarilla's lords set out a-hunting, their hounds ar
their heels. They scented out the anarchs' spoor and
tracked the rebels back wo their strongholds, capturing all
they could and butchering all they cared to. After. . .some
years of this, the Founders had seized enough of the anarch
and Assamite leaders — for the Assamites had been
shedding blood and bringing death, too, but this had o
lirtle to do with what you need to know to drive to go o
much further into this— that they could force a halt to the
chacs. The shadow war was all but over, and the only thing
left, in quaintly mortal fashion, was to dictate the terms of
surrenider

The gathenng ook place in a tiny English village
named Thoms, and the agreement was named for Thoms,
and it grew barbed and sharp by namre, Names and
pattems, never far from one another. The elders drew up
their treaties and offered them to the anarchs (and, yes,
Assamites, but as | sud, that. . marters less). Of course, the
treaty demanded that the anarchs bond themselves by
blood to the elders. The anarchs had little choice but 1o
agree; they cermainly could not expect someone 1o speak
for them,

And yet, someone did. Maybe it was pity that drove
her, maybe it was, as some say, enlightenment. Bur
Vasantasena stepped forward and condemned the Con-
vention and its reaty. When the eldes prepared 1w
enforce the blood bonding of the rebel anarchs, she
stepped forward to address the fledghing Camarilla once more.

“We are a wormded people, and this agreement is no balm
w0 soothe us. This is a tham in the heart of all Kindred "

The wonds, born of a different voice, rustled deep behind
Deaniel's vibeage. The prick of the thom tosched at his oun
heart, and the lump of dead misscle in his chest almast fluttered.

That is whae she said. That, and much more. She
spoke of bloodshed that would beget more bloodshed, and
the need for mercy that would beget more mercy,

I was there. | saw it all,

When she finished her speech, blood staining her
cheeks and wrists, the elders among the Camarilla looked
on her. They did not smile. Cold...the bonfires still
bumed, but all Vasantasena was offered was cold.

Some say that she vanished from the Cobweb, then
and there — that nothing was ever heard over the weavery
from her again. | refuse to believe that she could sever
herself from the chains of blood; she must still be bound 1o
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Although the fact is not well-known (some might say “suppressed”), the conventional symbols thar.
represent each clan were chosen, long ago, by Malkavians. : 5

The first of these was an autistic child from Styria, 8 boy named Pelinka. His sire, Daguienne, took him
before his fifteenth year, presumably from pity. Then again. it's entirely possible thar she'd already known of
his unusual savantism before she drained his blood and gave him Malkav’s gift. :

He was unlettered and mute, and might have seen a knight's shield twice in his life. But he could draw —
from memory, it seemed — marvelous symbols tharwould have made any scribe weep with envy. His sire gave
him paint and paper and ink and blood, whatever he required, and in rerurn Pelinka drew up manuscript)
illuminations and coats of arms as resplendent as any king could commission.

Finally, as something of a curious jest, Daguienne asked herchilde to draw up her own family’scoar of arms.
His answer startled her. As she looked on the device in question, she saw nothing of her own personality’
reflected there — instead she saw images that reflected her, her sire, and every Malkavian she'd ever met.
Somehow, Pelinka had seen her ue family by watching her, and had tapped into the symbology of her shared
wisdom and madness.

Of course, Daguienne couldn’t lee mmﬂu’wmhathupﬂ}mbv. Half of a mind 1o try a prank and.
half-consumed by curiosity, she gave her an exacring challenge — to draw up coats of arms for each of
the clans, as o series of “presents” to her elder allies, .

Daguienne visited him once a night for 12 nights, and each rime he had a new design fot her before sunup.
Without ever meering a Brujah, Pelinka produced o badge of war and broken chains, Without ever seeing even
the crudest representation of Egyptian art, he drew a cartouche with unholy Set inside. Each time his sire
described a clan in even the most cursory terms, he tapped some unknown font of knowledge and symbolism
to produce something approprinte. , -

When they were all completed, Daguienne took the collection with her 1o a conclave of elders, and
presented it asa whole to the assembly. They were largely delighted, and although representatives of all 13 clans:
weren't present, those that were present agreed that even the clans in absentia were well represented. The only
ane who took the heraldic devices personally was the Toreador, Rafael de Corzon, who didn't care much for
the idea that a Malkavian had produced a work insightful enough to challenge the work of any of his own’
childer. But public opinion wasn't with him, and Pelinka's creations were soon popularized throughout much
of the clans. '

Pelinka’s designs finally fell out of popularity after the Convention of Thorns, for the split between
“loyalist” and “antitribu” was so bitter that few vampires liked having any reminder of their clans’ failed unity. .
It wasn't unril much later that ar another conclave, another Malkavian decided to mark the seating
arrangement with a broken mirror here, a wilted rose there, and so on. But that's another story....

the Tapestry somehow, however faintly. But she has  line within the fledgling sect was reminded — scarmed —

that we were only barely tolerated by our brethren. In

She withdrew from the council, and did not speak up
again. Bur— and this much 1 did not see withmy own eyes,
but | caught the shadow-scent of something on the wind
on that night — Vasantasena was, after all, a mjah's
daughrer. She would not be so easily denied. She creprinte
the dungeons where the anarchs were being held, and she
chose a band of disciples from their ranks. They followed
her on her flight as best they could, and—

And, yes. They joined with the Lasombra and the
Tzimisce, and they were among the first of the Sabbar.

THESpLT
The agreement may have held, bur it could not
compel goodwill from beasts such as us. Each childe of our

some ways, the hatred was almost worse. Now that the
Cainites were forced o become the Kindred, to work more
closely with one another in the interests of maintaining
the Masquerade, many elders who might previously have
leta Malkavian be instead found themselves armanging the
Lunaric's demise.

Our history is filled with memories of Malkavians
who dared two much. The weavery is filled with shallow
slashes, wounds remaining from the Final Deaths of fool-
ish neonates. Few elders appreciate a prank that forces
them to reexamine their place in the patterns of the world;
none of them appreciates a prank thar is done poorly.
Remember thar. A prince of Macedonia — | could not
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umcover his name — was trgeted by o fool of our blood,
il h\ |l “I WO WSl i e Il\ FETLrm, lh[" I'lrll\..\_{_' H.IT*T[‘{L‘\_{
ti '1."_"_"-'1!.'T all the Malkavians he nm“ firwd i his Jnnhnn,
b thier hurled into a well, and then poured fire down on
them. For centuries afterwand, we shunned Macedonia

Ward passed from one great-uncle w another, and
eventually it was decided that some sort of grsiure ||||;.1|1r
be required in onder to gain further goodwill from the
others. We ]."nnnlrn'-.f the matter in w!u'.-prn anid wisions,
all the uaml methods of family communication, unnl
finally we came upon an answer

Now ?‘llm-:l]hlJ:.:lltthul:tbmujlumhnl-:t'n:‘ln.tr-;-.lt]l.ru
poweers of infectious insanity is a response to the violence
of the Sabbat. Perhaps some still believe this, bur they
st be much fewer since the.. stiring. Ochers now
believe that the Malkavians of the Camarills deliberately
fomook their deeper connection o Malkav's power. ler-
ting the delirmn atrophy within themselves as a gesture of
triendship — that they cur themselves off from this power
before joimning the Camanlla.

T1"|f'p'. FVsD, e Wi I'hH.

It waas a sacrifice, you see. Many of our elders decided
thar the Camarilla offered a better chance for survival
And for them o survive within the Camanilla, it might be
for the best if they were somehow to. . dampen the vir-
il'l...l' ll‘-'“i'l-“"l l]l{'“l.‘ﬂ."\'l."\-.

5o that is what rhey did

The history of the other clans fails to record the two
months in which most of the Malkavians of Europe simply

weren't 1o be found. They beft their haumnes and havens
to o on pilgrimage, following a grear Call that led them
to Domiclice. There were so many of them, too — for the
ehbers had sent out the Call, and few could resist hearing it

The elders — they were strong and wise and temble.

A wash of heat .. .a high-pisched, discorduns tiermg. . .the
sick grating of weth. . frelight and hollow whispering

The Dionysian had shed the earth he slept under; his
laughter drew us 1o the revel. Addemar, wrpped in his
hermit’s robe, scowled down on the gathering. Tryphosa
rocked back and forth, whispering riddles mnto the air,
Feude's pale skin glistened with sacred patterns und holy
wript, and the Black Hag squatted in a pile of bones,
drawing her teeth ncross o scamed, feshless femur, And
amongst them all stood the wise ane, the mortified one,
the Easternier — Unminda

=ix Methuselahs.

[l emved onit mowselessly.

Six Methuselahs. Siv. A preat, merciless power, swol-
len between them, taut and bloated by their proximity.
Thiedr fever humg in the adr, and it would have flayed any
moetals Juckless enough to atrend the gathering. They
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pulled at the fabric of the world to release a Call thar all of
us could hear. Then they gathered their might, drew down
the power of the flow of Malkav's splintered consciousness. ..

Demiel, half-conscious, rocked back and forth as invisible,
relentless waves crushed ham,

They changed us.

They set blocks in the minds of all the Malkavians
gathered there — and it was nearly all the Malkavians in
the world. Nearly.

Some. . .some, of course had resisted the Call — and
some had been set apart. We could not renounce the fever
entirely, you see, only some of the gifts that spring from the
fever. However, we could not ler thase gifts die. Some of
us, the strongest among us, had to retain the Sight in full.
And whether they'd been deliberately chosen or had
avoided the Call entirely, the unchanged joined with the
Sabbar. Those who were alered, who'd received the
blocks, joined with the Camarilla.

And...

And the others never really noticed the difference.

Impossible. It still seems impossible. The crushing
weight of their power, the pain.. it still seems impossible
that we could have concealed this, that we could have
forgotren for so long. And yet, they never noticed. If the
Camarilla “rrue-bloods™ tended to we their gifts for more
subtle...less splintering effects, the outsiders, in their
remarkable blindness, simply presumed the reason to be a
newfound taste for subtiety — subtlery — nothing more.

With thar grear work completed, the bloodline was
preserved. The greater portion of us would have better
odds of survival until such time as our gifts were needed
again, and the smaller portion with the greater Curse
would be able to survive if necessary. Evennually, most
forgot that the gathering had ever happened at all.

Saill, it would probably be best not to be too confident
in any one explanation. A few of us share a mrickle of doube
~— the thought that it may have all been a remendous
prank on the part of Unmada and his childe. Perhaps they
are walting somewhere for us to strike our brows and cry
out that we've finally gotten the joke.

In the end, though, whimsical or not, it was an
impressive prank. The children of the Sabbat proclaimed
themselves the heretics of the clans, the “anti-clans,” the
creatures dedicated to the downfall of their very progeni-
tors. And they accepted without condition that the
Malkavians who joined them were also “antitmibu,” also
rebels — just as the Camarilla accepted that the Malkavians
who joined them, apparently free of the infectious quali-
ties that plagued so many of their brethren, were the “rrue”
descendants of Malkav.

THe GREAT PDRANK

The fear of replacing Dementation with Domi-
nate, nearly clan-wide, wascerminly unprecedented
— only the Tremere's cumse on the Assamites is
comparable, and that involved sorcerous rituals
such as the world hadn’vseen. It cemainly wouldn't
have been possible withour the presence of the
Cobweb linking Malkavian ro Malkavian.

Even so, it's entirely possible thar the six
Methuselahs credited with this work weren't suffi-
cient to work such o massive change. Certain
Malkavian apocrypha hints that perhaps the greas
reworking succeeded because one — or possibly
even mare — of the Fourth Generation invisibly
lent their power to the Methuselahs present, in
arder to insure success.

The other theory, a theoey that is never re-
peated aloud, is that Malkay himself sensed the six's
cfforts and willed che change to take effect. But this
theory is kept very secret, for its ramifications arc
temrifying: one, that Malkay has such power even in
his current unverifiable "lost” state; rwo, that he
might have been conscious at the rime; and three,
that he could work such a tremendous change in all
hischilder while still dreaming. The implicationsof
the last possibilivy. ..well, if true, then when Malkay
wakes, the entire clan is his.

And now the jest is revealsd. We have yer to see if our
distant cousins have leamed anything by it, however.

AFTFR THE INQUISITION

Tue Renamssance

I can...imagine that the Kindred were somewhat
surprised when the Inquisition’s fires finally purtered out,
and the vampires drew back to draw a. . figurative breath,
and they suddenly noriced thar humanity had become
mast interested in bettering iself. Down in Ialy, Petrarch
had started asking more and more questions about his
country's past, and. . .and suddenly popes and princes and
emperors were all interested in the answers.

| mention the Renaissance...not because it was an
important time tothe family, but because our more distant
relatives as a whole linger over memories of the age,
savoring them like a soup bone. The elders who played at
sophistication sharpened their fangs on Machiavelli, and
discovered that chis interesting Alighien person had been
composing some poetry. Most remarkable — most frus-
tratmg — of all was the incredible way thar they began to
claim that they'd been involved in these advances all
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along — as if they'd been sipping vitae in Boccaccio's
stuchio instend of cowering under bridpes, hiding from
Incusitons.

I would grind my teeth at the though, had | teeth and
it jaw lefr o me.

There was something that... left marks, scars on the
family in this age, though. The institution of the asylum
had gained a certain amount of. ..popularity by then. It
almost seemed as though every fashionable city was in
need of one. Codgels and whips and chains — the medi-
cines of chotce. For those who could not see the Normal
for the fractures in their looking-glass, the preferred means
of treatment were ahealthy flogging to drive the ill humors
out, and then a prolonged stay in a filthy eell.

The childer of Malkay taken during chis time. . .well,
thete were those who hid never seen the inside of an
asylum, and there were those who had, The privileged
among us — of the time, of course — were artisans,
visionaries with strange preoccupations of drawing forth
art from the Sight. They were almaost popular in the courts
of the princes as something of a novelty. If a childe was
selected from the mnks of the refined, then she was
welcome tsup nightly with the other luminaries, regaling
themwith her off-kilter songs of a world beyond the vision
of even the grearest thinkers of the time.

Tue DecenenraTionoF tHe "Antrirmy”

So if the Camarilla Malkavians were the “real”
angimbu of the clan, and the Sabbat's own were the
“truc” bloodline, an interesting question arises:
Why are the Sabbat Malkavians so fucked-up!
Were the Malkavians prior to the splic just as
psychotic and deranged; do the “antitribu® represent
the purest state of Malkav's bloodline!

The answer has something o do with the
Sabbat itself. The traditions of the Vaulderie, the
Rites of Creation, the suffering of each human at a
blood feast — over time, the pracrices of the Sabbat
have fed the Malkavians' madness until it's grown
beyond what the clun once was. Too much of agood
thing, really.

In & way, this means that neither line of
Malkavians in existence today is fully of the same
blood as Malkav's own childer; both are in their
own way antirribu, even with the resurgence of
Dementirion among Camarilla Lunatics. But then
again, given the virulent nature of the clan, who's
to say how many times the bloodline has changed
from sire to chulde?

And thenagain, it'sentirely possible that among
the Inconnu hide the “truest” Malkavians of all... |

The athers. ..the athers were savages. Like the worst
of the previous age, the ones who were first to bum in the
Inquisition's fires. They saw little of princes’ courts and
Elysia; they skulked amongst the dirt and blood and filth,
alongside the more unfortunate mortals of the time. More
than o few became shadow-killers, daggers in the hands of
their elders, a neat tool to provide an ending to a particular
gentlemanly intrigue. Some of them were disposed of
when they became inconvenient — others were.. .kept. |
believe they are still in use today.

Tue New WorLn

Were you bom after a morral set foot on the moon, on
our moon! Then you cannot conceive what it was like for
the kine when they suddenly saw past the walls of what
they knew and discovered that there was more.

Europe shook with the news of a whole new land, of
immensities beyond their imagination. Oh, and we
trembled with excitement as well. Our shured blood
boiled into an excitement that hadn't been seen since the
Inquisition. It was as if we'd been sharing a small jest, and
suchlenly all the world was in on the secrer. Humans had
dared o walk where the dragons were, to look arwhat they
thought they knew and see something else entirely, wait-
ing there for them. Tosome of us, the worlds they had been
seeing all along had suddenly taken physical form. There
was o world beyond the senses, beyond the immediate.

And waiting there was death.

Imparient and reckless, a few of us chose o follow the
first colonists. The new country beckoned them, a place
with so much more to see and touch, and new people o
whisper to and pry into. And the temptarion was thar it
was safe, o land where a few vampires could be the londs.

They were right. No vampires awaited them. But the
New Warkd was not lacking in wolves.

Very shortly thereafrer, we resolved to wait for the cities

MosRuLe

Come the latver half of the 18th century, human hate
and frenzy was calling the madness again, and again the
madness pooled in France. Starved kine sliced tender
flesh, tore out hair and nails, rping and killing and
mutilating and finally executing whomever they could
catch — whowas bom into the upper class, of course. And
with that pooling came the Call once more, and we
descended on Paris. | was there. | fed well on the corpses
that littered the streets, on anisto and peasant alike. |
watched the primogen of Paris flee like dogs, and | helped
myself to everything they'd left behind. Eventually the
fever lifted, and the country retumed 1o, propriety, 1o
order, to the Normal. But the scars are still there. Some-
thing of us — of him, even — remains in the City of Lights,
and perhaps Gehenna will bring it to the fore once again.
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Subconsciously, we — or one of us with superior will
— must have decided that it was o superb time for a
conclave. Quire coincidentally — of course — a Parisian
doctor, amidst all the chaos, resolved that perhaps the
poor wretched hunatics under his care might do betrer if
they were allowed some more freedom of movement. He
was right, of course. As the Reign of Terror proved,
lunatics are much happier and much more sated when
allowed ro run free for a time.

THel9TH CENTURY

“. - wwebs of smoke and steel will smother the heart of the
Land amidse flames as the people cry out in therr labors. "

Faster and faster the wheels scemed o um. When
news of the New World had flooded the courts, the world
had suddenly seemed so much larger — now humanity was
doing its best to grow into the world. Fury and energy and
excitement, cities bloaring with moral life even as other
mortals carmied the seeds of new cities off into the wilds:
The boundaries were being set, and the kine were resolved
tw fill them.

The childer of the Subbat and the Camarilla began a
dirtier, more energetic feud in the American West and in
Mexico; it was anly o taste of the bloody wars thar drifred
in shadow only a century into the future, but their vicious-
ness was. . notable at the time. Cousin fought cousin for a
space; | felt the deaths of three of my own close relarives,
slicing into my consciousness as the Cobweb’s strands
vibrated. But we were fortunate; we avoided slaying one
anotherenmasse. There isno long-standing truce between
the “mibu” and the “antitribu® — don't be fooled by my
account — but an unspeakable, persistent instinet hangs
with us, an nsonct 1o preserve the strands of the weavery.
Losgic, of course, dictates that one never knows when a
cousin's insight might prove useful — but when logic fails
in the face of something greater, the instinct is sometimes
all we have.

The Industrial Revolution chiust issell up from the
ground like an iron cak full-grown overnight. Cities
swelled like cancers, like bails far with oil and smoke and
rust. Again, the elders of the other clans were ill-prepared
for the frenzied changes that came on the world. Twenry
years was no Jonger an idle time 1o sleep and outwait a
generation — it was enough time for the woeld to change
anew. | could not give a number 1o the vampires, scions of
all the clans, who found themselves taking more and more
chulder, simply 1o have thralls whocould explain the latest
technological and cultural developments to them.

And with dhe swell of the cities, the lost, abnormal
and insane had even fewer places to go. The village idiot

enough that the residents felt a responsibility towand him,
and they might find themselves inclined o listen 1o his
observations now and again, Now the populition was too
large and too busy ro ler the touched wander where they
would. The world was mad for building instirutions —
prisons, hospitals, and of course asylums. It was simply
necessary, of so they reasoned, to put the troublesome and
dependent. . somewhere else.

And then, of course, the Dix woman brought the
asylums into the public eye. Amenican, oddly enough;
who would have guessed that an American woman would
change so much where the finest European physicians left
olf? She was a schoolteacher and a nurse, and finally she
decided to be a reformer. Oh, it wasn't as casual as my
words might imply — the woman did reach Sunday school
tofemale convicts, and thus she discovered how casy it was
for the state to throw criminals and madmen into the same
prisons in order to remove them all from the public eye.

She was somewhat unlike the crusaders of previous
apes; she actually managed tw do the family some good.
Her asylum reforms proved beneficial — largely — for
disensed humans, o be sure. But her msistence, her
advocacy of the notion that the mentally ill required an
environment all their own for proper treatment, swelled
the number of inmates in each asylum. As cach one was
refit, it was <oon filled to capacity and often beyond.

This proved. ..convenient, for those of us with inter-
ests in the msylum business.

The AcEorF ViCTORIA

But in England, o strange collecrion of vears had begun,
a peculiar time that stays in the heart of the Kindred. Even
roday, the kine, with their books and moving pictures and
nightclubs — even they recognice Victoria's time as a time
when vamnpires emenged into the greater picture, if anly, they
presumme, fictionally so.

Most assume this is all due o a single book. No
Sensationalistic fiction cannor explain’ the vibrations
along the Cobweb's strands that hum with the feversof the
time. It cannot explain why the collective host of vam-
pires, creatures from every clan, lick their chops w
remember the Victoran age. ltwasavampire's time in fact
as much as, moreso than fiction. It was a Malkavian's time
no less,

First, you must understand thar the kine bumed —
quietly, and furiously, like fumaces hidden in the base-
ment. They had mken the Normal to their breast, and they
had nursed it and fattened it until it bloated. The Nomal
demanded that the kine wall off the animals within them,
that they submir themselves ro the cold, stony caresses of

had it fairly well off — at least his community was small  order and propriety.
Remarkable,
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But deceive themselves they did. They did their best
to wall off thew animal ssdes under a 1.'1I"II'L1-HI'II.I--I1I_'H|1["I'
fagade of pentee] calm — and went astry only when they
were certun that the Normal wasn't watchmg, And when
they chise to secretly break from the acceptable — they
did w0 with such fervor that the fever caught ot them,
played around the ediges of their beings like ashes swirling
ancund afire, The poetry of Rosetti, Tennyson, Swinburmie;
the writings of Wilde and Pater — mere shadows of the
passtons that burned bencath the marblelike Vicoorin
breist. The pressure. . _like a stopped teakettle. When the
ercks started to appear, and the emotion began to leak out
— it wais remarkable what the kine would do o them.
selves, andd 1o others. This is why we remember the nme.
This s why it sings to us.

5o omany cracks, fractures, breaks, . Spring-heelad
Jack did his Bloody business, and so many Kindral wene
convinced that hecause he was clever and quier and
obwviously mad, he must have been one of us. There wasa
token blood hunt called on o caricature named “Lord
Fuanna,” but it never amounted o more than a sweet lirte
gesture to pacify the drawing-room enfants.

Giod had died, or so Nierzsche claimed. The universe
wan revealed w a cooling corpse, or so ran Clausius'
theories. The bones of great dragons were pulled from the
stone, vist and ancient things from an age that common
sense — and you know thar commmem is often amnother word
For serthlews, with the blindness that. ...

An age that common sense cluimed could not have
been real. And so many, so many morals decidied thar the
things they saw, the bones of the great beasts, were placed
by a Godd w impede their vision, 1w rest their faith in a
workl invisible — thar the mue way wias to disbelieve their
senses, their very logic, and follow what they knew.

If | believed in a God, | would believe in that ane.

Remember this: When Nietzsche died, he was Largely
consudered to be deranged. The Eaws of propriety rule that
amortal man cannot stray too far from what is accepeable
and sull be.. sane. Despite the knowledge granted them
by the transition through death, our distant cousing are
still in the grasp of propriery. They still believe that our
infection, our Sight 1 frailty — that by cutstripping what
is Normal, even for our kind, we are somehow broken
and useless.

Dl ot believe them.

Finally, the wheel rumed again, bur not, perhaps, for
the berter. It turned to mark a century of wildness, growth
andfever; the one kst century we had remaining tous. The
ome bist century before. . .Gebenna,

The words were camd on a nustling, membling, cold
wend. Panic chutched at Daniel, and hs legs began jerking. His

-

g™

frgers soraped for paachase, bt caught onby soft, weking
things that prilled apart. Iniasible hands damped aronend hus
smsts, his ambdes, s dead heant. He strugpled, desperately
erying o break free, to flee into quier davloness, but the g was
umrelenmg.

Haold on, damn you! You have to hear the rest!

Hold on!

Haold on, Daniel!

He soverched opem his mouth and sevamed , but the soream
svonededn’t Jeonw — it st sapuanted in the back of his thaat,
chisking ham,

MoneRN NIGHTS

So many changes, in a mere hundred years.

An eyeblink after man created mechinized wings, he
wits using them to kill. Barbed wire, poison gas, machine
guns, shrapnel — the dying eried out in anguish, and their
enies echoed scross all of Burope. The Cobweb shudderad.

Diesperation blossomied. The gold-paved streets of the
Uhniwed Seaves tamished, and the ribs of the Westerm world
cracked. A world that had thought ithad outgrown famine
and poverty leamed atherwise. As the poets noted, a grea
hollowness hind crept into the heart of America, and it
devoured what it found there. Many of your cousins tixbay
were taken in this time; sometimes we deemed it a small
mercy to liberate them from the demands of their hunger-
ing flesh, and somerinmes we were drawn, mothlike, to the
power of their desperate emotion. | have. | had a childe
myself from the Depression.

I wish that the part of me who remembernad her had
not drifted away. All | recall is her thin, pleading face.

Such nshon space of nme. . . Even as Amenca foughr
tor rebuild itself, 1o solder its cracked spine wholle agnin, the
pulse of the world beat faster. | cannot fault the New
World, or even the elders of the land, for failing o
recogmize what else was coming.

A small man took power in the Old Country, a small
man who might have seemed most unassuming if you met
him casually in & café. He, like us, was easy to underesti-
mate. When we saw him for the first time, we feared him,
not knowing why. We counseled our brethren among the
clans to keep well away from this man and his circle, for
their hands dripped with blood yet to be shed, and their
eyeswere lic with a mudness dhar we could not reinin. And
wheen the tanks rolled forth and the slaughter trains began
1o run, we cried out in terror, afraid that his fever, a fever
with the power of s demigod, would catch usall alight. We
feared for vurselves, for we knew that we'd been proven
right. To our Sighr, it almost seemed as though Gehenna
hnd begun,
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sl I:n'-'i.". g0 much sulffering. . . it was too much sensntomn,
and it burmed like the sun. Rather than flock o Germany,

we fled. Madness F\l-\.-ll."-i there, but only the sTongaest

conild walle mmisnst the monsters already Lr,lthu-fni the
bt mdsstes ] survive

Whien the war finally« l'I‘.L'LL it wias in amerciless blast
af light ."‘.r1':|:.rr~4'w!n|:|. .o the '-L\.h-q'q-.trv.]n,.mdilu;g:.mh
below. . .irseemed the beginning of the end, the beginning
o Usehiening

I YO0l WETT 1I1I.1I:1.Ir|.'..|1|.-|_| wildd beelieve that the SEEFTLWiLE
;'I'l.':l'l:1.l.‘.1|:".'. o 3 Ty -hrln,'"llh.' h.l‘- il.nu,'gl E'I_"[“‘l_‘l_'l. lh.|l:
burning and vonighe. But vou are immortal, and a decade
is like a |'L||*-<.':|\'.|.' and you can sec.

REAWAKENING

I""; a hew .Ir\ .l.ll""\I LT l.l:'lrl'lllllrl'.ﬂ WLNTICS WiEEre ol
CEIS "1'|1|'|'“;'L“ !i“' WA |‘T=||.I L;l.'i'l “lr]lllinl N Hu“’]i‘,
than ever before, and humanioy e n,{'||h|t'||: in fermlity, The
Chrmes W ‘llh L.t'l l'.‘li Ih'rl‘-"T .:l]"l.l.i |||.:IIILII"| "l:\:iil VST
before, and it was really all we could do o keep up.
Technology spread like an epidemic ncross the Westem
world, changing the way people lived their lives every few
veurs or s Mone of the Kindred could see the eeth of
L u'l.-.l-lj.l L "lH"‘l i\_j.:alh LY |1l'\1.'.

There wis something of o backlash ag

ticrnlimtion E.I1~._‘T m r'.'-.r cemiury. -[-lr-_' fever to eborm wis
L

IS ENSTiTL-

urning ssiin, and once more the conditions of asylum
living were dragped into the public eye. The asylums, now,
were not the only tansets — halfway houses, work-release
oo, ard 5o on, all founshed with the new desire
“normalize,” o brime the ||!-.L|]L|.kli|1 and unstable back
e the “maimstream,” Citizens demanded more from
thedr instioutiors, and not all of those institubdons wete
able to comply. So the criminal, and the remnded, and the
unsiable began o mickle onto the streers — and it was an
mnteresting thing, adapting o this change

The true measure of the kine's compassion was mken
once the inmates were disgorged from the asyhums. Scill
unable to fully fend for themselves, the menmlly (] wene
shumted inio boarding howses mnd nursing homes, where
1]||'I.'I L .|r|.':.1?h1.‘F“ WTTE |1i|[\+| i L.l\, .i“1|||“' ltiil wome
bess fomunuore found  themeclves on the streets, or in
tempormny ahelters — and there were quite a number of
them. o the eardy 19805, an Amenican |In—-\t-||_-|1: decuded
thst s country wis spemdding too much on mental care,
mil 50 relemsed further waves of the unstble oo the
sereets. A the II|.I|ir|1_“ !'-u'nl .u:l.l Tl'|.|.|i1[|'l|;|;'1|

The outsidens dicn't react sowell vo this. To their way
of thinking, every half-wit stnded on the streets was
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ancther potential resource for our fmily. They began to
MBSO o ]"I-.-n\”II:h‘l H exXlensve prepannions r_.u-xp-,n-.gl
our power hase drastically, More than o few princes and
wrchibishops quietly sanctioned their underlings w feed 25
freely as they liked from the homeless und mad — nor only
would such people not be missed, bar it would h ||1-.'|'u|[','
undercur the "erand Malkavian plan.”

Citvenall e hl\} uraresi, it st not have ugrnm.].im{l;
wr coincidental o them when the Reaw .an..'l'n:u: Lilmne

1997 Ix waw if all our minds were so much heaped dry
!1h-|||'r. mwmnng a hine ]}‘l_n wWls u.'l'"'n !I“- coOnnECtons
came alive. The con ivu-mn;: blocks sec retly i'i,lu:.l T
the Convention of Thoms so lomg ago came loose. The
muadness flowed from mind o mind, opening the secret
eyes in each one. Where the infection had merely Lain
dormant in the Camiarilla amtirrit, it now burst forch in
full bloom

We tell these in the Camarilla thar iv wis the foult of
the Sabbat “mntirin® thar we were affecied with this
pligue. Those few in the Sabbat who noticed any change
it il demandied misch less l'll"].iT'I..ilH wi- | haey alrendy Joode
o rhee famnily i almiost Conimgios arud ri;:l-r]I,.' s it
seema, Just another outhreak of discase, brought back
umcler conitrol easily enough, that's all. And that's all dhey
need 1o know

Why did the Reawakening come onus "Perhaps it had
something todo with Malkav shifting in hisbodiless sleep
Perhups Ravnos' death-scream was sosharp that itreached
bk through thme 1o caress us oll

Yes, Raves. You remiember.

THeE Week OF NIGHTMARES
I RN rfﬁk'l[l‘l‘f'.’ |
A gibbering hined from o thousand doars
wet, teqring rutses like soddden, spomiry bones prdled apeare
crietdof afwe -thrated dernons shneking thenuelus rou
flashes of fre bvrming agnimst evelids, outlining a pian
iif ety skin wiho abices nune of his ten heeds avry and devours
(e |Ii e
tha stemch 5 Pdiarncd emicd buiteer u:r!lrr,;: m the LL'plhi uf
| !"‘ r.I“.'

D you remiember the Week of Nightmanes? Do you
remember the reports of hurmicanes in India? Or is ir your
own fevered dreams sha !|Iu,'r.* with vou!

The demon pod of lies woke hungry in far-off Cathay,
tensted, and finally died. When he sprang from dhe carth,
b wis thirsty for the blood of his own, he was boiling with
tury, and be was mad. Sach inemity anid such thise his
'-lllfll_'L‘ o I :'ll.li [ hl I.'.] in ||| Oof Our h-':'-l\l'l.. ,|,|||,| W I]g-._l
trom hime [The coeamure we nume *Ranvnos™ had awakiened,
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and there was very little anyone could do to resist his
horrible nightmares.

We clutched at our skulls, and we eried out for relcase
from the nightmares. His fever — an echo of his fever —
burned across the Cobweb, touching each of us with licks
of heat and fire. How much worse his own grandchilder
had it, for they died in each other's mad, bloodied em-
brce. At lust the cries and the visions and the pain ended,
and we shook with fear. You shook with fear. Nobody
needed to explain to you that something terrible had
happened.

The Antediluvians are real. One of the Thirteen
woke, raged, feasted and finally died, and all his get died
with him.

You didn't need any explanation.

You know what is coming.

(GEHENNA

“So, o, ovr Grandsires will rise from the ground

They will break their fase on the first pant of us

They will consiome us whole™

The time grows nearer and nearer stll. The hideous
eye has opened in the heavens, and its awful red light
colors our sight. We see crescent moons everywhere —for
we are the Clan of the Moon, after all — and wonder
which one marks the last Daughter of Eve, and which are
deceptions planted o mislead us. The blood nuns like
water, andl the potence in it withers. The time is upon us.

We are haunted by visions. Not a night passes thar
cousins donot wake from their day’s slumber streaked with
bloody tears, crying out against the prophetic mightmares
that have come on them. The visions carch ar you, too —
| could never have found you if you weren't marked, Our
curse has come on us a hundrediold in these Final Nighes,
for we are the ones doomed to see what is coming.

" _

The Prophet of Gehenna — he wamed of all this.
hrdmhnfnllemeﬂrn_:hmlmrmm 1S CONTHINg.

He was blessed with the vision of Octavio, who saw,
Bur alas, the memories that he carried were lost with his
Final Death. He was extinguished, and his visions guttered
out — they have vanished utterddy from the weavery.
When we arrived to bear his dust home, we found some of
his last scrawls, a few scraps of foretelling that he'd hidden
within his writing—

But they are incomplete, and the prophecies that
remain are in the possession of a childe of Set.

And as you can see, the patterns are whirling and
clicking like gears; and like gears, they fall into place
once again.

This is why | chose you. This is why you had to hear
all this. You must be ready. The Ravnos were not ready,
and they were devoured. The others are not ready, and
they will be devouned as well.

You must see the parterns. You must learn from what
has come before. You must be able to look into the future,
el o divine the firal signs. You — we — we have the Sighe.

You cannot look away.

At last, he venconled; his stiffered limbs cracked and fought
as he pulled them free of himself. His mind was abod; his
movements were strmgely, smoathly precise, A fame prlse of
heat, some half-remembered ghost-fever flickered i his fove-
bwain. He flexed his fongers veflexively, and was ondy somewhar
aware of the odd stickiness that clumg to his skin; a portion of his
comsciousness then noted that he was greedily lickmg the sull-
wwarm flad from his hands.

Dierviel sar quileddy, no bomger himself. Like some form of
fleshy mamtis, he metiadousty licked each finger clean, then
detuahed the vemumits of the blood from his face. Then he lerched
to his feet mone swift jerk, and then, ke a dnmnken puppeteer’s
mariemette, he stagpered awry.

Crormn Oz Tha Towen o Bas
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If wimi find vim are fallmg into madness — dive

Malkzvian prowerh

| keep on drsiming during the doy. | thoushie thar wos
iy e 1o Hipy — that amy of thie others ever mill sl
e, so L don’ really buve anyrbuiog o buse that sssmption
in other than o linke common sense. At leet, | think it
cornamon seree. ' 20 vears desd. | shomikin's have dimims.

Pt thiem mgzan, w's viot like D ean really call whia 1. . vee do
~!I|II'!III,':Tl'|r ohiy _'\|:1'|' o I||"||1‘|-- B POy b W e UL b,ni [N]
wake up with maore enengy, bue thar dosn't happen unles

That's the part thar bothers me most. When the sam poss
demarm, | caam veaally feeld . Pardy ic's the renm of my sirength,
however much of that | may love, mostly in's the Bamger.,
Woakong up hamgry . - it hosn't gotten any berter wirh time. B
even when what's beft of my innands are clwing ar me, | think
thuat's bettier thun when ke up anocnd midnight or so, and o
o i'.im_':n arall

Thecthenkevpsying, at et when they think Tdon'thou
r! W, !l'l-“ ATV BN Iy h!.“'li'q BTSN ‘I’L‘.i 1."'-'{' Pt
themaghir o mveell i insme, not whien D wes alive iind it when
hecarne. . ahis. Bur ir'sso hand so be sure, Whst bappens when
e dresiming” Am | acnually awake, and doing thirgs | cn't
remember!

Are they mgtie !

Am | weame!

THe FAMILY
MAI KAVIAN

Saw Fizgernkd, of all people, bese nighie. Hee bookad mathier
bretter then b has any matve vo, all dheres comsadbenad, bur thiene
wiis somethimg around the comers of his eves | et really sw
wihut i v, e o feli, s [« o pick: o bl o of wcnod
fro 20 yomds cowey, 1oy s v samellinge thiar on Fiesenuibd
II'\]IN in b postuse. Dot this extra sotethi i k't seem Dike
hiks muntune s oo used o i or we ik o bod spwie iy o paokan, o
vtk of bligh, Probaddy sornething e jue puc ko up over b
Lt serveral yers — Gond knwows v chomased v, e plenity
I saill e one ancombortable, dough, | krewe | o't mss
Fromembkdvery far, andeven thenondy on finaly nomess, bt this
riew werinkde . . Jotudsng

T wees  euapid ackess, all dhingss comsidencd, bt | enced 1
sobomyge i obwonne chesens and whaethwer they weere soimething 1
shwdd be worned abwoun or noe | chengy b Blowe oe off. T
he sacngilly surnded peesty interesral. Maybe | wold him mon
than | should hove, becmse by thie el of o all, be'd kind of
gz ] whiat | wos petrmg an, whon D weimted oo knew
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ooty thie bazarr, e saidd. I there's any som of disesse in the
blood, you'll only be able wo firsd it at the heare of the family.

S thar's what I've gotrodo, | dink P'm sane. | don't believe
that my mnonaliry was stripped fom me when | was numed.
Anything thar'’s happeniad between then and now is no more or
less than what's happened 10 any other of our kind, blood
rebarions nonwithstanding. If anyone’s seriously, provably mad
wround here, it's our elders, and that could be senility as much as
wnything else. So | think I'm sane,

i lirche frightened, though. | know I'm not deprived like
BeckerorDyeworwhoever Ringall'sfriend was hock in Wanerfond.
| can sex how Fiezgerabd or Peard migha be o linde souched, but
theey re notreally any worse than mast of the withened things thar
flit anowmsd in Elysium or the local Rack. Bt there's no telling
hiow okl either of them are._they lie, after all. And | know tht
there's not a Kindred among us who wouldn't stoop 1o shnder,
s i smot likee | have o beliove those stories about Malkav's blood
— but | have to wonder.

Thar'sagood sign, though. If you question yoursanity, that's
agood sign that you're probably sane after all. | can't remember
whiere | hasand tha.

THeEMBRACE

Start at the oot That's the sensible thing. Find a partern.

Undortunarely, it's o hand finding pattems here, when
you're talking about the family. Maost of the restdon't like talking
about their. .. their Embmces. Some have a different story every
time you sk thern. So i's hard 1o see where the common threads
lie.

What lirrhe | could get 1o come together came topether in
Phuladelphia, where | mansged w get ino Pack’s mind for a
while. Hee was crystal clear after a few sips, much moreso than for
anyof those self-prockimed “sine” chans it's been my misforune
ti sk with,

1 wensn't happy 10 hear about the “reality busters™ ar all. I'd
never met one myself, but the facr thar they were our there
explamed a lor. These creaures, for whatever reason, are text-
book stalkers. They select their mngets a long time in advance,
then systemanically start rearmanging their victims' (yes, sictims,
there's no nead 1o kid myself here) lives. Maybe they st by
rearmanging their victims' apartments. Then they gracuate
hypnotisingfriendsand relativesintotemporanly actingstrangely
o forgerting about their prey. Inducing hallucinations isn't
beyond them, either. Basically, it's like Gastight ull over again,
only the point s m somehow soften up the victim for the
Embrace, 1o get them “wsed 10" thetr new neality or something.
Sounds like bullshit tome. That's probably how Beckerand Pearl
pot their hangups, come to think of it. Pack didn't know where
thistradition pos started — Lhate o think of some would-be guri
starting! this whole movement, and then instucting his childer
o do bkewsse. No wonder 0 many other vampines think
Malkarvians are insane. They've scen these assholes’ work.

Then, too, there's the fact that we sometimes work in
groups. | have no idea how sl that is — if the Brujah or
whoever have “coming-out partis” for their new childer, T've
never been invited. Bur I've sssistd m — what s i, four? —
sirings over the yeans — never providing blood 1o the infan, of
course, but always there for moral support, exom muscle, what-
ever. It seems right; after all, an Embeace s o fumily evene. But
book ar the patterns — is that o common habit, or specific 1o us
Malkaviens!

Wair. Largely unimportant, either way; that's st methiod-
ology. Motive, now — no patterns at all, not that | can see. If
there are any, I'm sure they're not specific t our bloadline. I've
heand abour cults of enlightenment — isn't there a better rerm!
— and how they keep on trying 1 foas on our supermal
perception and such. But how's that any different than those
Tremere freaks! Everything ele — well, as near as | can figure,

BEFORE AND AFTER

The Book of Nod claims that Caine forbade the
Embrace of “those who are disensed, insane, o full of |
ill humors, or they will mint the Blood." The I
Malkavians, of course, ignore this tenet freely. On the
other hand, they don't always flaunt it

Basically, it doesn't matter whether or not a
candidate for the Embrace is mad befosehand or not,
neither from o rules standpoint nor from the clan's
perspective. The Curse isthe Curse, and all Malkavians
wind up in the same boat. Sometimes the deranpe-
mn:nwuuhm&ml:ﬁ:udumrmﬁmlup-ﬁnm
undeath; sometimes it's replaced by another afflic-
tion, and sometimes youretain your previousdementia
and gain a completely new demngement post-Embeace.

The most obvious example is that of mental
disorders that stem from chemical imbalances orother
problems that just don't exist in the vampiric body. If
8 vampire's endocrine system doesn't work ar all, it
would make sense that any side effects of a damaged
endocrine system wouldn't manifest in an undead
form. However, sometimes such a disorder remains
after the Embrace; whatever mark it's made on the -
person’s intellect is apparently quite deep. These
disorders can take a very different form in a vampire |
than they would ina human; for instance, a pedophile |
in life might become a Malkavian with an almost
Ventruelike compulsion rofeed only from children, or
o strangely possionnte jealousy that drives him w© |
assault vampires who somehow “threaten” children. |

The practical upshot is that the Lunatics who |
were clinically insane before they became vampires
tend to suffer a lirtle more than those who wese sane |
before the Embrace, but that's really neither here nor
there, is it? 1
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it has to do with advancing a stre's specific agendia or cuse
There's no ovemll agenda o the Bmily; i there's some sort of
consptracy sumong our bine, 1 hoven't been nonfied of ie.

Even then, there wes the part when Pack began tulking
hout "the inbection.” It wis o strange wary of putting It wo; |
mican, you am't just scckdentally make a virmpire, 've never
muacke one mwself. These'snothing contaglous about it Aboutis

Still, e wan complesely convimoed, IF 1'd foousad hand
encugh 1o book right through his face wnd down into wherever
he keeps hitnself, I'm sire 1'd see the sime convichion. Hee's
alsohsely se there's some kind of disssise mous, and dhar we
can't help sprending it along. He says soanetimes we deliberntely
hétlp i alorgg. And thor arminide bothiens the bvirge hell our of me.

| Ian, 'l'r{'l-‘l:'fl I Wi I'I_hll‘f'.i 1'.1.1

Hmm. Stmnge

['vee gt s st ‘-[l‘l‘l'll'lﬂ better. [ can't tell mry deesms from
LY TS l'!.l.ﬂ“ M

The Grawen

| UJ'IH.L'! lllil.'ln.'! 11.l|.l |..||1|.:|1|.;' lllﬂ.“ 1il' s Urlllll LRI
dhrougrh. . wrong!

| should've thoughe of them sooner, | suppose. 1'd kind of
wrirten them off & filed expenments | mioan, 1I'd seen two of
them birthed and drsgged away, and | suppose i o0 wonder |
dichny'r vy o dhink prusch, abour thetn afterwand,. Sometimes dw
it et choesn't makie #t

|| !1'-'rr'x ST kIT'h‘i' W | '.'ﬁ et n.ihl,'.ﬂ' I LUs

K inedred, then
b thet s b i commes theough. Those ewen posor bosends

The girl in El Preo, w1 porticulor. She junt kept shricking and
shiriekingg, even mfter we'd fed ber. Foe b, And she fousdh like
the devil, oo, Strong enougdh 1o [ me off oy feet at besst onee
dhe gt

"-\.:'I.'.Ilju.‘d .!.'Ili = Il'.i[l.‘.!L ven “!IJ!!, F'L[.’j_‘IT:|;||.'-I-I.I { KT r--]'r_ I

umilil we secured her better, Andshe pet wouldn o %

nl-l'-i'!.th‘nfﬂl-'il'l'u‘! eyes, il | comabd feed h|.-|111l|.': IR ol
froam where | wis

“She s Cimowed, " hesaid, “MNothing left bt bones.™ And me,
I chich " sk oy cpuestions. | el ber whibthe e dieowe thie staike i,
»lrhi”'n"h-.'\“-l‘.'l“w'r1llt+h"r.|n,.l:h.{]u'.ll._i',-n.|'r|.|;1|.1r||.1'|'.r..-n,

Fonny. They took the kid avway, oo | s then i b
niceded to be put down — how would a catstonic feed himseli”

bt 1 s st i shake of the head for an answer

Where do they go! U'm afrood o ssde ewoukd be ol too ensy
to chmin them dry once: mone without o prmee ever fmdimgg oo
andd the corpse woulkdn't be any different from o morml's. Foe
whatisvernszson, someone frther bock aloog thar o st need
them i they are. Maybe they're kept as prvate feading stock for
ehiders; Hmow that 've been termptod by the sancllofmotherkin!
b, | b getning: these flashes, thowdh, of grest pits with mon
hars, part 200 cage and pant weyhun The thowgdu of those
peychaotics” cold hands chutching at seone, thneting theough d
bars, pleading for relesse. . and why would they be kiepx there

Chowrmz T bont Browaw




ard not klled outriggh, if someone wasn't planning on releasing
them somedy?

My wnegnation’s kicking up something fierce. 1t's my
fckeuhup rest cycles. I 1'd ever seen such a thing, there's no way
I'd forget it

GATHERINGS

The Call cime ronight. 1 didn't need that; | have too mach
oy frgune out already wathout having to spend time with the rest
ol the tamily i this city. In whatever city this is. .. it's so demn
harch o vell at g, from the ground level And my dreams keep
fucking up my recollections, so I'm no longer sure which ciry
came first and which cime seand.

It waesn't the first time, of course. | mean, it wasn't the first
time the Call hadicome for this gathenng. I'd heard ie a week ago,
funt lke an echo, abour a thousind miles away. | wasalready on
iy wary, though — | didn't come hisre for the gathering, | came
here on my own business. But the Call cume wgiin in afew diys.
]hhnh:l.ll.‘r.llﬂ.ld!.‘—- Im.nimdlqm%hn bonader than
that cobwebby sound it was before. And tonight — againy, sl
whispering, but practically in the same mom. | mean, compuans-
tively; | know it sn't acoally in the room, it's in the blood—

And it woukd have been a magor breach of etigquette 1o mis
the gathermg, but | wene because | didn't want o hear the Call
fiurtering continuosty all night in my head, If the gathering'son
in the city you're in, you can hear the Call all night — probably
s remoroed from havingsix or 100r 50ofus inone plice atone
tme. | understand some of s — Ringaall, for instance — can
e the Gall, or don't hear it as loud s | do. Lucky bostands.

Beckier was the one who'd called the gathering. Which, of
course, meant wewere in St Lous. Funny how | just rememberad
that — how it becomes easier 1o remember cities by whao's in
change rather than the kandrmarks and the food, Hadn't scen the
Ciatewny Anch yet, and of course | don't eat, So. Becker.

Never any telling what's going to go on at a gathering, and
thes wasn't any different. Ran for at least an hour without any
direction, hefore Becker started addressing usall. At Jesst nobody
obwious Froen any of the other clans showed up. Yeah, yeah, 1
hwdmw—mmﬁnmummmﬂmdﬁmﬁ
ts free to come et an eyeful — bue | juse don't feel comfortable
with some hali-decayed Nodermty or swish Toreador looking
down ther nose ar the famaly.

I wonder how much goes unspoken ar these meetings!?
Sometimes it seems like the gatherings are called for no point
whatsoever, except for a few of the older ones o conmcr each
other and ploe in full view of the rest of us. Mindgames, played
with the family. When we are called on business purposes, it's
usslly some crusade or another — show this prince the other
sie of reality, smite that anarch down for his tnespasses, drive
these mortals completely bugfuck.

Funny thing i, | don't think I've ever seen one of those
crusades voted down. It's like only the interested parties would

everhear the Call in the first place, but L know that's bullshit. 've
disapread with thecnmades myself now and again, really. Heaven
anly knows why | wound up going along with them. Sclf.
preservaticon, | g,

St. Louis has its share of freaks, oo, At least it’s not Philly,

THECAMARILLA

In trying 10 discover exactly what | am, | seem w be
uncovering quite a kot of what Fm e U, thae doesn'y really
ke seree, bt it's hard ...

Right. Back 1 the basics. I've spent almast all of my nghrs
tnCamanllacities, and that s hardly surprising most of the famaly
heas wound up m the Camarills, after all, I's neally nor so much
a mutter of chosce for most of us, | think; | mean, you don't gt
1o choose which sect your sire o grandsine sided with back in
1400 or whenever it was.

They sort of..seem w like it there. It's not for me —
sometimes | just get that ich at the back of my doull when I've
been in one place oo kong, or the drearns st getting o lirde
worse, and theit™s a sign that I've st e g, v hreow ! — but the
system seems to suit ‘em. There's a lot more talk about human
endeavor, ant and thought and the like, in the Camarills — soudf
the Sabbuat just doesn't seem to appreciate, or o the stoies go.
People are more receptive there, at keast w0 open discussion.
Question the princeand there'sstilla good chance he'll mark you
cown in his ledgers as a potential challenge o his authority, and
with thiat usuadly comes some form of retribution. But at beet it's
not usrntesd.

Idon'thnow f it woulkdbe fair sy thar the Camarill ruses
Malkav's line. Most of the vibe I've gotten is that they woukd
mther have the family working for them than against them. [t's
not really nuach of & marter of met it's an amngement of
practicality. | imagine we're much like the Tremere to the rest of
them — notsomeone they'd preferto huve on theirsicke, but with
tibents thar they can we.

They sure don't like Malkavion princes, 'l sy that much,
It's probubly that same damin prejudice towand some imagined
“infirmity” — but a Malkavian in power i presumad 1o be
nothing more than a figurehead, ably manipulated by someone
behind the throne. Oh yesth, but we're toounstable foreven that:
wecan'tbe trusted o jumpany which way, sowe're ot everany
good as puppet povernons, Pastands.

b e s amusing when the occasional fimily member ks
power and does a good job of it. They probably don't expect that
tohappen o often — or mayhe they re afraid that itwll happen
more often than they'd expect.

Theydon't likewsmlkabout Antedibviansinthe Camarilla,
A point of etiquette! O fear? It's an artinade that seems Lagely
exclusive 1o those outside the family, though, Pack didn'e have
any difficulty discussing martens of heritage, and neither did
Amy-Lynn. It's hard 1o ignore legends of the founder when
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you've ot something in your head that sometimes pulses with
what you cin only assume & his shifting consciousnes, o
memonies of his old dreams.

THESABBAT

| swear, | could get in so much mouble for this. If word poc
out that | was talking with Sabbar, then 1'd be bunned from the
iy it best, and devoured ar worst. And on the other hand, any
Sabbarpack whociught me in their remritony would probably nail
my intestines to a lamppost and drag the rest of me three streets
ower. This is asure mark of desperation, which | am not tuking as
a oo sign.

B ' g, 1 oo who ' doing, 1've done wonse than
this before.

I don't know what it is abour the Sabbar, but those of the
tamily whao've sided with them are the ones who wum our the
worst. It sounds like the neality busters have a real foothold in the
“antitribu” culture, because it really seems that they're making
sire anyone they Embrace is pood and eney beforehand.

1 waas huschey 1o run imtis Pesarl, reallys mavbe it's because she's
a pood bit older than me (and it's the younger genemnion who
really seems toget it in the s in the Sabbet, probably on account
of there being so damin muny of them), but she'’s just ahout s
stable a5 you could ask for. From the Sabbat, thar . It was one
of those serendipity things; that, or maybe she had lookouts
watching for me. I'm thinking the former, though. Wedo tend
w find one another “accidenally™ an awful lot.

Oy, 50 it might harve been o mistake 1o tum the conver-
sation around o politics. But | nesded 10 open the door, 1o get
herstarted. Once we'dshared afew stones and l'dagreed with her
enough to rela her (but not so much that she'd get aspiciows),
then | coubd sk the questions | really wanted o ase. Ir turmed out
all right, though.

| listened between the lines, focusing on the things she'd
never form into wonds Her tongue bent around in such a way
that it became pretty obwvious that whatever she'sdoing, it hasn't
been clesned with most of the mnking princes and such of the
Sabbat. Something covert, something unspolen berween
cousire. .| lemed in, and listened more chsely.

She talked about the silliness of vamgpine sects making war
on one another, and behind her wonds was hiding a scene of fire
andearth, of the ritual mas Embrace of 10, maybe 20 newcomess
all aronce, all of our family. She lughed and tlked about the trip
1o Amsterdam she wanted to ke someday, and i ber bngghter
wis it tale of entire packs, all of the clan, all bound 1o their
superion sccond and the animiba’s purpose fint. She mentioned
thest scrnetinmies she missed Chinese food, and something. . huge
wats looming behind thar linde anecdote.

And then she seemed to gues that | wassecing what she was
leaving unspoken, and the conversation stopped there.

=

'

Befiore we splitupagain, though, [bit the bulletand oumghe
askedd if she'd seen any sort of signsof madness in the bload . snff
that couldn’t be explained away by pamcularly hanh Em-
heace rites.

She lmghed in my face.

Wt a bich.

“I'm soery,” she sond, “but that juse soundled so fucking funny
coming from pou.” Then she left a nice tip on the counter and
she got up and walked out.

What the hell is that supposed to mean?

AUTARKIS

1 think 've pot more cmse to worry.

Yous chon't ko how lucky you are,” Hector said. He said,
"Maost of the rest of us, we need protection and a solid hunting
ﬂn:d.l-h\'thml'mwu&ﬂt.m&g&mnm wocity like

Shit. He's pot an excellent pomt. | amone of the luckyones.
I canumally find someone to vauch for me inany Camanlla ciry,
and | know enough to keep my head down in Sabbsit temiony
I've got a bank account large enough o fund the occasional red-
eyeor iohire someone todrive i tmack one or twocites dovn the
mnd. (Can't remember the last time | made o deposit on that. |
sureas hell picked the right funds when | made these investments
wary back when, or mayhe 've got the most steadfst accountant

At lemst I'm noe fully alone, though. Blood nuns a linke
thicker than. .. well, the blood in the other chans, it seerms. Excepe
maybe the Tremene, but, well. Sure, some of the family have med
1o do me in shordy after inmoductions, but | think | was getting
treated much the sime as any other pessonwould hove been. We
put up with cach other a lirte berer, probably becnee of the
shared burden — | mean, the basic prepudice thar other clans
hurve for us, what with them thinking we're all crey and sauff,

(Am 1! sill don't think so. Fm still questioning,)

Not a hell of a lot of sutarkis out here, though, You kind of
et isolated from the rest of the family, and tharcan ges scary. Phus,
there's that katert verror that o you sty too far awary from othens
of the clan, maybe a litde oo much of the madn— the
supernatumil qualities left over in the word will come pooling
it you. We draw serange shie; all the hiatics come out of the
woodwork around us, and all the strange accidents st happen-
ing near us. Berter 1o have compeny.

THe COBWEB

Here'skind of an obwious thought. | wonder Most of ourbad
reputation must come from the Network | mcan, what s it thar
LeRaod called it? Yeah. The “Mallavian Madnes Network,” s if
it were some st of mdio stion or television channel or
something. That's not o name for it, of course.

Cronrmea Toce bsne Buowam

4l




Come o think of it, we don't reallly have a name for it The
connecthon s the clan; the chin 5 Malkav: Mallaw i the
connection. Or at least, thar's the story.

Well, that's not specifically mae. We have names for ie, bt
they're all different. Metitron; the Mouth of God. The connec
thor. The Cobweb, The nenvesof Malkay, Babel, The wemvery,
some sty "Ournarne s Legion, forwe are many™ —and from that,
the Legion-mind. 've heand Gnostic blathering about encoded
sephiroth, stories about rcial memony so advancad it allows us
to remernber things that are still happening — actually, | kind of
like thar kst ome. Racial memory— ifthat’s true, it explainsa lot.
For me, thar is.

When youget right down toit, | wouldn't e surprised ifover
bl of 1es b e resal ke thiae the Nevwork: exists, or at ket in
the form that | undesstand it. It fust doesn't need an explanation,
at besst i you're living — um, wrong word — with it

I'm acoually srprised that none of the other clans ssem o
have something like this — or at lesst, if they do, it's odd thae
nobody has ever, ever let slip. It seems so obvious that if you're
all connectied with the blood ties, that you should all have this
link of some kind. Like, sy, the blood bond, Himm — hadn'’t
thought of that before. bs the Network something similar 1o thar?

It's ot [ikee thee messages come every nightt. | hear o flutter
of a volce maybe once a week or so; more often as a gathering
approaches, of course. Rosegarden’s 1 lot worse off than | am,
though; she says she gets those voices every couple of nights. She
s the: first one 1o the gathering back in 92, 50| puess she's right.
On the other hand, ke Becker; he almost has 1o be physically
ferched ifa gathering'scoming, Completely blind 1o the connec-
tion, and kind of fucked up for his trouble.

Poack says he thinks vhar it's Mallew's lirde clever stunt on
all of us; that he's wired us to be his security system, so he can spy
through our eyes and nun his portion of the Jvhad all the more
effectively. That's ullshir. | refuse w believe thar Malkav isstill
out there and awake, much less phogsed o all our eves. If e
were awake, there'd be no way we could nog know about it

Unles. . .he woke lp&ﬂmt}l‘lii‘:nu I.Tlin.‘li“:ﬂ back!

Lkindd of fieed s it he beetrer — no, no, |guess [ don'e. 1 should
feel better, though, becmee the “voices in your head” thing
comes from the connection, and maybe that'swhere we pet some
of our bad publicity, But [ can't shake the feeling I'm missing
something. It must be hecause of than shic-eating grn of Becker's,
und thar habit Dvew has of slicing away bits of his skin now and
again — as kong s they're part of the fimily, it's hard o sy with
vy conviction that we're not all thas bad off,

And if they weren't driven mad by overexposare 1o the
Cobweb, then where did it come from!

Clavaont: Moy
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MAIL KAVIAN
[PrACTICES

[PRANKING

All rigtht, relax: There'san ourside chance that all of this—
my deep schedules, these “somnambulistic feedings” or what-
ever they are — & just o prnk.

If thar’s tuee, it’s neither funny nor appreciated. | suppose
whoever's doing it — if they're doing ir, don't ger unnecessanly
paranoid — is probably trying ro get me 1w doube my sanity, 1
question my tole in the clan, o figure out just why 1t s thae |
belong. Maybe it's working, then. Maybe.

| don't see as how | was being pariculiarty obouse before,
though. The pranking — that's something we direct at people
who are a lirthe too secure in themselves and their perception of
“their place in things,” not—

Hiuh. Olcary, look again ar that. Maybe | am being pranked.

The best ones are always subtle, that's oue. Matter of pride.
Get the mmpet thinking that maybe he's going crazy, or mayhe
he's just opening his eyes for the first time. Make him wonder
which it is. Make him think about the fact that even he's made
of sk and bone thar can burm — geta feel forhis own mortality.
Gt him thirking ouside the ho,

“Practical joke™ s just sschabad erm forie. |t goessobeyond
pratfalls. God, what was that howler that Netchurch stuffed in
one of his thisses! It's not even really ment o be funny, really,
not even to s — well, the better pranks are, but that's not the
point. Painting all the marble in Elydum in those beight colos
thuat the Greks used to fvor; you don't really do that 1o see the
Faces of the Totesdor. Well, mavhe you do, but its more to see
that slow seeping realization that they've become such creanmes
of habir that they—

Gening nestles now. 'm geming thar kind of itch, | guss
bocmse I've boen thinking about this so much, Who's set fora
little eye-opener armund here! Keslo? Maybe.

Takes a kot of guts 1o go after the big tirges. Maybe 'msolt,
but | get real nervos when the bocal cousins stant putting an
entire clan in their sighis. It'sonly happened twice, sure, ar least
s s v seen — but God oy, if it waisn "t just abour the same
thing each timie — and this in cities a few thousand miles apart.
The consins were in chamcter, 50 1w speak, the minute they
wilked into the gathenng space. Even the kacations were kind
of arypical, although they made a sort of sense i you think like
ahastand. The chilkdnen's libriry scemed like a really stupid place
0 hold a gthering, but when everyone samed acting like the
bocal Wardocks, it was kind of mny in hindsight.

I.t s II“".\'E HETW SETHADS mt‘ﬂm tﬁ&iﬂﬂ: I
can'tspeak foranyone else, but Honow thae Cantererneverspoke
with aclipped Dover accent before the Obllowond Strees gather-

ingg, und she haen't used it since. She wsn't playing the part of
anyone | saw in the Elysium, either — probably one of the
lesser lights

D, but | wish they'd provided nourishiment that wasn't
a irtde spiked. | really wish | could remember exactly what | wes
doing then, ind who 1 was hanging with for the durstion. | feel
they might've scammed me into playing a part, oo, but | don't
remember anyone approaching me about it or giving me my

Mobody said anything afterwand, or really called & w0
anyone's artention, but | per the feeling thar both nmes dhis
happened, the gathering was being warched. Probably by a
member of the appropriate clan each time. Thar makes serse;
what's the point of putting on a fancy show like that for aur
amiscment

Thing is. ..if I'm being pranked, a kot of cousins it be in
on it, and it's gong on outside sect boundanies. 1've had thee
dreams and lapses on both coasts, and even outside the States. |
have to wonder why they'ne bothening,

PropHecy

LeRaoi is really staming 1o act like a dick. 1 have udd that
miotherfucker repestedly that I'm not going to o scurrying back
to help him out with his lictle Elystan schemes, that I'm on
goddamn misson here. | said to him, “Use this number anly for
emergencies, got it And whatdoes he do!He promptly calls me
up, ROt even 4 year into my fact-finding mision, whining about
he's starting o get these bad feelings, and that | need 1o stan
getting all oracular for him 5o be knows which way to jump.

“Look,” he said, “there's really nobody ebe | G oust. And
you have the Sight — thar s whar youcall i, o, nght! You have
the Sight, and it's srong mside you. | know you don't thank of
voursel in dhat '#Ef.hi]ml‘ll‘ﬂﬂ?h‘lh!hl’.“mmﬂ
The...the you inside, it has vision that you have yet 1o tap. And
I need that vision.™

Yeah. Il admit it. I've got the Sight. I'm one of the family,
s0 that means I'm not completely fucking blind. Bar | swear 1o
Giaxd, I have no idea why he thinks I'm the Delphic Omcle all of
asudden. There are family members out there who make a living
ar forerellings and interpretanions, awre. Peponally, | think
they're pranking the cutsiders half the time, and that's damn suse
why I'm not going 1o any of them to nm some drem interpre-
tations for me. Okkds are, they're in on the prank that's running
me ragged out here, so thar'd be weles

| guess it must have something 1o do with the family's
history, but | still don' get where this whiole “Malkon ians as seers”™
thing comes from. Admitedly, it'sa ot les widespread than the
whole “crazy” numor — or maybe it tsn't, and the outsidens who
want to court a seer's services just keep it under wraps. Maybe it's
because of that Umneda guywhostmed foretelling the Camanlla's
birth, orwhatever the stiory s I mighthavesomethingwodowith
fishing informarion off the weavery, but that's just idiculions —
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PR \NHSAND DRESTION
Liontrsin '-'['--]"Il.nr belick, the purpose of Mulkavian |1r-llll- isn't Lo gain 4 |.|r| presrige In faet.

the architect of a particulacly inspired prank will gain any regard at all

rhere's no pusrantee thar
iking is -'w-'ru-l”:r part compulsion and parn intellectunl exercine: o the

1M s his peck Pr i

Malkavians, it's as natural as tesching a child s read or pointing dut w brilliantly plumed bird o
afriend who doesn't see 1t [t's almose a methiod '-"}"l'l-'*”“l.' ‘-I‘ailli[lh{‘-’ht ability to see more of the
world Fove } 1
WOTIE NOr wiat it g

Any vampire who's a compulsive creature of habit is ripe pickings for a prank; for example, if
he goes hunting in a cyele of the same three clubs each Friday, a Malkavisn who knew him would
probably try having his car towed, barring him from entrance or teherwise disrupting s rouring
Vampires who are overly set (n theie ways are just ripe for picking. The exception s the fellow
Lunatic whose derangement makes him a stickler for order; such a vampire sn't really due
pronking, as he already sees “something other than the cave walls,” and his behavior is fust a
reaction to the grearer reality that other clans don't see. Twiated logic, 1o be sute, but nobody ever
sczuned the Malkavians of anvehing else.

A'final nore: Being a Malkavian, and being expected to prank somebody every now and agsin,
doesn't grant the equivalent of diplomatic immunity. There's an unspoken sgreement between the
Malkavian elders and the elders of the otherclans that anly 5o much “levity™ will be roleraved. 1
' idiot childe decides that it's a good idea to pull down the prin e's pantyin the middie of Elysium,
ind the prince decides to exact immediate retribution, the pther Malkavians probably won't lift a
finget on the prankster's behalf. The shrewdest Lunatics know when to say when,

i-_:'.l-hj' L | ..I'l’-..l LIRE L
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how in the workd are you supposed 1o deliberately fish asound in
what essentially amounts to a a pack of voices speaking in
tongues in your head every now and again! s not the goddamn
Intemet.

| suppose there are nessons that it'sus, and not the Toreador
or the Tremere. The Toreador just don't oo enough on the
ughy and the broken; what lirtle Sight they have is so fine-nuned
that it's not neally that useful. And the Tremere! | suppose it's
easier to trust the neighhodhood “Lunaric™ than it i to put your
fnith in a butchered cat and some star chares,

Anyway, | gotra admit that | was really damn pissed —
maybe more pissed than LeRoi deserved, maybe, but he's just got
tovrealize that ['ve got something that needs doing here. | gues
it wais 2 lirtle spiteful of me 1o feed him thar cock-and-bull story
about lying down on his own funeral pyre, bur he'll gecover it

ReaLmmy BUSTING

With what Angheliki said the other night, it's kind of
temnpting to assume that prenking is part of what gives the family
our. . reputation. Pranking doesn't really explain it all the way,
though. Maybe there are mose reality busters out there than I'd
thought

Mo, not necessartly, There doesn't have o e that many of
them for wond toget amound — | mean, those damn Tremere still
tulk about the demon Sahibn until sunup, and has anyone seen
a Salubei in the ket 200 years? So if the Salubei are just abour the
equivalent of a vampire urban legend — and if they'ne supposed
o have thiree eyes, ir's hard 1o mloe "em seriously — it's feasible
that the “Lunatic™ kabel might've sprung out of the stories of
Malkaviars who like to drive other people mad.

Diriven bastards, 'l give them that much. At least f Ringall
is any example. They do have a point in that we ¢an see things
that mortals and even muost other Kindred can'r. | doube that
madness i the key 1o opening those doors, though, After all,
insanity is an intemal thing, nght! It's not connected o any
outside forces — crazy humans anen’t hooked into the Cobweb,
right! — i's purely inyourown head. I'ssomething orying to get
out of you, not the workd trying 1o get in. Ringall dissgress, of
course. And if | didn'e know better, I'd say he's enzy.

Wait. One problem there. The reputation for. . insanity,
ir's old. [r would have 10 have samed back with the elders, and
I've never even heand of one of the older ones playing ar thiskind
of game. | bet thar doesn't mean they wouldn't do it. More like
they do it the: long way, over time. If that's true, then | pues the
anly people who could pick up on it would be ather elders. Soiit
mikes sense, It does make sense. Maybe ve found the answer,

FLDERSAND CHIL DFR

G, | don'tknowsihat came over Hoscha toniight. I'mibucky
he had thar ghoul handy.

C
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THE “Amrrnmu"'“.' 2
[PerspecTive
We are wom, m-‘:m.ﬂniquuﬂrdﬂd
kryaley tha presses on oxar collecte breast; for, afterall, aremox
mwmmﬁn

Madkay?

of Malkav, that we spread his mad seed
mnmdﬂ- : :

Mmﬁm I{qniu o fereby mowed
bbets, so small that we will a kst be e nfection’s master
nather than slate, then we cumn devour his essence, his deliram,
his swtsdom, il the fragmenes of his diviniry thar hove been left
in our blood. There is d term, s0 very modem, yet o accyemte
Mlmlmm#m

Bite-size portions '

&mmwﬂnﬂdﬂqhkﬂlnnﬁhww
puerpose, and they share it after all \whry s it that shey do o |
destry every last ove of the ifirn and broken amongst
themselves! No, they agree to keep the line sound. For every |
foolish, Whiuﬁﬁnw
they Frnbrace muomore. Such is uisdam. Mwﬁﬂun
mastery.
We are veally not so different, you se. Weud]-]
Malkav's ger. And we wall yet be Malkow.*

—Dlulﬂw pmkmmvmauh

e ow e e ek |

ﬂnw.lmmmhnt to force myself wo say it, but |
honestly don't recall ever meeting an elder uncle dhat wesn'tjust
alittle fractured. Time grates on the old ones, | gues. Maybe it’s
nat =0 much a pattem of insanity that the others talk about, but
more i pattern of senility, Or maybe it's just because of the tme
peniod they were mken. Combinanion of both, even.

Thaey don'c i real well ineo all char Frewd/Jung stuff | was fed
incollege. Yean on yeans of convincing themselves that they're
crzy, without any of the terms of modern-diy peychiatry — no
wonder they're bent in ways | can't really empathize with, I you
listen o the others, you can hear them alking back and foeth
abour Malkavian seers, kind of pretending thar they don't
believe all the stones but not doing a real good job of covering it
up- The eldens, that's probably where that reputation comes
fromn. If you get the Sight and you deal with it every night for

Mﬁ,ﬂhﬁzﬂﬁg
each of 1s would tear boose thﬂlﬂl‘
very veins. He would pool , Tise from our
mm—mm Evenif whar
Mmﬁmndhhb‘mﬂu and wnguarded
sumevhere, “Iﬂﬂ-hlp‘l _ ‘nﬁ&

f:&hmdiqhuhaﬂ.ﬁ leriee

el e
U oe
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yezih, that qualifies o being o prophet or somethine

MNoworder they sometimes fpume thar they'ne priver thelr visons
by G o soomne sudsrivute. Angheliki's sire wes sornething [
thut, o ot lesst | think she sid so I's kined of nubsbed off on her,
YWY

urwd theere's Mardeybare, the Puritan. He's gor thar Biblcal
focation that wousd gve me goose pamples, i, well, 1 beand that
It wass thtee e woithy st of the older ones. Clonmies of prowing
up o tme when the Church 5 whist you eat, drink. slexp,
bt waen'y there o soudy about bow mitltple personaliy
Jsomder 3 we know it wasn't recorded uninl & certain century!
And then everything ebe before then thar wis evens chose wis
cotses O “clerraonu fumseg .

U, I'd iorEiten Manths

The ancalkee tend o bea lirte more recognizable. | suppose
itna byprocuctof modemn medicine; they'reable tcope with the
micrind shifr o beo MIIng. . this . ..without hay g to belleve
thent the voices i thetr beschs are ders s orsonething. And the
incillae of the other clare e fond of pctarg June ared Freud
when they think we men't |L~1=':|'|::|;;

This is alss, God help s all, whene the seril killers s
Popping up

i 4.['-.“.‘.1»!“ thicy e mot e ‘il;.]'!.'q"h-[i]r l,,-rmi'. i'u 1'.-,“,-!
tomies of that Moderm onmn collecor #n Deroit oned the

i

el who kepr slicing singde mothen |;il.|1hu;n|:|p. Nt 1o
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mentimn the Sabbit
wht I've heand. Divew's bordedine, but 1 doub he has the sams
kindd of need 1o kill
thes. Marybe it spoesomethmgrodownhhe Induseral Revolution
irsd what city life became; Jack the Ripper didn't coawd from the
WO Wk u.nnl:rlu- 1800%, o] hu,"-u thie earbicst i':Ll]LiEt"I | cany
think of. The elders, when theykill
Proschocts of o different time

apparently othets disagree. And God, the storses nre petring
frightening. Cities are 50 huge and dense, and the TV keeps
floading the kine's heads with sesses and supenstmions they
wonskln't bave had before, and religion b fighting with scence
andd people don't know what to believe
peneraton of vienmpine we'ne perting. Ovendosed on stimulai i,
'-lﬂh'--lllrﬂ“ '-ii"'.'ll.'nr viskma ol e |A'-.I|L] i 1||.[r1r1l.;:151.,1! ey
snap and st carving out thelr own visions
never inegzine. The youngest chillder, they frighten me.

thest bt crazy & no real dewbacke. [t's the in thing 0 have a
therapist. Prosac will muke you feel better. There's no mal
r'rlu‘ll:i.b I T Jussy buckde dowm, o Jumi Crge Pex 1|_"-|1: e willing to
admit that they're dysfuncrional, repressed, oppressed, chemi
cally anbalncod
actions onto the convesient litthe scapeaoar of being *just o il
out of whack." And theyTl pladly suck down anw chemical or

. HNI '1-1_.1I?|. fhl' I‘-H11I|'Ir'l'. l‘\.l.l s -I'. e, ITTAm

he docsn't oy kg his own opporuni

they L think differenthy

I'm toally matnet piving the Embrace ny maniacs, Tt

- o chat's the Lirest

things | aould

Whairs really funny s howe the modem world seems o think

anything to shift the resporsibiliey for their




underpo just about any “mrearment” that doesn't involve oo
I much work on theirbehalf. Prerty soon, people won'the leaming
w cope at all — just 1o ke thetr medication on o regular basis.

Mot me. Noway. I'm not crazy, and it wouldin't be an excuse,
anyway.

pockErs oF Manness

1 swear to God, | think the alley outside i whispering.
There's nobody in it all, and I've looked so hand I'd see an ane
ke prsat theotherend Maybe it"sphoses they sy we can hear
them, now and again. We. Vampires. Not Mallkwvians. We'ne
not some different species of vampine. Not like the Nosferan,

Marybe I'm not making icup. Pack was fond of talking about
how Malkay's llness rranscended not only distance and bodies,
but even the blood. Hee said tha it could even get into 2 house,
astreet, a city — that it would pool in some places that had the
kind of psychic mdenmtions necessary. Like water rolling
downbhill.

Hill House. Standing by itself, notsane. Unplesssant thoughe.

Now | have to wonder what such a place would be like. 've
heard of the Well of Mirth, but 1'd presumed that its waters
caused hallucinations because of some fouled chemical compo-
sition, but that dossn 't explain why the German cousins hold it
almost sacred. Maybe they know something | don’t; maybe the
water's only part of the answer.

Woukd a place like that, a mad place, would it drink blood
that wes spilled there, soaking up the power in the vitae! Would
itneed ! How would it power its broadcastsof delirium ! | mean,
the street down in Paris where they drgeed out those daughters
and—

Am | remembering this!

CLAN TRADITIONS

Subbing into the heart of the clan again. Figerald, the
bustand, kecpsonplavingkeep-away with theanswers. Everyone's
playing some kind of giant game, and | can'thind cut what exactly
they're working towand.

I’ all about the tools. The methodologies. Thoughe dhat
wis umimnportnt, but | see differently. Now. They have apendis.
Ofcoumse they do, wealldo, bur there'spattems. Always patterns.

Infection. They like o use thar word a lot. It like we're all
playing this giant mosbid joke on the rese of the workd. Like we
wanttobethe gy whoscrwls“WELOOME TOTHEWORLD
OF AIDE" on his one-nighit-stand’s bathaoom mirror or some-
thing. It scems like o precy fucking juvenile stunt when it all
comes down @ it. But most everyone | know is too stmart to buy
nito that whole “Embrace everybady unal the workl's full of
vanpires and we, uh, have nothing left 1o ear”™ lime. Drew. The
bostard. Thar's what he proposes.

Whateke !Anarchy, Nogovenument,noSabbatorCamailla
or anything. Self-empowerment for every kit vampire in the

world Only it's o long, slow plot, way beyond what those
adolescent anarchs consider apropos methadology.

And the slaughtering of the sacred cows — what's the wond
— Jeomockasm. Dish people's treasures 1o bits and force them o
sift through the shards o find what's important. The mcksters
mither hiere, under this. leonoclasm is their icon. Pearl. She'sone
of these. She's here 1o destroy.

And that leads 1o lsmination. The need toteach. Toopen
up the doomof the mind. Ringall, that's what he wants. And loes
of other cousins with him. They don’t want to ilheminate me,
though. They don'twant 1 rell me the muth, Wit makes them
think that I'm somehow in the know, just because ['ve gt the
family blood!

Somany cousins and and mmitsand uncles —
so many perceptions and truths. Gaod, | must be floating on the
Network, | must not have realised ir. . o many idens, so many
rraditions, so many goaks. ..

Take iteasy. What ebse bsthere 'What about Roseganden. !
Yeahe Detachonent. That's it. Use the material poadss don't let
them uwse you. Don't get too attached. Don't get attached ar all,
Withdraw. Break the chains of the body, of flesh, bving o dead.
Transcendence can't come if you're shackled to things; nothing-
ness can't find you then, either.

Flashes. | can see the divisions. Marleybone — he standsfor
Divne comnecoon. He and the uncles and aunts and cousing like
himy, they find a link between themselves and the sublime. The
elders call to be chosen; the young ones want to be the anes
who choose.

| understand too much...

Can't shut i out. That's another trap. leovamce. If] decide
o ignore what I've leamed, | fall with these ones. Zen psvchotics.
Rejection of thought and mtionality, noching left but physical
action. Malkavians on autopilor. Temifying, No guilt, no shame
— nor choice. You can't be punished for your chowces, becuse
you didin't choose, you only scred. You can't be fadred for your
reflexes. No ideas.

Nihiism. The ultimate breakdown. | canfeel them out there.
1 dontclare reach our foe them; they'neso cold, my fingees would
freese and snap off. They're the mvens waiting for Gehenira, the
houndsae the gares. So many moee of them in these st few yeans
before it all ends; they must sense the finality as it’s coming, and
givethemeselvesover ot Most of them young, younger than me;
the elders, though, the ones who've been waiiting for centunies
ard centuries, and are prinding their teeth agina whetstones,
they're starting w move.....

Come on, think! Where do | fie into all of dhis? What's my
apenca!

Tue REAL CLAN TRADITION
Traditions are nice, but you really don't have to
have any. \

Counrvn Towo: Ivsn, Barmam

4




SALVATION

Is it possible! I've dug up 5o much else. Found so much,
Found I'm not whole. No, | am whole! But | feel so weak.

It know how to classify those namors of redempeion. |
mean, you hear them the fist time, and you want o believe
them. Then, lateron. once you've heardsomeof the other insine
bullshit — no don't use thar woed, they're not necesarily crazy
- hmur“u‘whurdmdﬂhﬁnmdwmmm
aroursd the fumily, and some of the anecdotes, you leam not 1o
take pest any nemos ar face vidue.

But the word. The name. Irrings, and it ringsight—like I've
heard it before, Gokorda

Il purge the infection, they say. Fyou free yourself from the
Hunger, you free younself from the demands that your mind
forces on you. { Whoare they! | don'tknow forsure. Voiceson the
MNetwork.)

Al the powens of the Sighe, but the ability to drink it all in
at ance. The ability 1o stare at the sun without blinking.

1 swear, | wish | could believe in ramors right now.

THe WORLD OQOUTSIDE

Twenty years dead. Twenry. I'm sure of i It's the Sight,
thar’swhat scausing me problems. | can see texoures — L couldn't
do thar before. | can almost tell cokors with my eyes shat, by
touching them andfeeling how much heat they neflect. I¢'s living
— na, wrong word — with that kind of perceptions thar's
nuking me think | remember things that | couldn't pussibly
remember. A hyperactive imaginanion. Like dreams—

NO. Mustn't think like that. | don‘tdreamwhen Pmawsike.
| do not healluciranee.

Fam only 20 years dead. | can nemember only 20 diyless
years, and 31 sunlit years before then. | cannot remember the
19th century, or any time before. [t's my imagination.

Listen 10 me. I'm mtonalinng. | don't acnually helieve
everything 'm saying, do 1! No. [ don't want to believe that I'm
wwsine, but | still wonder. Thar's a good sign, wondering
Wonderingwhether |'msineornor. By rights, thatshoukdmein
theat 1 aom sane

Pur they aren't memones.

ASsSAamMITeES

Listens heve, child. Here's a secret. For free.

You see, Assam or Hokeem or Mictgfa o whatever those
b -paavchend dewals call thetr primondial god-manster fasher, he'sa
severed o, 1o, st aas wes Malkav, he wes hewn ino bis and
scatievedd man the monhs of his yoagdings. The same thing. Only
— and this i an "omby" you shosbd pay coreful hoad w, O hest
beloved — Assam did not setle mo the minds of his childer

Wherediddhe go! Well, what doesan Assamie bove best? Leam
thus,, cand o becam where therr oun fomebear duoells,

Buat theet’'s by theey're noe the heasts they once were. He stirs

i them, pustas Mabkavstrsmas. Andoh, el sorry for ssall when
the Assamites st vormitmg v therr father-god mm @ commumal
vessel so that he can stand on bare foet vnder the nighe shoy omce mume,

BrRujAH

Good anmls, the Brigah. Good animads. Notherd, by coy
mens; notwohes orcars. Dogs. Angrydogs, butsmantdogs, They
cam waatch you tike ot your keys, and they koo you'll e opening
the door. They can uatch youmbock the door cnd sork the handle,
and they koo what you're doing. But they never think e ok the
handle themseives. Anel thery probably don't have the thaands oo
it, ither.

We cosdd probubly gve them thuambs, but we'd bkely get in
tronadse with the other andmaly for that.

Thus i scanng the piss out of me. Why is this st coming
1o !

Carmer

1 thank I shodll stamrt s collection, and | thind: | shoall collocy Coatiff.
They ave vaw, vnjormed; they are unsainted bry the Traditions, the
Jezters of blood. They hove no prgadice, no amfidence. They
acknowdedgy their oum ignorance, They ave in need.
FoLLowrRs oF SE1

Encoumterome Setite, and whet youmight see isa vampire with
apoigremitty acute eye for opportunicy. Encounter two, and vou see
aparmershipinvice. Butlookatall of them, the whole oodiine, and
what do you see?

Us

Faith, madness, the same. For a very good rneason, a temfy-
mghy simplereascn. Remember: Upon yoserdeashand reberth, whibke
you were diftmg i the void, Matkon's blood cadled out wovou. You
kooded 10 see where the volce came from. To e a smaple metphor,
where other vamperes were sull scninching therr eves shut, reficsing
b0 bk at wwhan kay henween workds, you looked w the loft, and vou
o,

Noww you see, when a Setite i brosght acmss the threshold,
Set’s bood calls w him. The not-uaite-dead, nos-quate-vendoad
chibde hevrs the wkce, and books 1 the right.

And he sees.

Keep that in mind. No bloodline sonderstands ses and ouar
insights better than the Followers of Set, and no clan excels so gready
at heeing the heart of thetr bnondedge a secret, hickden under Leyers
of propagemda and skender wom like cloaks. They are ouer grea o
comspéraors, even if they shall never admit it. Fiather, they
ave. . avitable regrmding the subject, so rememiber not 1 ress the
frmt.

GAnGREL

What a bunch of preteens. Hemging arosnd i their laather
Jackets, oo coolw talk warmybudy edse. Taocoodmeare. Andif v
dom’tpery evongh attention wthem , then thery juese make this big sho
of sorringoff and sulking, trying toconvince us thet they dom e
168, that they're so bigand tmnagh ancd cool and mighry thar they dom't
need arybody. And they keep looking hack over thetr shoudeders s
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thewn, bt omby it plenioes so vosudom't s dhie they e bookmg

Wheat chey vente &5, they ot 16 10 po nrmmyg after them e
s e cheerlecader | phadang ar therr sleveves with teoms sovecamng:
down ouer faces, begging them wo comne hack, telling them that if they
comne back ared sty with s then we'llnever ignone thern agaam, tha

we'lduanys be futhfid @l mae
Fuek “em

CriovaNNI

Chidren of a doad pod. Eaters of the dead, of the dead whoate
ompues thermoedves. Feesters on commgbtion. They have spent too
rrovch tome dend, dead Bl siomes

Areconjres ol They shodd be. The peojle on the oumsade,
the prerhe theae chemy et ey omdy e they foed ke ke, cove posmncimgrvery
haed omi the glnis. | hover them strilang at the jaloss. | heord the jas
ok [ thmk dm'nf CONTETYE m

The Giiovemmi shonidd be afriid. The ghss & cmckang. And the
people om the other side hate them

L AasOMBRA

They don't lonoww. They veully don't.

Dy ondy praess thet they think thery 'ne the imes inconrd. They
poture, the Vold roves in thar direction, dhey fesome thar phey
giinys oecler

| supione that the homey grakde believes that it orders the rosd
dhestrory the bechive, lall the: bees cond fexast on the honery, all prredy s
theat the hovsesy gl hots it chosce of befovers. Tewoudd probobdy ke
o thmks therr the vatel & ofxyimg sty comomemnds

Sorig i eth the Lasomdmn. Sermygs nen from theer heads off mio
the blackness, ana they helieve thar they are the ones who do all
the pralling

NOSFERATU

It'swery hard not o bike the Nosforatu. Forall therr crecpingaod
sadlang, theyare sovery, apmestdy smone. The wounger ones o
me ath piry thet | don'troquare; the elders reat ime withresperr. We
iy o Brtle gyome topether, a e parne of comapinacy, It wam!'s mey
iheatov thars to beggin the gome, buat sincee the others Bhed o baave both
of s ont 0 ome sice, we stvted our greme for something o do

It's parvicslbarty chammmg when they ey o creep up behnd me
when they think |'m not kooking, as if I'm poing to drop something
atnent-minukedly or roved my anbde @ | hop a rmd pukdle or
wmnething. Thev get very offercdal when | rotace them, thowgh, ©
| seaally pevctioned dhery coem't v there

They really o a bnde oo mached o ther fleshly bodies,
thouggh '3 wam of themn o disfigare themmoelues as they do. Perhas
scanerkry they'l grows boved wth therr mortificsmions and thenue am
cha bk achdes

Ravnos

| et Dielrtuenn’s hard i she did.

Poor chid. Her onby crmmes weere being descencled from a
monszey thar pronied el hollow bing ago, and heing ignomant
When it wnke, she wn w;;m-p.m*:l

| shondd hewerenched her sooner. I she'd beenrendy, she myphe

Cotwrrin T bisee Bizoan
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have svaad. Buat she comddnt endre the pain of her ckan's broken
minds. She wasn't accustomad it

The cross is broken now. The dewd's tenth head has been
severed, The demon keng has bled o his bfe, and Golden Lanka is
toppled andd b,

Beware. Beware. Deelizhieta’s fate &s my oun. We muot be
realy — swe cmot be eady — we mict be ready, or we will die
thetr deaths for them all over agam.

Toreapor

I o't sach a difficads thing w sndersuand the Toveador's
absession, if you try. Think — they wo have the Sight, even if their
kemsesave somewuhat fracnared. Theysee beyond she reamof uanan
senses; they nan ther fingers abong the weave thar so many odhers
e out a groater pattern, the sigil of thetr own identity. They knoww
who they are.

Therr fault biss m their wealoness, vegrettably; a Toreador
woukd mther shce his oum flesh than slice a beenaifid section of
pestern. They can see beyond the Lie, bt so meey prefer the Lie's
beaity 0 the things, gy ov e, that lie heyond the paper walls of
perepoum.

loved a Toreador ance, most avdently. | loved him becavse
he could speak w0 me, becmese he iendersiond the compulsions thar
the Sight brmygss.

Of all the things theat have withered and brokeen from remaming
ton chose w my acoursed self, | miss him mast of all.

Trrmene

The Warkocks are half-awake. They cast our with chiledlilee
forgers, feclng the texnar of things. They much and they taste and
they srell the world, koking for the connections. They see that the
moon changes, and that the tides change, and that womnen's Bood
shifts, aned they see a pamem. They see the bright new s tha Meadds
in the veandts, and they see the Bood flling on concrete, and they see
a pattern. They helieve thar all things ane commected.

That is where they drow short. They believe. They do not
b, Yot

Wanch the Tremere. They do not see as fier as we do, bt they
see things that are so e as wescape notice. Warch them, andliseen
o what they believe they have bamed. Eventually, they mary notice
s imitasting them — and then they might herome wise enaagh 10
e 1.

They coe very close.
Tzmisce

Disecsed. Filthy, diseased, crawding things. Plagued with the
imfection of flesh. Disgresting. Dirty. Disectsed. Weeperg soves. Shice
themn anuery. Slice theer bodies awery before they ae lost in the mear.

No. Dom'cunech themear. Let them bollin thetr prisons. Dim't
tonach them, the filthy, orvding creanes, Keep awery from them,
They share thetr infection. They think they have carved out therr
cancer, butit grows, Tt grows in them, It wits uneil Gehenma meat
their flesh, To commame the compted, stinking meat.

CAN'T THEY SEE?

s ———"___

Vestrue

They st om their theones becaee therr thromes e bebwed
Hooks and wires spring from the chair and pass it ther flesh, and
notone of them wall relnguash his seat. fone were wdo so, then the
bearbs wondd puall avieay his skin, and he wonadd be lefi neaked — and
they do not o mueh farr having athers see therr nakediness @ they

Even when a throne is vacated, its hooks and jags and barts
listenirys with bies of the Last king, the Ve wall vie fir the empey
chair. “We are the finest,” they sy, “We cm govern you. We com
prrotect you from the Sabbat, from the Ligpnes. We canmake things
safe for all of you.”

I dom't know how they can protect me if they can't protect
themselves from the char,

Lupinesg

What was that last bit! Lupines. .. Does that mean some
kind of werew...the...oh Jesus, it...[.. herk— AAH!

... theyarethe Liin, the monsters begat of anangry motherand

. Jouds, all of dhem. ... should have knowom that if you build a
wall, something on the other side will wont it 1o come down. ..

- AA-ANG! SYKORA! From the West he rises, from the
camprse-seas, the Walksha-swaer. .. girein black, robedin vioder! AA-
ANG! Master of the profiene! SYKORA! ..
them scranching ot the door; you can hear themn crocping acrss the
roc. they e all avonmd ses. they wimt 1o Jall ses. oh pod why on i
oot heve where they cm find me? ...

.. Diatsy? Hemry? Don't leove me. Dion't leave. Plagse —
DON'T LEAVE! DON'T GO—

--hhhh._hkkh. Guh. D—Duammit. God. If these ane the
scars they leave on the weavery, what must achally meeting one
of those monsters be like?

Maoes

Never listen 1o an idiot's vanting. It'll onby make you angry.
of the hevd. So damned convinced that reality is something that you
amn tovch and hokd and fold and spin ke clery. Jeioe!

Backwds. He had it oll hackseerds. S0 ready to accept that
reutiry b what everyone tells you it s — worse, worse thean thar!
Mommi!

Reality s mmmsatable. There s mo change in realiry, there isonly
achange in your perception. Move your hand in front of the mirvor
all you want — you've not mosenyg the mimor, You're not even
moving a veal hand, other than yoser osn. You're just suwallowsng
the marror’s birdde speech.

Brend: the mimor. Break the mimor, idioe. You'll never pet
anywhere if you think that moving the reflection around is going 0
chamge armyhing. You com't chemge the reflecion.

Look beyond the mamror. Look ar whar the vwerkd is.

Cuanmoon: Mactvwi




OHMOSTYS

Haove the deced heynm o rise from the ocks i the aorth ver!

I e s fior mowsedf, but 1 fioed cevmmm dhar the dend muust be
wollaryg by noww, [ had
if thery e eomm themesedues from the pove yer!

[ a choed wamam once. She s 0 sad and 5o famt, |
thoveht that sureby & | svere o pemble while dhe touchad me, her
Jorers ool srieety off el chrift ey, She wers haoed, coned | ornadd
1 conded soreell cherr obmession. The decd
e obsesd, youn berwme, Theyve fompoen everyeheny: they loew

LRSS, o 1!-H'J.I_'|'-U¢,"|' Lam HI-UI-’l"IJrHH'

sl her prerstacns om her
Joepotln therr o Of Persecine ondy the obsexgon matters
e red m. She didn't il me aresthing ol o
1 e o el wornamy. M Gedn § s it armyEhimy i the
fres ey the sodenuordd, even when | wkied ohout them,
wheni | wkd by thea | sow dhemn I'nnu":_:'
| et waats 50 oy e
i j i . :
INoww evem Ty imernaory docos me. | commnt hear her ok
et [ e i howotmye, ahowtmg so boud it deafens me, drives
o T il s s
et ik, T e ot e skl e rriast e D Som o Races,
evegpovateel, evosec by thesr fovce . Suorely the honoling has broleen the
vt by mone; sencly the devd cone wedlmye once mowe
Are you cortam vou commol efl me? T oeme oo ko

Farpes
Grorie. Arel e comat, consd never follon

Hurnrens

Giosddkomon it, what s thois workd commrgs o LeBaob sdesed,
the: gy o chi it weas juae this freakey little office worker with o
can of kerosere and o match! He pust seood thiere by the bady
whiihe it wes burningz he s hLih.“L"{'!” i bowgg rare bedore | o
there, I didn'y meike sermse. W ws he thinkmy

Lihn... . s | erytng to fomeet ! S encthing. . . something was
hanging over his shoulder. What dhe hiell was that! Are then
creanums out of the mvisible side of things now coming scnos
ot imeo the three-dimensiona] side of thbrgs

Wi | s hallucinatng!

Drarmumit, it's been one fuckang bell of 2 odgdie o | dhink dhen
scvinge things thet aren't really there woukd be the besser of tao
eville

."'I.'I'u! |.|.']":.-"|:.§|:'||.|r1|| 'I'l”i WY

THe HuMANFLEMENT

Lowt Frve bowas tonighie. Thene's

Wikl

o stcee full of money m
oy ke, | swer, | really neod totalk iosomesne whoon 't im the
rmily, bast wduey comalbd | fired ooy omdemsazond

l...wee. . . the Bamily, were not ahways so pood with e
We cn't even really talk ke eguals to the others, the outsidens,
the.

(don't sy “uninfectad” don't sy i donit) L the othier

Lo Tocy Do Byoam
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clane. The other fanihes. They treat us like pariahs, and then
they play gmonmt w the things going on right in frone of them
st to try o make us think that we're halhscinating.

o humans! Hander and hander.

| mazn, | hud o Benily. A real family by birth, not by this
It femsteerings, | ko | b o family. 1 lost their picuses a koog
time agn, and there's these sminge people in the house we usad
1o bive in, and 1've changed my nome so many times dhat | can't
remember where | left myoriginal papen, but that doen't mean
they didn’t exst

And | still have. . .well, frends might not be the right word,
but plenty of acquamtances. Hive to mamtain some distance.
Theycansort ofsanell thar there'ssomething about me, | canell;
it's that wary they look at me while they're kind of freezing in
place, like a rabbir who figures ifhe doesn't move, the snake can't
sev harn, Past thaa's kined oo 2 vampine thing, | pues, although |
don't know how folks like Carmelitn memage 1w avoid that
prodator/prey neaction. Must be some kind of Toreador family
secret; whatever it s, she's good, becaose I've never sensed her
wuork o overcome that “here | am, Il goddianmn kall you™ kind of
progection that the nest of usseem o greeoff. Not even a i bic

Bt yeh, I've got acquaintinces. | il tlk w0 people, even
if they getalitte unnecessanily attentive anound me. Andit's not
just me. Lock at Reeve; she's in so many social cincles outsadens
tendd 1 think she's a Toneador at fist glance. Pack keeps a
girdfriera] or five; ot like he's a Momon or anything, be just
ks s he's always got someone 1o fall bick on, because it's
hard keeping people close to you withous destroying their lives.
1t's humd whien you're not even alive yousself.

Well, there's. . oprions, of course. | don't keep a ghoul, and
I've never hd one. Roseginden keeps, what, nine of them? She
Tikeess 1o bee uarmaned. O sy she siys, even though she doesn't need
a damn bt of nurturing, the psychotic— No. Not psychotic.
Dom't obses

Cihauls. Right. You wouldn't think that people woulkd want
o sty nenr s, but they do. And it's not alweys & motter of dhe
blood doing the binding. Sometimes ir's the whipped-dog
synchromes; all thae built-upshame and guile they've got, and they
somehow sense that we're going to make their lives difficulr, and
they weloome it Pack’s women are like that — well, that or
they're artmacted o his mem. He does tend 1o project “dangerous
bostand” So do Reeve, Peul, Fitperald (fucking Fiyeerald,
setting me on this fucking chase, making me fucking dig up all
thisfucking rot in the family) — they're all dangerows. Youdon't
o thee Stghit 1o sense the sharp exdges alll around their personal
space, und some people go for that. Some people want toger cur.
Peard’s ight. People in be such fucking cintde at times.

Ny, shut up. Where were you !Ghouls | don'rwantone; I'm
mabile. A new city every month or 5o, at least as long as I'm on
this chase. But then again, I'm kind of the exception in a kot of
warys. | kind of have these flashes, like I'm remembering these

s whio used to, . but that's part of the dreams, and [ think |
might be gerting them theough the. . the links.

Bur ghoulsare. . kind of popularamong the restofus We'ne
afamaly that likes toadopt. Sometimes the servant you take really
dhoes wind up inheriting the mansion; sometimes the help's like
part of the family. OF course, Drew speakss for the ather side —
I piry the poor bastards who have w0 go limping back 1o him.
You'd think the ones that survive would leam something, but
they never do. They never do, really.

W HERE THF

MAILKAVIANS ARF

Diear God. | shouldn't have looked ot the calendar, I'm
missing days, weeks our of my life. (Life?) Maybe o's all the
mraveling. We're not supposed 1o move from city to city much.
Doe'r o that. Lupines. Traditions. Maybe this iswhat jetbag does
tovampines. Maybe you just overshoep o bot if you trvel like I've
been dotng. And maybe you don't get hungry if you. . .o, that's
ot it!

Where have | been all this nime!

Ohlery. One o antirme. Unnitteed Staatess. Lots of cities there. Lot
of Malkavians there, oo, So damn many people, all coming to
the Stares and trying 1o hold on o their cultures, reject their
cultures, maintain family traditions, break with family maditions
— it'sames. Ciries blown upoutof control; people trading their
sense of identaty for whatever the TVs selling. A hive. Buzing
with kine, and with us. From what the others say, the eldiers tend
wcollect in New England — | don't know what's up there that
they find so important. The Grawed, maybe that'swhere they're
shipped. The American Grawed, | mesn. There are princes
among the familyhere. It'sa good place fora cousinto bea prince,
becase the cities grow up and then start withering st the core,
andsome of them die offso fast. There'sarchbishops in the family
hiere, too; ['ve heard the Call pulse out of Miami from hundreds
of miles awary, so Contrenis must have something going on in her
favor. Yeah, the States are a good place o be if you're in the
Eamily. [t's easy wofit in over here, no matter how messed-up your
relatives are.

Ewrope. I've been 10 Europe. Grand gatherings — more
often m Europe thananywhere else, but they move. The grounds
of St Mary's or Bicetre; Vienna, in the shadow of the Lunaric's
Tower, Marseilles, ar the tumblidgate tothe Libeary of Valentinus;
okd Charerston; even Thoms. A lot of places in Europe that are
almasr holy to the European cousins, oreven o the rest ofus The
others ane superstitious and don't allow family membess into
positions of wo much power over there, but there's still a few
cities with a cousin in charge, like in Ravenna. Burope's. . goad
tous Thestrnds— widelyspaced, butstrongsssteel. The athers
keep their distance, but stretch a protective hand over us. They
don't want us to tum on them.

oo Mautamas
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Africa. ..no. I've heard thar sometimes the Call comes up
from there, but it's fiint — there probably are only a few of ws
there tosmplify it lm. ... Pm kind of afrid of potng eo Africa, bue
| don’t have uny idea why.

No, not Adrica. |'dsooner goto Mexico, and that'sapir. The
cousing down there — theres nothing keeping them in check.
Thiey num wikd, wilder than you'd expect from a Sabbat city. The
things | heard behind Pearl’s speech. . .they kind of bubble up
when | think of Mexico. And 1 get the feeling that there’s
sommethiing obder there, wo, somethiong old amd haodul. Maybe
there's more grooves in the kind; maybe that's one of the places
that’s pone strange from the: power.

Further on south, to South Amernica? Um. Nor quite family
territory down there. Sometimes there are echoes of old Blood
spilled, and fire — but they're so old and Eaded. The Call doesn't
come upmuch from South America; rumor from both Camarilla
and] Sabbat sides ¢laims that a couple of the grandparents have
decided 1o set themselves up down there. Not lots of room for
newcomers to make their mark.

India. That's whene they're fighting over temitory, all the
cithes that went missing theirprinces in the Week of Nightmans.
| krwowae | hawen't been there. The Call went oot — | didn®t hear
it from here, but | know people in Europe who did. It ot bea
nightmare if Malkavians are flocking there from hundreds of
miles away. | think Vassntasena's gpoing hack there, o —
alrhough | don't know why | think that. | don'teven know who
she is. | remember her face, but....

Asia, No. Sery ot of Asta. That reality doesn’t bebong o,
It's betng shaped, foldad, aten. ..

Australia. . bossofghosts there. Lotsol bloodspilled, Strange
craziness brews up in the cities down there, and it spills out from
the Ourback, [ think. When . . .wasit me !Somoone else When
| went there, 1 couldn't sheep peacefully for so much s an hour,
The dresms, counithess dreams, always beating in my skull — no
such thing i a penceful diy's slumber in Austradin. Gheoses and
dresms, and bloodstins that creep around the comens of the
buikdings down thene. Other vampines can survive well enough
down there, bur those of us with the Sighr, thase of us in the
fmily — it's hander. I've even heand somethung like the Call
when | was down there, but it wasn't righir. [ewas like something
wasmimicking the Call, nying tobringme overtoit, but ituan't
one of the family, I'm sure of it Something very real lives in the
dreams down there. | wonder what would happen if it got o a
waking dream, like those that. ..

Ciad Oh, God. |can't have been toall of these places. | can't
have all of these memones. Something & going n here.

Were they feeding me these memones? Is it Pack's fault?
Firsperakd? Roseganden?

Whene is this coming from!

e

Oh God It's an hour until dawn, and the L time |
remember being awake was 10 days ago | just woke . 1don't
know where | am — | don't recognize any of thisfuminure, | don't
recopnize this room. | don't know who this woman on the
floor is.

| hawe 1o o iind hide. The sun will be up soon,

Bt ' afraicl. 1 | g0 v sleep, | might never wake up azan
1 don't want to go back into the dark forever,

Please, whoever you are. Please stop doing thistome. Plese,
just betme be awakeand see my friends and drink when U\m dhimsy
and do whae | need 1o do Just o pet by, thae’s ll 1 ke, | dont
deserve this. 'm so young,

Plesee. Don't put me sy agsan.

Memse.

THEANATOMY OF
MADNESS

Thie Malkavians are a very misndersiood clan, and thar's
partly because people tend o believe that if you've seen one
Lunatic, you've seen them all. That's completely untnue, of
course — the munderows peychopath Bn't nepresentinive of the
obsessive scientist, and he doon't reflect the balf-droamung anes,
and she's like the fervently religios ancient only by virmue of
o,

This is whiar mutkes the Malkonvns so difficult to define —
anddifficult iorobeplay, roo. In's adifficult babncmg act between
ponmaying smivine wh is believably, convineingly imseible
and moleplaying a madnes so debilizating or agervating tha
people wonder why the Lunotic hoasn't been done in yer,
Olwicusly, only fumctional Mallowians make it post the foster
ings but e the sune time, they'ne all bent somehow, And gven
theat this bs & storyrelling game, o Malkavian dhamcter’s demnge-
ment needs 1o be not only believable, bur evocive. Mobady
cares about the Mallavian who believes thar the canth i ke —
thar has nothing to do with the themes of Vampire. So wath all
this in mind, bow do you molepliy an msane vampire in a2 way
thar's satisfying 1o you, your fellow players and your Storyreller?

THe Rear THING

There is nosanghe conse for mental disonder. Many disonders
are biologically hasad, whether it's due to biochemical imbul-
ance, actusl abnormalities of the bram, aging, injury, dnge abuse
ordisease. Heredity can playa partin thisssocansimple bud hack.
Ohbviowsly, disorders of this ranme are almost imgossable i meat
onapurcly peychological kevel medicines and other phiysiolog-
cal tretrnents are often necessary o achieve any nel prognes.

On the other hand, mainy dsorders have their oot in
outside influences. Some are almest exchsively tggeerad by
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environmentil cues — typically musmanc influences such
abuee. In facy, scientists used 1o believe that almest all mental
dionders came from envimonmenmal influences, and it's only
recenily that hereditary and onganic cmses becme more com-
mumly recognied,

Menmldiorden technically include everything from small,
relatively mance anxiety-related disorders, through more severe
atlments such s autism and ADD, 1o whaolly incspacitating
disonkens sch & citatmin. There are frankly fir wo many
vanraands 0 Dist beere, but it is worthwhile oo bear in mind dhe moe
scope of peychoputhology.

RoLepLAYING AL UNATIC

Ofcourse, when you'ne roleplaying a chamcter, particulardy
a vamgpire, realian has o take a back seat 1o dmma and story.
Choosing and roleplying a derangement shouldn't be a choice
thar dependks on “whar = most likely™ — it should depend on
what's most appropriate.

First off, there are plenty of mental disorders that are just
plain unplayable; delinum, dementia, catatonia and the like
don'tallow much room focafunctional chancrer. (What'smore,
from a stury perspecnve, the sire would be likely o deem such a
creation o futhure and st over — after disposing of the botched
muaterial, of course.) Peychosexunl disonders can be inappropn-
atee, both because i'sall oo easy foraxch a derangement o be oo
disturbing to fellow players, and bocause Malkevians, like most
vampines, don't have much desire for sex s we know i (OF
ciurse, some troupes might be perfectly fine with such dermnge-
mients in play — ifso, more power toyou. ) Finally, some disondens
just aren't sufficiently gripping, A phobia of the number 13 orof
trees & technically fine, but it just doesn't really go well with a
heoror stony.

Naturally, few Malkavins think of themselves @ “mad,*
just s few elders of any clan — no matter how cruel — think of
themsehes as “evil ™ Many chin members do necognize they ane
somechow fir removed from what all of humanity, and maost of
Kindred society besides, considers “normal” However, they
ascribe this o posessing a cemin.. understanding about the
woekd and all it holds, not to a disease or infirmity. Some acoepe
thar thew undertanding & going to be brandad as madnes by
outsiders, but they abo tend 1o view themselves as the only ones
thinking and seeing clenrly; it's the rest of the world thar's living
a lie,

(Iromacally, some Malkavians recognioe tha dhere is n
certain amount of nsanity mherent o the line, parmiculardy
where the Methuselahs are concemad. A few clin legends hold
— somewhat scourately — that Malkev's power and insight
were so great thar when he took chulder, their minds shattered
from the expenence. It'sonly the continued dilution of Malkay's
blood and the visions that come with it that allows the youngest
generations to be Embraced while “still retaiming theirsanity™ —
o 5o the mnonalization nuns.)

It's important o understand that a Malkavian's reality s
contexnal: This is the hesrt of their insanity. You can't endify a
schrophrenic's delusion as a matner of faith o belief; he dosn't
believe thar he absolurely must pull the eyes from his victims o
prevent them from controlling him, he knosws thar o be a fact.
Within the contest of a3 Mallawvinn's derangements, reality
works differently. Reality is different for them, because they see it
through a fractured lens. As a result, ir's gocd 1o avoid woeds like
“helief,"both inchamcterand out of it. Try toavoid saying things
ik “My Malkavian believes thar the workd is the rotting corpse
of God," even out of character — instead, phrsee it in terms like
“My Malkavian sees the rot of the world, and be knows that the
whole planet &s God's compse.” Even a lirtle change in wording
likes this will do wonders for conveying your charmcrer’s unter
conviction 1o your fellow players.

OF course, it might also help things not 1o discuss your
derngement with other players unles absolutely necessary. Let
them prece it out over the coune of play. There is one thing o
bear i minclabout this approach, though — fyoudon’t well your
fellow plwyers what your chamscrer's madness s, it's doubly
mportant that you talk it overwith your Storyteller, tomuke sure
that you aren’t gomg o be cusing undue conflices between
players, Conflict between cheracters is fine — but you don'twant
to chrag in a derangement that makes other pliyers uncomfoet-
able, because tha kills the spirit of the game.

Another thing to keep in mind is the time frame of a
Malkavian's former life. Vampires who predate Freud and Jung
might behave in patterns appropriate to modem psychology —
bt they're s likely to muandfest signs of “possession. " Truly young
necnates, brought up by dysfinctional parents and Embeaced in
the high-speed, rechnoshock workdof the 21 st century, might be
even crier than their elders. Hannibal Lecter would be out of
phice in a Poe story; it's similarly disorienting to have characters
running aoursd whiose derangements are at odds with the flavor
of their tmes.

Popculmure referencesare also mood-wreckers, It's theoreti-
cally possible that a schizophrenic Malkavian might belicve he's
acharacrer in a bad detective novel, or that he's a Jodi Knight —
but if you demgone of these guys into the game, notanlly is nobody
going to take your chamicter seriously, but they might not even

“takee you senously, | mean, come on.....a Jeds?

Finally, it can't be stressed enough that alivde bit of rescarch
and inspimtional reading gocsa kong way. By this we don't mean
watching The Mamxand deciding that your chamcrer's poing to
emulate Lawrence Fishbume, complete with a schizophrenic
delusion about all of humanity being living batteries formobots o
some ool thing like that. Read an introductony-level prych
texthook, or Carch-22. Go 1o a surrealist ant show, or browse
thirough an am history hook — alot of arvists were ar beast slighdy
cracked. Read some philosophy; many philesophucal doctrnes
(particularly Nictzche and Descames) make damn good schiso-
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phrenic derangements with psta little modification and a whole
kot of belief. Thenlogy offers similar mspiration.

Anyone can portmay someone who believes something
unusl. The trick is making the personality match the derange-
ment 50 that your fellow pliyers honestly, truly believe that a
pesson like your Mallarvian could exist.

DERANGEMENTS

One of the most trying purts of playing o Malkavian is
sebecting a proper derangement, one that's both easily enough
roleplayed w be more fun than chore and realistic enough o
muke your chamcter seem genuinely, convincingly mad. A
textbook on prychology can be of some help, but os mentioned
before, many of the illnesses thenein ane far from appropeiate for
undead creatures.

Please note that the following notes are by no means
comprehensive they're just o few genenlizations meant wflesh
out the derangements given in the Vampire nuebook to provide
fodder for more “realistic”™ Malkavians,

Schisophrenia does indead imply & sont of "split” in the
victim's personality, but not multiple personalives. The most
commen disasociation is between feelings and ideas; in other
wonds, n schizophrenic might mlk about a magedy in a light-
heanted manmer, o feed uncontrollably mosose when discusing
apleasant memory. Lotsof people say “swchisophrenia” when they
mesn “multiple personality disonder,” but thar dosn't make
them right.

Multiphe personality disorder is typically more common in
fernales than in mules, and it's been theoread that many cees
anse from abuse. The personalities need not have sepane
adentitics o the point of different names and gendens (although
that's still a possibility ); a vampire with this dermgement coukd
have three personadities that all answer to the same name, but are
remarkably different. One of the peronalities might be “stron-
ger” than the others, the one that comes to the fore in onder w
deeal with stresshul sinsations that the other pesonalities “can't
handle”; such a peponality might be much mone angry and
resentful of its role. The shift between ities s often

abrupt, and eamlly trgpered by o stresful sination o environ-

mental cue,

Obwessive-compulsive disonder isn't just about compulsive
behavior, although that's par of it. The “ohsessive™ side comes
m with patients who manifest reoument obsessive thoughts,
s enough 1o interfere with therr daily lives Obsessive
thoughts aften relate 1o violence or contamination, and they
tend 1o intnude on the victim's thought parterms; they're nore a
pleasant experience. Compulsions, on the other hand, are
repetitive and rather more mtentional. In many cases, a sufferer
will inchulige ina compulsion (counting, dleaning and organizing
are particularly common) in resporse o an chsesive thought.
And yes, obvessive-compulsives become very tense and agitated
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when prevented from indulging their manias; in humans, this
con lead 1o depression, but in vampines, the tension leads 1o a
state of frenzy. Obsessive-compulsive disonder is isally chronic,
and it can indeed take over a person's life.

The formal term for manic-depresion s bipolar disonder
{formerly memic-depressive psychosis). A person with thisdisor-
der can be predominantly mamnic or generally depressive; not all
sufferers receive “oqual time” for their mood swings. A muanic-
depressive’s speech and movements sometimes speed upor show
down acconding to her current mental state; in either cise, it's
possible that further hallucinations can smike.

Ultimately, though, remember thar Malkavians herve lirtle
to no chance of fighting off their ailments, even temporarily.
Meet of them don't even have any idea thas they'ne unwell —
well, they might realice it in the abstract serse, and even
philosophize shout it, but they never really believe thar they're
&hlhl&uﬂnt:“ﬁ]lpmmm the effects of a derange-
ment should be a rane thing for Malkavians, as rare asan ondinary
pesson’s decision to resist cashing that paycheck, or 10 st
eating dinner when they're humgry and not on a dice. They just
don'tsee o noad.

New DERANGEMENTS

DESENSITIZATION
The vampire with this afflicrion & a virmual emotonal
Asaderngemens, deensitizton mhibitsthe vamgpine's
ahility tofeel any sort ofstrongemotion whatscever, whetherjoy,
sudness angeror love. The afflicred justcan't make the appropn-
are neural connections (well, foe want of a better term),

The power of Dominate o the blood bond can still hold o
vampire soafflicted m check, but even though such supermaniral
compulsion governs the vampure's actions, it has bes of an offect
on her psyche. Even when bload baund, the vampine goss
through the mations of love and devotion like a distracted actor
half-heartedly playing a part. She will still throw herself in front
afacartosave her“lovedone,” but she will dosowithaout somach
o a word, a tear or a smile. When she frenzies, she dos o ina
chillingly silent paroxysm of violence; when stuck with the
Ristschreck, she scuttles away like a cockmoach instincuvely
flecinyg the light.

Vampins with this demngement find it difficult n muly
believe in their own ideals, and so make all Humanity, Path,
Conscience or Conviction rollsar +2 difficulry. They also suffer
aone-die penalty toany Social dice pools that require some show
of emotion or warmith, and cannor purchase the Pedormance
Ability at all.

Ihsassociative BLoop-SpenpinG
One of the less obvious derangmenis, thisafflicnon mhibies
avampire'sconscious control over hisown vitae. Vampines with

thisderangement have a tendency tounconsciousty spend blood
points to raise their Armibutes at unusnl and inappropriate
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nmes — incressmg therr sorengh in the middle of a round of
drinks, upping their reacrion speod while trying 1o compose o
letier, and =0 on. These vampines have even been known
spend Blovad poinies during the day while they sleep, waking up
even hungner than vl and never knowing why,

If & clomcrer how this derangement, once per session the
Seoryrelber can nulbe that the vampire bas just spent a blood poine
o e a given Artmbute, or that the vamgpire wakes up an extra
blood posnt low. The Storyteller s even within ber nghts wo ell
the plyer that his chamcter’s missing a blood poine, without
elabornting exactly when and whiere he spent the Blood, or whar
for. After all, the vimpire wouldn't know where it went. Players
are also welcome o mleplay this derangement, of course (and it
can be fun w start mndomly spending blood in the middle of a
teree scene, just (o worry the other players), but the Sorpeller
has final control over making this derngement a drawback
rather than o simple quirk.

M AsoCHISM

A personwith thisderangement closely asociares painwith
phesure. In vampires, who no longer engoy sex i its own nght,
musochism tends 10 be linked 1o the plessure received by
drnking Blood or recenvang the Kis. Masochism isuamlly linked
tor deep feedings of shame, and masochistic vampines have a
tendency 1o be repulsd by the acnal process of feading from
mortals. They are only fulfilled when they'ne suffering, prosum-
alsly 28 some sort of penance for the plessure they fieel when
fttdlng.

Vampires with this demngement begin 1o have difficuley
operating when they become wounded. Once o masochistic
vampire deops bebow the Beutsed health level, e must moke o
Willpeweer moll, difficulty & filure indicares that he okes no
acton pext tumy, instead delighting in the sensation of pain.
Furthermore, the masochist must make a Self-Contmol moll,
difficuley 8, in ordher o use Blood potnts to heal himself, nomatter
how termble his mpunes.

Memony L apses

Thits derangement tsn't like amnesta in the classic sense. It's
not thar i poetion of the vampine's memeonics has been perma.
renily blocked off — it's that the vampine tends w lose random
pomons of her memory st inoppormune times. The memosies
facke nand our, andcan retum asquickly as within afew minutes,
or they mighr not come back for decades.

At bt once per scene, the vampire suffeering from memorny
Lapees will forget something relevant for a time. This might be as
simple o forgerting where she beft her keys (which can be g real
problern when you're kacked out of your haven and the eastem
sky's getting brighter), or i complicated as forpetting an entire
Ability — and even the knowledkee that she once had thae skill.
(“Why are you koking at me like that! I've never rouched a
keyboard before in my lile.™)

Since this derangement requires particular attention from
the Storyreller, pliyers should double-check that it's okary w ke
this for a character, Yis, the player can ad-lib minor memory
b o thiey come along, but sooner or later the bapse has roget
muore serious. [t cn be hand o determine just when fosgettng
haow povuse i gun will be drsnaically appoopoate, and whenill
make the other players ongnize an imprompiu nch mob.
Storyreller discretion s parncularly advised,

Power-Onect Firation

The vampire afflicted with this denmngement has mvested
much of her selfconfidence in an extemnal object, o the point
where she believes she cannot function properly without its
presence. Such a demngement is often linked 1o some post
traurma in which the object in question played a major role —
although not always in the abvious way. For instance, a victim
might focite on his dead flancée's engagement ring if holding his
fiancde's hand was his only source of comfon during hand years,
butanother indivicheal might focus on the belther father beat her
with i her source of strength.

Victimsof thisfixation lose twodice fromall theirdice pools
if somehow separated from their object offocus. [tis hard o hide
this fication from candful observers; in times of stres, the vamipire
must make o Willpower roll 1o avoid cradling the object 1o her
torso, nubbing it obsessively or otherwise physically comiorting
hersell with its presence,

This derngement sometimes spawns other relared de-
rangements over time. The fixated person may, for mstance,
develop mulbtiple personalities relawed 1o the object — the
aforementioniod abuse victim might develop a bullying person-
ality much like her abusive fadher's, and soon
Rroression

When confronted with stressful sinstions, a chamcter with
this derangement his a tendency ro mentlly revent back wa
chikdlike state. Regressives are notable for poor senses of Guee
and effect, flawed interpretations of moeality, and a general
tendency wavoid confroneation. They do not, however, usally
believe themselves tobe actuad children who've kst their parenits
— maore typically, regressive vampires continue 1o think of
themselves as the sume people they always are. Of course, they're
notably much more seli-centered, fearfl of the unknown, and
reliant on strong “parent” figures, but this is a nuance that the
vampire in question tends 1o mis.

Vampires with this derangement are at a permanent +2
difficulty on all Self-Control and Instinct mlls; chikdren have
very litthe serse of discipline for the sake of discipline, and anen't
sufficiently self-aware 10 mester their own Bests. The rmesive
s no different.

[Storyrellers beware: This derangement, improperly used,
lesacks 1o Malkarvians who are cute mather than creepy; you know
the type. The ones with teckdy bears and bunny slippers. When
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proper by used, o nemesive shaoubd be terrifying
powerful crestume with no real sense of right or wiong
free tocrack down on players who rend o play thisderangement
mwsee for bt than for hormor valise ]

asupernaturally
— s el

SLF-ANNIHILATION IMpULse
Thisderrgement is more common amongobder vampins,
although there s nothing stopping s neonate friom acguiring the
alffbicrion. The affliceed vimnpire feels o deep sense of revulsion fioe
s flesb, ol s Livernlly vermified of the thowghe of *bving™ forever,
r of combdruing ro exist insicde o cold, desd shell. This malsion
o entirely imcomciows, howsver, on g conscloes level, the
vauripire is wholly werwane offus “death wish,” although he may
dermomsrrine a morhid sereak

Whenever the chascter is confronted with moreor-des
dmect evidence of his .'lr'll'llﬂ'.l.EI!".' — S h e VIsing the
chiurchyard where his morml douhiver s buried, or warching a
ghoul die — he must nuke an immediote Willpower roll, or
begin toudertiboe some sort ofpotentilly deadly behavios. This
betiavior might be as direct ss stommimg into Elysium and giving
the prince a piece of his mind, o it might be mone subde, such
s bresching the Masguende by talking oo a neponer.

In any event, the st of self-destructxom & not o oon
scions decishon, and it's not open for debsite. The chancter will
dogeadly goabout his “chosen ™ sk until s completed, reisting
any arternpts 1o talk him out of it He may even consciously

belleve that f!li'-hlh‘ln‘-lrl-i'-‘-llrhllﬂ ihcirne e perfecty sale, The
|

compulsve behunvior bees only for o scene or s however

depending on the nature of the threas he's alled down on

]mnwr.'b‘. the conse JUETAES (3TN basz pute o bin ko

SYNEYTHEYLA

This derrsgement hes linde vo do warth kogic and more wirth
ST et e aiffficted VaTPIre & seTeogy T
sotnewhat "sorambled™: although be's still capable of receiving
senEmy mlommation, te infommanion axch smnse provides
processad in teoms of o different wvie. In dioer, the et
-.i'!l‘.lfnnl.l'lﬂ'h '-lill.'u'h“h"n'ill!l 5, "lates o ..|-._!'|:*-.1 i;L. o]

& hard |1'l.'.w\t to think of sach stmmnls i sew other sl

il
'\LJHEH Ilt.r|,_§'| |‘i||' w',l'-r‘-ﬁwrn my '.\.:'-':ilr!.||‘|'| mcouetormeed 1o the
unusual sensory input, his real problenm lies in communicating
what hie senses 1o otheme A churscres so afilicred bos diffi ulry
ExpesITg concep o simiple & “out the ned wire b s machy
e Likely tosw “cur the san frapery wine” orsomethingsimilar
sind even has simabar diffic ultes commpechenching socech fom
withers. Since the ssaockations vaey from mdivicke] toindivichgl
there's ot even sny et thae another synesthetie wioukd
ks able o umderstand the Viumpre
Apary from e sloremenmonesd difficudine sndilvoomm
nacaition, the synesthetic receives + 2 difficulry toany Exprosion
and Performance rolls that don't mvolve creitmg pundy srmeal
-m.,'Fll.'[n (K| rl"ll:' |:kl' Ii..lll' \.'-'F'H'\-fll."lh ey \I"l,1\i I"'l.'lrl-l.l*' AT
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THe CArmiFF QUESTIONS 4o

“Bur if a Malkavian's Embrace automasically
carvies madness with it, does thar mean thar there are no
such thing as Caitiff sired by Malkavians?*

Actually, no. Malkavians are as prone (if not
moreso ) as any other clan to discard a new childe |
just after the Embrace, and leave that childe tofind
its own way in the woe Suduhﬂdﬂmmlh'
as insane as iny Malkavian, but neverdevelop their
talent fmdwclmﬂhdpﬂm atdhngmm
tion to the clam.

*Are all Mﬂﬁmmdwruﬂ!

No. Sometimes the blood :Ium."nd
a childe comes through the - suillsane.
These childer are ltwmahmtlmml as Cairiff, as
their sires instinctively ‘that the new-
borns are somehow...flawed and unsuitable.
Thercfore, a player whose Caitiff had a Malkavian
sire con chooss o taka A derstigerment ornofe-- or,
mote interestingly, she can leave :}hdmln:wm

the Sroryreller.
'Wmﬂu&ﬂnﬁdﬂwhm;m&yi
have access to the Madness Nevwork?™ ]
It's possible. However, Hllhvhmchntm;l:h
care for gavesdroppens. By and large, any Caicff |
demanstrating a connection to the Madness Nee- | )
work is hunted down and killed, almost instinctively.
If the Storyteller chooses to allow a Lunatic-sired |
Cairiff access to the Cobweb, the Caitiffmust have
a derangement, and cannot purchase any dots in
Malkavian Time (she's presumed 1o have access to
the Talent, but uses only her Wits in the appropri-
ate dice pool). A vampire with a dot or more of
Malkavian Time is by defoult Malkavian, con- |
nected tothe clan’s Disciplinesand communication
network whether her sire hung around ro reach her l
T A R -i'

of Not.

point mumhwhtrmwuw in 8 “normal” fashion for a
tumy — of rather, at keast 10 be able 1o communicate *nonmally®
in terms of colors, textunes, smells, stes, remperature o sound.
The chamcter would stll hear a ringing noise and think of ir s
a spacy smell, for instance — he's just able o focus enough 10
msoctare that spicy smell he hears with whar other people call
“ "

THE MADNESS

NETWORK

Unless the Seorytellerwould rither not open this particular
can of worms, it's presumed that all Mallewisns are hooked up

- 1

(o varying degree) to the supernanural, disembodied neural net
thar some call the Madness Network {or the Cobweb, the
Tapestry, the weaveryand soon). Thisdoesn'toean that they're
in conetant telepathic communication, thougth, nor that they're
continually bombsrded by one sigal after another. For what it's
worth, Malkavians spend a very bow porcentsge of dhelr time
tupped into the Network. Many hear only a faint fluttering two
or three times a year. For the vast majority of his nights, the only
company a Malkavian has within his skull s his own dementia.

The precise nature of the Network s actually in question;
the Malkavians seem convinced that Malkav's hand & tn it
somewhere, but that doen’t mean it's tue. The legend of
Malkav existing only in psychic form in the minds of all his
grandchikder i one popular theory; so is the thowght thar he
created] the network to be able o spy through the eyes of any and
all his progeny, even in his sleep. Only the Fourth Generarion of
the clan s likely to know for sure, and they'ne not available for
comment.

TheCabwebisn 'tsomethingthat comeswith Dementarion
— vampires outside the clan cn leam Dementation, but they
can never hear the Call. A few scholars have compared the
Network to the Blood bond, theorizing that ir'sa blood-transmir-
ted sympathetic link wich much soonger (if different) effects; of
coumse, it doesn't wuch Malkavian ghouls, making such com-
parisons of Hmited use.

Whavever its true nature, the Madres Network dosscome
across i langely unknowable, even o Malkavians. As such, it's
a pesfect vehicle for the Seoryreller 1 ko a8 she likes — it can
povidestithigBom plor hooksesdaopanadkinsssvehiion.
You could fill a book with rules governing how the Cobweb
works, and even then there 'dbe possibilities beft out. Ultimarely,
the Network isfully under the Storyteller's control — ifshe even
decides w use it at all.

THE DARTICULARSORINSIOHT i

If the Storyteller would rather not mess around
with the concept of the Madness Network, another
possibility might be to allow Maﬁﬂllnl 10 put-
chase the Insighe ‘given in Time of
Thin Blood (pg. 74). Alwﬁaﬂhd\h :
blooded vampires in particular, it’s hard w deny i
thatany oracular abibity that works well with Auspex
and Dementation s just about tailor-made for
Malkavians.

Some Storytellen mighteven atlow Malkavians
access to the Network and Insight both, but this is
very much up o the individual's discretion. !

Clwaooi: Maucous




New TALENT

Marnavian TiMe

Genury miecd wo serugge, b the splineered woodin his heart held
hén doms like 0 dngg. His eyes weme stome inside thetr sockets as he
volled shern waward the creanare that squiatted ke some roosting hat
beside has head. "How. .. 2" he finally chokad.

The frosl veemjrre's response wes a stight shrg. His ione was
flaz.and cokd. *Lisa old e you weere ot heve, and you'd probably
be pettimg nd of her here ™

Gentry daried a fervens glance at the dram, where a few of
Lita's wet ashes sall chng to the bp. “Bea, ..

The fingers that diosed arond his foce were quite cold.

This Mallewian-specific Trait nepresents a Luraic's par-
neularconnection toherclin‘ssharedsuboonsciousness needles
to sy, i'squite supermatural by nature. It allows the Malkavian
0 “plug into” the floodwatess of the Madness Neswork and filter
out messages, impulses, shared visions and knowledge of upcom-
ing clan gatherings.

The Storyteller is usally the one making any Malkavian
Time rolls, at least with regards 1o clan gatherings. The Story-
teller rolls the character’s Wies + Malkavian Time in secret,
uaslly about o week before a significant gathering. With one
success, the Malkavian recetves an impulse to immediarely head
w aspecific locale — but only when the meeting's just stanting,
Thiree successes allow the Lumnatic to have about o nighr or two's
forewaming, and o genemal idea of the meeting’s purpose. Five
succemses give the Malkavian waming a week early, and a very
chear vision of the meeting’s foous. Six or more successes cin
acnually be detrimental — ar that poinr, it's entinely likely that
the poor mad vampire has dipped 100 deeply, and s staming 1o
recetve pulses of his ekdens’ derangements.. .,

It's theonetically possible to actually, consciously send mes-
sges along the Network, but thar doesn't mean that the
Network s any sort of replacement (or even poor substitute) for
acell phone. For the most part, “sent™ messages thar manage 10
make it farther than a few feet are unconscious screams that
channel a Mallowian'sextreme emotion or pain. For this reason,
Mudbavians with more than thres dots in Mallevian Time can
often hear a clanmate’s death-scream, so long as it's in the
=|me city.

Despite the difficulty, it & posible 10 send deliberate,
personalized messages from one person to the next akong the
Network, even without Dementation. It tough as hell, but o
Malkavian can always try. To make the atrempr, the player rolls
Wits + Malkavian Time, difficulty. Successallowsthe Malkarvian
B rarsmit & message to one person within city limies (longes
ranges are possible, but only ar the Storvteller’s discretion); the
message can consist of up 1o two words per succes.

Note that 8 Mallervian needn't have any dos at all in
Malkavian Time to neceive those hideous linte brondcsts along
the clin's frayed neural network. In fact, it often drives newly

Embraced clan members. . well, mackder than sl when the

mexstges start filtering into thedr brains without any hine as o

their origins.
. Your “coustns” are usually surprsed when

you manege 1o make it o a githenng.

You've become accustomed to the

occasional Call

Yoou cin sometimes hear echos of

messigres that might not be npended

for you

When one of the family dies, you know.

You are the undisputed local authoriry

u what & necemary,

Possessed by: Malkavians. Just Malkavians

DISCIPLINES

Elder Malkavians are no different than the elders of any
other clan when it comes o Disciplines — they just as readily
seck oexpand theirsenses and powers over themselvesand their
environment. However, the eldens of clan Malkavian, s ingi-
matelyconnected tomeadnes s theyare, arecapable of procucing
Discipline effects that would never occur o a sane vampire.

Players have the option of choosing 1o be one of the fow
Malkrvians who weren'taffected by the global “reawakening” of
Dementation, and thus retain Dominate, Auspex and Obfus-
cate as their clan Disciplmes. So far, the childer of these
“olfshoots" have been maostly spliv in their affinities for Deormirare
or Dementation — so there's ample reason 1o play a Malkavian
with Dominate if you feel w0 inclined.

Some of the following high-level powes can be purchased
as Demenmtion or another Discipline. These ane powers thar
havee as much to do with the Network s the vampire's person-
ality. When the power of Dementanion wis sealed off from the
Camrilla Malkawvians cennuries igo, they leamed ro“make do,*
imitating their elders’ Network-specific abilities with Auspex
and Obfuscate. They mightnot have had Dementation, but they

Thefollowing Disciplinesarc recommencdiedfor Malkavians
only; it would somewhar dimmish the effeer of the Madnes
Metwork if just any Toreados or Tremere wereable rodspussion-
ately tap inoo its immaterial ganglian Call it one of the “perks” of
Malkav's Curse if you will — the Malkavians have cermainly kost
enough in exchange.

INate: Mind's Eye Theame nules follow for most of the
Discipline powers available. Some of these powens just don't
wurk s well m a live-action emaronment, being more suited 1o
a more personal environment with immediate sccess 10 8

Storyteller. Plese don't take it personally.)

Ll LT
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Bann ¢
Ausper Lever Sik
oR Dismentation Lever Simx)

Ui of the more clasic powers among: elder Mallavians,
this s the ability to communicate at great distances by wing the
power of the Network. The Mallavian with this ability can link
anumberof people together, llowing them all woonverse atwill
—bhoever, everyone involved nust caryon their conversation
out oud Whe's mone, each person hears their felkows as if the
uther people were standing next 1o them: thas, if Roseganden
weere m the comior of her own quiet haven while Pock was ina
cromdod subway, Pack could murmur quictly and be heand, while
Fowegmnden would have o maise her voice for Pack 1o hear her
ower the cromad.

System: The Malkovian may commumnicate with as many
ather people e he hoe potntsof Willpower tolink with unwilling
tangets, the player et roll Chiriama + Empathy, difficulryof the
tangzet’s Willpower, He masy sckd mone poople (up whis Empathy
rating) over and above his Willpower score only if those people
have demngements and don't reast the Pabble.

MET System: Without ceflular phones or walkie-nalkies,
this power's an outrighe bitch wosimulate inlive-scoon, Consel-
enng the difficulties of long-range challenges, it's recommendeed
that this power be restrictad w Storyieller ise — for exmgple,
Narrator approaching a player with a mesage tansmitted via

TueCall
(Auspes Lever Fiout
orDementation Lever S

Although many clan gatherings happen spontanemsly, the
Caiill sarising from 1 general subconsciows nead shared by a ciny's
Mallcvian population, it is possible to send the Call deliberately.
Buth Auspex and Demenation offer the abilioy tosend the Call,
although it's a much easier an 0 perform when expressad
through Dementation.

System: To send the Call, a Malkavian (and only a
Malkavian) rolls Perception + Empathy, difficulty 6. Asalways,
other clan mesmbers will hesar (mnd aovend if they so choose) only
if they make their Malkavian Time rolls.

Malkavians reached

All within three city Blocks

All within a three-mile rdie

All within a 10-mule radios

The city's entire Malkavian population
All warhin thee gresrer memopolitan area
Al warhin 300 miles

All Malkavians on the continent

Every Mallaivian in the workd

The Call as broocheasted s not o verbal things it merely
conwveys an mmpression of a place and a iime. There is nosense of
puroee, noreven the name of the gathering point; still, neither

e ——

s really necessary. The Call & s0 instinctive that ifan American
Malkavian whodidn'repeak o word of French were visiting Pars,
and heand the Call, he'd be able wo follow his impressions and
visions to the gathering place as readily @ any native Lunatic.

MET System: In live-action environments, thispower has
aneffective “delay™ in other words, a character st announce
his invenvions osend out the Call voyour Storytedler, who in num
should norify the vanious Mallarvians in play of this Call. After
all, youmay notknow all of the Mallavians inthe city, but they Tl
still hear it (via the Storyteller). A good method s 1o alert your
Storyteller n few days before a game, who can then place a note
on all of the Malkavian chamcrer reconds before handing them
1o players for the evening's session. Succes is considered auro-
matic, but the chamcrer cannot reach farther than the ciry limins
— a1 Call that echoes from city to city is best left asa plot device
n the Storytellers' hands.

Smyi's Tonoue (AuspexLever Six)

Elder Malkavians have o well-deserved repumoon as seers
andd prophets. The power of the Sibyl's Tongue tkes this
predilection one step further: The Mallarvian so Blessed can call
on her advanced Auspex 1o go deliberarely questing into the
Legion-mind for the answer 1o a particular question. If some
Mallervion somewhere knows the answer, then the syl has a
chance of making the connection to that Malkavian's memornies

Fatlure carries a penalty, though. To open oneself 1o the
Legion-mind and deliberately tread naked mto its waters —
that's dangerous snff. Whenever a Malkavian uses this ralens,
she runs the risk of having the chin's collective mad dhoughs
invade her head in a nush. The process is. . .highly unpleasint.

Systemn: The Mallavian muss foou for a mum o amune
herself w the Network. The player then rolls Wits + Investiga-
tiom, difficulty 8. 1f the roll is successful, the Malkavion gets the
amswer of her choice; the more succeses, the les arypric the
reply. However, the answer must be something that some
Malkavian somewhere knows (excluding Malkay himself, of
congse ).

If the roll is failed, then the Malkavian i in trouble. Thestew
of peychoses that makes up the Network mvade her pensonal
headspace, at such a speed that i's impossible to filter out whar
she wanis. She immediaely gains two additional derangements
for the duration of the scene. Hithe roll s botched, then theeffects
are even worse — one of these addinonal derangements settles
into her mind permanently.

At the Storyteller’s option, particularly dangerous ques-
vons might inflict an extm derngement even if the wll s
successful, and have even more severe peralties for failure. This
is especially rrue of questions thar requine expping the mind of a
Methuselah — a place nobody, no mater how well-prepared,

WA o g0
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MET System: To activate this power, the player s
expencd one o more Mental Treas; the more Trits expendad,
the more sccurte the reply, subject to the Storyreller’s interpre-
ton. ."n!:;ll-cr.i'url:lpll: st {un';l.lh:wi“-.l,r; ¥ wickon't heove tonedl
the other pemson what you're dolng). If you win or tie, yow
Mallerion i i o b the Cobweh und ||.u: up the
informestion thart you wane. I you kose, though, your Mallgivian
s bt i thie peychoses and gains two mone Derrgements for
the next hour or scene — a good system is to just grb wo a
ko from  deck of preponed Derangement curds of the son
theat you'd use for Dernentation (see Laws of the Nigh, p. 146).
In exther case, the Mental Traits are spent and gone.

Ifia Storyreller s not amibable to namate this power, orif ywou
st wamnit 1o speed game play, the Malkevin can we it o min
access o special Lore and information dhar he might not
otherwie have. Spend two Mental Traits und make the test
described above. sucoessul, you giin acoes to one special level
ofLore Ability above what you'dnomally know. Thus, fiyouuse
this power with an Expert Ability of, sry, Noddist Lore x2, you
it fesnporrtly goup oo Noddist Lore x 3 — longenoush o ferch
O SNEPOeT of useful information or mske one CI‘['.II_L_HH‘W: This
fules vanant s subject to Stoevteller approwal, of course

Scrawe (Onruscate Lever Sot)
n'h‘ }* |£h|k;i"r'lih hnl}‘lutulil.ptm -!I‘h’l‘ﬁ'mm ﬂu_\ nuju_—-u
aned encode his imational thoughts within a written forme His

writing appears no different dan sy other proifiel (alibossh i
may be distinctly imational, like the scomd on the walls of u
macdman’s cell ), however, other Malkavians are able w book
it and fler our the meswxe hidden withine In esence, the
contggions madnes of Mallan's Blood acts s 0 modiam for
conmmmcston. If the wriver so chooses, b con leve 1 messoge
theat can be red by all Malkavions, or by 4 specific Malkavian,

System: No roll is necesary 1o write encrypted mesges;
however, if the Mallavin i ke i hickben messws for o
specific Mallavian, be omst penonally know either the in-
vencded reader, the reader’s sire or ane of the resder’s progeny
There bs no roll necesary 1o read the mesage, cither

M 1‘!'!’#'&!&“ e with ."‘|.1r-| wx O o hagher, of thusy WLAEDECT
a hidden message of pattem, can attenpt 10 plerce the seraud's
meaning; dobng o reguines a Perception + Oceule mll, difficuliy
9 H mwevier, filue inflices a LEmiporry dermoemerit on the
resicder, s e discovens esectly the wong pattem in the writer's
Trl.'lh“"‘ﬂl.

..l-ihTh"lﬂm .n'uh;\ﬂ-uﬁhm be tricky no simbite i |rl. i
CTEEL |II'I.uHI‘1N o thie h!h'\{‘pi‘.!n- F“LJ'H'I‘-]T'I\'I'I].‘ SR, YU
can Jesve w special Sorwl cnd (a 355 wall do — a special coles
s a good choice to indicate Scrwl instesd of a negular item or
note) with “Serwd™ on the frone and ywour note on the back. A
slighuly move secure, but intenseve, method is o leave 2 Scmwl®
card l:"uj to the srbice with o note to sce 3 Stomvedler: thae

Coanrmia T b, Beouam
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prevents non-Malkavims from pecking, bue can tie up a lot of
tume if players have to go booking for Sonyrelles.

¥ Scrawl cases o much difficulty during play, Storytellers
shoubdn'thesitate torestrict its use todowntime sessions between
games {for passing hickden messages between Malkaviars), or wo
ot ialkow i at all)

P}mm oM HAuNTER
Onruscate Lever Eiour)

This trightening ability taps into the victim's actusl self-
tnage and grants the power found therein o the Lunatic. The
Malkewvian using Phantom Haunter can reach into his tarper's
enind, draw forth the image of the person wha has most shaped
(or fucked up) the tirpet’s self-image, and then become that
penson in all respects. If the victim was most raumatized by her
Embrace, the Malkavian mught appenr as her sare; if she was most
affected by her overweening mother, then her mother suddenly
confrones her; if a frendly pres managed 1o pull her back from
the brink of self-destruction, the Lunatic might wear thas priest’s
face. The phumtom isn't necessanily accurate; s it s shapod by the
victim's memories, the phantom might even be an outnight
cancature of the real figure from the victim's past.

Although the change is largely illusory, it’s more than skin-
deep. Once the Mallovion has assumed the persona of the
phumtom, he gams whatever knowledge of the victim thar the
victim believes the phantom would have. If the victim believes
her father sspected her of dipping off w have sex with her
boyiriend on Sundily momings, then the Malkavian leams of
that lirthe habir, and can use that knowledge believably. Since
the phantom’s knowledize depends on the victim's belief, then
the Malkavtan can wind up backing information that the actual
figure would ordinanly possess, but can albso gain knowledge thae
the real-workd counterpart wouldn't know:. It all depends on
whar the victim thinks her phantom womentor or benefactor
knams.

X course, assuming this form and fux memonies exacts
something of i toll an the Malkanvian, Spending 1oo much time
acting (snd thinking) like someone's personal bugbear can
tempotanily impring the Mallavian with behavior patterms not
his cwn.

System: This power requires a Manipulation + Empathy
roll, diffaculty of the tanger's Willpower. Each success allows the
Malkavian roasame the phantom's persona for one tum. While
this power is in effect, the Mallowin can destroy his mnget’s
amfidence by wing the seoret knowledpe 0 prined; any
Dementation, Presence or Dominate attempes against the vic-
tim are at -3 difficulty, and the vicrim loses one empogary point
of Willpower esch tum that the “phantom” continues issnebukie.

However, the Lunatic must make a Willpower roll, difi-
culty 6, every tum past the first in onder 10 retain full conmol.
Failing a Willpower roll means that the Malkavian s oversanu-
rated in the conjured phantom's persona, and continues o be
hanmited by the phamtom'shabits and prejudices for the rescof the

o)

night. This can be meated as either mild multiple personality
disorder or mild schisophrenis; in enther case, the Malkavian
wemporarily kses some of his own self-image 1o the phantom's
own personality. If the Willpower roll is botched, the phantom
personality remains for a month or longer. In any cse, the
Malkavian no bonger has access to the phantom's appeanince or
“memorics”; the vague impresions of personality are all that
remain.

MET System: Phantom Hmnter s a partcularly difficule
Discipline in live-action play, because it relies on the good

rokeplaying of the person you're facing. If your subject doesn't
want fo cooperare, you won't be able 1o get any information
withaut the intervention of a Storyieller — which 5 o be
awvoidal. If both partis tnet o role-play the diects of this
Discipline, they are cemamly encoursged w do so.

In game tenms, use of Phantom Humter requires that you
mutke asuccessful Social Challenge against the victim, fyouwn,
you geta free retest on your next use of Dementation, Dominate
of Presenice against the victim. Once you've used the retest, you
can either let the power and knowladge ganed fade away, oryou
canspenda Willpower Trait to keep the poweractive foranother
retest. { This sexpensive in terms of Willpower, but morecertain
than just making anew Social Challenge to reactivate the power
later.) Note that you can still only claim one retest anany single
challenge of the above Disciplines through the wse of this power.

Exnmmphe: Uy checidees 1o put alivde meniol mojo down on
his long-time enemy Ay, He defeats her m a Social Challenge
and proceeds to rip meo her with Advanced Dementanion, Total
Irusanity. Fle Fails his nest t sctivate the Totl Insinity, bt he
ks retest witth Phansom Hauner, and succeeds. He spends
one Willpower Trairtokeepthe power active and under conerol;
he follows up with a nasty suboonscious Dominate command
through Mesmensm. He Euls thar initial west, calls for a retest
with Intimidarion, fails that (bad night ), then makes a retest with
Phantom Haunter. He fails even that one, so he cannor make
another Phantom Haunter retest on that challenge, and can

%@&mpﬂmmnmuﬂvhmﬁgm:mww
Rur.

CHILDMIND [ DEMeNTATION LEVEL SEVEN)

This dread abiliy alkows the Malkavian w give another
person the equivalent of a psychic lobotomy. By focusing the
power of Dementation, the Lunatic can strip away much of a
target’s power of resoning, maducing his victim o a childlike
stane.

System: The Mallawian mast muke eye contct with hs
victim inondertouse thisability. Once eye contact sestablished,
the player rolls Intelligence + Emparhy, difficuley of the victim's
Self-Conmrol or Instinct.

The player can chome 1o maduce the victm’s Menml
Artributes by up toseven poines, s long as the vietim is left with
at least one dot in each. The Storyteller s under no obligation o
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reveal the victim's actual Atmibutes, however; the player must
jpuess which Armibutes to redhace and by how much. The victim
abo gains the derangement of Regression for o long o the
childlile sane ke

For example, Hoxha, played by Ben, wes Childmind on
Lauren- Bess. Hoxha (and by proxy, Ben) knows that she his a
reputation for being intelligent and cunning, so Ben announces
that he intends to drop her Intelligence by three, her Wits by
three and her Perception by one. Liuren-Bes nomally has
Intelligence 5, Perceprion 3 and Wits 3; she's rther more
mielligent and a littde less cunning than Hosdha gussed. Her
Intelligence falls 1 2, as does her Perceprion. Her Wits becomes
a 1, s the power camniot reduce any Armibures to zero, Lauren-
Bess still retains some of her acuity and is as intelligent 2 the
impaires], and she will still regress tochildlike behaviorunder the
proper stimuli. At least she's still somewhat functional some of

The number of sccesses determines the dumtion of the
Childmind's effeces.

| success One tum

2 axceses One night

§ successes One week

4 sucesses One month

5 successes One year

6+ mxccones One year per success past 5

MET System: Make a2 Mental Challenge against your
subject, after establishing eye contact. If you win, you can strip
away the tanget’s Mental Traits with your own foece of will. Each
Mental Trait that you expend, up to seven, automatically tears
awity one of the subject’s Mental Trits. Traits bost in this fashion
neduce the subject’s cument and total Mental Traits for the rest
of the night. The target therefore co't regain the Traits through
the wse of Willpower or similar methods, and his ovenill menml
state is inchicated by his new Metal Trait toal. Thas, a normally
brilliant Tremete (with twelbve Traits) could be reduced to just
average briinpower by tearing away seven Traits, rechacing him
wofive. Ifthe Tremen: had already used up multiple Mental Traits
previously, he might well find himself without any remaining
temporary Mental Traies. Even ifthe Tremerespenta Willpower
Trait to refresh his Mental Traits, he'd only go back up to five
Traies, not his usual twelve.

?LFLPUFR(‘ASUN
DEMENTATION LEVEL SEVEN)

This macabre power gained its name froma Goya print that
has achieved remarkable popularity among the din. The
Malkervian with thisability can rench into his victim's mind, pull
forth whatever hobgobling he finds there, and set them buzing
to the atnack.

System: The player rolls Wits + Intimidation, difficulty 6.
The Malkavian must spend ane blood point for each hobgpoblin

O'G

1. e —

he cremtes, up w a meximum number determined by the
sucoesses.on the roll. Thus, if Ficsperald were to et five scceses
on the Wits + Intimidation roll, he could aeate up w five
hobgoblins at one blood point each.

The hobgoblins can appear is almost anything, but they're
wslly carcanures of whatever insecurities or bad memonies the
tamget might possess. Since they are bom of the vicrim's fradlties,
the victim's mental resilience determines just how powerful the
hobgoblns are,

Ench heastie's statistics are s follows:

Strength: 10 - victim's Willpower

Dexterity: 13 - victim's Willpower

Seaeninae 12 - victim's Willpower

Health levels 13 - victim's Self-Control + Cournge

The hobgoblins have no Mental or Socal Anribuses of
their own, and as creations of the victim's own peyche, ane
immune to any mental powers the victim uses against them. A
victim cannot use Obfuscate to hide from his own pensecutons,
nor can he Dominate them into leaving him alone. Other
vampines can affoct the victim's hobygoblins with these Disci-
plines, but the difficulty o do so s the same as if they were wing
those powers aginet the victim himsell. In any event, the
hobgoblins will ignore all other beings swve thelr et unles
compelled otherwise, and cnnot damage anyone other than
their victim.

A hobgoblin can attack with a bite, punch, claw mke e
whanever attack s rensonable foe its form. All of these aracks
inflict Strength + 1 lethal damage; however, this dumage s
purely peychic in nanure, and will disappear at the end of the
scene. The malicious litle beasties can fly as quickly as their
victim can run, and cn find him wherever he rure. If not
destroyed by the end of the scene, the hobgobling melt back into
the ether from which they sprng.

MET System: Activaring the Sheep of Rieason requires that
you spend one Blood Trair and one Mental Trut for each
hobgoblin that you conjure, to the meodmum allowed by your
blood expenditure limits of Genention. The hobgoblins heares
and perhups attack your sibject, with the following sttistics

Physical Truts: 5+ (vactim's total Neegative Physical Trains)

Health Levels (all *Healthy™): 13 - vicrim's Self-Control/
Instinct +

Courage (halved if the compresed scale & wed)

Autack: Strikee for two levels of lethal domoge

Hobgoblins created with this power affect anly the in-
tended victim. They melt away within an hour, or after their
target is destroyed.

Deny (DementATION Lever i)

This highly disnerbing power offers a very compelling
argument that the Mallowvians see mose of reality than anyone
ehse does. The Mallavian using Deny is able to foous away from
a certin object so completely that the object censes to exast in
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the Malkavian'sperception. However, the powerof Diementation
s s strong that forall meents and purposes, the Mallavian smight.
The Malkerwain nay step through a locked door that he “dosn'y
se” s f it were an archway; o sword dhat he refiss
acknowlodge will £l w cut him, passing nght thoough his body.
Thasse: few elobers of uther chins whao'vee seven dhiis power in action
cannot find a suitable explanation for how exactly it works.
Pethaps the astral plane s somehow mvolved, or perhags elder
Lumotics samply fumcton i more than thaee dimensions — who
can sty ! There's certainly no explananion fortheoming from the
Mualkaviars.. ..

This power cannot be used 10 “deny™ the existence of living
creatunes, unchead o spini; it works only on inanimate objects.
Some frgzments of okd stories hint dhat the Eater and perhags
even Malkaw might have the ability touse asimilarpower igainst
living cromunes, but such a power is beyond the scope of most
chders in existence oday.

System: The player spends a blood point and molls Will-
power, difficulty 8. I sucoessiul, for the durstion of the scene, the
Mallervian cannot recognise or interact with the given object in
anvy wany. It a6 if the object just didn'e exist for the Lunatic. OF
course, this does have one or two drawhacks; if a Malkavian has
succesfully “nuned ou™ an opponent’s weapon, he won't be able
to uncherstand why his friends are reacting s if their foe were
armiexd. (They're probably halliscinaring, come 1o think of ir.)

The auars of “noninteference”™ docsn’t extend further than
anything the Malkavian is holding; the Malkavian can swing a
fire ux theough 2 "denied” door 1o strike the opponent on the
other side, but if he were 1o fire through the “open archway, " the
bbbt wonshd hit the door pe 1sml (posibly 1o the Lunatic's
constermation ). The Mallawian cannot help other vampines o
lving hetngs o nme out the ignoned obyect, even if wuching
them; the power only benefirs the Malkavian and his personal
effects

MET System: Yousimply expend one Blood Tritand one
Willpower Tran todeny the existence of one material obyject foe
the next hour or scene. If you Deenvy a0 sword, for instance, it
cannot hur you; a stke would not panilyze yous o suit of body
s woukd not stop your fist. You may Deny only one object
at o time.

MermmsAanND FLAWS

There are, of course, plenty of existing Ments and Flaws that
are particubierly appropriate for Malkavians. Most Menml Flaws
from the main nudebook work ricely for Lunaries, 2 do Acute
Serse, Infamous Sire, Medium, Omecular Ability (pemosdardy
ppropeiate), Cursed, Ecrie Presence and Grip of the Damned.
Still, the following might abso offer an ides o twoio ackd just the
riggh firishing quirk o the Lunatic of your choice.

‘

ARANDONING THE FLESH
hdtﬁumﬂydqﬂnt&:hﬁﬁmii
indeed possible for s Malkavian o “download” herself,
her consciousness onto the shared madnes network.
This isn't quite o form of immorality, though, as what
remains on the Network ;nﬂmmd'
sentience, as much an echo of the vampine's pessonality ¢
mm&mclﬂ-ﬂm’smlﬂhﬂmu}wﬂtd‘:

sor of strongambition or self-awareness otherthan being
a collection of ideas and memories that fire off when
appropriate stimuli present themselves.

D™ remains & incomplete, roken and

rather difficult o mﬂhﬂaﬁulﬂ.ﬂmhﬂﬂn 1

Malkav in all its ghory as he passes. Of couse, there's still
a chance thar he is consumed urtedy. |
Ultimately, though, there i no system for this
mmdmhﬁhlwﬂuhm
chance at escaping Final Death unless the story demands
it. For that reason, a Malkavian can shunt himself onto '
dtTmabﬂ!ndt&umhdumw
ate—and the Storyreller is triply advised o be very, very, ,,
very conservative with this som of thing, treating i with
all the mﬂuﬂmﬁmdu.m.ﬂnhnh ,
Finally, this particular tidbir of ke 1 not commaon
knowledge at all; ir's preserved as one of the greawst
secrets of the clan, and it can't be accessed through the
Network itself. Anyone willing to muke this final plunge
will have 10 somehow come up with the idea in the fir:
place, and then do the legwork to make it necessary.
Nu&wummyhd‘u Mallcaviars.
R e . B A
IMMACULATE AURA (1-pT. MeFRT)

Whether bocase of your inon control or some fluke of
chance, your aur does not give away your insnity. The aum
doesn't shift or swirl at all, even when you're confused, frensied
of in a peychotic .

Benevorent BLoon (1-pr. Menir)

Your blood still camies the Curse of Matkav, but its effects

have been lessened just a lictke bic. Any ghouls you creane suffer
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nonie of the umml demnging side effects of drnking Malkavion
Blooad — thesy can be lesadbed 1o the gl wath yousr blood and not
cotne one step neser 1o gining o derngement. (They mighe
still be dhriven mesane by lifie with you, thousgh, depending on how
desrmnading vour reality i) OF counse, siny childer you Embrice
will «ill min o derangement after the Emboce ® waml
-lllh n Lﬂ‘l WOV R r-l:ﬂi'!!'l Illllll'\.i 1 1"" NER i:.l.l t"h i !, | I " I L ‘J'H'“
TS [l ll."{ LIS 6 (O WY Illll I"'_x]:'l"l. |

Deapenen Nerves (4-pr. Menrr)

Whether it was a condirion vou held in life or an odd side
effect of the Embrce, your nervos sysem s missing o few
connections. You have very littde mctile sense, whether pleasune
or paim The dosmside of this & obsdous: One of your senses 5
grently impained, which can keep you from noticing impostane
waarruinngss (o Blaace atyour back, for instiance —orin i), You suffer
a +3 difficulty 1o all scrile-rebwed Perception rolls, and the
Serytellermuy call foramll mnotice even the blmmedy obviows
you might not even notice that you've been shot if the bulle
dhesn't knock: you down outright

However, your desdened nerves abso protect you from pain,
alloming pour o ignore your wounds wneil your flesh i liemlly
blasted from your bones All F'l.'ILJlI1L".i for wound levels are
halved, runding down; in other woeds, you suffer no peraltis
Lﬂ'l".l L L k\ lt\l.' I"I"’d. H.l.l'..L’."Ll Il.:'t".' [. “'i Wi }lukh‘lhh I \:"Lt" e
die from your dice poals, and even when Crippled you can atill
act at i mere two-die penalty,

I the Storyreller is willing, it might be particularly rewsnd
img for the Storyteller to keep mrack of the chamcter’s heulth
leveds, and not let the pliyer know exctly how hadly his
chamcrer has boen wounded. Even if the Mallawian stops togive
henselfa uﬂllt‘li book-over, the Su ryticller uits things in the most
general terms (e, “Thete's a nuember of holes inyour chiese, bat
you have no idea whether the bullets are bodgped tnssde or not”
Your left amm refuses wo move, although you'ne noe sure why,”
wnd soon). Thisisa fadramount of exera work on the Storyrellers
behalf {particularly i in the erest of secrecy, the Storyteller
rowaors all dhe Mallervinn's souk rodls in secret), but can akla ks
of tension and versimilitude to the gune

MET System: Peutsex] chumcterswath this Merithave their
fuall Trmie bewels fioe all vied chsllergaes. When Wounded, thiey
neex] not resk addinorad T vo svempre chollenges, shthowsh
th.", still .mTlﬂLrtl'.qu,‘ bose raeed « iulit‘n,;\.-x

Disemponien Menton (5-pr. Mynir)

The vakces in vour head may tell wou things, bot by Gad,
they're useful things. You have a peronal uide and advisor
(bonyrht as vl throush the Backgrounsd: Meror) whio exias
barpsedy in yomar o sboull. He may hive been o Malleivian whao
uphoaded himsell into the Network, or perhups be's an imagsinary
consnct with acces o the -ll.'llnilmuhnu:u i !| Wi L|.|:| 1 11i'-rl
Wiy, “I"' EXLOL quﬂl' ihlh.i |1 N YOLN CIETTNeS. Do ot LT ti inEm
your mentor's counsed, and it's wsaally pretty asy 1o all on his
aehvice when you nead i, Undormunaely, this Mo adso hes i
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deawhacks; your mentor can find you whenever he chooses, and
can be a real distrcnion when you're trying to o something he
finck irelevant, You're not freed from the obligations of your
relatiorshup, either; you find yoursell nening aminds for your
mentor just as often as any ather pupil would, if not more so.
MET System: This Trair tsn't appropriate for liveacton
phay, s 1t would recuire the constant atention of i Storyreller.

Sesmparieric Bowo (5-pr. Merm )

For whatever neson, you unconsciously cause a peculiar
apermatural form of feedback thaough the links of the blood
hond. Although you're not imimune 1o being blood bound (and
cannot take the Merit: Unbondable), if youdo become bound wo
someonie, your regnant also becomes blood bound w you w an
el extent. Even if she wasalready blood bound toancther, she
now has the unenviable position of being rgmant © rwo
sampires it once. T his Gan obviously e o some unplanned
aned quitee twisted codependent relatonships.

StiaMmata(2-4pt. FLaw)

You constantly seep Blood from phantom wounds; even
thouggh your flesh remins unbroken, you bleed. The blecding s
faurly slight, but i incesant, costing you an extra Blood point
eich evening (marked off just before dawn). If you Bleed from
visible locations (sch s the palms, & common place for
stigmata ), you ane ar -+ difficulty 1o all Social rolls, although
cerminvampireswill probably take your reputation ssascermone
SCTH 1

The 4-point version of this Flaw indicates that you blead
from your eyesockets; this obviously makes it almast impossible
rovtmave] within humen society unveibed, and very much disturbs
other Carunes (the difficuley of all Social rolls is increasad by +2
mither than +1). In addinion, the constant bleoding interfers
with your vision, akling ane w the difficulty of all visl
Perception rolls

MET System: This Flaw s worth cither two o four Triis.
In both casees, you bose an additional blood Trait exch evening
ot before chwn. The two-Tradt version also gives you a one-
Trair penaley on Sociul challenges; the four- Tt Flaw gives you
atwo-Trat penalty on thee challenges, and a one-trur penalry
to viasl perception challenges boides. Neodles w0 say, this
Flaw, particularly the four-Trait vession, is probably best left 10
sgames that take place on Halloween or well awary from ordinary
cwviliang; if you think they react poordy w pasple dressed like
vinpires, imnagine how they'd react o someone with fake blood
snearesd down their cheeks.

InFectious(3-pr. FLaw)

Your bite transmits the madnes of your clan. Whenever
you feedd from a mortal, the power of the Kiss holds them inpliace
as nomml. However, your mortal prey gains a temporary de-
rangerment for every three blood ponis you take from them; the
tuacdness Lasts for a week or so. Malkaviams with this Flaw nne

—

often the ones you hearabout infesting asylums; i°sthe most low-
key place for them to feald

MET System: This Flaw is worth three Traits: the prey
ins one dermgement per three Blood Traies drwn.

RECOMMENDED SOURCES

T be honest, there ane coumithess bocks, stories, films and
the like out there thar dwell on deception and perception; most
of these offera lirtde insaghr towand what it's like tosee things that
nobody el sees. The following sounces are particulasly recom-
mierieal for looks, satinical and otherwise, ar whaat living in an
alternate state of reality i like.

* Films

I Shot Ardly Warhol — Dysiunctional and obsessive behay-
wr aplenty; well-acted 1o boot.

Jacob's Ladder — Plenty of surmealism and hallucinations;
something for would-be schisophrenics m check out.

One Flew Ower the Cuackios Nest— The book is abo good,
but the movie s rightly prased. Life among the mad n't
something to envy, thar's for sure.

The Shinmg — See this movie, Now,

The Sath Senee — In addinon o heing somewhar supes-
rurural in scope, this film very believably portrays the power of
debusion with an added rwist at the end.

Tudhe Mimkeys — Well, acngally, most of Terry Gilliam's
fileme e excellent studies in sudden “reality shifis™, but this one
in particular showcases the multiple boose ends and outside
influences that dominate a Mallowvian's existence. What can
you rust!

* Books

Beadbury, Ray, The Odctoher Cosmnery. Although it'smre that
the wond “mudnes" crops up in any of these stones, it doesn't
have ti. The mood is masterful, and nobody does a better job of
portraying people who are firmly (yer subdy) convinead of
sormething very irmtional — or who become so. Excellent ideas
fuor staging a schisophrenic.

Barroughs, Willim S. Neked Linch. you don't have some
whers for moleplyng a halhscmanory Malkevian after reading
this, there's no help for you

Chase, Truddi. When Rabbit Houds. The sutobiogmphy of a
multiple personality disorder victim; very much worth neading,
and all the more chilling because it's non-fiction.

Diagnontic and Ssatrtical Maraiad of Mental Disomders. This
rranuml establishes the common languge of psychoparhology:
highly rechnical, of counse, but with volumes of information on
dhingrosis, symptoms, multiple disordensand soon. You'ne sureto
find something interesting insicke.

Ellis, Bret Easton. Americn Pracho, Pop-psychology, to be
sure, but nosty and bautish enough o insgpire ar lesst one
homicical Mallowian.

Cuameoon: Marss
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Eco, Umberto, Fowomdt's Pendubon. A very involvad trip
el (O ySERC EET, AR an] neadnes. 1-:, irs chere, bt 5o e
the: ke of most Mallesviirs prachoses.

Faulkner, Willum. The Soand and de Py, Plenty of

msterial here for decaying families, as well os chansctens that e

on the brnk — fucked up bar nos yer completedy dysuncrional.

Heller, Joseph, Caach- 22, Satire about madrsessand war, not
the st serionss hook st el e, but a good read monethe-
b thoar sarmemiartoes thee Buility of rermminingssane ino workd the
]Lh ey use WO sy,

Jencheson, Shirey. The Hoaime of Tl Hisee. W keolos
fira 1o be nsimple story abour & hewnted bose mmstesd beconmes
mnvexploration of the peyche and s fragilicy. A mase-rend forany
budding Malkavians.

Jowee, James, | ibpaes. Fven of o don't pet very e into the
work, it doesn't tke that long o pick up the sream-of<con-
winmnes syle. Pobably more tscful for Seonvrelbers than
plavers, i it'd be dused o speak in charmcer in such o Bashion for
AN COTINE CVening

Kaflen, Frane. His mosr fmous work, “Metamonphaosis.” is
v iexcellent study mowha i's like mo wake up one moming and

ot be puartof the nommal wodkd any more. However, there's mone
to Kfler than thar one sory, and much of it s fleshormdimgly
BT

Yoc, Edear Albane Po’s life ioelf is good source material for
wbsession and deterioration, bt his fictkon & apolly welul for
inepiring pothic eldens in the theoes of demeniti

Sayers, Dorothy, Ciemady Ngght, A morder mystery foundial
on the -1”'1 :ln‘{‘h' rhnfl.. that if everyone .1llllll.it'kj:lﬁ._!'- 7 1]
toshenmstable, it svirnully impossible tohold on toyourstability

Shea & Wilson, [hammane Tology. All nghr, so ' gocbyy
and comical, but even s, its not o boad eference work for
pranking

Shafer, Perer. Epaa This play & o rust, whether you read
it o o see it |t exgploss obsesion and bondetline smity, senius
mindzmmes berween doctor and patseni, and an miereong
VW Ak o hmli ?'ri.llk.ltmtb :u:;d‘ﬂ VW “ILIr lhr e KN | -h.-
wurld calls “normal,”

Thomgson, Hunrer S, Far and Loathing i L Veass
_"-]l“._-dm-.}: of a field p:\mlr o staates of altemad cons BT
althongh it focises more on dns than good ol Guebione|
pevchoses, most of the people in the book *just am't nghe”
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The Normal i the pood smile in a chilid s eves
dised stare g mullion achelts . [t both sustarms and lalls
the Ordingry made beaurifud: w i oo the Average made lethal
Neormal ts the mdispensable, miaderos God of Health, and | am his
Mriest. My wols are very delicate. My compuassion &s honese. | hove

homeatly aoaisvted children i this Toom

relieved many agonies. Bur also

bewomd quieseion

all mght, Jt o arlso the
bke a Giod. 1
fhl'

| have walked asmy terrors and
I hawe cut from

them pesrts of individualiey repuagmant w this God, i both his awpects, Pares
sacreed 1o maver and mome wonderfial Giods

Peter Shaffer, Eguas

There are no stereotypes among Malkavians. They're
harder to classify than the inmutes of any mencl instio-
thin — because, after all, the institurion doesn't have any
mmates of the kind that con't readily be detected s
INssInG Il"ll.' M..I:lkil"l'l.ﬂ"l\l 1] [hl" ||lI|l.'r }l.llll L r'-llll':l' !Tl im
[J' W I'|i"\'||'l lll.'l.\ i"i\'l.li“rl'l. L% r*l-l..' .Ihl'“ L Ins F\TI\" 'f I-i'r.l-l“.!l-l.'
SOomee are h-m-'---lrnt, others un.|u|'-.|rhn; SNTIC AC e
rrenting, others singularly sgymesive. The only thing that
unites the members of this teerering, decrepit fimily
apart from their demented blood — s the fict thar they
remain stoically, resolvedly, if ever so barely functional.

The Malkavian who momuges 1o survive in the perihous
T h e

s l.]l.'['ll. I!II|:|'I1'\-I.!r li:il. I'ﬁ'h.hllh.Lt'I.ll.l:_"k'll. LT R RS

Ii'L..If. I.I"lhll 'l-l.'-l.'”.. WO TYCVCT |1| A1 .Ii'\ il r||~. m

The following Malkoav s, whether new toandisath
or terribly old and clever, are all srvivions. Each one
\!rluﬂ.:ll" WITII I!||||' fimci= rIv..-l .l-;'n..uﬂr l|||II| 'A.'l.'llihlh h.'- | AT
mind; each one hus scoes o msmpbes osd roberas tha
.lllhl'l.\ il.rl1l1l -hl l1l.”!lll.'l'l.'\.'lll-l micre 1 Kimdred sociery. ik
nll the rest of their ik, they shouldn't be underest imated
After all, you mever know what angle they're going oo

Llll-l.lll."l"l,' x1 hl.l” WL I'I'H"I'I.l, i! g |||du ||l1,.,_ﬂ.| WEf I|||| wil
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ARTDEALER

Ousotes It's verv v, sn't? The s, o s, i of cosereg
hughey lrserhnl. e wes cemuendy senfornancie for s pooents — b I'm
suere you!' l agmee the the art workd hew hevefitad tromendonsly, Goon,
dm't b sy bk deeper

Ilrr‘h-hh': -"L"? l'll I“L RLAE TN llll! TeTINeT |E".‘L yiu L H.'t\] T
You traed youm best with enyons, modeling clay, pen-and-ink and
cratfts of ll soets — but als, you weren't fortunate enough 1 be
b with tne tadent. Instead, yours were the gifts of intelligence
arwd i discerning eye — el nosmall merare of aubbomnes, Sa
what you backied i vaskon, youdecided romake up forin education.
Evern if you conddn'e coeate an thar we wikd communicie on the
L ‘.Ir‘ II."'-'I.'l. LT L.ILI i l‘t‘l.lll]l\' 1* IRV I'l_"!.l ] |,‘1‘|3'u: i iNT Iﬂ'u-:\_

N— e PREEEE  Pods wans

With your dedication and inelligence, you wrsthad a schaol- o et vees] S e
wship 1o 0 university with o celebeted liberal irts school. Troe, . ATWANTA
yourr Eamuly coukd hewe sfforded wo send yous without i, bt if Dickly e SN Camomobbom S
bl mcmubhy ol v beeak out the checkbook, he would have been [ 5 el e ——
the ooetochoome your magor, Youmapored inar histoey (ryingrthe _— o Y
occsional paming course m vian), with o mimoe, oddly erougly, e e - -
in peychology. As your stuches progresoed hurther, you became e R ————
mone ancd more Eescimated with the way than armses fssEisEsa I B
veteally i rroubled kot — wsed art to try communicating el = —
the thanggs theey could pever sy, Unfornmasely, your LA L -

griades weren't all they i
conthd hae boenc the goaooa
F"tHIi""ﬂ'l" |l|':l .
weren't willing

o oot your sdess about collective ur-minds and the like.
“ [

You have no ides exactly when your sire started stalking you; you remember
ﬁ ,‘ afew Bate nights in the art buikding when you were getring o linke paranosd even
without the henefir of eming high. She finally cughi you at one of the receptions,

diraggzing you into one of the restroom stalls and bringing you icross. She expliined

, f herself Later —on the nights she el like explaining anything — in long ramblings
; ot shared consciousness, garbled lines of communication and failed attempts at

1 V’ expression. Foe your part, you felta quiet theill — ar bast, someonse who undensiood

Concept: Malkiv's blood has anly heightenad your belief i a commumal
level of human consciousnes, one that can't be comemunicasd in ordinary
terms, With the helpofsome of the family sold contacts sshackers, vouopenald
what has hecome one of the miost succesdul, if conmwersial, ar gallenes
m MNoeh Amence You deal exclusively in art created by menml
puitienis — ofter all, only the ursmble have noces o the
deeper levels of consciousness. With luck, it'll help

others find something new, if perhaps 2 bit disturbing,
about themselves. At the very leamr, it gives the
reychapethe something mew wdo
Rodepaying Hints: Keopon the go— time, nde
and the mendy wait for no one. Speak with pathent
authority and quiet enthusiasm — unlike many other dealers, you fervently
believe in the statements your artists are making, And alwerys, always, keep on
top of thimgs. Thiene's always poing o be some idios Tormdor biech wheo thinks
her clan hos a monopoely on visual commaumication, and vou've goe i be neady
to keep her in her place.
Equipenent: Drumatically striking clothing, cell phone, portflio of nepno-
dhactions, cigreres and lighter, kivest ant-workd periodicals

Deramgement: Bulimi

CLasponn: Mactams
n
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COLLECTOR

{ Duaie: f}::rtqﬂl there? Uh, I'm .'J]'nn'f theree's vue moacth besc
there; that’s ey worloguace, oond 'y comiess right notw. Nothing o ser,
readly . wodesn o v portcubee by mtemested mochadeen s dhoes | R,
| diin't think %0

Prefude: You were something of an intmowvernt prowing upr
et that wou el chosce, Yourmother, abwsrs concemed aboe
your health, never bet youi bemve the howse ihe tutoend LTE
hatnee. As a resul, you spent all your time upstnies in yous spotles
nooen. She wis alwenys |!1|.1:l.'. oy -ln,- lu.i ey L:I'I |'11.- W
fthiier, s shie bead the proceries and other things deliversd, und
thete wis o nevd 10 Jerve

Thee st exciterent you rememiber having in your entine
chideTheooscd v the timme tht vour mamageed ro gt up intothe miic,
vt ot sabves vourr prarhmeother's
denth. You spent houss up there,
cpuscthysiftirethien g all the chesis
od trunks and baskess of une
b thuirgs, tentil your mother
foserd yous sl ushed you down:
SETLERS BNl AL, L I.'l“.I'LI"“FHa .h‘ It
|i'.l'.' '.b.[‘l 'j'l'l. 'l'lqi Ph' T -n‘. EX=
citenwnt stayec] with you, thisgzh

'\".l!l-j ISVET &0 =) ey
thimgsof 5o ey sovtsall ot
(e, ]1 qlnh,
you'd been
.4”-."'.!.'!'4! [
bk o
them bomgeer,
thete wits =3
much mone
Yo could
h a w e
Eﬂ:ll'ﬂnl

"':'- h- (o | ]
Yimur mm l!lll‘l
died abruguly,
LAl | '.-le||.|
.lr‘.'ll:t
She'd gt o
sy, e hosy
et by i the oust-
side wotld, Y
st thie deryyafter
]'J."I'.ll"l.”'l\k'.l-[i L"I"

bk

Ing f!'h' LE Y
wnking up all de
siphte. There wis
s tch to s, 50
much you'd never
foumnd onst ahaet
II'I-| i P '11'|.F (A ]
much, The civil ser-
wice peopkesoon took
youn, inclsomewdicre

wlong the line you were notiosd. Your sire and his colxoss were
w‘ll T I‘J’! LN et I'I Lot I‘i]l.‘ nhin‘ll'hl‘.‘l i‘ l'[“'l,"fT._l“h_: W |Til
ather people and holding down a haven — but, of counse, they
i I'llL'h.l T I‘ ‘i‘lﬂﬁ:‘ﬂ}m. "l-l'll Ay L‘.M' I"LM' Ty I"I_‘l Fw
mwundderstand evervthimg ebee, vou're poine 1o hiave o be vour
omwn Dencher

Concept: You're constantly trying 1o moke sense of the
world around you, and for you 1o do s, things need o be
ompnized. Youcantorder the workd youmsel, bur g the very leas
youcan choose acerminson of thangand crmlogall rsvaranons
However, you have et mofoce on collecringone peurnicular iem
for e than a few months — i i kooks like you're not geming
the arswers you wani, i's thme w move on. As o realdr, you're
whways moving from one obsesion o another, be it insecs,
e, oddly shaped oak kv, buman befr hands, o what-
ever. Surely your nest collection will lobd a few mone instgdus
'|'J.L.It TJ!.L' L'Di N O IJ.’I_hI..L

Roleplaying Hints: Roleplaying hints! You're acompletely
rwwrmal person — o completely nomminl pemon with a hoblby,
nosthimg moee. Youdon't spend every wakang moment obsessing
ower your hobby, and you don'r discuss it with people who don't
share your interst, [0 your business, and you certainly don't
Wt G h L i P"l 1"]'

Equipment: Soudio lolt, latee "collection,” jeweders

ke, panoply of wide and viried cradr suppliesand handwane
ok

Derangement: Obsessive/Compulsive

B e Thll Sl b
e b i

A, N T

—




CoMpoSsER

Queote: Wondd you plese. ., Wondd wors ploase ey w0 Loy youir
wice, plasse” ['m haveng some difficadry hearing

Prelude: [t was the classic mle of a talent that Jemandal
immortadity. Your childhood was devoted to the pursit of music
from 2 far bk 8 vou cm remember; your ith-arde reciral was
enough o secure cdoubled fanding for wour school’s music progrm:
By vour senior year of high school, you had your pack of scholarships,
pou were the mlk of the neighbodhood, and even the bugsest
dickheads in your class didn'r dare hasle you for fear of what the

ahioal boand would do to them

Yours was a rdent thar spokee 1o the ages. [r drew your ire, an
:I'iilll.1'T.L| w|!n"J r.v_u.'ll!rn whatart renlly ks, oy .-"n.||1.1't. WITRET,
you were mlentad: your privite compasitions wee genis. By all
mians, someone had 1o preserve your abilicy for all dme

Regremably, the vampire who chose 1o do so was mad

The Embmce deove a thousand eracks through your soul. By dhe
time vou wiere coherent and fimctional once moee, they were alnesdy

v W

hokding yourempoy-cosker imerl — amanpemenis hod been made, e were

off course. Yiou hapdly noticed — the music I’lulm_,_r voar besad haad

incresed inpitch and rempo, but itwas somehow. ., different, almoss S ® i v ¥

wnomg, And ver, & the sune time, it was cleaner aned more inssient ssssssssc

than ever before. - ..
This plessed your sre to no end. He hecame the ultimate

patron: providing you with a haven and a helpoare, srmnging

CoveTt “-li! Al IJ ICCTRNAEE® FOMEL EES T !.i...“ VAR MW -~

overnures, and finally stepping away to leave you 1o work :

-~ -&Q

mhindered. Now your occsstonal concerto draws Kindred
from ansmd dhe city and beyond,, and there's alk of producing a
mtion picture buillt around a soundrack of your devising. You o
entertam all the ollerspolively and senously, butalwasonlywith \"'\ -'1
bl ziry e

Concept: Like any compuoser worthy of the title, you are haunited by
s [r's pessibde char some of whar you besr is frgments of memonies
fltered m thoough the Madnes Network; dhen agun, moybe if's jua
pure inspiration. You aren't drsn quite by dhokee to the couns of
vampinic society, but you often herve wo pstify pour existence o the
prince: by providing him and his hengers<on with new enpernain-
et Thendehully, your shill is such that you never leave him borad

quiszical, dmined or disturbed, perhags, but never boral

The music you create §s far from ondinary; its the work of o mad
Mozarr. Those wholsten to it in itsentirety irc exposed tonotes that
are. . subversive, you might call them. Subely and mercilesly, your
WY, ‘L MSINEHDs “H:4.I [laich) lll' !’ﬁ:m’f s TLE Hﬂ‘,‘: I ;jw” ‘L'l LI |:'h.. NEVET
fully hevingg thern. Pty the poor monster whoatmumes himsell o one
of your recitaly with Awspex....

Roleplaying Hints: Half-listens 1o the people milkang 1w yoy;
abways devode ar least a porthon of vour attention within. The music
chbs and ik R W henir's ut “low tl:ic.- SOl 11& L8 u'u;‘ i n,l,“-.w]'\]u:
as any Kindred, but when it in full flood, you need o pen and pper
il i the consexquences. Smille politely, offer plessantries, and grit
your teeth in the hope that your admirers will go vy and leave wou
o the miercy of the music

Equipmenit: Satche] full of sheet masic, small soundprooed airic
apeatment, synthesizer

Derangement: Manic-Depresion

? Conrmen Thome: Sowwe
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EMT

ot Frrst, do mo haerm. Farst, do no heerm, Ferst, oo o harm

Prelude: You were no stranger to violence growing up, although your father did his best to keep his “business” far awy from you
He didn't wamt you 1o have to do the things he did fora living, or o have a price on vour head, 50 he worked diamn hasd oo make sure
that you were shelbered from the reality o his "faumily obligtions." I didn't quite work out that way; vou saiw Uncle hadie shion down
when you were 10, Thar wae the day you became completely adsanad of wllnn Yo were

Your family wasn't a safe place 1o go for solace, 50 you tumied to the Church. You despenimely wanred 1o believe in a work] where
compassion and mercy and pesce actually meant something, and o you did believe, O you pradieired w collepe, you mapsed in
medicine; it seemed only appeopringe thar you give back to the community, sinee your Bamily was mboing so much sway, When you

ot your residency, your fxther was very, very prosd

It was ona late-night shift in the ER when youwere taken. You pronounced the John Dioe dend onarmival
when he walked into the bathroom out of nowhere and opened your theoat. When you came 1o, you were in your
own apartment, and e was there with you, somewhur apolosetic. Just ke your father.

Since then, you've fled the city you grewup in; you're desperately erying 1o hidke from your sine and family
members both, You managed wo pet o job as an EMT on the graveyand shift, where you doyour absolute best
tokeep on helping people. You tend to fieed by using Obfuscate toslip nto the hospital's morgue, mther than
preying on the people you have a resporability ro save, Every time you bundle a broken, blesdingbody . I8
the back of dhe ambulance, the wempotion & bomble |

stake.

Concept: All you ever wanied 1o do was help people. Now you're a creature thar's forced to prey on
people o survive. Well, not if youcan help i, Your remarkably high Humanicy scone means that you're
consmntly conflicring with your prechitosy nature, but when lives are o stake, you vsamlly
manage 1o pull through. On the times that you've actually fed on fresh human blood, you
coukd feed the voices of the people you were devourning in your head -
tonoend, and you force yoursell 1o chokie down stalle blood mther than eat evirything

il El'lr'llﬂ JETHEL B.

Roleplaying Hints: Always woek 10 heal, rather than o harm. You're oo

scqueamish, nomatter what others might thimk — you're compassionate, and thene’s
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Crrmn Thome: Sesnars o & Baowy Mesap

but that didn't mean anvthing o you at all.

bt youn'll comrimue po pesisr. Your very soul s at

EITORETNG FOUN S

Ll

it diturbs you

ﬁx‘

a  difference

Yous're desperately
ashamed of whae
you e, but you
rehse o believe
that yvou're inca-
pubrle of oing some
pood even in your
cumment condition. Ev-
ery now anel again, you
consider trying o find
vour family snd recon-
clle with them — but
the 1!:':'|Ing always
e

]
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MeETHUSELAN S PDAWN
Quaote: It'sntrry fiasalt. lewersn’ oy dhacision. Theee's
sormething clse gong on here. Youd've e i heliove me
Prebude: You grew up smictly bloe-collar in o binge Gamily
With fouse sablimgss, and yvou stuck firmlly in the mickle, you had

there's

- Dt [ = W
p— LN [T

Lt

o work extr hard tocam your parents’ ateniton, Fyven
then, it wies never uncividead — o head 1o shore
with the pest of the family

LR LIRS

In high schanl, yous wial harder dhian
ever befon: toget people 1o listen to you. You
volurweend for propectafter project, particn
lurty things like the school paper pnd
yesrhook. Your impresed puskinee counse-
liw stareed I'Ild'w v wosand o cooreer in
jourmalism, and you were more than happyto §

humad o dhaar rond.

o —— ;

And jourmalism might've workied out for s sm——s
vt o did well im codlepe, wou did well with i -
your fine job o a papeT, arxd you soon 0 -] ) —
moved o television, Unforn:
I'I..l'li.'l'.‘ b 0w, Wi e [TI— "
lirtde too oversubo in LLLEELE
H.'HIE',HI.:III.: il strhghe - -

series of kidnapping,
mnd came 1o the atren-
ton of the party
responsible. The thing
— o there's neally
mo et wary you can
think of it— decided
thaat your tulesits for
investigation and
cimmunication
wonkd be h.'udlh Lz
fl toit, parvicudacly
you acted as s
carguw in Kindred
uxjr'n,-._nu: et was
foregone conclision.
Yau'd aluuys sub
consciously hoped tha
you'dbe impormantio
somoeone, thar some-
tl'll.".-l-uluﬁ!'ilj.l'p"ﬁl-\'
NIreEnnDon D wou,
want you on thair sde
These mighs, you wish thear you
oouid have 'Il.‘.n'ﬁ] m‘ﬁkﬂui o

o it o s bebuilf in K indeed sociens
althoush you have o Gikr oot of
lewwary o puitase your osn pols, s
orthers ke pricrity. Youdon'vsee the
ebder thimg dhair sired vou in the flsh
veryoften, but every once mawhile,
thie compulsions come filtering ko
wour hend from outside. When thae
boppens, you have litdde choice bu
to abey,
Rolepluying Hints: More than
anvything else, you coave time w0 your-
self, but every time you think you're
adone, that hidens, overpowering poss-

encestarscmwhing intoyour bmin. When
under onders, speak wath the warm, arong
voice othens tend wesociate with eleyvision
joumadises; when on your own, your voiee
tends 1o falter o linde, and wasr defense beeak
dhowent. Yous really wish you could meet someone

whao understnds, someone you could confide in

you mght be o linde woo poone w falling for
people that you think might offer some consobi-
IEm

eveY

Concept: You're a poppet
who can see I Owin STy —
veryawarcof your ack of conol,
bt powetles 10 do anything
ahout i Your sire has chosen you

Equipment: Notepuds, pocket tuperoconder,
mice clothing, Setum four-door, seable apan
ment, icepick

Derangement: Seli-Ammnthilation Inpulse
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Patisnt Fortitude (Endurance)
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B Siregtwise
Intimidation Survivel
Meleg =

OORNET  cmdiT

Pumicac Benerationyd
Agile  Stolwort Mentorxd
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Discigrimei
Dementation fian,

The Hounting, Eyesof Choos)
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Aoodemucy  Law
Ettigugrte Politics
Investgation
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MORTIFIER OF THE FLESH

Quotes Thar el o ot

Pretudke: Youwere anathleticone right from the s Most
of your chikihood wes spent macing around parks, empiy ko,
cven quamies and consnctin sites. When you dsooverad

wheek in the form of doies and shenchoands, you wene even - "TI."...I " _:H‘&t

husder 1o l_'.I[L!L M\"!}Im felt I!\,‘HL,‘I' lh.ll'l. CRCIC T ;_“\] l{ml‘ e il :':.... ) w— =- [ S—— :-,“
¥ oy 1 e— ) g i

thart oecher. Woll-climbing, shapels arding, street hockey — wou sarmy e v e cere o —

weTe masterng “extreme sports” even before the phse “ox-
e suas cione into fashion
With thar came fights, of course. The jocks who thowght

-
thant foothull, badasthull and wrestling were the only “real spom® :_,
were mone than happy to try beating upaskinny strect punk who -
theoughir he was hot stuff i\lﬁuuﬂl your conihd never do mach i
about the odds, you leamed ways of petting buck ar any of the X
hastands you cnght abme. Evennally they caugh the  hint s e
ind starved beving you alone —which win =1
ahmost o disappoinement. Even though it :I"

b, o gound fight was alwas another
e vy to gt that bt of screrudine

Eventully, though, one of the
wipeouns wis bound 1o be seriows 1
aned bt wies. Skatebonnds and s tran-
sir juer cicdn'e i, Flae on your back,
Emepring cooypen in the back of an
ambulince, you wondensd
your time beid Bvilly nom o,
Tt bl Yo tever renchiod the
hospatnl — yournde was inter-
Li‘l‘.tn‘i

When you came
mcroms, it wis homble
Sornewhere between e
aradimildie, you bost mose
of your sense of feedimg,
Mot only was it bm
remsible o get your
usanl kingd of nushy, it
wikk impomsihble topcy
miach feelmg ar all
You might have
e unsable i
Vi s |'Lhinil
immediately
FEVEN WM e

ri"lﬂ‘ﬂ o o To his

wpun

reputation from proceding you

wha've hesnd ahout vou figure thear with the
\% things you do to yourself, you'd be even

Concept: In life, you were an adreraling
jumikie. In undeth, you're a sensation-secker
ofanentinely differentsort, When you ket the
exipumite joys of the lesh, you hod o wm o
Mt extremne mesines o moke your
body react. And while self-murilation is

a good wary to st yous ugh, i1's your
treelance capucity us a lepbreaker and
clener thar really |*I'lh.‘hk':|. wous with
wirys 1o get creatively bt The prob-
lem is fgring oot how o keep your
these folks

worse tothem. .n'h."!.'u IVE WY 00 iy, and
theat's just wrong.
ving Hints: They sy you're more s

cichal than hosnicidal; thea's not strictly socurmte. You
want 1o win v fighes, bt yoo wane o feed Jike
your've been inafight afterwands. Ler your opponent
heave the first sho; then take him down, Be exactly
a8 brutal as you nead 1o you're no sadise, you're o
peofiesionul. The real experiments in pain youcan
save for your own unliving flesh,

Equipment: Seraight meor, 38 sutoematic,
hammer, campentry tails, cnister of table silt,
freeser tape, broes knucklen, roll of barbed wire,
mutorcyche

Derangement: Misochwsm

WIFPrISe, YU came
back from the msk he'd
st for you completely -
cesdul, and with some added
imsighir 1o boot. There wes il
wome feeling left — it just re-
quired a cermain  kind
of...extreme stimulus o
COme out,




OccurLT SAVANT

Quiotes Look at the map, s vl smple. He's kanveng bis agermmaent
hiere, at the Keter patnt. He's goirg to sdtimustely soinel 1 it the doy poami
hieree ot the pome of Meacdnat. What wee need todo soioconich s ou e
thee s s om Ueceervaonnd, e —at the posnrol Gessaarahy. Ok, ifuie're
bakey, the mfluence uell be Poachad  Father wery, the forue will be apomss
fam, Ciof i

Prefude: You didn't even Bke to read when you were snlll alive.
You were-a real child of the 90s, with an artention span thar couldn’y
st .L"I-L'TI'III'I.]..‘_ that wisn't T el in eodorfild Whsecond chamiks
Your purents despatred of you ever making something of yourself;
then ”'l.‘!.-' Jusk \nﬁ'n{ G ar all. Which ~u:[n.‘| yiu Iir-'; all you
wanted was music, TV und dating, all ot 2 speed rhae woukdn't
byare ol
The Rites off Embeace changed everything — avervifmg
You and vour gpintmends
WIIT ll1|1|i!]_!: III"H“"
from a late-nighe
movie when you

wene caught. The .
other car  just it i '
ramined o yours L LL LT X

at topspeed; youwere
thrown frec, which b
miavhe why they found it —ms
expedient m ke you | S —Tr 1T 1o - |
mtherthunfeadon
yourr corpee — undike the others, Youwere somsconscions when they e vou mey
aned you mever reslly come our of your delimam

The lJt'IJII.I.!.“ ViRl AW ~iu’i:‘1|: the Rires of Embeace they chorped v You
cineriod from the erth starving, bt no maer how rmuch Blood dhey ive vou, the
’hlms..'l‘f E'I.‘!ILHIH.‘d ﬁ’ih‘fl IIR.' others discoverad how rvens A pou wene to beem
things., they introduced you 1o a femplar with an extensve bbeary, And imder b
rutekage, your unique tikent bloomed

I o e il the occubt esotemion o can -Jl;:ur. I R L b ik kb
o possible, filing in randoenly in your head and spiering out your “reult” s nesded
Youm knmdisclie hem proven usefuil and useless toyour pack in euual tarms; sometimes
wour'e dead-on and sometimes you're completely off. You can't be convinead that
your kogic s Baulty, though, [It's nat vous problem if the imivene st keepang up
with you
Concept: Yournights aredevoted tothe purstt of hidden knowdedge, but the
wiry you apply your fincings bs. . ecoeneric, 10 sy the least. You see connections
where other occulrists would say no connections exist, and ignose other, positively
b, connections. Bven i someooe were toofier o gesch you Thoumaturey, your
encyclopadic but off-kilter “understanding™ of the imiverse’s purtemms might grng wu
outstancing matery of the power — or prevent you from ever undentanding so omnch
a5 the: hasics. You're almaost heyond such magics, really
Roleplaying Hints: The mtterrs are all around you. Lot of them are evident, bt
kot imore can't be F'-k'.ni h.g:lil'r withawst stuady, observurion mrd oll the u“’m (TR
You try 1o explam the patterms you see 1© your packmates, bt your habse of jumgéng
severil serienois abend makies vou fairty hard o undersand, Foebey thimde vou'ne fudl of ir,
takee o o thaey H come amound evennually
Equipment: Cramped iparement packed with books, cusomiznd ot deck dewn
o inckex coands, stachs of |~.1'|.;.|| |u.l!~ filled warh CIYPHC X nbbtlings, soetchbooks, chalk,
penduluan
Derangement: Obsessive/Compulstve

Crnrrin Trmn: Seonas. v & By Muew
I}
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SENSET

Quaotes Of covrse | hi hem with the cr, He might hove been the
Buddha, Is he sall monerg? Ah. Then I'l prat it o reverse

Prelude: In your nelghbodhood, there weren't o whole loe of e e Pedagupa
options open for betrening yoursell. You tried o few of themn, but B

rione of thern really twol: before you smrmed joining in some self. . ATTmmTY
cheferese clisss ot the Y. Suddenly, theee was o lifeavle tho e — 5
arernctisd you — strengeh tempered with wisdom. The srengthio
tke what you deserved, and the wisdom w tell you how
':_-_‘h'H_L' WL e IHH'N .,‘&'I ll.il.“l,i HATH JFITTJ"”.:":F_J'\I L]
eneolled in a dojo o leam the real thing. However, you were sill
a g way fromn black bedr before you hitasenous wall. Your sensed
s thaat you ek the sparit and self-discpline 10 progress any
further: your meaon didn't help moch, eidver. You med
cramuming o enm all dhe “nght™ anewers 10 his philsophical
questions, but even thar didn't worke
You're not sure why you were Em-
braced at that point; perhaps
your mstrion wis s in-
versee theat yousrsine coukdn't
resise ity savor. Ir didn't
muitter, thoush, Thedeath riipleibetelideloi i -2 'r
of your body was a brenk- -.-,“. :'4-1 L e 8
through. Suddenby yousmw noog ar T
thuit there wissomuchomone
\ 1 . — g o ok the finststep
> et i deepstsenhingy that you
J knew nothing
! et e Y Concept: You pracrice o peculior brind of Zen Boddhiam: like others of the
faith, you amempt o break through the barmiens of ineellect 1o achieve
ertlight-  enment, bormedimrion omd koonsare notadficiens for o You
-G deliberately practice the nonmponal m thoughe and deed,
often in ways that any living Zen practitioner would find
extreme. But the more you practice, the more that you
become able 1o see—and the more youare inhibiced. You
canmot decide whether the Sight s the path to under-
stuncling, or whether it & an anchor around your neck.
Until the answer is made plain, you have nochoice but to
act. As i resudt, you're far from a sequestered bermug, butan
active — if barely undemood — player in the ciry's Kindrad
Ty
Roleplaying Hints: You're equally capable of neflecting and
meditnting on o course of action or koan, or acting without conscio
thaougzhe; snd your pemsonal comviction requins you o altermate between
one and the other as quickly as possible, o throw off the bounds of
mtionality. You don't even use your martial skill on a regular boois
arvpnore; it's justas important topulla gun and shoot your opponent after
exchanging n few blocks and feines. You're willing 1o reach others, b
youtr o bruternal serugssle makies you inaccessible ar times: sometimes you
offer i koun as advice, sometimes you spesk rationally, and sometimes you
just serikoe your stuclent as hard os you cine Such s the road o undesstand
ng-
Equipment: Loft over a small dojo, “pessyer bead™ string of beads and
teeth; compact car, hardwood hanbo snck

IEE Dermangement: [Desensitizstion
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Tart RanioHosi

Qotes Lok, catler, 1 don't masm o cnt voss off heve, bt chom't vou
MR h'!Fl.E o1 e v Liook the aorrld cemcmond o — Lok
the sk thuar's v peganend s e m wonr place . Mo, imersbe sou're i —
ey b o v m s ke et theey v ook for v bt | e it :
i | .II.[IL PR f TEW. 1} I:J'h HHI'!I

Prelude: Yous grow up privileged — prvate school, houschold
L, parcits hn‘:ru:ﬂﬂ.\n arf (it 1u{u't\ all that. My nhx]'.' eVeT
reilly chwewen] oot o fomeed yom vo et some disc wpline, and you
weren thungry a doy in vour like. bt wisn't unil college that you rn
tacefra gnoo the ned workd

Al of i sckden, your parents couldn't buy the deans off uny
e, sk your grades stamad wo fall, Oh, the namons floanng jound
were i terible, Most Bluned vour family's sudben economic s
oo ] b, sambling, o disoenous vy ar the sock mosker. . ol s
of things. You, on the ither hand, didn't believe o word of it There
was o way vour parents. aoukd have been responsible for their e T R T e
isfoemume, Soomenne ebe mast hawe had o beoschin i, must hove had e oy el e
it ir o them. At finse you thouhr of wos the e i i
liberals i povermment, bur the more you

e Nl Bl g

e ARAE - -
irrsemersend yourself inconsgpracy- theory
Litemature, the more possibiliies stamed Heempoe— =l ——

opening . You didn’t kive the e
sounrces o gt 1o the bean of whotever
wes g on, but the besseyou could do
Wi Wi other people. 5o you sl
b e d g }‘n—.i aned ook twopsart -time
jobs, one of them o the UQL};- b
staathor. Dt went el for vons — i there wis
e thing am your Evor, it wes swour sl ar
cotion mid eventually vou landed o
Late hl,i:"al-l 1.-rL SCETICTH ['. |Ir~'\l.‘|| L1
|“-1‘u!.lr '|'|.'If LAV R TR | JHr
10 EVE VOUF T B0 4 e
sionial e staion,

Your Eenbrce come
ouit of towdiere, i the
form of a soenangy ran
dom anmack when you
were watllotng wo your cir
Yimat fin few nihs were
terse ond homble: ywn
PREVET 1w YOl AT omie.
The only communacaon
'uu!n.l11.-|1.|-.I.1'h1l.H1'|rr-
ST (M WORT ATNEWETING
machine, instructions
showed under your e i
blank cowelopes, the ooca:
shoruil terse phone call
i snowmuderyoudidn'
LILI- well o vam
plirism
l"n.l.'IH u.|||.|,
you ot the
hang o humy
(Fi i 1||1'

I TN o

secrecy ansd double-tilke you'd already mestenald
Concept: The amall hours of the night, the “mid
nigtht of the soul.” the wide, bleak stretch when
people’s manch start running away wch them
— that's your time. You can reach, poople
with your show, pet insde their heak
when they're that particular kind of recep-
tve. Youdon tnewwhopourbencbain
are, bt for now youTl phy thieir game
1 and push their apends — umnill wacm
make a move on them and push an
apendh of thetr own,

Roleplaving Hints: You have o
definite need toaducate, to et people
testioning the big lies they've been
bed by the Powess in Comonod. Be
beash and confrontational, provoca-
tive without being completely
obnomions, Use humor when possible,
incadts when necessiry, and rwissed lopic
i -q'!."!'tq.’ti.‘itr Ul T ;:Lp.iu;'n;: 'U-’h.ll
thiey wart — and something exeea on
the side

Equipment: Cramped apart-
ment, stacks of conspiracy
literature and journals, personal
tape reconder

Derangement: Parinoia
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THIRD-SHIFT PrisoNGuarD

Lwotes You soom e achver gy, dows .IH'HUJI 0 bt
ke anry e, | thand | condd nose ey Bhie voun. Yioma mosighit v o
therc oboni et thewe ave sonme vl ade o i hervery oo e
e wischmng o for wu m here

Prehade: You grew up rough, and mees than o livde bene. The
rarry Deep South sowm you were mtsed in never seemod big encogh
i s once you'd proven that wou could lick any moan there you
warired tow, it wis tie o see about proving thor you coubd medee
it in the big city, 1o

Undortumustedy, onsor you got thene, it numed our thet you were
ety smuall-time after all. My i i aned SCTTU U e Ot
wasn t nenrly os ey o you'd thoughe i'd be — although your
ComPeton were 6 L Lu-q.; s foemuol echacunon s WO W, l|u-|,

— e = —_— =i
ke i bt oo sabwons che vermivony dhan vou died Yins were poety B .y O
leacky ter gt ol sty st 1 fowe thom with betings instemd of o bulllet ATV AT i -—
tr o sl Thst wasn't how you saw i, of course. In your mind, DI B A SN Cammmb——ry
soxneonie novded o die r.l'ljnr.-hn'.ll.'n:lrniﬁ_r.iu'c._' with vome i:'__._ :H -"::ﬁr- :T::

"i'-'lch"'-l-fL“i et i thie ~-1“-1Lt|r1-1' Hh-v.'nl:[*. mapinr paa, I —
They were alnemdy stabang out vour viceim, and hey, vou e o - ——
were 3 borus for themn. The judhe wasn't o sympathetic - Pe— - POl
wnt, arul Ty S o foumd w !.I['H.'Jl Junnhr | .,'r|| ) b

[ R N NiRCECRCNY ] ™

with o three-time kil o ‘,
Surviving preson was the toushest thingvou ever L4 .i" 3
dil IIL'“:"'I"”T"Il"'i‘l"'llkl'lhll['H.L|1'l!l"l.']ll'k.‘ﬂ!|1l:l 1 '*
gor wed o betng on the reverving end of i bandown
Unce in nwhle '-~Ilr-l..|l.l;,'!1h e o Vot rl'rl'hﬁ'l.h'r[\.,dn Wi
afe, W wend o sditay, e he went 1o e

ity [r's & wonder wu over made
paroke. In fact, booking back on it
L I'Ik'll'l' lh TN h.i.‘.'- hoen rm”utu
striygs — the sme v who
phcked youup the night of your
redeise and mve wogone damin
ttractive obfer

With a lirthe bt of ks
ery and some new
paperwork, you found
'.-IIJI‘.d."r ]“.\hil' i"rl""ll
witllh mmiin. However,
this time v e the one
wihors gon the real power
Uy, prisonere They
l.“ Lt'h‘l-l T I mes
with vour This B your
domain now,

Concepts You'vwe
BOL 0T prefry much
made. Nobody really
coamesabout mostof the
prisoters under your
jurtshicnon, o
they reanesy
BOlrCe ol
e ll"- Iﬂ'lt"u'
rI-.1| .!u L}!'u'!\l.‘
sonething ot v
rruare— below ] and

presoner alike — e your willing helpmones, gtad wo
do your bidding in exchange for a shot of
Blood wnd an cvening on the ousde
Yious're o very effective broker in muscle,
and murw of your peers are willing w
poy homndeomnely for wour boys” ser-
vics Yes indead, unlife & sweet,
Roleplaying Hints: Speak
softhy ol swggeer just o lirrle bar,
Progect an aura of quiet oonfi
dence; youdont nead o eson o
brutality in onder 10 keep your
charges in line. Skse up everyone
you ety you'ne real pood ot
evahsting potential resources
Mever be afreid s wolunteer 4
potential favoe, and never bet
themforperwhur they owepou,
Equipment: Unifoem,
nightstick, ceer, sandard -
se  revolver,  prison
blueprints, keyring,
keyoodes, hicklen sush of
cigaretnes, dnags and por-
nogriphy
Derangement:
Megadimania
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SAMpLE BROOD:

THe MOIRAI

They ke their name from the Greek Fates, and
follow in the Fates' footsteps. They are soothsayers who
provide dire wamings when least expected, yer who
remain silent when specific questions are posed to them.
They are rroublemakers who ferret out the dirty secrets of
vampire ¢lders, almost on a whim, and expose them to the
rest of the city'’s Kindred. They are disliked and even
hated, and yet they're also deemed as near-indispensable.

And they are very much the epitome of what many
vampires think of as “Malkavian”

The Moirai are presented asa possible resource for the
Storyteller, to be plugged in as extra supporting cass for a
chronicle, a source of plot hooks, or even as potential
background cast for a specific character. There aren’t any
references to specific cities; the Hyde and its denizens can
be dropped into the city of your own chronicle as needed.
Andalthough presented as Camarilla-oriented, the Moirai
can be easily rweaked to fir Sabbat or sect-independent
chronicles.

Come and meet them.

HistoRY

The Moirai are a fairly new phenomenon in the
chronicle's city; they've been active for only a few years,
hut they've proven the value of their insight many times
oversince then. What isn't particularly well-known isthar
the Malkavian tradition of small broods dedicated o
communal, “enlightening” pranks and prophecies has
been around for a long time, possibly even for millennia.
Every vampire is used to Malkavians eroaking our lirtle
snippets of insight, pointing out things that nobody else
can see. What makes the Moimi unusual, though, is that
they do o as a very effective whole. When a vision needs
to be shared, the whole coterie puts in o communal effort
to adapt that vision so that other Kindred can see it.

This particular brood came together 25 or so years
ago, when the itinerant Emmanual Moncrief and his
childe answered a peculior Call. When they found the
young Lunatic making the broadeast, they were mther
surprised to find that she had no idea she had called them.
Adter a long evening of very tense conversarion, the three
of them puzzled out that the Call hadn't come from any of
them arall — ivwasas if instinet and chance alone had put
them together.

The three struck a truce to cooperate until they'd
discovered just why they'd been brought together — but
strangely enough, after only a few months, the three had

forgotten that they'd ever cared about that answer at all.
They were together, they worked well together, and they
kept receiving communal visions along the Cobweb —
wasny 't thar enough? And they had a purpose — a purpose
thar had somehow chosen them, instead of the other way
around. Moncrief supplied the name “Moira” asanexpla-
nation, almost as if prompted 1o do so. Faye still wonders
if the name, and maybe even the purpose, wasn't some-
thing Moncrief somehow inherived from his sire. There's
no telling either way; even Moncrief himself dossn't wem
to know for sure.

After 10 years or so, the Moirai had to move on. They
settled in another city across the continent, where they
phied their trade of wamings and revelations until forced
(or was it compelled ) to move on once more. Along the
way, they picked up afourth member, the enigmartic young
Jack. Just as with Lizie, Jack just seemed 1o fall into their
laps, and just as with Lizzie, it was a comformable fir

Eight years ago, Moncrief, Faye, Lizzic and Jack settled
in the chronicle’s home city to ply their made. They
established their haven in an old theater, and within nine
months had delivered two prophecies to the prince. The
prince ignored the first waming, dismissing itas Malkavian
babble — and nine nights later, two of the city's more
prominent ancillae had vanished. They were last spotted
at the airport, slavishly following in the wake of a rther
soft-spoken Giovanni who'd convinced all Elysium thae
his desire to remain in the city was genuine. When the
Moirai's second waming came, the prince did his best to
decrypt the garbled message; he succeeded indoingso, and
wiis able 1o avert a blood feud between two of the city's
prominent clans before it igmited.

A year after that, the Moimi screened their fimst
“biopic,” ashor film that showcased the rather scandalous
limsions of ane of the city's primogen. The subject ook it
badly, and suffered the harpies' jibes for months, but the
prince forbade anyactionagainst the standoffish Malkavun
brood. The elders decided that the film was in rather less
poor taste than its subject material, and agreed that the
Muoirai were too potentially useful to punish for. ..well, for
doing what everyone knows Malkavians do.

Since then, the Moirai have continued to offer the
occastonal dire waming or scandalous reporr, usually o
mixed reception. They also added a member three yean
back, a youngster named Garcia with a heady amount of
vision. They continue to watch the rest of the city very,
very closely, and there seems to be lirtle that escapes their
prying or revelatory visions. Nobody is sure if the brood is
going to move on soon, of if they've chosen to remiain in
the city to watch Gehennu unfold. In fact, not even the
Moirai themselves can say for sure.

Counrmz Trwms: Senses on a Baoes Memos
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Haven: THe Hype
The Hyde Theatre stands in one of the decaved

sections of downtown, on a block thar the city council
keeps planning 1o renew and refurbish but never seems to
get around to doing so, The brick exterior is covered with
constantly changing gang tags, and the broken frames
where movie posters once hung are now filled with cheap
photocopied flyers advertising various strugaling night-
clubacts. Once it wasafine old building, but there are only
vestiges of is former glory remaining.

The Hyde was built in the Late 19405 by a factory
owner looking to raise his social standing by having his
name associated with the arts. Jonathan Hyde wasn'tquite
as wealthy as he would have liked, though, o his theater
— designed for stage productions, not motion pictures —
haad o be rather more modest in form thar he'd hoped. The
theater did fairly well in res first few years, but more out of
novelry value than anything else. As the '50s came into
full swing, the theater began losing business quickly, and
even community theater groups found it difficult to break
evenon a production. Finally, Hyde had to sell the theater
it loss. The new owner decided that although the Hyde
winsn't quite the playhouse it tied 1o be, it would make a
fine movichouse — and with some modest refurbishments
and a brand new mavie screen, it was set o go.

This worked our fairly well for a time, but ultimately
the Hyde proved equally unsuited for drawing movie
crowds. It simply wasn't able to keep up with the newer
mavie theaters — as more and more multiscreen theatens
began popping up, they drew more and more business
away from the small movichouse. The management (which
hisd changed a few times since the first buyout) tried to
counter by running forelpn and “are” films that couldn't be
found elsewhere in town, but the public just wasn't
interested. Finally, the Hyde elosed its doors in 1988; and
apart from i brief but doomed effort from a well-meaning
but anemic historical preservarion society, it was largely
lorpotren.

Forgotten by everyone but Emmanuel Monerief, that is.

Eight yeans ago, when Monerief and his disciples
followed therr communal vision to the city, they hap-
pened acrom the abandoned theater almost at once. It
sang to them. Moncrief promptly bought the Hyde at a
bangan price; its ownet was only too happy to sell it off,
and didn’t ask many questions about his new buyer.

It proved perfect as hivens go. There are few windows
on the main floor; the entrance was bricked up long ago,
andeven if a hole were knocked in the bricks, the sunlight
would never make i all the way down the long corridor
(lined with broken frames for movie posters) to the ticket
booth. There's ample space for a vampire to sleep on the

stage, in the projection oom, in the theater sears, back-
stage, even behind the concession counter or in the ticket
booth — the sun just 1sn't s worry in most of the building.

Moncrief and his friends welded shut all the fire exits
but one upon taking possession of the theater, and that
one stays locked and barred except when the Malkavians
are enterttining guests. To ger in and our, the brood
commonly wriggles through a pair of small windows in the
restrooms; in case of emengencies, they've also knocked a
hole in the ladies’ room floor that leads below the streets.
The Hyde doesn't have full electrical hookups — there are
one or two sections that are permanently blacked our —
but most of the wiring is in good condition. More impor-
tantly, the sprinkler system is fully funcrional; Moncrief
has made sure that the theater isn't a total firetrap.

There's only one amphitheater in the entire building,
but it's a sizable one, with a respectable balcony and
massive curtains thae still hang along the walls. The gold
paint has begun to flake very badly along most of the decor,
but the red velvet curtains lining the walls are more or less
intact {(if mildewed and dusty). The seats are old, but not
entirely uncomfortable; the leg room is a littke tighe, but
undead legs don't cramp. The old stage is somewhar
bartered, and creaks audibly whenever someone walks
across it on the other hand, the Moimi have kept the
lighting well maintained, with even a few functional
spotlights up high. The picture screen stretches across the
stage's midpoint of the old stage; it's torn in several places,
but is still servicable,

Backstnge 1s off-limits, even when the Moirmi are
entertaining guests. Only close personal friends are al-
lowed backstage, and the Witnesses have precious few of
those. Faye and Lizzie sleep in one of the hackstage wings,
surrounded by the leftover clutter of half a dosen previous
owners. In particular, Lizzie has gathered a collection of
mannequins and dressed them in the old stage costumes
she found stored away in the Hyde's recesses. But for some
reason, her sense of interior design is very. .. disquieting.
The mannequins seem to be in a sensible enough armange-
ment, but visitors slowly start 1o sense that the dumenies’
angles and facing are somehow. ..wrong, somehow un-
wholesome by just a few degrees. Slowly, subtly, the
mannequins’ blank stares engender asense of ¢
bia, even paranoia. Foe their part, Lizzie and Faye don't
seem tomind atall. Butanyone thar Lizzie lures back to the
heaped pile of old velver in one comer for some “play” is
likely to leave the building feeling mther haunted, and
might suffer from night rermors for some time thereafter.

The projection room is where Jack sleeps away his
days; it’s a litter of film cans and ragped paperbacks, as
much like a rat's nest as any Nosferatu haven might be. A
bartrered and jury-rigged — but functional — projectorsits
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in the center of the room; Jack isn't satisfied with “art”
projects alone, and enjoys running the occasional mass-
marker movie in the theater. His collection leaves
somerhing to be desired, and is missing a few reels from
several films — but the brood doesn't mind much, as
they're not really inclined tospend all their rime warching
movies anyway.

Moncrief takes his repose in one of the tiny offices
neatly hidden within the theater's winding back passages.
Almost all of the offices are crammed with mildewed
crates and props used for prior “projects,” but several very
real weapons — swords, axes, sharpened staves, a genuine
steel scythe and even a grenade or two — are idden
amidst the debris. Moncrief’s "hedroom™ is fairly chirrered
aswell, but husa desk clean enough for work, and a section
of floor behind the desk that's elear enough to stretch our
for the night. Moncrief maintains asmall aparmment across
the street where he can shower, do laundry and entertain
guests (1e., feed) as necessary, but he prefers w keep his
haven nicely secure.

And for his part, Garcia has yet to stake out any
particular area of the Hyde as distinctly his own. He
usually throws his sleeping bag either behind the small
concessions counter, of berween rows of seats on the
balcony. It's really all the same 10 him.

As secunity measures go, the Hyde has the aforemen-
tioned welded and bricked-up doors, as well as the variety
of potential weapons stashed throughout. At any given
time, there are certainly one or two other defensive
measures in place — but those change constandly, de-
pending on the brood's whim. The Moirn mighe string up
lengths of carefully maintained mzorwire just below the
nccess windows during the day. There might be human or
animal ghouls on patrol. It's even possible that Moncrief
has picked up one of the Gnawed, or some sort of sglatcha
to act as a watchdog. It's this added element of
unpredictability that makes the Hyde — like any
Malkavian's haven — dangerous ground for the uninvited.

INFILUENCE

The Moirai's influence over human society doesn't
extend much further than the influence each individual
brood member commands. They have a few contacts that
keep the electricity and water running to the Hyde, and a
couple of cops in their pockets to keep an eye on the block.
Apart from these bare necessities, the Moimi don't tend to
dabble overmuch in the human power structure — it's just
not a great concern o them.

Of course, the brood's influence s much greater when
it comes to Kindred society. Despite their rather tangen-
tial relation to the prince and o Elysium, the Moimi enjoy
a fairly penenous helping of status among the vampires of

the city. They're something like harpies, something like
oracles and something like a Greek chorus — their role s
providing information and criticism about ourside threats
and intemnal affirs alike. Of course, they offer their
“counsel” at their own discretion, and that discrenion is
poverned by their own twisted logic — other Kindred
wold be well advised o refrain from actually relying on
their help.

Like many other Malkavians, the Moirai are notable
for drageing other vampires' secrets out into the light, as
well as doing the requisite amount of soothsaying. How-
ever, they've gained o reputation as a cotenie because they
deliver their oracular pronouncements and “muckraking”
efforts in o collaborative forme If one of the brood has
something to tell the local Kindred, the others g along
to add their voices. What they're particularly renowned
for, though, is their habit of creating “film projects.”

The Moirai "studio™ doesn't create a film frequently,
as it's a fairly involved process; although they can throw
together a presentation in o few nights, they prefer to work
on their projects over time. The films themselves can be
as simple as a lone narmator — such as another vampire's
prize contact — alone in a bare room, or they can be surmeal
pieces of nastiness, drenched in eryptography and symbol-
ism. However, the Malkavians themselves don't have
much control over what form a film's going w take, or 0
they'veclaimed. Apparently, the subject matterand “style”
of a project comes on the brood in the form of a dhared
vision, a vision that they're bound o follow — or else be
set upon by their own nightmares and obsessions.

When the Moiri have another “show piece” ready
for consumption, they add a flyer of their own to the other
flyers stapled to the front of the building. The flyers
announcing a new Moirai production are as cheap-look-
ing as all the other handbills surmounding them, and
they're phrased in veiled language. They do, however,
usually refer 10 a movie house in town and a reference o
the vampire who's going to rent the place out to host a
“private party.” The host always has something to dowith
the latest work's subject (and he might even be the focal
point of the satire), and so far, the host has always agreed
to foot the bill for the showing. Failure to do so would
imply that he has something to hide, of course; worse,
refusal o participate would draw the ire of o Malkavian
coterie, which could have very nasty long-term effects.

The Moirai productions aren't all that common;
there's typically one every six months or so, although they
can come closer together if the Malkavians have some-
thing in particular 1o say. What's more, sometimes the
brood shows up as a whole and delivens its latest pro-
nouncements in person — sometimes the old ways are best
O miost convenient.

Do Thoz: Seanirs of » Bowin Mawon
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Bant .!|I!i'hu|;:'!| the Moimi Cnjpoy @A i?ll'.ll“h'_. et ol
influence, their power bs far from absolute. Every edict,
angzury o spilled secrer nums che risk of wenring out the city
elders' patience — potentially lechally. Iv'sa very fine line
the Witnesses walk, which has ensured that they speak
only when they can't hold their tongues any longer

TneVaMmpires

The five Malkavians who've been drawn together are
abowre s tighicly knit s vou could reasonahly ¢ xpect. Their
bonds are langely unspoken, and not nearly s potent as the
blood cath — but potent enough 10 unnerve ousiders
The Witnesses are unived by a common set of visions that
pas from one 1o the other like o conmgion. rstilling the
group with a shared need o observe — and to reveul

Eamanurr Moxcrier
Background: The ongins of Emmanuel Moncrief are
'-Hl'lt'l tl-l.ll_! o peece iﬂrtlu':'

N |“ll"l"“|l“ﬂ .bI.'I'IIL"'Inl_'-
ment, given that Moncrief hasn't been a vampire for o
much i two whole centuries. It's presumed that he was
cither Embraced in Europe just before coming to America
in the mid- 18005, or that he was a first-generation Ameri-
can before his Embrice. His ocemsional reference 1o "okd
i‘-urlh.*-' PHnirs tey his sire |'-':ru[ Ruifing Ole VIIEZ, i Dol
nously neutrd Malkavian who played both sides in the
Sabbae-Camarnilla struggles of the century. [t cortainly
questionable wherher or not Emmanue Moncricl is his
real narne — bur hie's never been known to use any other
alias, and he certainly has a reputation for painfully
serupulous honesty,

Moncrief has demonstrated the skills of an expen
phiyxician, an erudite scholar and a gifted poet. He'

apparently able 1o draw on a steady source of mioney as
needed, through either skullduggery or previous invest-
ments. He isn't particularly adepe with modem technology
bt then again, few elders are. And, of course, he seems
o hav T ..l-_"n_-L_n;rJ an interesting asle I‘I 4 llu- -.InrlT-
subject film. Curiously enough, Moncrief denies having
ever been to Hollywood o leam his art; he even denies
studying under any human film expert ar all. Most pre-
sumie thar this ks |11|.|I\.'I!111, N ego 158uc, bt then vt | P

The mast interesting thing about Moncrief i thar he
has the acute senses of a carrion crow. Perhaps it's his
Malkavian insight that leads him, but Moncrief was
reportedly present for several key points in the last century
and a half. He was present at severil major battles of the
American Civil War and both World Wars; he was in
Lawrence, Kansas the night they buried their dead, and he
was in Memphis the night Martin Luther King, Jr. died. In
all cases, he was apparently nothing more than an ob-
server, Those vampires who leamn this much tend o per
taarly worried, for ifall this is tue, then whar has Moncrief
come to observe in thar city?

Image: Moncrief almost reminds some people of a
Mephistophelean camival barker; although his features
aren't particularly pointed and his dark hair isn'r particu-
larly slick, he gives off a faint aura of mildly sadistic
showmanship. He speaks in almost completely unac-
cented English, although he's been known o ad o @
slight casual drawl when appropriate. He distncty avoids
archaic clothing, preferring instead immaculare whire
suits in the lavest fashionable cur, ypically accented with
an appr. 1"tllllt.‘|'l.' coloful undershirt or tie. His demeanor
ts faultlessly civil and insightful — and yet, he tends o
leave the funt impression that he's enjoying a privace joke
arsomebody's expense. Most people he deals with fervently
hope it's not at thein.

Roleplaying Hints: Be quiet, modest and deferential
s nevded; you're swsire of your status, and don't see any
need ro laud your position. You prefer simple euphemisms
when discussing the Moimi and your work — “our little
project,” “a minor note,” “something of possible interest”

you'd rather let the work speak for imself. Similarly, if
delivering a waming in person mather than through a
“production,” you phrase it in ather undentated terms: if
they don't undenstand the importance of your waming,
that's their faul, not yours. Savor the “biopics” when you
et the chanee to make them; there's something in you
that greatly enjoys watching other Kindred squirm, and
you see no reason not to indulpe that portion of yourself
Sire: Rufino Olevares
Mature: Bravo
Demeanor: Trickster

CLanaonn: Mazayay
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Generation: 9th

Embrace: 15830

Apparent Age: Mid 1w lore 30s

Phvsical: Steength 3, Dexterity 4, Stnmina 4

Social: Charisma 3, Manipulation 5, Appearnce 3
Mental: Perceprion 4, Intelligence 4, Wirs 4

Talents: Alermess 1, Arhletics 1, Brawl 1, Dodee 3,
Empathy 4, Expression 5, Intimidavion 4, Lesdership 3,
Malkavian Time 3, Streetwise 1, Subterfupe 4

Skills: Crafts 3, Etiquette 3, Firearms 3, Melee 2, Perfor-
mance 4, Security |, Seealth 4

Knowledpes: Academics 4, Finance 3, Investiganion 3,
Law 3, Linguistics 5 (French, Spanish, lmlian and Ger-
man, among others), Medicine 4, Occult 2, Politics 3,
&]'_'I'I.LL' ..r

Disciplines: Auspex 3, Celerity 1, Dementation 3, Obfus
caie 4, Presenee 2

Backgrounds: Allies 2, Contcts 4, Generation 4, Influ
ence |, Resources 3, Stanus 3

Virtues: Conscience 3, Seli-Control 4, Cournge 3
Morality: Humanity 6

Derangements: Schizophrenia (hallucinations), Fugue
Willpower: 7

Fave

Background: Every vampire more than a weck past
his Embrace knows the foolishnes of musting a fine
impression, Upon meeting i barely pubescent vampire
like Faye, a Cainite knows berter than 1o presume than
shie's as voung as she ssems. Most Kindred who mect Faye
spend some time watching her, observing her habits, and
come to the conclusion thar she's probably a few decades

SHARED VisSiOoNg

The Moirai's peculine tendency of receiving
shared visions is what mokes them as effective as
they are. In effect, the brood shares on unusunl
bond, probably scguired by spending long amounts
of rime with one another’s dementine. In game
terms, whenever one of the Moiral receives a
vision or other flash from the Cobwih, the others
make immedinte Malkavian Time rolls at -1 diffi.
culry to share in the vision

I's entirely possible thar other all-Malkavian
coteries or packs might develop o similar mpport,
FIVED TIme. This is L"l‘l!!rl."l'l,' U T the !"-Il'rr'l..'l'r"r:'n
discretion — although admiteedly, its nov that
likely to come up. There aren't many troupes out
there where all the players play Malkavians, afrer
all...or ar lease, as far as we know.

old — an ancilla, lf.|l|'|','_hﬂ one who's still too Inexpen
enced b rtf‘uh‘ think like an elder. Afterall, she s still under
her sire's wing.

It would be mean-spinited w hold these ohserven'
mistake against them. People do have a tendency 10
underestimate Faye

Fape Sharpless was bormin 8586 San Francisoo, just in
rime torsee the fmde siecle with herown eves. Although her
family did their best to shelter their linte girl from the
mlogether oo mmbunctious cuside world, thae only
heighrened her cuniosity. As the tum of the century drew
nearer, Faye grew more and more restless, dying tosee how
people would express their passions and fears at the binth
of the 20thcentury. The day of New Year's Eve, she slippad
out of the house and begain wandering the streets to see
for hersell.

She never came home. Her begghr-eyed e pot her
intoexactly the wrong sort of party, and she realized for voo
late just why the gentleman ot the door had ler her in o
rendily. However, just ns the rwisted celebrarions were
shout to reach their peak or midnighe, <he wis whisded
from her “compandons™ by another party guest, one who
vouldn’t ressr this lile it brom Providence. Emmanuel
Moncrief slew Faye Sharpless just before the first stroke of
michnight, and as the twelfth stroke wis fading away, she
hud been rebom. All of the actunl feclings and fears thae
had so excired Faye were gone, reploced by o pmawing cold
with a tiny, dense core of hare.

For the entirety of the 20th century, Faye has been
Muncrief’s companion and silent parmer i crime. Fler
sire released her from the blood oath several decades ago,
maortly as o favor o her, but she decided that dhe had no
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particulisr emotional stake or personal gosl that required
her to make her own way, She's participated in most of
Moncrief's pranks, and plaved several of her own, but no
from any real sense of humor. She serves the Moimi out of
ii!ll'h 11Ihil 'lII'K' |I*-ll.'t1‘1 to the l"."IHII‘lI-I:!LtI visions becanse it
expedient. And to be honest, the others are quite happy
this way they don't care for the thought of Faye
developing powerful ambitions

Fave's one of the Moiri iR every sense of the we wed, bt
when left o her own devices, she's a very -_hn“ﬂn'ﬁu
crenture to cross. Where Moncrief prefers o drop
hirecracker onan anthill o see the little things scurry, Fave
would rather just crush the insects one by one when they
stray too far from their termitory. Her most recent show of
honest emotion was a vicious display during the 1999 New
Year's Eve celebration, when old memories of the painful
night of her Embmce fil tered through. She quietly decided
to tike revenge on the revelers who'd bur hier, even if ghe
had ro use a substitute or two in their stead. The police
closed the cse after three months of fruitless investigation.

Image: Faye looks every inch the part of “elder’s ™,
she dresses as others would expect Emmanue] 1o dress her,
and she maintains the look of the consmptive waif 1©
perfection. Her dark hair was cur shoulder-length when
she was Embraced, and she wears it in approprintely
‘rhhﬂhl.ul-tﬂnllm colfs; a !_'l.'lul.'h'l'l.' bob one night, or a
cutely rumpled bird's nest the next. During the Moimi's
"public appearances,” she rends ro stay close to Moncrief,
often with one of his longfingered hands resting pater-
nally (or possessively ) on her shoulder. She is ticeably
pmunt, and her collarbones show through her almost
translucent flesh in o way that many Kindred find quite
enticing. She remains expressionless and gquiet in public,
smiling coquertishly only when her Emmanuel is openly
delighted. When on o private ermand or hunt, however,
shie bets a very adult glee show through just before she takes
whar she wante,

Roleplaying Hints: The party is long over, and you've
been left topick at the resnants of the bancguet table with
the rest of the mos. Bur there's no longer enough o o
around, and you'll be damined if you leta bunch of rats take
whatever they like. That's all they are, really — rars. And
sometimes you have to run their warrens and muees with
them, and curtsey 1o their rar kings, and smile just a lintke
so they won't all come sfter you at once. Bur they're rs

just rats. And vou'll kill a rat if you get the chance. The
only exception is your small circle, the Moirai — who are
rints fust lthe everyone else (but youd, but they're youor mis.
Your'll protect them from the others. So bong as they don't
.‘ilh' YO
Sire: Emummanuel Moncrief
Nature: Monster

Demeanor: Child

Generation: 10th

Embrace: 1900

Apparent Age: 1206 13

Physical: Soength 3, Dextenty 5, Stamina 4

Social: Charisma 2, Manipulation 3, Appearance 3
Mental: Perception 4, Intelligence 3, Wies 3

Talents: Aleriness 3, Arhlencs 2, Brawl 2, Dodee 4,
Expression 3, Intimidation 4, Malkavian Time 4, Streetwise
2, Subterfuge 3

Skills: Crafra 2, Etiquette 2, Firearms 3, Melee 4 (knife),
Performance 3, Security 2, Stealth 5, Survival 3
Kmrwlrdnus: Academics 1. [m—c.-»rm.mlmn 3, Law 1
Limgustics | {French), Medicine 2, Occutr 1, Science 1
Diisciplines: Awpex ¥, Celerity 2, Dementation 3, Forti-
tuide 1, Potence |, Obduscate 4

Bﬂkﬂﬂ-ﬂlhﬁ; Creneration 3, Henld | , Mentor 3, Sous 2
Virtues: Consclence 1, Self-Contmol 3, Cournge 5
Morality: Humaniry 4

Derangements: Desensitizition

Willpower: &

Lizzm

Background: Not all Malkavians are Embraced to
serve i preater purpose. Mot all Malkavians are |~r._.u,:|-_|:
over from spite or desire or even pity. Sometimes, the only
culprit o proximity

Elizabeth Ann Morrow prew up all over the United
Stares, the daughter of a career military man. Her father
wis distant and unmovable; her mother was meek and
unambitious; if not for her brother Diavid, she probably
woutldn'e have luughed very much at all. Even so, the

Clnsamonn; Masimtis
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constant moving from place o place and from school w
school ook a gradual twll on her childhood. She could
have been wom down long before her time, but neither
her father nor her brother let her give up so easily.

Like most of the country, Lizie wasn't ready for
Viemam. She wasn't ready for David wo enter the service
just like their facher wanted. She wasn't ready for her
brother to be shipped off 1o 'WNam. And the night that her
father called back home with the news thar David had
been killed, Liszie shartered.

Lizie can't remember all the details of what happened
next; all she knows is that she ran away from home the
night she received the news, and that she wasn't even
¢lose 1o prepared for life on the road. She remembers muck
stops, and hitchhiking, and flashes of pain and sorrow —
but very lictle else. She doesn't remember much of the
seranger that began obsessively following her, no marter
how quickly she mied w ger away. And she remembers
anly a lietle of the shabby motel 20 miles outside Austin,
where she was drined dry and yanked across o the other
side.

Even in her wrerched state, Lizzie managed to master
mast of the basics of being a vampire — and a Malkavian.
Although she never regained full lucidity, these days she's
more of bess in control of herself. Her rime with the Moirai
has strengthened her «lf-esteem a linle, although she
remains very vulnerable emotionally, and has a bad ten-
dency of fixating on other people she meets for support.
The other Moirai tend to be protective of her for this very
reason; the thought of emotionally starved Lissie in the
thrall of the blood cath s all oo chilling.

As one of the Moirai, Lizie has had ample opportu-
nity to sharpen her acting skills, even though a Moirai
prochuction s much more like performance art than drama.
She receives visions as reaily us any other Moirid, and her
ability to put other people at ease is very useful for drawing
out information.

What's more, Lizie is the one wsually given the task
of bringing back food to the havery; it’s relative child's play
for her to convince drunken partygoers to sneak into the
old theater for kicks. Her power of Dominate also makes
her the designated one to make the prey forget exactly
what happened in the theater — she'’s fond of implanting
memorics of gigantic rats with sharp teeth. Her skill at
luring in prey for her friends has camed her the nickname
of “our little fishhook,” ar least from Jack. For her part, she
thinks that's pretry funny.

Images Liszie is a charmer. Her features are so remark-
ably expressive that when she smiles, people fall in love,
and when she weeps, people would do anything vo make

attention to a companion, he feels like he's the most
important thing in the universe. When she doesn't want
to do something and says so, listenens are convineed that
the task must surcly be anathema.

For all these reasons, it's no wonder that no two
people we precisely the same girl when they ook at Lizrie
Muost can agree on her frizzled brown hair — save when
she's ironed and/or dyed it for the clubs — or on her petite
frame — save when she's angry, and seems to gain several
inches. Her eyes are just the right shade of hazel that they
cin seem blue, green, gray or even light brown, depending
on whar the viewer's expecting.

Roleplaying Hints: You are genuinely, honestly,
sincere in your emotions. You can't really feign happiness
or sadness; that's just not in your nature. Of course, youuse
your emotions instead of being led around by them, but
you really, rruly mean it when you say you're sorry or you're
delighted. That's why you're so convincing. This can be
very disconcerting, particularly since you can be some-
thing of an emotional chameleon at times — if one of your
friends is depressed, you pick up their depression all wo
easily. You're starved for emotional connection, con-
stantly hoping to make a special bond with someone who
will always be there for you. Your brood is wonderful, but
you still want...more.

Siret Mouming lvin

Nature: Conformist
Demeanor: Celebrantg/Martyr
Generation: | 2th

Embeace: 1970

Apparent Age: Anywhere from a mature 14 toa youthful
35

Physical: Strength 2, Dexterity 3, Stamina 2
Social: Charisma 4, Manipulation 5, Appearance 4
Mental: Perception 3, Intellipence 2, Wits 3
Talents: Alermess |, Dadge 2, Empathy 3, Expression 3,
Intimidation 1, Malkavian Time 3, Streetwise 3, Subter-
fuge 4
Skills: Drive 1, Eriguette 2, Firearms |, Performance 4,
Seealth 4

Academics 2, Computer |, Lingustics 2
{French, Spanish), Polirics 2, Science 1
Disciplines: Awpex |, Dementation 2, Dominate 3,
Obfuscate |
Backgrounds: Allies 2, Contacts 4, Generation 1, Herd 3,

Resources 2
Virtues: Conscience 3, Self-Control 4, Courage 3
Morality: Humanity 7

her feel better. She has the remarkable gift of being Derangements: Manic-Depression
completely, empathically convincing; when she pays Willpower: 6
Choarrmn Tmet: Sovnses on A Baoweey Mumon
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Jacu

Background: Jack's human life isn't open for discus-
sion. Even his broodmates don't know much abour the
person he wed to be before he was “brought over”
Whenever hus broadmates have prm‘tl the Hﬂqi.'l.t. hae
blows off the question with a curt reply about being “bomn
dead, ind killed again.” Whenever outsiders try to et oo
incquisitive, they ger nothing but a sullen stare. He's never
shared his lust name, or details of his sie — he strmply
showed up on Moncrief’s doomstep one night, ¢ lniming to
have heard a Call. Asitso happened, Moncrief, Lizzie and
Faye had oll heard something close to the Call — only
without wonds — for the three nights previous. So they
ook Jack in, sssuming thar that’s what wm meant
happen.

Despite Jack's secrecy, there are a few things that
Moncrief has pieced rogether about the youngster's past.
Jack wus apparently Embraced fairly recently, but he's
shown such resistance to Dominate artempts thar he's
cleurly of potent blood. Jack must have received the basic
education about vampirism, becase he knew 1o call
himself “Malkavian" long before he met the rest of the
brocx], and he takes o the Moimi's double business of
visions and pranking as though he'd been rruined for it
Jack's occasional fugue stares make Faye and Moncricf
wonder if Jack doesn't have some sort of ongoing connec-
thon to his sitce — in e, thl'\.‘l{' SLrTing o n‘mdﬂ' just
how much of Jack’s knowledge s taught and how much is
being implanted ingo his head feom an outside source. It's
a paranoid theory, of course — but among the clan, its all
P A r.-rl1|-

The most disturbing thing about Jack isn'tsomething
that's visible, though: Jack has no particular ambitions at
all beyond survival. This might seem almost harmless next
o the megalomaniacs or obsessed killers of the clan — but
since Jack isn't motivared by anything but srubbornness,
there’s renlly nothing that's completely beneath him
He'll set up someone for Faye to murder if she asks, orhe'll
blow an ashole away himself if need be — after all, what
dhoses it matrer ! At first, Moncrief saw ]m.k'« Lk ook 1.FL|'II1- s
a positive aspect, something that would make Jack easily
maolded into the [‘H."!'h:l:t Mairai. Now Moncoef sa't so
sure, iand he finds himself wondering if Jack’s an explosion
waiting to happen.

Image: Juck has a common face tomarch hiscommon
name. He looks very much the part of any older vampire's
idea of “young rebel™ — leather and denim clothing,
h!lﬂhf!‘.‘ \frlh‘r hair, the odd frrercing and 0 on. 1 ﬁ'h.lllrr!."
being honest about it, his look is mther carly 90, but thar's
not usually cause for comment. However, his features and
demeanor are so unassuming that most Kindred tend to
ussume thar he's the Moiral's ghoul manservant, if given
soimewhait freer rein than most phouls enjoy. 16 very eusy
o see Jock as a rebel withour a cause or even much
backbone for rebellion — which is how he likes it.

R{'Ilcp-l-’l}'i.nn Hinis: You're p.'rmh bastard, .,lllh-_ug‘h
it's not something you admit to yourself. Really, you're just
trying to get by. That's all there is any more, right ! You do
what's expected of you — you help keep all the electronics
running, you work the cameras and sound, and you
generally contribute modemn technological know-how
where Moncrief and his pet tend 1o get weak. You like ro
think of yourselfas pretty normal as vampires go, but that's
just a fogade for what you really know, deep down — thar
there's nothing normal about vampirism, and that you're
a monster whose smings are i'l.:lll;:_ |1.u"n_] i'n,.' BOMME un
known foree. It's an unplessant thought, and thar's why
you don't think about it. Really, you don't think shourt a
lot of things. You just act on whatever seems to work best
at the time. Sometimes that pets messy, but. . .well, hey
Them's the breaks.

Sire: Unknown

NMNature: Rogue

Demeanor: Conformist

Generation: h

Embrace: Unknown; presumably within the last 15 years
Apparent Age: 18

Physical: Strength 2, Dexterity 3, Stamina 2

Social: Chansma 2, Manipulation 4, Appearance 3
Mental: Perception 4, Intelligence 3, Wits 4

Talents: Alermess 1, Athletics 2, Dodge 1, Expression 2,
Malkavian Time 4, Strectwise 3, Subterfuge 3

Coveoon: Mauay
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Skillls: Crafts 4 (electrondcs ), Drive 3, Firearme 3, Melee
1, Performance 2, Security 4, Svealth 3

Knowledges: Academics 2, Computer 1, Investigation 2,
Medicine 1. Politics 2, Science 3

Disciplines: Auwspex 3, Demenmtion 2, Obfuscare 2
Bﬂi‘k“‘\ H.IIH,!.\: "a .1.||:“ LS .E. i IFI.'lIl."T'lll (K} :'., H[""‘ MRS I
Virtues: Conscience 1, Self-Control 4, Cournge 4
h“ﬂt‘.llih‘t I‘lll.l1.1.1.r'|lur.|!, q

Derangementss Fugue

Willpower: 6

GGARCIA

Background: Garcia is the latest addition 1o the
Motri, snd in many ways he's the one who still hoe the
moat to lose, Unlike his broodmares, Garcin still has living
family members, nghe in the ciry, nnd be's nlso kepr his
emotional atmchments to them. He's the most human of
a brood thae’s mercilessly driveri o interfere in vamipiric
affairs. Worst of all, he can hali-see his ovwn fare — and he
wishes he couldn’e.

Eduarda Antenio Garcia hnd o fairly fortunate ap-
bringing; his father owned a successiul renl-estmte business
and was IL‘.Hjl!'p able to pnwnlt for his I.llm' I.u:n!i'l.'.
Although Edunrdo's father was a disciplinanan, the re-
sporisibilities he demanded ofhischildren were lissenshing
when there were six children 1o bear them all. Edusrdo fell
between the cracks, retreating into his own imagination
while his siblings did their best vo live up to their father's
demands. And in an attempt to make the most of his
[FosRTialiale o 1 III.' Tliml'l.l L {8 r-.!ll“ ng

Linformemately, Eduirdo’s craft never cmughit up with
his talent. Mo matter how hard he tried, he nevermanaged

to work o painting unil it was just right — his inspimtion

cume and went at dizzying speeds, leaving him with piles
of half-finished canvas. His father forbade him from
wisting his time any further, and Edwrdo moved poross
town i respornse. He kept strugghng with his paingings,
trying desperately to capture ot lewst one of his visions

hefore it fled but to no avail

Maybe his obsession lit up like a beacon o the
Malkaviuns — t-n s tll!.'\ [l !.IILI hllu MWm |.'||m|4ﬂ1 I {e
mit Lizie while he was working o |||;:|'.t aluift to ke enads
mect, aned somehow he.. stuck in her mimd. For ieoons
that she still doesn’t quite undenstand, Lizie Embraced
him and ook him home o the “fimily.” He |"l'il'|'1.'|.l
remarkably tmctable as young childer po, and was a
coneributing member of the beood within weeks

These doys, Gareia — now berett ol his personal nome

has a little mote respite from the visions that wed 1o
haumt him. Every time the Moimi finish o project, of
uncover a new prophecy of things to come, Garcia sleeps
i little more easily for o few days. Bur the visions bave been
changingaol lste, and Garcia has begun waking up with the
miephitic smell of Gehenna lingering in his mind. 1t'sonly
a mutter of tune before the prunks and prophecies stop
being an effective releme — and whar will he do then!

Image: Garcia 15 o fuirly wnremarkible young His:
panic man, somewhar short and squat but not commanding
H 1" “1. terds to wens tl!1l1"|u, VILTY © vl ¢ ||v|:h|l||g, |n|.i
favors a Buffalo Sabres baseball cap. At the base of his neck
1% l-“t'l.!id:-ll\ I N, A 'l'lh. |t1..-t!.'|: ]:I.!'\. l‘]ll[l'-.tt\ !lh' } tl;' l‘\,.ll'\
softly, almost in a mumble; mcist elder varmipiees are all wo
'\h'llh!\_l_: L1 ] Iﬂ.'h'."'l" rihl[ ll!lh [ &1 l't‘l';]ll'\-l.' ill:' |L|."\.’ 11!'1."\!1’1' ﬂ_"l;'.'lk
English all chat well, but it really just o side effect of has
Nome-{00- ASsETTVE Pers mlity

Htllr;‘ri'.l\'ing Hintss It's all very confusing, really. You
pretty much understand what this vampinsm thing s all
abour, but it's real haed ro make sense of all the visions you
keep getting. You tend to confuse your broodmates with
your biological family — you know you have a family, but
they fude inand oot and it's hard totell whothey really are
The most persistent thing thar nags ot you 15 2 sense of
foreboding, but you just cam’ et your Frngger ot It mistkes
WURL MRETVORIS, and 1.rr||:-|qll'l'[ |I'|-L|.' to mlk .ti\lul It M li\-h
would understand, anyway. They never do
Sire: Lizie
Nature: Visionary
Demeanor: Fanatic
Generation: | 3th
Embrace: 1997
Apparent Age: 20
Physical: Strengrh 3, Dexterity 2, Stmmina 3
Social: Chorismn |, Manipulation 1, Appesrance 3

Mental: Perception 5, Intellipence 2, Wits 4

Crinrmma Timme: Seonnos of i Bacaay Masox
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Talents: Alertness 2, Athletics 1, Bawl 1, Empachy 1,
Expression 4, Malkavian Time 3, Streetwise |

Skills: Animal Ken 2, Crafts 2, Dyive 2, Firearms 1,
Stenlth 2

Knowledges: Academics |, Computer 1, Lingustics |
(Spanish), Medicine 2, Politics 1, Science 2
Diisciplines: Auspex 4, Obfuscare |

Backgrounds: Allies 1, Contucts 2, Resources 1, Status 2
Virtues: Conscience 4, Self-Conerol 4, G e 2
Morality: Humaniry &

Derangements: Memory Lapses

Willpower: 6

LISING THE M OIRAT

Although the Moimi have been presented here as
tirming into a Camarilla city, there's no reason they can't
be adapted to serve as o Sabhar puck of advizors o the
archbishop. The Malkavian antitibu are somewhar infa-
mois lor creating their own tribal packs, and in this case
it would be fairly essy to assume thar the .u[hbi-.l'mlﬁ
tolerntes the Moimi because they prove wschul.

Uhne of the Moimi's primary wses 15 as blackmailers or
brokers in secrets; like 2 Greek chones, they can pop up ae
the beginning of a story with a waming for one or more
characters. They might also passon an elder’s secret tothe
characters, either out of necessiry or curiosity. In either
case, they'ne much more likely 1o appear when they're
unasked for; they see it as their role to dreag out che tidbits
that nobody's mlking about. Although individual Moirai
might make good allies or contacts for the chamcters, the
Witneses ns a group refuse o dispense information mt
another vampire's beck and call, They answer to a higher
authority

Malkovian chamcrershave several more options open
to them; any one of the brood might be o character's sine,
or perhaps a “sibling” with a common sire. Lunatics with
sufficiently high ratings in Malkavian Time might even be
considered as potentinl candidates for joining the Moirai.
However, as che Moiri are more li H,,'.ll tooee aniother than
they are 1o outsiders, # character probably couldn't main-
tain strong ties to the other plwvers' chamcters. Unlife
among the Witnesses is a very demanding existence, and
a player’s Malkavian might be better off nefusing such an
offer. Politely,

O course, the Mairi sct as a frightening collective
Froen time to time — but dhey are individuals, and they
aren’t soulless. Any one of them might make a beguiling
romantic interest for i character — although a charcrer
dallying with Jack or Faye will probably have a much more
interesting (and dangerous) time of it. Liszie in particular
has o hunger for attention during her manic eyvcles, and is

very receptive to solace and comforr on her downswing.
This maghr stir up an interesting series of relaonships
with the rest of the brood, however; what if another Moinai
becomes jealous, or docen't think that the chamcter
deserves an "in" with the Witnesses?

In any event, such a romantic relationship won't
protect a player character from being the subject of a
biopic “project” or waming if the Moirai decide thar he's
in need; no marter how strong the personal relationship,
it's impossible 1o convince these vampires thar what
they're doing isn't pood for all concermned.

On the subject of romantic subplots, it’s also possible
that one of the Moiri could become a romantic rival for
a charscrer. And there's mo telling how this rivalry mighe
munifest itself; Malkavians are capable of grear subelery,
and the denizens of the Hyde are no different. If Jack or
Faye starts stalking a chamcter’s pasamour, they're not
likely to leave simple, pasted-together “Stay Away”™ mes-
sages for the character's benefit — they're more likely o
arrange small incidents or accidents while the couple are
together. The whole iden is 1o make the “interloper”
unconsciously asociate their paramour with bad luck and
strange happenings, eventually driving the two aparc. If
the character doesn't pet the message, then the sealker will
ke things w the next level as creatively or even
grucsomely as the Storyreller sees fit

DOWFR DLAYEHS

DAawnN NAKADA, ARCHON
Background: Dawn was just a girl when her parents

wiEre sent to an intemment camp for the crime of being

Japanese- American during World War 11. She hit puberty

Clanann: MALLAWAN
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while in the camp, unfortunately attracting the eye of a
less-than-duriful guard in the process. When she disap-
peared from the camp two months later, her family blamed
the camp officials, even petitioning after the end of the
war o have the culprit brought to justice. The guand in
question was eventually tried and quietly sentenced. No-
body ever guessed that he had been an unwitting blind for
Dawn's true abductor, the vampire Julivs Abrogard.

Dawn was reeducared at her sire's knee in the are of
acting, etiquerte and manipulation; he was planning 1o
visit Japan once the war was over, and wanted to use her
as another potential blind. Unforrunately, his plans never
had a chance w0 materinlize; while he was on another
recruitment fmip o San Foncisco, 8 Tremere rival slew
Abrogard by sorcery and quickly covered up the evidence.
Dawn was left waiting in Abrogard’s haven, bur not for
long; when he failed to return after three days, she decided
o put her newfound skills to work for hersell,

Alchough Dawn's ethnicity was a deawback in mov-
ing freely through postwar America, it was nothing that a
little Obfuscate couldn't handle. By being bold where
others were timid and cautious where others were over-
confident, she managed to neatly acquire a respectable
network of contacts and favors along the West Const.
Each time the call for anather clan meeting came, she
found herself recognizing more and more of the luminiries
in attendance. It was at one of these gatherings that she
miet Mans Sweck, who was quite impressed with the savvy
and well-connected youngling. The two gor on excep-
tionally well, and Dawn was glad to broaden Sereck's
information network out to the Western US.

When Streck made her bid for power and won the sear
of Malkavian Justicar, she naturally chose Dawn to be one
of the first among her new brood of archons. In the circles
that even know of her as archon, Dawn is infamous (and
hated) as “Streck’s pet.” She is the justicar’s eyes and ears
in the western half of the United States, and, if necessary,
could draw considerably more charity from Maris than any
other erring archon might.

Nowadays, Diawn travels from city to city much as she
used to, although this time it's often on the justicar's
business. She has found that she is easily underestmared
inthese times; few elder vampires are used toseeing Asinn-
Amencans in any great numbers, and most assume that
she must have been Embruced fairly recently. Dawn never
corrects them — at least, not unitil she must reveal her rrue
rank and purpose.

While not particularly deadly in a straight-up brawl,
the ancilla-cum-archon is remarkably lethal when itcomes
to pulling strings and armanging “accidents.” She's not
without physical protection, either; although they're never
conspicuous, her bodyguards are never fir from her, Both

are ex-ClA, and have been Dawn's ghouls for 20 years.
Needless to say, they are accordingly deadly; the two of
them are well-armed and well-trained enough w drop
almost any three ancillae who started giving their mistress
trouble. Inall, Dawn Nakada is exceptional trouble forany
city or prince that requires her attention — and woe unto
the vampire or mortal who actually gets away with injur-
ing her, for should Maris Streck find out. . .well, the result
would be stickily unpleasant.

Image: Dawn is a small, slender Japanese- American
girl, apparently plucked just before cominginto full bloom.
She fastidiously keeps up with and wears the latest teen
fashicns, all the berrer to promote her image of Embraced
Just six months ago.” Her movements are calculated to
project the perfect impression of an overconfident teen-
ager; the only hint to her true nature is at the moment she
reveals she has her target overa barrel, when her eyes flash
with a glivering, cold wisdom.

Roleplaying Hints: Never ler on all that you know.
Pepper your speech with teen slang, but speak nervously
and politely when in the company of other Kindred, as
though you're trying to impress them. Be the very picture
of the neonate in over your head until the time comes.
And if anyone finds out just who and what you are, use
their knowledge of your position and your clan 1o best
advantage. Most Kindred ure terrified of the thought of o
Malkavian with real power — and well they should be.
Sire: Julius Abrogand
Nature: Conniver
Demeanor: Thrill-Seeker
Generation: 10th
Embrace: 1943
Apparent Age: 14
Physical: Strength 2, Dextenty 4, Stamina 4
Social: Chanisma 3, Manipulation 5, Appearance 3
Mental: Perception 5, Intelligence 4, Wits 3
Talents: Alertness 3, Dodge 3, Empathy 2, Intimidarion 2,
Streetwise 4, Subterfuge 5
Skills: Drive 2, Evquette 3, Fireanms 2, Melee 1, Stealth 4
Knowledges: Academics 2, Investigation 5, Law 3,
Lingustics 3 (Japanese, English, Spanish, Cantonese,
CGerman), Medicine 1, Occult 1, Politics 4, Science 1
Disciplines: Auspex 4, Dementation 3, Dominate 2
Obfuscare 4
Backgrounds: Allies 2, Contacts 4, Generation 3, Men-
tor 5 (Maris Streck), Resources 3, Retainers 2, Stanus 4
Virtues: Conscience 4, Self-Control 5, Courage 3
Morality: Humanity 6
Derangements: Disassoctarive Blood-Spending
Willpower: 7

Cronrm Thmee: Siwnios o & Baowes Manoa
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ALESSIO RINAL DI, THE PEACOCK
Prince

Background: The prince of Ravenma is not what one
would expect, were one 10 come on him while he was
urswares, He seems a meek, frail but beautitful creature, so
gentle that one might wonder if he weeps when he feads
on blocd, His form s well-kepe, and he dresses well
enough, but he hardly projects the aura of command and
~:n:m.rt|1 rll.l'r one would msoctare wtlh i prince

But the mask... ah, the mask. The mask is a very
different creature.

When Alessio dons the porcelain mask that he ealls
“the Peacock’s face,” his personality shifts dmmarically.
His reticent personality gives way o quiet armogance; his
twinges of compassion vanish i low, pulsaring blood st
His bearing becomes kingly and aristocraric enough o
phense even the oldest Old World Ventmue. Whiere Alessio
is timuid and unsure, the Peacock is the very picture of the
vampitc prince: elegant, decadent, incisive and com-
manding. The Peacock's parties are the talk of all Tealy, as
is his management of his domain; few woulkd have ex-
pected one so young to excel ar the art of princedom. He
has been prince for only 30 years, ever since the previous
prince vanished on a fool's errand hunting rumons of the
Inconnu, naming Alessio his successor. Very few knew
who this "Alessio” peron was; but when the Peacock
Prince ascended 1o the throne, they noticed. He has
proven remarkably resistant o outside influence (a fact
thuat most artribure to hisclan ), his charm is unmismkable,
and his allies are quite loyal. A few have subedly tried o
overthrow him during his retigm, bur to dave every effort has

ended in a very public duel in full view of all the court. The
Peacock Prince has won each one.

The most cruel twist of all, however, is that Alessio
lives in fear of the night when the Peacock’s thirst for
blood overcomes him during a revel. For should the
Peacock unmask o drink, then Alessio will be left naked
and helpless before all the court, victim to whatever sport
they devise. The thought tsenough to give Alessio terrible
nightmares during each doy's rest, and he often wakes with
bloody rears strenked across his alabaster cheeks. But no
matter how terrible his fears get, he nonetheless mises the
misk 1o his face with trembling hands each night

Image: Alessio is a remarkably beautiful young man,
with shoulder-lengrh hair and a complexion to rival the
Peacock's porcelain mask (which is painted with a partern
of peacock feathers about one eye and across one cheek).
When not holding court he dresses simply and comfort-
nbly, usually in well-wom casual clothes. As the Peacock,
nlas, he cannot display his perfect features; however, he
ntones for this by wearing only the finest and most stylish
clothing, whether painstaking recreations of 17th-cen-
tury court dress or immaculare, tailored pinstripe suits,
The exception is during a duel, when the Peacock gladly
strips 1o the waist —all the better that his opponent's
blood might be honored enough to fall on his painstak-
ingly sculpred physique. Blood on the finest marble —
how exquisite.

Roleplaying Hints: As Alessio, you are humble and
rentative, and surprisingly empathic; you exude a vulner-
able charm that is quite winning. As the Peacock, you are
arrogant, vain and bloodthirsty, and yet exquisitely re-
fined at the same time. You strive to be the perfect host,
all\m‘,".‘. entertining to your puests and IMASTANITIOWS 10
your foes — until chey irritate you, of cowrse. You thrill w
prove your supeniorskill against infenoropponents, whether
through swordplay or political mancuvering; in all likel:-
hood, you would be rather less enthusiastic abour a fiir
fight. Fortunarely, you have yet w find one

[Mote: The information given after the slashes repre-
sent the Peacock’s Traits. Obviously, Alessios derangement
has made his perceived dependence on the mask all oo
real.]

Sire: Lyma

Nature: Conniver/Autocrat

Demeanor: Conformist/Bon Vivant

Generation: Sth

Embrace: 1788

Apparent Age: early 204

Physical: Strength 4, Dexterity 4/5, Stamina 4

Social: Charisma 2/5, Manipulation 4/5, Appeamnce 5

Coamoce: Mutvis
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Mental: Perception 4, Intelligence 34, Wit 2/5
Talenis: Alerness 3, Achlenics 24, Dodgpe 2/5, Emparhy
4/1, Expression 13, Intimidation 1/4, Leadeship 3/5,
Malkovian Time 2, Subtedfupre 4

Skills: Drive 1, Etiquente 3/5, Melee /5, Perdformance 1/
4, Stealth 3

Knowledges: Academics 4, Finance 2, Law 2,
Lingutstics 3 (English, Latin, French, Greek), Politics 24,
Science 2

Disciplines: Auspex 3, Celerity 4, Dementation 1, Obfus-
cate 2, Presence 2/4

Backgrounds: Allies 4, Conmcns 5, Generation 4, Re
sources 4, Retainers 1, Suns 5

Virtues: Conscience 3/1, Self-Control 204, Courape 2/5
Morality: Humanity 7/Humanity 4

Derangements: Multiple Personalities, Power-Object
Flxation

Willpower: 4/9

Dr.DoucLAS NETCHURCH

Background: Some might find it odd thar the fore-
miost expert bnche fleld of Kindred pathology, hemotology
and neobiology Is in Gscr o Malkavian. Those regrettably
unlenrmed souls have obviously never met Dy, Netchurch.
Although the madness of his clan certainly grips hismind,
thee god doctoe’s scienitific genbus is unmibstakable

Douglas Netchurch wos bom before the mum of the
century, to an affleent New Enplond family with a lione
history in the medical profession. Although his older
I'!l"!h{': WS & 1[]“:"]1” 154 I.il b \'Il.hq,.'i:l}“. NN G !li[‘ E:n.l.“”h--.
Dol s numed ot 1o be everything they could have asked
tor, easily flying through school with top mares. Seveml

rehips, but
IIITIIII.-‘IH'!\ h1 I.}I'l o T '|il'|.|.:tl' e, |||1ir,l|,|:_ 111' '.|||."-4_ In

universities offered himm quite penerous schol

spread hils higher education out over a number of schools
including study abroad

When the Fist World War enupted, Dy, Nerchurch
chose 1o leave his Boston procrice and refum 1o Bun e,
asxisting the local |'|-|'-;=|.'.|1~1 in the treatment of fallen
.'\'-l'l]l.ill'h.{t |‘1|!'~T1'I||."- wl:ui }ii chumie 1 :krl..!u; rh; e ._|_q.,._|
infections of the Rlthy trenches firsthand, g well 2 che
horroms of chemical warfare
fAinched,

It was there that he was drwm InED wtwi of
Thtlhh!‘;‘t.trl. A P erful Mallwvian mnd fellow scholir of
thie medical arcs. Trimepeion, who bod been dreen to the
Urear War out of curiosity, was quite impressed by the
resolve aod insighe of the American doctor. [ seemed onldy
natural thar such o prodiegy of modem medicine would

and be never s much a

I|'Il

prove most wseful n applying the cutting edge of medicul
wience o0 snalvie the homan ond Kindred condition
i'.h childe novwe
the occaskon with all the dedication wnd suonality one
wonuld CXPoct Toam a Netchurch

alike. And he wis not dimappotnied

Toduy Dr. Netrchurch operates  covert (but quite
profesional, mind) fcility in the Raleigh-Durham Re
search Trinngle area, where he turmns “research granes® of
bload, money and volunteers ing 'Irll'.;'llll'l. credible firnclimys
bt Ll[m:,g.‘,l'uull.!m:. reverant and many other -u}-y i
ofinrerest. He is primarily sssisted by hils childe, D, Nancy
RL‘EI"{{.‘. ] hruli..m: |,~q.-;]1- -|n;.:'.'-t W Iu we Hxaton w ;'r|| |::.n B
ond former domitor survived

ened

.Ll'l-ll WIS cven 'TI'u.'ll'.'1]'l
by her Embroce. Merchurch s .|;'1~.|u_-:1l!u. Juite
unaware of her amonous olsession; then again, perhaps he
knows and has simply classified it ss an undentndable
und nonproblemaric behoavioral patieim, Whatever the
case, her bedside monmer 15 cermminly more BeNEToOUs
thon his owme vl oot Jsel '.1.!'||| h mokes her invalu
uhle.

Image: Dr. Netchurch is an impeccably groomed man
with shorr-cur ash-blond halr and round glasses (which,
given his superior Auspex, are certainly an affectation or
obsessive habit). He moves briskly and efficiently, and
speaks in a level, measumed tone o oll nmes; deliberare
attermpts to mirthe him are met with subtle, 1oy condescen
sion. Within the condines of his laboratoey {where he feclks
monit ot homie) he dresses like the sclentise he ta when
forc l,"n.l |:1‘| Cifcuinslzinde to 1-_—.1'.':'_ !:1' [TRR T
perdectly tmmaculate, if slightly our

Roleplaying Hints: Youare consumed with adrive n
“nll"r"ir“-ﬂ.i rhl i‘\-.lﬂ-.t[t'.i L l'lHi“l'"ll 11§} ||!-| = F"l'f]'lh!ﬂ..lllll",'-
Unformumately, it seems unlikely thar you'll achieve thas

ﬂ\r.ll Y CUTRE SO0, |"l.|.! ".I.H.I...IJ'

y sly thar's

[ fushyion,

E"a.l\'l' IH rj.!l' fme mn '.||1

world. You are decidedly contempruous of the more

Copnrmn Thomm: Sinars o 4 Beowry Moo
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“oceult™ beliets of vour fellow Kindred, and patently don't
believe in Gehennag even your connection o the Net-
work ©s vestigial. However, although you consider
Thaumaturgy, Noddism and the like superstitious bunk,
you have enough tact not to mention your feelings in front
of others. Be reserved, speak only when vou have some-
thing that nends saying, and keep clear of politics ns much
as youcan; ultimately, only the pursuit of scientific under-
standing of the pretematural matters, and everything else
L] l] LI Mc.

Sire: Trimepgian

Mature: Visionary

Demeanor: Director

Ueneration: Tih

Embrace: 195

Apparent Age: 3

Physicalr Strength 3, Dexterity 4, Stamina 3

Social: Charisma 3, Manipulation 2, Appearance 2
Mental: Perception 4, Intelligence 5, Wits 3

Talents: Alertness 5, Dodge 2, Empathy 2, Expression 2,
Intimidation 4 (bloodless stare), Leadership 2,
Subterfuge 3

Skills: Dyive 1, Exiquette 2, Fireanms 1, Secunity 2, Seealth 2
Knowledges: Academics 4, Compurer 1, Investigation 4,
Law 2, Linguistics 4 (Latin, Greek, Spanish, French,
German, ltalian), Medicine 5 (Kindred/ghoul pathol-
oiry), Science 5 (Vitse hemotology)

Disciplines: Auspex 4, Celerity 2, Dementation |, Domi-
nate 4, Fortinade 1, Obfuscate 3, Potence 1, Presence 1,
Protesin |, Vicisttude |

[Note; Netchurch's studies have exposed him to a grear
many bloodlines, and he has leamed thee bastcs of sever
“serni-intuitive”™ Disciplines in the counse of his experi-
menis. Storytellers mighe wane to grant him a dot in any
other semi-physical Discipline that he is currently srudy-
[1141H |!Fl'-\-'.'\‘|:l, Metchurch 1.,|..u\1ﬂr.~. 111.':.1,||11.1I|.1rm' .n.n._i
similarly "occult™ Disciplines as “mystical” in nature, and

has neither inclination nor talent to unmvel such.]
Backgrounds: Allies 1 (Dr, Reage), Contacts 3, Genera-
tion O, Herd 3 (onderliesfrest subjects), Mentor 4, Resources
3, Retainen 2, St 1
Virtues: Compassion 2, Self-Control 5, Courage 4
Morality: Humanity 6
Derangements: Obsessive/Compulsive
Willpower: 9
VAGANTASENA

It s probably not a comfortable thought to the pillars
of the Camarilla that Vasantasena, one of the key influ-
ences in the creation of both Camarilla and Sabba, still
wilks the night. Fist among the Mallavian antitvibe,

prophetess of dark enlightenment, puding sybil o the

- she is o mmble,
frightening figure in both myth and reality,

INMETITERE | I.I'l.'l.l."'h ol ||l.l‘ S.’Ihl'ﬂr =

Vasantasena was, as the stories tell, a princess bom
into a great Indian royal house just before the end of the
first millennium AD. Her sire was a vagrant Malkavian, o
holy man in life and undeath alike. The two were insepa-
rable, and they came to Europe during the Inquisition.
There they were instrumental in the Camarilla's forma-
thon, the beacon tha rallied theirclan behind the newbom
et

For thar alone, Vasantisena would be infamous. But
she quickly grew disenchanted with the Camarills snd its
seeming refusal to believe the stomes of the Antediluvions,
nnd she and her newfound brood of snarchs moved on to
become a comentone of the equally fledgling Sabbar. If
not for her insider’s knowledge of the Camarilla’s forma-
tiom and mctics, the Sabbat would cermainly have wken
muny more hits, ond might never have survived to modem
nighis

To this night, Vasanrasena is a legpend among her
Sabbet kin. Even those who don't know the history of her
contributions have heard of che fiery, evangelical
Malkavian who derides the Paths of Enlighrenment as
cheap, empty substitutes for true undenstanding, 10s said
that her pawers of Auspex are so grear that she sees all thar
happens within the Sabbut; cermainly, not even the oldest
archbishop can remember ever surprising her in any way.
She b admittedly obsessive on the subject of the
Antediluvians, whom she fears greatly, but nonetheless
she remains one of the most perceptive and insigheful
vampires in all the Sabbat. Although the sect would
certainly survive her howss, bt wouhd bove i great part « o its st
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ANATOLI
Perhups it was mere chance: perhaps there wis

something more at work. Thene's certainly ample argu-
ment for the hand of Providence — for how else could
a poowr French mome-ac-prms with some foith and lictle
'I'l-':‘n.El..'1|11I~l.' L t"L'l. L II':{' I'l'. '-|'!'|r'! ot L ;1' h.c"nﬂ.['

Anatole's last name was lost somewhere along his
long road; all that is known for certain is that he was
Parisian guardsman who was taken by Pierre L'lmbecile
in the larver half of the 12th century. Flis human faith
in God and the Church somehow survived the Em
beace, but not unchanged; the young vampire began m
see signs and portents that, he claimed, were bestowed
by the Father as warnings of the coming of Gehenna
{ And whether by “the Father™ he meant God or ( “nine,
nong could say from night to night.)

Chver the course of :hi CEniuries, Anmtole m -n.-gq:-i
to win oqual mensures of fame and infamy. Although
many i prince suspected him of diablerizing elders (s n
form of “communion,” or so it was rumored), his pro
phetic warmings gained him a sty of execution. He kept
company with similarly *damngerows” allies, among them
the dangerous Lasombra antitribu Lucita and the far
ranging Noddist scholar Beckett. With their help,
Anatole continued 0 wander Europe and America
alike, often emerging on the cusp of strangze and porten-
tous events o olfer warmings 1o his fellow Kindied.

| nfoTTun II-_'lll . llhl' ST OF TSt I l'|l:_|"]'|r'.-\. |'|'|.|! in
martyrdom, and Anatole was no exceprion. During the
Week of Nightmares, Anatole began receiving im-
pulses thar the tume was very near, and that one last
“necessary” thing waos left ro accomplish before Gehenna

broke wide open. He fullowed his vision ane [ast time to
a cave in upstate New Yok, where he found o blasphe
mous sculprure of flesh and stone, putsing with o power
greatenouggh to belong roan Antediluvian. The Propher
of Gehenna knew all oo well what come nexr— and he
|-rﬁ-r-_—;l|'|||1|w|!'u|-Inrlu- hiorrific & |J|;'1urt-. Blending his
flesh with irs

His ust 1'||j.;i'th. spent fused with this SETaf wirth

and somehow connected o the power behind it

weTe nl.l:ht'- ol ».!i:!ll'lurli miire fevered than ever befire
Whatever visions he had, whatever he saw in the hisurs
|ll-"-|'~l:‘1!‘|T still half-conscious
final words across the witlls of the cave, TN eur
volumes of L".";I"EI.'I.I P .!-1-,;-1.-_,- and Gehenna lore in his
own blood. At last, he perished utterly, his sk com
plete

it drovwve him toscrnw] his

Bur alths ugh Anatole and his sceumulate d wisdom
wete Jost to !!1:' ( --|‘-'.'-|-|!', 11|'- !lh'.|| rAavings .inl mot o
unseen. Some of his writings were gathered up by
members of his own clan: other fepment are rumored
to be inthe hands of the Setives, who no doubr are eross.
referencing the convoluted forewnmings with their
own clan's Gehenna prophecies. And if synchronicity
hns hod s wny, a final portion ol his vigion rIl1|.;'|'1! rest
with the H.lillhrl. or with the 7T remere wha -||.|_...-mfr.i
them. Bur for now, noboady can say for supe

Fanntzia CONTRERAZ, SARBAT AR HRSHOD

She was never meant to be successful; she was
appointed out of spite, not respect Mobody expected
the mad neonate to actually be able 1o hold the reins of
power. Nobody thought she'd be able to control Minmi,
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much less orchestrate the conquest of several more

Camarillia cities.
But those of Malkav's line are full of surprises.

Fabrizia was o helplessly insane prisoner tn o Mexi-
can penitentary at the time of her Embruce, chosen os
Ll ’.|| '1.11.1'-" low & "Ll.l“li'\ll (4] l"llll"'l'l'\. l'lli“‘{"r"t'r,
Ma
her an unusual gift of lucidity. She became her sire
Licera's lover mther than his pawn, and the ewoof them
were 1% infamous among the Southwest's Kindred as
Bonnie and Clyde. When Licero was lost in the Miami
siege, his regent, Galbraith, blamed Fabrizia for being a
distraction. Rather than openly work revenge on the
l.'mmq.:l (3T which would certainly be seenas ludicn hu,-.hr
petry), Galbraith instead appointed the discraught
Fabrizia archbishop in the hopes that the position’s

kav's blood, while sull rinted with madoess, gave

demands would destroy her. The regent was sorely
disappointed — Fabrizin proved remarkably alert, ex-
Lt‘]."lluh.l"} uru.ml:n{ and meticulousl Y patient.
|l‘~"'h11. .II]'|. i L .hl""l.llTl‘l could not have asked Iora |1¢"1,'|,
misre committed, more effective archbishop.

And Fabrizia has been a vampire for only 15 years.

Tonight, Fabrizta is more than a thom in the side of
the East Const Camarilla — she is a barbed spearhead.
She monomantically plots t capture more and more
cities from the Camarilla, and has placed agenos in
several key cities in anticipation of further movements.
Atlanta’s recent fall to the Sabbat has caused quite astir
in Camarilla and Sabbar circles alike, as the various
Kindred try to figure out just how much of that conguest
wits due to Fabrizia's planning.

It's tragic, really. All she ever wanted was to spend
the rest of her nights with her beloved Licero. Now the
East Coast will bleed for her loss.

TrHe AnKou

Camarilla or Sabbat, every clan has its tales of
anclent terron stalking the night, creatures that kill
their grandchilder without remorse or pity. One such
legend, ar least among the Malkavians, 1 that of the
Ankou.

The Ankou is the Reaper imself — a thing of grave
earth and rust, of rot and wormwood, Where ics Ium‘ml
has filtered into human Jore, it is depicted as a remorse-
less, lifeless monster thae silently rreads lightless country
roads with ox-cart and scythe, coming upon its vicrims

as suddenly as a sickness, cutting their lives from them,
.-"“:I hl.'.l.'l'“l“_l hl'."l e s Canrt. .&I“.] st I“"\ l-l M |I'|.1|
it will sometimes appear in a Malkavian's dreams or
visions, if always fleetingly.

Those Malkavians who know of the Ankou trear its
legends with equal parts reverence and loathing. A few
have sabd that it is the first of the serial killers, or |Hw::|f|1.'
their parron saint. The moat reliable visions hint that is
a Methuselah — not ome of Malkav's direct childer, but
a grandchilde and faichful servant to its 4th-genermtion
parent (who, perhops thankfully, remains nameless). If
rumaors can be musted, it was birthed in the days when
agriculture was a budding art, and was perhaps even
slin and Embraced asa sacrifice tosome enrth-goddess.
However, its dury to the earth did not end wirth death

Its powers are seemingly so great that it can roam
the back roads of Lupine territory unmolested, or even
vanish from one place to appear miles away. It can also,
if tales can be trusted, travel with its spectral care
invisibly and intangibly through even the most bustling
neon downtown
then only asa faint smell of cormuption and 2 heavy blow
from behind. Vampires, particularly Malkavians, are
known o vanish from their hunting grounds without a
trace all [I‘l.t.' nme — |"ut SOMmEtimes '.ﬂ.l'r,;t d d]s.nl\p-;‘“.
ance, the word drifring nlong the Netwark, repeated in
neurnl whispers, is "Ankou.”

1-'i.*-1!‘|1."' l.l'l'!-l'f L0 IS viCTims, .Il"llj even
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