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Watching echoes reflect off
Scraped, shaven walls
Seeing Death pits and Jesus
And no-one at all

Seeing no-one at all.
—The Mark of Cain, “Cold Grey Season”
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Ghost Story: Haunted

sit, and I watch, and I listen. Outside the
rain is falling like tears. In the world where
the children sit it is warm and bright. I sit
in the same room as they do. We are sepa-
rated by the distance between heartbeats.
I am so cold.

The wallpaper is blotched with damp.
Up near the ceiling it is peeling, hanging in lank strips to-
wards us, yearning to touch bright hair and warm skin. Arm-
chairs sag, stuffing oozing. Dust carpets the floor, thick and
unbroken. It long since ceased to concern me that I leave no
footprints behind me, that I drift intangible through this dead
and empty world. Beyond the Shroud which separates me from
the world of the Quick, the room is full of children. I know
this, even though I can barely see them. I hear them from
time to time, faint sighs and whispers, and I catch glimpses of
their insubstantial forms flickering at the edges of my vision.
I cannot see them clearly, save those in which the embers of
Oblivion smolder, waiting to flare into dark flame. Even they
are faint, blanketed by the Shroud.

For a moment a memory from the past torments me, a
time of color and cheer, when | was as they are, a child, a
traveler, backpacking my way around the world. As I did then,
[ am sure these children see themselves as adults, young, yes,
but oh, so wise, so deathless, so infallible. A room of travel-
ers, scattered by supersonic winds. German, English, Austra-

lian, American. They sit in this space, watching flickering
television images, sharing joints, bottles, lives. They have trav-
eled far. | have traveled further than any of them, disdaining
now their slow and clumsy struggles. Now I travel faster than
a scream.

The past fades. I watch, strain my senses to listen to the
banter, to see the children’s bright eyes and flickering hands
as they talk amongst themselves. I wonder how they will die.
Her in the corner, the quiet one. Her death is plain. It is writ-
ten in the gaunt lines of her face, in her starved and fright-
ened eyes, lit darkly from within. Oblivion burns strong in
her. It will not be long before it claims her. Tonight she will
lock herself in the shared bathroom of this guest house before
going to bed, fingers repeatedly coaxing every last trace of
her Spartan meal up from her tortured entrails until the toilet’s
enamel bowl is slick with vomit and blood. I can already see
the skeleton she will become in less than a year. Him, blond-
haired, handsome; [ can see the encrusting lesions waiting to
begin the journey across his skin. Gunshots, traffic accidents,
murder, disease. Deathmark-mottled faces, lividity waiting for
the post. A room full of laughing corpses that do not know
they are dead.

[ stand unnoticed in the corner, unengaged in any con-
versation. It is almost time. Every year on this night I return
to this place, this shelter, and until I am claimed by the Void
I shall always do so. The faces are different tonight, as they
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always are, but they are also always the same. Travelers. Stu-
dents. Children. Seeing the world before they become fossil-
ized in their careers like flies in amber. How desperately they
struggle, how tenaciously they cling to empty lives. Unwit-
tingly they lie to themselves, claiming that what they do is
different, individual, purposeful, lasting. Each and every one
of them forces himself to believe that their life matters, that
their life is the one that will make the difference. I used to
think that too, before I died.

It had all become too much. The parties, the bands, the
brief affairs. It become more of an effort to keep up the cha-
rade than it was worth. I gradually came to realize that I was
not enjoying my life. More so, I came to see how shallow,
how empty and meaningless it all was. Like everyone else I
had deluded myself into thinking that my existence was or-
dered. I had believed in destiny. Then, that fateful autumn
night when the fogs hung pale over the stinking canals and
the city seemed to waver like a dream before dawn, [ saw the
hollowness of it all, the transparency of all the lies I had al-
ways accepted as true. Love was just a ploy [ used in order to
stop feeling lonely. Life was a series of days, no more impor-
tant or valid or meaningful than those ever lived by anyone
else. Nothing I could control would ever be exceptional, or
important. Except, perhaps, my death.
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[ committed suicide in one of the rooms upstairs, in this
very hostel, for it had been here that the final, fatal revela-
tion had appeared. I was 21. [ cut my own throat with the
pocket-knife my father had given me before I left home. It
hurt. After 1 had finished, the white sheets on my narrow
rented bed were no longer clean.

I awoke from my dreams of Heaven to discover myself
trapped in the Shadowlands. Somehow I managed to escape
slavers, Ferrymen, Hierarchs and Heretics all. I was lucky
enough to be left alone with my Shadow. My Shadow told
me | was weak. My Shadow told me I had never amounted to
anything. My Shadow told me many things. I listened. And
as | listened, I learned, and soon my Shadow and I were one.
The last thing my Shadow told me before his voice became
ours, was that I could still die. When Oblivion snuffed out
the last flickering life in the cosmos, I could finally know
peace. I vowed then to sacrifice all to end my pain, if I could.
[ am not being cruel, nor selfish, in this desire. If I could end
all pain, the pain of the world, of every being in existence,
then should I not be called a saint? But those to whom [ whis-
per my plan look at me as if | were mad. It is they who are
insane, those wraiths clinging to lost dreams of the flesh. But
[ forgive them, I even try to save them, even when they re-
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sist. | am as forgiving as | am sharing. I work for Oblivion, for
the end of all life, all hope, all torment and fear. Life is a
burden. I would set us free.

But even saints must have their pleasures. This is mine.
It is more than a pleasure. [t is a vocation. One boy leaves the
room, turning his back upon card games and conversation.
My straining eyes see him clothed in black; darker than his
rags is the aura that flickers and dances around him. Oblivion
is strong in this one. It calls to me, begging me to set it free.

He is tall, his shoulders broad, his movement supple and
casual. He is European, black-haired. Stubble darkens his
cheeks. I follow him as he departs, slipping past him as he
opens the door. If he notices me, it as a cold breeze, no more.

I listen to the healthy beating of his heart as he jogs up
the stairs, counting the minutes until it stops. His thoughts
belie the passion of his body. His body wants to live; his mind
wants to die. I sift through the ashes of his bitter memories of
charred love letters and broken hearts, until I am left with the
coals, memories of fists and blood and broken teeth, sound of
torn cloth, thrusting and screams, of humiliation, hate, mock-
ery and bile. I have chosen well. There is happiness in this
boy, true, but the guilt and the fear and the despair are a sticky
sea in which his higher self is trapped and slowly drowning.

The boy opens the door of his single room and courte-
ously leaves it ajar. [ wait, sitting so lightly on the foot of his
bed that no impression of my weight dents the moldy cover-
let. Down the hallway, I hear him splashing, pissing, brush-
ing teeth and spitting, intricate ablutions of mortality mark-
ing out the days and nights of human existence in a liquid
calendar. The toilet’s growl as he flushes it is echoed by his
footsteps returning down the hall.

Into his room now he comes, locking and bolting the rot-
ting door behind him. As I have watched others over the years,
I watch this one, dispassionately. He strips off threadbare clothes
to reveal flesh without shyness, imagining he is alone. Muscles
flex as he plants his feet firmly on the floor, arms raised, pull-
ing a tight T-shirt over his head. He has more hair than I would
have imagined. Dark curls insulate his skin. As he unzips his
jeans, I exhale. His nipples harden in the suddenly cold air. As
he shivers, [ lie back on the bed. When he climbs naked be-
neath the sheets after turning off the light, I am beside him.

Moonlight streams through the broken window fringed
by ragged curtains pale with dust. The man tosses and turns
in his narrow bed. His mind wanders. He cannot sleep. Re-

membering the heavy bodies and the bored stares of the
women of this city behind their windows, he grows aroused.
He begins to pleasure himself, fingers engaged in an erotic
tour of his body they have taken many times but never tire
of. I lower myself into the red heat of his mind, watching as
he shapes a phantom partner from past lusts. He imagines
himself as being irresistible, his fantasy lover desire incarnate.

As his ministrations grow faster, as blood flushes through
his cheeks and his heart races, as he reaches the verge of cli-
max and is thus most vulnerable, I strike, reshaping his
dreamed partner, replacing her with myself. The handsome
face of his erotic fantasy suddenly flows, liquid flesh slough-
ing off beneath his urgent touch. His fantasy thus invaded
and disturbed, the boy opens his eyes. It is now, as his toes
curl and muscles tighten in the throes of orgasm and revul-
sion, that I force myself across the Shroud. Pushing against
straining reality to register an impression of my face that he
can feel with lips gone suddenly dry, I kiss him.

He sees me, my deathly skin, the jagged flaps of tissue,
skin and larynx gaping at my throat, my eyes, leaden, de-
spairing, empty, looking deep into his; feels my skull where
my lips have rotted away, tastes my tongue, beaded with bit-
ter liquid, probing the warm cavity of his mouth. He tries to
wake, but he is not dreaming. This is not his fantasy. It is
mine. I clutch at him with bony fingers, pull his body to mine
as he comes. [ smile broadly as he tries to scream, but he can-
not vocalize his fear around my invading tongue. Blood flows
in clots like crimson pearls from my throat, spatters against
the sheets where his fingers scrabble in terror, where his body
bucks and jerks and sprays and tries to tear free from my grasp.

Even as he goes mad, his mind snapping under the strain
I have forced upon him, | offer him the knife that is as much
part of me as my lolling head or emaciated arms. The stained
and rusted blade promises an end to his torment. It does not
take long for the boy to saw through his throat, although per-
haps it takes longer than he had anticipated. The wound is
not neat. It has been many years since my blade was sharp-
ened. He gurgles once, then his soul is consumed by Oblivion.
I sit with his slowly cooling body, waiting for dawn and dis-
covery. The look on the face of the woman who unlocks the
door, come to change the sheets, is always priceless. | have
only seen the expression seven times since I died. I doubt I
will ever tire of it.
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or fostering that self-same emotion in others via the use of
Arcanoi. Merely witnessing the emotion is not enough; the
Psyche must have played an active role in its development.

Catharsis

Just as Shadows can take over wraith characters, so too
can the Psyche attempt to take control of the character if its
temporary Composure is higher than the host’s Being trait. If
the Psyche dominates, it takes control of the character for the
remainder of the scene. The player, not the Psycheguide, takes
over the running of the Psyche character when this happens.

The Catharsis Roll

The Psyche attempts to gain control of the host by spend-
ing one temporary Composure point (this may bring Compo-
sure to equal or below the host’s Being, but the Catharsis roll
continues regardless, as the Psyche’s Composure was greater
than the host’s Being when the action began) and rolling a
number of dice equal to its temporary Composure. The host
may resist by rolling permanent Being. Both rolls are at diffi-
culty 6, and are considered to be standard Resisted Actions.

When the Psyche is dominant, it has access to all the
character’s Arcanoi and Dark Arcanoi as well as its own
Fronds. The rules applying to the Shadow regarding Will-
power and Angst apply equally to the Psyche. See Chapter
Seven of Wraith for further information.

Important Note: While the Psyche can still use the host’s
Arcanoi while it is dominant, those Dark Arcanoi that usu-
ally give the user Composure will instead cost the Psyche the
equivalent number of Composure points.

Gaining Composure

Psyches can gain Composure in several ways:

Psyche Dice

The Psyche can offer the host extra dice on any roll the
character wishes to make. One point of Composure is gained
for each success that is rolled on the Psyche dice, which should
be rolled separately from the character’s usual dice pool, in
order to keep track of the rolls. Botches rolled on the Psyche
dice only affect successes on the Psyche dice roll, and are the
exception to the Corpus loss such botches normally incur.
The Psyche can offer as many dice as it has permanent Com-
posure. Whether or not such an offer is accepted, the Psyche’s
Composure rating remains unaffected.

The Psyches Passnons

By fulfilling the essence of one of its Passions, the Psyche
can gain Composure points. Roll the appropriate Passion when
the Psyche accomplishes that Passion’s goal (difficulty 7). As
with Shadows, if the Psyche forces the emotion on someone,
the difficulty isa 9.

Larceny

The Dark Arcanos Larceny gives the Psyche Composure
when it is used.

Roleplaying

The Storyteller can also give the Psyche Composure if
she believes such a reward is deserving because of the
Psycheguide’s roleplaying. This should only be done if the
player is in agreement.

Losing Compostre
Fronds

Certain Fronds that the Psyche has access to cost vari-
able points of Composure to employ.

Using Larceny while the Psyche is dominant

As discussed above, this Dark Arcanos usually confers
Composure upon the spectre who uses it. When a dominant
Psyche uses Larceny, the Psyche must spend the equivalent
amount of Composure points, instead of gaining them.

Botching any roll while the Psyche is dominan

Rather than the character losing Corpus for botched rolls,
the Psyche instead loses a point of temporary Composure for
each botch incurred while it is in control of the character.

Redemption

If a Psyche’s permanent Composure ever reaches 10, the
character is considered Redeemed. No one really knows what
happens after Redemption, save that spectres who are Redeemed
instantly vanish from the Labyrinth. Whether the character is
reborn as a wraith and must begin existence in the Shadowlands
all over again, or instead Transcends to whatever reality awaits
beyond is unknown, although countless opinions are offered by
spectres and wraiths alike on this subject.

Chapter Three S bectres and the Stmyteller
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Quote: But of course I am who I say I am. If you question my identity, then surely you should also question
your own — for how do you know you are not a spectre pretending to be yourself? And if you are not who you
think you are, what about the world itself? Is anything really as it seems?
Prelude: When you were alive, you did your best to preserve the status quo. You worried about
what other people might think, and so never did anything to disturb them. Equilibrium was
important to you. In this violent, ever-changing world, you seized on monotony to keep
your life ordered and acceptable. Deviating from the norm was always furthest from your
mind. Of course, all that changed after you died.
You were gunned down on your way to see a movie, the random victim of a drive-
by shooting. Your Shadow, all that jealousy and spite and hate you had locked down
¢ in your 30-plus years in the bank, boiled up with a vengeance once you reached
B\ the Shadowlands. You tried not to listen, tried to go about your new existence
3 J as quietly and boringly as when you were alive. You allied yourself with the
Hierarchy, served them faithfully for many years, and all that time your Shadow
never let up. It nagged, moaned, bitched and bickered. It was because you were too
busy arguing with your Shadow that you didn’t notice where those argu-
ments were leading you. In the name of order, you did some bad things in
the Shadowlands, bad enough to glut your Shadow and make it stronger
than you had ever dreamed. Oblivion claimed you the day you first truly
realized what you'd done. Grown fat on your diet of betrayal, your Shadow
seized control.

\ Concept: In mortal life you were tied down to one face. Now you
\ have hundreds. Using Moliate, you sculpt your face differently each
s l day. Yesterday you were a Hierarchy Regent, tomorrow you will im-
/{' personate a Renegade rabble-rouser, stirring up trouble on each oc-
,-‘ \  casion. You work diligently, infiltrating Necropoli and eking out se-
crets, discovering the chinks in the armor of your enemies and ex-

posing them to the cleansing tide of Oblivion.

/ Roleplaying Tips: You have many different voices and just as
/ many names. Perhaps even you have forgotten which was your real

/ face.

: Equipment: Various clothes and props for assuming the roles of
different wraiths.

A

.* g’
‘-\nll'

b

=



pmtwa

i Naue: Zoseformist life: Bank Gterk
J' Player Demeanor: Zraditionatist Death: 25 rive-soy Aitting
N Caste Doppleganger Psyche: Connselor Devoured: Shadocy

Physical Social Menta
§ Strength @@®000 Charisma @000 Perception 00000
/B Dexterity @000 Manipulation @0@O00 Intelligence 00000
/M Stamina ®0000 Appearance 00000 Wits 00000

141

Talents Sk|l|s Knowledge

4 Alertness @0000 Crafts 00000 Bureaucracy 00000
Athletics 00000 Dirive 00000 Computer 000060
Awareness @®0000 Etiquette Q@@000 Enigmas 00000

£ Brawl ®0000 Firearms 00000 Investigation @0000
I Dodge 00000 Leadership @®0000 Law 00000
Empathy, @®0000 Meditation OO0OO0OO Linguistics @0000
Expression 00000 Melee 00000 Medicine 00000
Intimidation 00000 Performance 00000 Occult 00000
Streetwise 0000 Repair @®0000 Politics 0000
Subterfuge @@®000 Stealth @®0000 Science @0000

. Backgrounds Dark assions Arcanoi / Dark Arcanoi

M Retics 00000 Kitl wife (Hate) 00000 Mstiate 00000
m Shadowvlands 00000 MNake fools of the 00000 Hive Wind 00000
% 00000 Hierarchy (WNockery) @ @@@®O Tempest-\Neaving #0000
00000 \ithstand Oblivion (Fear) @@@00  Shrond-Rending @0000
00000 00000 00000

PO OO O~ OO - OO - O-O-O--O-O-0-€ (e[S
Bank 00000 Pavement wﬁerfe you Aied @@ @O0 l/]?ife 00000

@) »oo-0-o-c-a e poiers >-o-or-er-- (s >eooo0c roocooc (i coocoocoes )

TEREREEEEEn Weapon |Difficulty | Damage Pathos

ro-o-o-0-0 [l o-oeococ
Wockery

000000 0000O0

aEEREEREEROOO0

QOO0 Experiente D-O-O0OOC HOOO-O-c Angs[ D-O-0-0O-0O-0O-C

\'m\w—, T




Demonic N
Nephwrack

Quote: No hope. No future. No point.

Prelude: You remember so little of your meat days. Flashes of memory torment you from time to time — wrack-
ing waves of happiness, agonizing stabs of love — but these become fewer and further between. Soon, when Oblivion
devours you forever, they will trouble you no more. Even your  memories of the Shadowlands are scattered and patchy. An
endless succession of gray days and an utter inability to affect anything around you. Hopelessness. It was to the hopelessness
that you clung, when otherwise you would have drowned in the Tempest. Oblivion Devoured you, burned you, transformed
you. The shard of despair within you was heated and worked, tempered, strengthened. Now you are hopelessness incarnate,
the spirit of despair.

Concept: You hurt, therefore you are. Lately you have taken to briefly appearing before a mortal cult in the Skinlands
despite the wracking pain such episodes cause you, infecting the deluded members with an apocalyptic millennium madness.
They believe you to be a demon, or a god. Your every manifestation drives the cult closer to mass suicide or mass murder.
Soon they shall be ready for the master-stroke, when they either extinguish themselves in a frenzy of self-destruction, or hack
a bloody swath across their metropolis. Every last one of them is infected with your purposeful despair and suicidal agony. The
hungry black flames of Oblivion burn in their hearts. Soon you'll set them free.

Roleplaying Tips: Stare unblinkingly as long as you can, hunch your shoulders and lean your body forward like a solid
mass of malice and melancholy. Pitch your voice low, and make the tone both despairing and menacing.

Equipment: Insane cultists willing to die at your command; secret temple in decayed inner-city location.
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Quote: Just because I'm a child, doesn’t mean I'm an idiot.

Prelude: You were born to a happy middle-class family, the youngest of three children, and, if your mother was to be
believed, the most special. Certainly you showed many promising signs, walking and talking before you were one year old.
You were sent to a school for gifted children, and by the time you were eight years old, you were well on your way to equaling
the academic achievements of a college-age student. You brilliant career, perhaps as a brain surgeon or a gifted musician, was
cut sadly short when you died in a car crash before your ninth birthday. If your mother had been paying more attention to the
road and less attention to you, you might still be alive.

You never found your mother in the Shadowlands, although your memories of that gray limbo are uncertain at the best
of times. You spent only a matter of months there, but you hated every minute of it. You barely escaped being Moliated into
a torch-flame to light a Citadel in your first week as a wraith. Soon after that incident you declared for the Renegades. Even
among their anarchic ranks you were treated as a child despite your ferocious intellect. The anger that grew within you fueled
your Shadow, in many ways the parent you no longer had. You listened to your Shadow, and fell into Oblivion in short order.

Now you desire little besides the companionship of your fellow Striplings, as together you harry and

-hate the living and the dead. Even in the Labyrinth you are misjudged. Although they call you a
Doppelganger, you shun the caste to which you supposedly belong.

Concept: You never really had a life, so now you are making the most of your death. Your evil,

gleeful intellect makes you stand out, and you find that many of your peers listen

avidly to your words. You have become one of the

chief instigators of the Stripling movement, and

despise the caste system which binds you.
pa f == Your scorn for adults knows no bounds,
. while even your fellow Striplings often feel

the sharp edge of your tongue.

T Roleplaying Tips: Although your mind
’ 'd is that of an extremely intelligent adult, you
, are still a child at heart. You have a short
..~ attention span and little experience with the
realities of adult life. You are brilliant, but
you stagnate in the Labyrinth, where
intellectual stimulation comes

1 a poor second to savage

\\ fancies.
: T Equipment: Relic
\

"+ glasses perched on the edge
of your nose.

72.
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¢ Name: Nature: \Visionary He Child Prodigy
| Player: Demeanor: Zeset Death: Zar Crash
Oa 1y
:""'," (aste: S eripling Psyche: 7urtsrer Devoured: 75¢ te S hndocvtands

Attributes

’ Physical Social Mental
R Strength @®0000 Charisma @@®000 Perception 00000
BB Dexterity ®0®0®00 Manipulation 00000 Intelligence 00000
# Stamina 00000 Appearance @0000 Wits 00000

Talents kil Knowledge

Alertness 00000 Crafts 00000 Bureaucracy 00000

W Athletics O0000 Drive 00000 Computer 00000
§ Awareness 00000 Etiquette 00000 Enigmas 00000
Brawl 00000 Firearms 00000 Investigation 00000
Dodge O@0@000 Leadership 00000 Law 00000
Empathy 00000 Meditation 00000 Linguistics 00000

I Expression 00000 Melee 00000 Medicine 00000
/'l Intimidation 00000 Performance 00000 Occult 00000
MY Streetwise 00000 Repair Q0000 Politics 00000
Subterfuge 00000 Stealth @®@000 Science 00000

Backgrounds Dark Passions Arcanoi / Dark Arcanoi
00000 Kill all children whs 00000 §Fmbody 00000
00000 _ faven't suffered(Fate)@@@00 Keening ©0000
00000 Destroy the caste 00000 Pupypetry 00000
00000 system(Contempt) 0@@O®  Hive-JNind €0000
00000 00000 ,Qﬁroud—kemﬁng 00000

00000 00000 Zempest-\nJeaving 0000

fetters »0-0-0-0-0-0-0-O-0-0-0-0-0-0-O-0-0-0-0-0-0-C
Old Teddy Bear @0000 00000 00000
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Quote: Follow me, and I shall lead our caste to glory!

Prelude: Life? What life? You were homeless, living on the streets before you were 12 years old, and hustling your ass to
anyone who'd pay for it. Your adolescence was a hell of cold nights and colder clients. You had few friends save the other
emotionally scarred, half-feral kids that lived like you, and although their friendship was strong, it wasn’t enough to stand
against heroin, disease and the brutality of everyday life. You sank lower and lower, malnourished and malicious, harboring a
burning hatred of the society that promised you so much but delivered nothing.

Somehow you managed to survive until you were almost 25, a ragged, muttering mass of rags and hair and a pair of bright,
mad eyes half-hidden by dirt. That was how you looked when the frat boys found you. They didn’t like your type. They were
all going to be rich one day, and they decided that people like you brought the property values down. People like you didn’t
deserve to exist. To teach the other street people a lesson, they decided to kill you.

First they sprayed oven cleaner in your face, and laughed as you screamed and staggered about the alleyway which was
your home frantically clawing at your burning eyes. After that ceased to be
entertaining they doused you with lighter fluid, and set

you on fire. You could still hear their beefy, well-fed
& ) laughter, nurtured on beer and bigotry, as you died.
Sometimes you can hear it still.

Concept: The agony of your death sent your
soul hurtling towards Oblivion. You became a spec-
\ tre the instant you died, but even in death you re-
Y% main a second-class citizen. As a Mortwight, you
D are part of the lowest spectre caste, condemned by
: your stigmata: bloody tears seep constantly from your
$ | empty eye-sockets. Your mortal life was a misery, and you
#y  refuse to sit by and watch your death become equally bad.
A Roleplaying Tips: Rant incoherently about indignities
and suffering. You were already half-cracked while you lived.
Since your agonizing death you have become completely mad.
8 The suffering of your fellow Mortwights is all that keeps you from
> throwing yourself into the Void.

|

3,

¥

Equipment:
Burned and bloody rags;

collection of relic shop-
ping bags whose contents al-
ways surprise you.
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Nature: MMartyr
Demeanor: Zanatic
FSYChEI Comrade

Attributes

Social

Physica

Strength @®0000 Charisma 00000 Perception 00000
: Dexterity @®0000 Manipulation 00000 Intelligence 00000 3
Stamina @®O®O®0O Appearance 00000 Wits 00000 HE

ccc

Telents Skllls

Alertness 0000 Crafts 00000
Athletics 00000 Drive 00000
Awareness 00000 Ertiquette 00000
Brawl 00000 Firearms 00000

I Dodge @000 Leadership 00000
i ! I Empathy 00000 Meditation 00000
8 Expression 00000 Melee 00000
Intimidation 00000  Performance(Begzing) 00000
Streetwise 00000 Rcpair 00000
Subterfuge 00000 Siculth 00000

Backgrounds Dark Passions
Arflfﬂﬂ‘ ©0000 Tnspire other Thertwwights 00000
W Relics @0000 (Fanaticism) 9@ 0OO
AN Status(Wortivights) @@000 Humitiate DopplegaangersO0000
A 00000 (Ernvy) o0OOO®
{ 00000 00000
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life: Homeless
Death WMurdered by Frat boys
Devoured Instantly

. e

Mental

Knowledge AN
Bureaucracy 00000 R
Computer 00000 \’
Enigmas 00000 l'f /
Investigation 00000 )1 y :
Law 00000 7/~
Linguistics 00000
Medicine 00000
Occult 00000
Politics 00000
Science 00000

Arcanoi / Dark Arcanoi
Contaminate 00000
Hive-VNind 00000
Larceny @0000
Lempest-\eaving  @@@00

00000
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Quote: Kill! Kill! Kill!
Prelude: It was all Rebecca’s fault. If only she had gone out with you, none of this would ever have happened. You were
still in high school, a four-eyed computer nerd, and Rebecca was a cheerleader. You loved her. Passionately. You finally
worked up the courage to ask Rebecca out to the prom, never dreaming she would say no, let alone respond to your invitation

with derision and scorn. You skulked out of homeroom with your head hung low and a broken heart. That night you slipped
a hose over the exhaust pipe of your mother’s car and gassed yourself in the garage.

) St
D

You awoke in the Shadowlands, and realized that it was your love for
Rebecca that was keeping you there. Your Shadow called you a fool,
and said that you should kill her for what she did to you. You
ignored it, and lovingly haunted Rebecca in-
stead. So busy were you in your task that one
day you failed to hear the bells of the

Necropolis tolling in warning. The Mael-

strom caught you unawares, and flung you
screaming into Oblivion. You were still
y screaming when you came out, but now your cry
&0 N was the hunter’s howl.

' )/ Concept: You are a remorseless killer,
. \(’ /77/;\ motivated only by Dark Passion. Like all
S8

3 Shades, you are part of an assemblage
/ 5‘) of shock troops, insane warriors who
\ ¢ g/ attack Oblivion’s enemies in wave
s ,J/ /' after shrieking wave. Many of your
‘ C~ companions have already been
claimed by the Void. You burn for such a
glorious demise. Your only fear is that you might succumb
to the vile temptations of your Psyche before Oblivion
claims you, and so die without honor.

&

9]
J

Roleplaying Tips: Howl, hiss, whisper and prowl.
A monster, you are driven by Dark Passion, and are
completely insane by mortal standards.

Equipment: None.
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Spectre: Dioppleganger
Psycheguide Player:

Fronds
?.sycﬁe Independence

Indunlzence

Spectre: Whortrvight
Psycheguide Player:
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Memories ”f {iu{e

Wirror

A Llies (1 Level)

Archetype: Counselor
Composure Passions
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Psyche

Spectre: Vephevrack Archetype: 4 gent
Psycheguide Player:
Fronds Composure Passions
Psyche Traits (Strength v2) ® 000 00000 0 Shytheincpient 00000
Penance EREREROO0OO0 Aestruction[Dnty) 900 0@
Cnlighten those the Aost 00000
Spectre Being has misted(Love) @@O00
0000000000 00000
00000
00000
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Psycheguide Player:
Fronds Composure Passions
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(Love)®®@00
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00000

00000
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Nature; Life
Demeanor: Death:
Psyche: - Devoured:
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Brawl 00000 Firearms 00000 Investigation 00000 )'l 7.

1 Dodge 00000  Leadership 00000 Law 00000 W7
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| Backgrounds Dark Passions Arcanoi / Dark Arcanoi
o 00000 00000 00000
t 00000 00000 00000
00000 00000 00000
00000 00000 00000
00000 00000 00000
00000 00000 00000 ‘
fi] »0©0-0-0-0-0-0-0-0-0-0-0-0-0-O-O- D00 I:e[ters 1O -0 C-O-O-O-O-O-O-O- - OO O-O-O-C-O-C Z’
¥4 00000 00000 00000 \\‘3 g

shade powers oo ro-c-©-0-0 (I PO o0c rooooc (N cooococes N

Qooaaoaoana Weapon  |Difficulty | Damage Pathos 1

ro-o-0-0-0 i o-ooocococ




AJEREWO(]

THE APOCALYPSE

F

The forces of creation
and destruction clash in | |
this Storytelling game of
savage horror. Gaia, the
Earth Mother, is .
wounded. The minions |
of the Wyrm eat away at
Her, digging up the earth |
and rending Her form. |
Gaia cries for aid, and i
Her children, the Garou
— the werewolves of
legend — answer the
call. The Garou must
use all their
shapeshifting power and
Rage to fight back
against the onslaught of
corruption and evil.

White Wolf’s Werewolf:
The Apocalypse, a
heroic roleplaying game
where players take the
roles of werewolves
fighting against the
destruction of the Earth,
is now available every-
where. Also don’t forget
to check out RAGE, the
incredible new collect-

ible card game based on f
Werewolf! '
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The Ascehsion
Second Edition
Now Available

‘Return to the storytelling game
of reality on the brink.
The Second Edition takes
Mage: The Ascension
in fantastic new directions.
This beautiful hardcover tome
is revised for depth and clarity.
[t features expanded backgrounds,
comprehensive organization,
and breathtaking new art.
ISBN 1-56504-400-2
WW 4300
$28.00US $40.50CAN

WHITE WolLr
GARE STUDID

Mage: The Ascension is a trademark of White Wolf, Inc.
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Devoured by Oblivion...

Iwasance but now my Shadow and I are one. We serve
e

Oblivion, yes, down screaming to share in the sacrament of
our torment. Joinmudﬂinglymd of the blessings that Oblivion
bestows. Refuse me, and you shall receive double your portion...

—Coldheart, Nephwrack and Priest of Oblivion

Bend Yourself To its Will!

Join the servants of Oblivion as raven from the mouth of the
Voidtothehea:tsofStygiaa;:i:deh. ReﬂectionsSpecItresiaa
guide to the Shadow-Eaten, and history. It
l:hegatestothe th.toahowyoutﬁhormdmtdwellwm

t some evils are far stronger than the grave.

DarkReﬂzctiom:Spectreshcludm.

¢ Everything you need to run a Spectre Chronicle!

¢ Dark Arcanoi only Spectres possess!

® New Castes of Spectres and more!
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