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THE DOG IN THE NIGHT-TIME 
BY JOHN TY NES 

THE HEDGE MAZE here at the Hamilton estate 

has two options but only one solution. The options 

are success or escape. The solurion is to rurn left at 

every intersection untiJ you reach the cemer. 

My jaws do not move when I speak out loud. 
Ths carcass I inhabit has few connections to the 

matter that contains my essence. Some tendons to 

tug, a skull to heft. My fur smells rank. The maids 
leave the room when I enter. Occasionally in sum

mcr I am infested by maggots. 

I remember the first rime I killed someone. I 

was in a different corpse then, that of a man. A 

crimmal, I am told, hung upon the gallows. One 

of my first challenges was to make the head sit up 

straight lest r draw anention to my lord's work. 

He sent me out into the fields, through the 
woods, and across the river so that I might stran

gle a bishop in his nightgown. As I walked 

through the dark I clenched my fingers again and 

again, getting used to the sensation. When they 

found his throar there was no problem of opera

tion. The fingers did as I commanded them, and 

soon the bishop ceased breathing and his tongue 

lolled from his mouth. In retrospect I would say 

that he looked like a dog. But at the time I did 

not know what a dog was. 

t pad through the grass in springtime. Dew 

collects on my fur. I watch bees. 

My lady Antoinette plays a game with me 

sometimes. She is blind. She tore out her eyes. 

Now she sees through mine. I go to the sununer 

house at the center of the hedge maze and wait for 

her, staring at the final intersection. She wanders 

blind, navigating the maze by memory and touch. 

Finally, through my eyes, she sees herself reach the 

center and she smiles. She sits on a chair and I lie 

on the ground at her feet. Sometimes she reads a 

book that I lay between my paws. Sometimes she 

just listens while I recite a book I have read. Occa

sionally she asks me questions. 

"Lucifuge?" 

"Yes, my lady." 

"What is the greatest marvel you have seen?" 

"In 1648, Roger Hamilton commissioned an ar

tisan from Poland to make a clockwork dragon for 

his daughter. It was the size of a horse and breathed 

fire on command, though it could not fl y." 

"Did you ever inhabit it?" 
~ I did." 

"What happened to it?"' 

"In 1663 Roger Hamilto n lost his wife and his 

mind. He bade me enter the dragon and destroy 

him with flames, and so I did. His daughter had 

the dragon dismantled. It appeared to upset her." 

"r see." 

Winter comes a caution. The carcass of the 

mastiff can stiffen in the cold, and so I must be 

careful. I stay indoors and lie by the fi re, though I 

am told the stink is then worse. 

Last month there was an intruder. He crept 

OntO the estate by night. J saw him slinking across 

the grounds. I moved to intercept him. When he 

saw me approaching, he took a raw steak from 

his bag and threw it before me. 

"Good dog," he said, smiling in a way that I 

believe signaled malicious intent. I am nor the 

best judge of human emotions and facial expres

sions, but I have learned a few things in my time. 

The steak had no interest for me. I made to sniff 

it, then looked up at the man. Somewhere within 

my mind, my lady Antoinette told me to kill him. 

When an intruder must be dispatched, I find it 

helpful to chase him into the hedge maze so thai 

we may transact our business in private, safely 

screened from the eyes o f all but my lady Anto
inett~. Looking up at him, I saw that he appeared 

to be still eagerly thinking of the steak and the no

tion that I would eat it. Perhaps it was poisoned. 

"Run," I said. "Run fast o r I will catch you 

and kill you." Of course, I would kill him regard

less. But intruders need incentive to employ the 

discretion of the hedge maze. 

The man looked around sharply, trying to place 

the voice. 
"Here, you fool," I said . ~Now run." 

The intruder stared at me, his mouth opening 

slowly. 

I moved one of my forepaws forward and 



growled. "Run. " Finally, he did. The look of pan
ic on his face-it made my lady Antoinette laugh. 

As the man ran, r followed. I chased him to 
and fro, guiding him ever towards the hedge 
maze. The night was cloudy and I do not believe 
he realized quite where he was going until he was 
well within the maze. For the better part of tcn 
minutes I hunted him there. I know all the turns 

and twists, and even the secret ways. My lady An
toinette's excitement was bright inside me, a hun
ger deep. Somewhere in the manor she was sitting 
up in bed, her empty eye sockets gazing on noth
ing. And at the same time she was with me, racing 

after our prey, playing a different SOrt of game. 
Finally I drove him into the center of the 

maze, whete the summer house sits. He ran wildly 

up the steps and banged furiously on the door, 
pleading and screaming for someone to save him. 
I walked up behind him slowly. 

"There is no one in that house," r said. "And 
you have not run fast enough to escape me. r have 
caught you." 

He started to say something then, but my lady 
Antoinette shot a bright spark of fury through my 
flesh. I leapt upon him and brought him down, 
then tore at his throat until he bled freely and 
could not breathe. 

r killed the bishop five and a half centuries 
ago. Across my years I have slain four hundred 
and eighty-three men, including this one. The 
throat of a man is a tender place, ripe for the ex

posure of fluid and wind. Again and again, the 
kill is at the throat. 

The following afternoon there is a meeting of 
the Cabinet. I am in attendance as always. I have 
been to every meeting since 1956 and I remember 

them all perfectly. Of coutse, my lady Antoinette 
watches the proceedings through my eyes from 
her bedroom. I know this annoys her brother 
Charles, but it is an argument he has never won. 

I listen to their discussions and commit them 
to memory, but r do not pay attention. I have not 
been told to pay attention. 

Instead I stare at a crack in the wall. Ants issue 
&om it and meander to and &0. I stare at them be
cause they are intruders, and therefore deserving of 

notice, but I have sufficient judgement to know they 
are not a threat. Nevertheless I stare at the ants for 

the next two hours. Human voices drone on nearby, 
within my perception but beyond my concentration. 

Finally-"Lucifuge?" It is Gerlinde who ad
dresses me. I look away from the ants and stare at 
her instead. She is seated in an armchair. Around 

her are Charles, Wu, and Joao. 
"Yes?~ 

"The matter we are discussing-we are at an 
impasse. What is your opinion?" 

A moment ago I had none. Now I sift through 
my memories, nearly six cenruries of violence and 
magick and secrets, ever glimpsed through these 
dead eyes. Somethjng fo rms that could be called 
an opinion. Finally I speak. 

"In my experience, fleshworkers are the most 

unstable and vicious of adepts. You have little to 
gain by trusting this one, and the mere fact that 
he is conversing with you means he knows tOO 
much. Kill him immediately:' 

Gerlinde smiles and nods. I see Charles frown, 
and then I hear the laughter of my lady Anwinette 
across the aether that both divides us and joins us. 

I know enough to understand that it is an 
odd thing fo r a creature such as I to have these ar

bitrary powers of life and death. Seventy-six of the 
men I have killed did not die beneath my slashing 
jaws. They died because someone asked me a 
question, and I gave an answer. 

One day my lady Antoinette will die. Perhaps 
it will fall to me to kill her. Perhaps it will be a 
simple accident. Another lord or lady shall com
mand me, shall order this mass of flesh and bone 
and fur to take form and thought, shall send me 

intO the night to savage our foes. 
Ir matters not to me. I do as I am told. Killing 

and living, death and life, all are as one. My existence 
is a serial of carrion that contains and defines me. 

I am Lucifuge, the Hanged Man. 

I am Lucifuge, the Empty Child. 
I am Lucifuge, the Brass Dragon. 
I am Lucifuge, the Black Dog. 
I am at your service, master. 
Now and forever. 

Amen. 
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Most people koow nothing obout1he SIeepeJs. 
That's a no-brainer: most people get up in the 

morning, eat their bran cereal with tOO much sug
ar, have a cup of coffee and go to work, day after 
day, for mOSt of their adult lives without ever en
countering a single unnarural person, place or 
thing. The average woman or man in the .. civi
lized" world spends far more minutes per year 
thinking ~ls this shirt clean enough to wear again?" 

than he or she spends contemplating the existence 
of magick. Maybe on Halloween, or right after 

watching Angel Heart, but many days go by in 
which nothing more magickal than car payments 
and crabgrass crosses their minds. 

or course, most people know nothing ahout 

the Sleepers. 
But even those who are In The Know about 

magick don't know much about the Sleepers. 
They've heard rumors. They might have met one, 
but probably not. If they've done something on 

the border between obtuse and acceptable, they 
might get a warning. On the other hand, if it's a 
rainy day and the Sleeper is grouchy o r impa
tient, their introduction might jUst be a bullet to 

the neck. 
Everyone knows that the Sleepers are 

around-unseen but felt, invisible but inescapable. 
They're like gravity, or a bad repUtation. They 
skulk around the cities like urban legends. Every

one seems to know a friend who had an appren
tice get kacked by one. Everyone's heard the story 
about the badass adept in Tampa who used to be 
able to call a rain of burning sulfur from the sky, 
and who now can't do anything but whisper, "I'm 
so sorry, I'm so sorry," over and over while he 

waits for the nurse to change his diapers. 
Everybody knows. And yet no one knows 

enough to name names or sketch a face or give a 
concrete date. 

The greatest irony, perhaps, is how little the 

Sleepers themselves know. 
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Who? 
Who are the Sleepers? That's a question with a lot 
of answers. The vague answer is that they're a 
clued-in cabal of mystics (and their mundane 
hangers-on) who have decided [0 police the Oc

cult Underground for abuses that might lead to 
public exposure of true magick. The arrogant an
swer is that they're a pack of self-righteous builies 
whose vanity drives them to destroy by stealth 
anyone whose power is greater than their own. 

The trusting answer is that they're the heroes of a 
modern age-the thin unknown army between the 

occult and the mundane, keeping each safe from 
the other. The unsatisfying answer is some sort of 
portentous mishmash of all the above, along with 
a couple caveats and insinuations for good mea

sure. 
The plain answer? The Sleepers are an inter

national group comprised of about seventy peo
ple with paranormal powers and another hundred 
with no such powers. Some of rhem pursue their 

Witness: Hector Samson 
[ used to be afraid of the New Inquisition. An organization of thugs and adepts with bucks and bul
lets, right? Tough stuff, friend, not to be triAed with. Bur 1 had a run-in with one of their teams a 
while back, and you know what? They aren't that big a deal. ) mean, sure, they're something to worry 
abour. The trick is rhat you're only gonna run into them if you're both after the same thing. The rime 
they came to town, ) was rhis dose to snagging the Book of Hungry Thoughts from an estate auction. 
JUSt before things got started, a couple enforcers took me aside, explained they were here for rhe 
book. and I'd better stay out of the bidding. They needn't have bothered-with their bank acCOunt, 

they had it sewn up anyway. But I did as they asked and kept my trap shut. Thcy got the book, and 
that was it. No harm, no foul. TN) you can deal with. You can even negotiate. Alex Abel's a business
man, right? 

Bur the Sleepers. They're something else. 

I was just minding my own business_ I'd found the Ritual of Murderer's Crows, see, and witched 
up this .45 a buddy of mine used in a stickup that went bad. He stashed it at my pad before the cops 
picked him up. When the Six Who Dare tried to wack me in the stands at a Bears game, I cut loose 
with rhe crow. People freaked and I got away. Nobody even got killed. I skipped town, laid low in in

diana for a few days, and all was well. Then one night I'm in a bowling alley in Gary having a cheese 
sandwich and I get the sweats, Start feeling like somebody's kicking me in rhe heart or something. 
This guy in jogging dothes walks over while I'm sitting rhere freaking OUt. He sits down and says, 
gimme the crow. So I pass it under the table. He dumps the bullets out of the magazine so the crow 
dies, then sticks it in a tote bag. I ask him who the fuck he is but he just puts his finger to his lips and 
smiles. When he leaves, the pain leaves with him. ) just watched him go and tried not to piss myself. 

I get back to the motel and there's cops everywhere. Maid found a John Doe corpse in my room 
with his neck broken. Some punk kid catches my eye across the parking lor and puts his finger to his 
lips just like his buddy at the bowling alley. ) take off for the Greyhound station and buy a ticket 
home. When I get back, I hear the Six Who Dare are now the Four Who Don't Do Jack Shit And The 

Two Who Push Up Daisies, and that was that. 
The Sleepers didn't give a crap about me or the Six or our feud. There was no agenda at stake, 

nothing they were after. We JUSt gOt a littie noisy and they slapped us down like we were nothing. I 
don't even know how many of 'em there were-two for sure, maybe six? Twelve? Who [he fuck knows? 

That's why I'm afraid of the Sleepers. They came for me and they got me, but good, and 1 still 
don't know who the heJl they are. 



Sleeper duties full time. Others pitch in when 

they can. Some travel the globe under direct or
ders from the C."lbinet. Others are srationed per
manently in magickal "hot spars" like London, 
Berlin, and Rome. 

The Cabinet 
"The Cabinetn is the name of the ruling council of 
the Sleepers. It's composed of four people--Charles 
Hamilton, Gcrlinde Unger, Joao dos Prazeres, and 

Wu Zhanhan. The organization of the Cabinet is 
extremely loose-basically, it's catch-as-catch-can 

when problems arise. Major decisions arc decided 
democratically, with the Black Dog breaking ties if 

necessary. For more on Charles, Gerlinde, Joao, 
Wu, and the Black Dog, see Chapter 3. 

What? 
What do the Sleepers do, exactly? Generally, 
much less than they're presumed to have done. 

That's one of their great and dirry secrets: for ev· 

ery Sleeper who acruaJly goes our and leaves a 
corpse in some loudmouthed adept's dingy base

ment, there are two who are making sure word 
gets around about how dire the dead adept's fate 
was. Indeed, the Sleepers engaged in rumor-mon
gering rarely feel the need to restrict themselves 
to fact-it's much less efficient than well-crafted 

propaganda (or, for that matter, judicious use of 
the spells Gnostic Gossip and Urban Legend). 

But there's more to the Sleepers than just killing 
and lying. There's also research. When there's less 
than two hundred of you taking care of a whole 

planet, it's necessary to pick targets judiciously. 

When? 
A lot of things in the Occult Underground arc se

cret, or at best muddled. Stories conflict, witness
es recant, and there arc a lot of flat-out lies. Curi
ously, though, the origin of the Sleepers isn't like 
that. Oh, it's a little short on details, bur the ba

sics are pretry consistent no matter who you talk 
to. Funny how that works. 



The Sleepers were founded in the 1600s in 
England, during the great witch-hunting hysteria 
that swept through Europe at the time. Even 
someone as foo lish as the great mages of those 
ages could readily see the threat posed by mobs 

of ordinary people enraged by fear of magick. 
Rather than face the mobs directly-a suicidal 
proposition-the sorcerers of antiquity decided to 
take the rather simpler tack of eliminating anyone 
who was casting curses, blighting farms, and gen

erally getting his ya-yas out scaring the neighbors. 
Subtlety was their safety, and their greatest trick 
was convincing the masses that they did nOt exist. 

Given their centuries-long history, the Sleep
ers arc one of the world's oldest surviving cabals. 

Their agenda of subtlety mixed with the occasion
al smackdown has a lot to do with their unusual 
longevity. 

Where? 
If the Sleepers can be said to have a headquarters, 
it's Gleeson House, the Hamilton eState in lan
cashire, England. Individual Sleepers have homes 
(or hideouts) elsewhere, but since the Cabinet can 
usually be found at Gleeson House, that's Sleeper 

central. Of course, no one outside the organiza
tion is supposed to know that, and only three 
people outside the group actually do. 

The members of the Council, except for Wu 
Zhanhan, also maintain homes in their native 

countries. This means that Berlin (birthplace of 
Gerlinde Unger) and Usbon (the current home of 
)0010 dos Prazcres) receive a disproportionate 
amount of Sleeper attention. 

Throughout its history, the Sleeper o rganiza

tion has traditionally focused on Europe. After all, 
that was the center of world culture, right? All the 
noteworthy books, philosophies, and poems came 
from Europe, and therefore only Europe could 
give birth to a permanent threat to magick. Leg

endary Sleeper Dugan Forsythe is admired for 
making the Sleepers relevant to the twentieth cen
rury by recognizing the imponance of rad io and 
newsreels. He's also credited with recognizing the 
threat posed by adepts in the United States. 

Unfortunately for the Sleepers, they haven't 
had nearly the success outside Europe that they've 
had in it. The war in the late 1980s between ad

epts in LA. and San Francisco caught them com· 
pletely by surprise, indicating the sorry state of 
their contacts in Los Angeles. New York City was 
a stronghold from the 1950s, when it was the 

magickal capital of the U.S., until the 19705. Now 
it's barely worth the bother. They dismissed the 
"flyover states" as unimportant, and are now 
scrambling for a purchase in Chicago to keep the 
Cult of the Naked Goddess under control. 
They're still a force to be reckoned with in New 

Orleans, and POrt au Ptince (in Haiti) has as 
many Sleeper agents as any other dty in the 
world. Their grip on South America isn't as 
strong, since they don't consider South America 

important; Cabinet member Joao dos Prazcres 
considers it his personal territory just as much as 
Portugal is. Santeria and Candomble worry them 
somewhat, but they're happy that widespread po
litical unrest and violence tend to t;tint any re

ports our of that part of the world. As far as they 
can tell, Australia is either mystically barren, or 
the adeptS there are extremely subtle. Either way, 
it's fine with them. Africa is much like South 
America, only much more so. As for Asia, the 

Brotherhood of Harmonious Repose seem to 
have matters under comrol-except for those 
damn Falun Gong and the students of Enlight
ened Tai Chi. 

Why? 
Being a Sleeper m;ty sound glamorous and excit
ing. But like so many d;tngerous jobs, if you do 
the math it turns out to be 99% boredom and 
1% absolute terror. T he boredom comes from 
the tedious hours spent readi ng newsp;tpers, 

magazines, and Usener posts looking for the 
magick needle in the haystack of crap. The ter· 
ror comes when you sneak into some adept's 
house to put a pillow over her face and realize 
th;tt ( 1) she's not asleep, (2) she's not surprised 

you're there, and (3) she's not going to listen to 
your che;tp excuses. No one ever says "good job" 



or "thank you fo r saving the town" because if 

you do a good job, the town never knows it was 
in danger. You can't tell anyone, "hey, I'm a 
Sleeper," because if you do, most of them won't 
know what the hell it means, and most of the 
few In The Know will want to kick your ass. The 
tiny mi nority who admi re the Sleepers tend to be 

ki nd of creepy, too, like the civilians who hang 
out in cop bars because they couldn't make the 
cut at the police academy. It's dangerous, it's ag· 
gravating, the pay is nonexistent, the retirement 

plan sucks, and it doesn't get you laid. 
So the question is, why do it? 
As with most questions involving the Sleep

ers, there's more than one answer. 

True Belief 
Some Sleepers truly, deeply, and honestly believe 
that their job is necessary for the stability of soci· 
ety. JUSt as the world needs cops, firemen, and 

nurses, it needs the Sleepers to help the innocent 
and keep them safe from predators. This is dou
bly true when the predators can break your heart 
(or rupture your kidneys) with an effort of will 
and some decent charges. 

The true believers tend to interpret the Sleep
er mandate broadly and loosely. For example, sup
pose one adept is trying to cash in on Jerry 

Springer and another is gambling with the lives of 
a bus full of school kids. The true believer is prob
ably going to go hunting the latter-even though 
the fo rmer is a more pressing problem by the 

strictest interpretation of Sleeper philosophy. 
True believers are definitely a minority in the 

Sleepers, and they're often the greenest agellls. 
Their purity tends to corrode over the years-if 
they don't die fast and fabulous in a blaze of glo

ry. O lder Sleepers who are closer to burning out 
like to have the true believers around; it reminds 
them of how good life could seem, back when 
they had the fait h. 

Blake Winstead (p. 100) is an example of a 
true believer. 

Ulterior Motive 
A surprisingly common consideration among the 
Sleepers is, Wwhat's in it fo r me?" For all their 
high-falutin' talk of justice and safety and their 

selfless sacrifices for a noble common cause, a 
fair number of Sleepers are actually making those 
sacrifices fo r profoundly personal agendas. 

This isn't to say they're not behind the Sleep

ers' mission. Many are suongly committed, be
cause the Sleepers serve their own goals so well. 
If you want to usc magick to attain immortality, 
for instance, it's certainly not our of character to 
hook up with an outfit willing to keep unnatural 

longevity out of the limelight. Many of these ma
nipulators are secretive about their real goals, but 
it's not a necessity. Being a fairly loosely orga
nized group, the Sleepers as a whole have very 
few "opinions" on anything (other than the whole 
WShut up about yer 'majik power.t' al ready~" agen

da). Individual Sleepers may (and assuredly do) 
hate one another, and the powet struggles can be 
pretty nasty. Nonetheless, as long as you're toeing 

the line, keeping magick suppressed, and fighting 
the good fight, some Sleepers don't care if you're 
a thrill killer, a bank robber, or a compulsive se
ducer of innocent underage schoolgirls. 

Gerllnde Unger (p. 83), a member of the Cab

inct, is a fine example of a prominent Sleeper who 
acts primarily from selfish motives. 

Urge to Kill 
There are also a few Sleepers who simply live up 
to the nastiest Sleeper stereotypes. T hey're bullies 
and head cases who love to threaten, torment and 
eliminate other human beings. The worst of this 

lot are simply crafty psychopaths who happened 
to fixate on adepts instead of blonde hookers or 
waitresses named "Jenny." There arc only two o f 
these really hardcore nuts working for the Sleep
ers. Only one of them has any actual mystic pow

ers, and he's an Avatar. Ki ll-crazy adepts have a 
bad tendency to indUlge in the kind of excesses 
that the Sleepers exist to prevent (or, fai ling that, 

conceal). 



Far more common than the real gone neck
slashers are people who have some sadistic and 
authoritarian tendencies, but who still retain 

enough moral training to feel the need for an ex
cuse. In more mundane circumstances, these 
folks would have probably become brutal correc
tions officers, hardass highway patrolmen, or 

tract·writing ideologues for some extremist polit
ical party. 

Joey Dunes (p. 102) is one of the Sleepers' 
[\VO true-blue nut jobs. An example of the much 
more common "bullying asshole" type is Hidako 
Yamasongai (p. 91). 

All Mixed Up 
Of course, vcry few people are pure-even when it 

comes to motivation. The Sleepers who fir tidily 
into one of the above categories are acrualJy few 
and far between. Rather, there's a continuum be
tween the three extremes, and the greater part of 
the group falls in that central space. It's perfectly 

possible to mix and match motivations-in fact, 
it's a great idea. It can lead to hours of sleepless
night fun as characters try to figure out if they 

pegged that guy for the Good of Mankind, or Out 

of jealousy because he was the one that gOt the 

Rirua! of Seven Crosses to work. 
Urge to Kill + True Believer: A surprisingly 

potent brew is the ttalor who believes his murder
ous acrions are totally necessary for the protec
tion of all humanity. These types really, really 

need to believe that their brutality is prompted 
solely by righteous outrage at the crimes of their 
victims. (I mean, targets. Did I say victims?) The 
deep and abiding pleasure they take in their cruel

ty is seen as just a side effect. 
Urge to Kill + Ulterior Motive: Quite often, 

the urge to kill ;s the ulterior motive. If, for some 
rcason, a person wanted to settle the score with a 
powerful adept (or group of them), she could do 
a lot worse than [0 hook up with the Sleepers for 

some advice and backup. 
True Believer + Ulterior Motive: These mo

tives can also go together like pie and ice cream. 
Take, for example, someone who fightS long and 

hard to prevent a tract of virgin timber from being 
sold to a logging company. This person may have 
deep ecological beliefs. But those beliefs are only 

encouraged into acrion if the person has a house 
overlooking the timber and knows that his proper· 
ty value will plummet if the nice view gets clear-cut. 

Witness: June A1~50n 
I rUll the Moondawn Bookstore on Elm, a full line of occult/new-age tlues plus some Jewelry and 
trinkets. It's a quiet little place, just right for a young entrepreneur and her three catS. My sister Sarah 
comes \0 and does tarot on the weekends, J host a book-signing occasionally, lUSt this and that. We 
get a lot of really coo) people in, plus the usual assortment of teenage death-metal geeks and the occa

sional creep. About a year ago I expanded and added a coffeeshop when the store next door went 
bust. Now the store is becoming a hangout, and it's kind of nice. J like pro,;ding a safe place for peo
ple to discuss their beliefs. I know most of my customers by name. 

Last month one of them, a guy named Matt, was in a car wreck dnd died. We held a little ",rake of 

SOrtS, or at least a vigil. His friends came in the day after and talked about him, cried a little, and 
agam J was really happy to make this space of meaning available when it's needed. But then this cou
ple came in, both \0 their thirties, that I'd nevcr seen before. They walked fight up to the group of 
Matt's friends and said some really nasty things-threats, rcally, about how Matt's death wasn't an acci
dent and blah blah, real creep weirdo sruff. I told them to get the hell out of my shop but Gretchen, 

Mau's girlfriend, yelled for me to shut up. She and the others were really pale. The lady looked at me 
and smtled, then just put her finger to her lips. They left right after. 

I haven't seen that couple again, and I hope I never do. Jerks. 
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How? 
There are several stages to every Sleeper action. 

There are exceptions, of course, but typically it 

goes in a vague pattern like this. 
Notice: The Sleepers hear about (or discover 

through other means) some sOrt of mystic brou
haha that threatens to provide concrete evidence 

of paranormal power to a large number of peo
ple. Sometimes they find out abom this before 
the fact, and have the luxury of trying to prevent 
the "spillage" from happening. More often they 

hear toO late to stop it and have to go in and 

d ean up the mess. 
Decision: The Sleepers hear about mystic shit 

going down all the time. If they decided to go in 
with wands wiggling every time someone magick

ally learned how to speak ancient Greek o r be
came ten years older overnight, they'd be 
swamped trying to deal with a tenth of the reo 
ports they receive-furthermore, most of the reo 
ports they hear are false. It takes some keen 
judgement to d iscern the difference between a 

real sighting and some typical mass hysteria. Natu· 
rally, mistakes get made. ("Giant wolf·headed ser· 
pent in Washington state? Yeah, sure.") 

Action: If Sleepers determine that action is 
merited, they do what they judge to be necessary. 
If a case is egregious enough to catch the atten· 
tion of the Cabinet (or, alternately, if it touches 
o n their personal hot buttons) then an order 

might come down. But generally Sleeper work is 
undertaken voluntari ly. Even those who follow or· 
ders do so out of a sense of obligation, not com

pulsion. 
The extent of the action often depends on 

the ~offense . " A first-time violator, or one whose 

actions were fairly minor (but happened to act up 
right in front of an antsy Sleeper, or who d id the 
bad deed in Lisbon) may get a stern warning. A 

more serious infraction may get the o ffende r beat
en up or even tortured (either paranormally or 
through more prosaic means). However, the more 
powerful an adept or avatar is, the less likely the 
Sleepers arc to go half way. It's okay to kick 

around minor pissant dukes and let them live, be· 



cause they go on to tell stones about how o mni
scient and omnipresent the Sleepers are. (General
ly they want to believe this-it salves the embar
rassment of getting beat o n.) But for someone 

with genuine power, you do not fuck around. You 
don't give him any warning. You just wait for a 
moment of weakness, flush him of charges if pos
sible, then arrange a "car wreck," "wild animal at
tack," or "'rare allergic reaction. n 

Being 0 Sleeper 
Being a Sleeper is somewhat like being a member 

of the New Inquisition, only without so much 
moral ambiguity and without a charismatic public 
figure like Alex Abel in charge. You get or create 

assignments. do nasty things to nasty people, and 
keep your ass out of the fire as much as you can. 
In rerurn, you get to satisfy whatever dri~'e 

brought you to the Sleepers in the first place, pur
sue whatever private agendas you may have, and 
get some material benefits to compensate you for 
your time and trouble. 

Recruitment 
There are two kinds of Sleeper recruits: volun
teers and targets. Volunteers arc people who hear 
about the Sleepers somehow and ask for a job. 
That's nOt easy, since they aren't exactly in the 

phone book. You can't just spread the rumor that 
you're interested, si nce that pretty much blows 
your pOtential cover right from the start. General
ly, a volunteer spends weeks or months chasing 

rumors of Sleeper activity, trying to find some. 
body who might actually be o ne. Clever or crazy 
volunteers do somethlllg to get the Sleepers' at
tention, such as committing some sort of public 
magick act. The clever ones do this in a way th:H 

will get a little attention, but will also have a piau. 
sible explanation ready [Q go so that the Sleepers 
who show up will have an easy time of it and be 
impressed at the volunteer's resourcefulness. (The 

cnny ones do something stupid and aren't likely 
to be recruited in any event.) Targets, on the oth
er hand, are people the Sleepers encounter in the 

course of their work who look useful and intelli

gent. In a given S lee~r operation, there's proba
bly somebody doing something blatant and stupid 
and somebody else who is affiliated with that per
son, but not involved in the stupidity directly; 
guess which o ne looks more like a recruit. 

O ne way o r the other, you end up with a p0-

tential recruit and o ne or more Sleepers having a 
quiet drink in a bar. The Sleepers ask [he recruit a 
lot of questions about her life and abilities, don't 

reveal anything useful, and call it a night. They 
pass the information up to the Cabinet and over 
the next momh, the Cabi net docs a battery of 
background checks on the recruit: criminal record, 

taxes, education, and some magickal snooping 3S 

well. If the recruit checks out and looks good, 

one of the Sleepers who first interviewed her gets 
back in touch and arranges for the recruit to rake 
a trip to England. If the recruit doesn't check Out, 
she never hears from the Sleepers again-unless, 

of course, she does something srupid. 
The initial trip is a four-day visit to London. 

\'(Iu Zhanhan (see p. 88) questions her with st.-ver
al henchmen handy. They pretty much talk about 

life, the universe, and everything. Wu has a few 
drinks and reveals some stories from the Sleepers' 
history, to impress the recruit with the age and pow
er of the organization and to demonstrate some of 

the reasons why their work is so important. One day 
is spent just walking around London, wi th \'(Iu 
pointing Out situations or locations around them 
and aski ng the recruit for how she'd deal with hy
pothetical scenarios. At the end of the trip, \'(Iu 

says goodbye and no promises are made. 
If the recruit still looks good, and has passed 

various surreptitious magickal examinations con
ducted by Wu's henchmen in London, a second 

trip is set up a few months later. (The Sleepers 
like to sU'e'ss the value of patience.) This invitation 
is the first time the recruit has heard from the 
Sleepers since she gOt o n the plane in London, 
and it's going to be for twO weeks. 

Training 
Although the Sleepers refer to this two-week rnp 



as training, it's also evaluation. They set up a bat

tery o f tests and scenarios to examine the re
crui t's abili ties, magickal or mundane. Adepts 
demonstrate their powers, enfo rcers their marks
manship, and so on. Much of the time IS spent 
giving the recruit an overview of common Sleeper 
techniques: how to rig a target's car to stage an 

accident, how to move silemly through a house, 
how to keep cool under fire, and so o n. The goal 
o f the brief training is not to produce experts-it's 
just to give the recruit a taste of these various dis· 

ciplines and also to foster a sense of professional· 
ism and caution. Many of the scenarios comain 
unpleasant surprises that end with the" death" of 
the rectuit, and in every area subtlety is urged . 

A few nights before the end of the uip, Wu 

turns up. He says an operation is being launched 
in London, and the recruit is ro come along as an 
observer only. Of course, it's another training ex
ercise-but the Sleepers pull out the magickal 
stops to create a situarion where everything seems 

to go wrong, the other Sleepers are seemi ngly in
jured or killed, and the recruit is fi nally faced with 
a choice: kill or be killed . By the rime that hap
pens, the recruit is convinced of the reality of the 
situation. If the recruit "kiI ls n the target, all is 
well. If rhe recruit balks and is "killed," she awak

ens back at home, alone, and never hears from 
the Sleepers again. 

Successful recruits spend their last couple of 
days at the H amilton Estate. They go through a 

mumbo-jumbo ceremony handed down from the 
Sleepers' fo unders involving robes and a slaugh
tered chicken, meet the Cabinet, and get their 

heads filled with impressive stories bloody, bold, 
and resolute. Much of it is nonsense, but it does 
the job. The goal is for the new recruit to come 
away just as impressed and even scared by the 
Sleepers' power as any duke would be, with the 

mitigating factor that she's now on the inside o f 
this seemingly o mnipotent o rganization. 

Rewards 
Everyone who joins the Sleepers wi ns the lottery
literally. The Sleepers operate a small lottery com-

pany based in the Cayman Islands and the new re
cruit is a winner, although there is no publicity: 
she gets a flat $25,000 up front and $500 a 
month fo r life. (That isn't meant to be a full-time 

salary, JUSt 3 little sugar on top of the recruit's 
mundane career earnings. Don't quit your day 
job. ) All of it is legal, ta;"able income. The 
$25,000 is intended fo r a shopping trip, since the 

Sleepers require their operatives to have a good, 
reliable car (used is fi ne), usually a nondescript 
four-door sedan . The rest of the after-tax windfall 
goes to the operative's living space, which needs 
to be secure. Often this means moving to an 

apartment or condo in a well-secured building, 
but it might mean adding a security system to her 
existing house. The recruit has a year to make 
these lifestyle adjustments so they don't all hap

pen at once, drawing attention. 
Further training is also in order. This is ad

vanced work in James Bond stuff like offensive 
driving, assassination techniques, and so on. The 
training isn't extensive enough to produce a James 
Bond, but it ar least gives the new Sleeper all ad
vantage over most of her targets. (Alex Abel has 

rhe luxury of hiring lTained specialists; the Sleep
ers don't get to be so picky.) The training is usual
ly conducted one-on-one by a visiting Sleeper in 
the evenings or weekends, so as to avoid mysteri

ous absences. In countries where this is possible, 
the recruit receives firearms training, a weapon, 
and a license fo r things like concealed-carry of 
guns. T he Sleepers consider their work to be too 

important fo r merely talented amateurs, and their 
long-term view means that a ll this traini ng is seen 
as an investment that will payoff in the long run. 
For the first five years of her career, the Sleeper 
undergoes a training session about once per quar

ter, gaining 10 skill points each rime. The training 
sessions arc also useful for ongoing evaluation, to 
make sure the Sleeper isn't fl aking our or other

wise becoming unsuitable. Training after five 
years is more flexib le, according to the needs of 
the oper:ni\'e and her role in the cabal. 

A big enticement to joill the Sleepers is mag

ickal trai ning. T he Sleepers have both ritUals and 

experienced adepts, after all, and are one of the 



only groups in the world who can teach you true 

magick and even some avatar paths. Of course, 

teaching all their agents magick could lead to 

flare-ups that might wake the tiger, putting the 

Cabinet in something of a bind. Their solution is 

to promise magickal training to interested re

cruits, but not to deliver until they have some dirt 

on the wouJd-be initiate. In other words, they 

wait until you've killed someone, then collect the 

evidence and file it away-so that if you flake OUt 

and start working magick on television, they can 

nail you and fast. Once you've made your bones, 

so to speak, they'll slowly begin showing you 

some tricks. Proven agents can get one-on-onc 

training with an adept, instruction in rituals, or a 

week's vacation with an avatar. 

Naturally, the Sleepers don't have Ye Big 

Book Or All Magic.k. They talk pretty big, but in 

practical terms their ability to teach a cenain type 

of magick is limited to the knowledge held by 

their agents. In other words, it 's an each-one

teach-one situation. If they don't have any Amaro-

manccr agents, you don't get to learn Amoroman

cy. In game terms, the magickal training resources 

of the Sleepers are entirely up to the GM: if you 

don't like it, they don't teach it. 

Organization 
Like the occult underground, Sleepers fall into 

two organizational categories: cabals and dukes. 

About a dozen of the industrialized world's larg

est dties have a cabal of three or four Sleepers, in· 

cluding a Cabinet-designated leader. They divvy 

up responsibilities such as maintaining a safe

house, watching the local media for interesting re

POtts, and collecting rumors from the dty's un

derground. Cabals work together on operations, 

though not all may be directly involved in the 

hands-on work of a given situation. 

Dukes are lone Sleepers, and they make up 

the majority of the organization. They may be 

summoned to work with a cabal or some other 

dukes, either in their home city or some other 10-

Witness: Margaret Andrews 
I knew Eric was bad news from the stan but, y'know, I've always kinda dug dangerous guys. Not beat

me-up-and-call-me-a·whore dangerous, but the barroom brawlers, the petty criminals. What can I say? 

That's what Catholic school gets you. Eric was a satarust. He had a little flock of gothy kids that hung 

around him, doing blood rituals and dropping acid. I figured it was all an act, but it was a pretty cool 

act. We hooked up at a nightclub and were together about six months I guess. E.ric liked to pretend 

he had some demon servant. Maybe he was schizo or something, or maybe it was all parr of the act. I 

dunno. He'd announce that "Mordekai" was visiting, then he'd roll his eyes and get this weird look 

and go into Mordekai·mode. Me and Mordy got it on a few times, and it was some of the best sex 

Eric and I ever had. Anyway, Eric had this schtick where he'd go Mordy and do tricks. When Morde

kai had the reins, Eric could speak in Latin and Greek and talk about old historical sruff like he'd seen 

it firsthand. He started going Mordy more and more often, even in public, and pretty soon he was 

doing regular Mordy tricks at the club. Lots of folks came to see him rant and roll his eyes, even some 

grad students who thought they could puJl a Krcskin and expose him by asking tough questions. He 

fooled 'em all. Then one night I came over to his apartment late after work and heard noises in the 

bedroom. I walked in, e.""<pecting to surprise Eric getting it on with one of his little twists, and found 

this pudgy guy wearing gloves straddling Eric on the bed. You know what my first thought was, but 

then the guy takes a glass ashtray from the bedside table and smashes Enc's face in, giggling and 

sweating the whole time. I screamed or something-hey, I was high-and the guy turns around and 

looks at me with this big idiot smile. He just puts a finger to his lips like he wanted me to shut up. I 

turned and got the hell outta there. The cops found Eric's body and I sk.ip~d town. Fucking loser. 



cation, or they may serve as the local contact and 
ally for visiting Sleepers. Dukes can be fou nd any
where, from the largest cities to the smallest 

towns. Rivalries occur and are generally ignored 
by the Cabinet as long as they don't interfere with 
the goals of the organization. 

Operations 
Although the Cabinet leads the Sleepers, most 
Sleeper activity is generated from the bottom up. 
A Sleeper gets word of some local trouble, in
forms the Cabinet, and takes care of business. If 

the business in question looks like more than the 
agent can handle, she can contact the Cabinet 
and ask for help. 

In this regard, the Cabinet functions more 

like an insurance company than a police depart
ment. If you dent your car on a pillar in a parking 

garage, it's probably not worth calling your claims 
adjustor; you just fork over a little cash to a body 
shop and the problem is solved. But when you're 
in a head-on collision and your car gets totaled, 

you want your insurance company to be Johnny 

on the spot. 
Sleeper agents have a lot of independence, 

and they are expected to find and deal with mi
nor trouble on their own. The Cabinet wantS to 

be informed before you get started-so they have 
something to go on if you turn up dead-but 
they're not going to break our the fire axes every 
time there's a little smoke. 

The Cabinet does organize larger operations, 

or ops in locations where no Sleeper agents are 
handy, but even then they JUSt put a team together 
and send them in. It's up to the team to do the 
grunt work of research, resolution, and cover-up. 

When an operation is launched, each agent is giv

en anywhere from $O-$S,OClO, depending on costs like 
airplane tickets or car rentals. More money is avail
able on request, but is rarely needed. At the end of an 
operation, each Sleeper is paid a variable bonus of 
$S00-$20Cl0 (the lottery again) and the thanks of a 

grateful natiOn--()r at least, a grateful cabal. 
Miscellaneous equipment and weapons are up 

to the agents to supply, ranging from surveillance 



cameras to smoke grenades to bulletproof vests. 
Sleeper training includes brief instruction with a 
variety of h:tndy items, but if you want to use 
them yourself you' ll have to buy them. Typically, 

much of the cash they front you (if any) is put to
wards gear, which you hang on to for the next op. 
After a half-dozen ops, most agents have amassed 
a nice linle tOolbox of equipment (typical Sleeper 

gear is covered in the next chapter). For unusual 
or important ops, the Cabinet may send you un· 
usual or important equipment, but the Cabinet 
prefers to juSt send you another agent with appro
priate experience who already has plenty of gear. 

Magick items are rarely given out, and must al
ways be returned. 

Communication 
Sleepers are typically contacted by telephone or 
by mail. Email is not currently allowed for inter
cabal communication, though this may change in 
the next few years. 

Direct communication with the members of 

the Cabinet is very rare. The Cabinet has assis
tants who serve as contact points and intermedi
aries, and they maintain phone numbers for inci
dent reports and rapid response. 

Retirement 
Unlike, say, TNl, Sleeper agents are rarely uncere
moniously killed and dumped in ditches for the 
crows by other members of their "team." One of 

the advantages of being an all-volunteer organiza
tion is that you can bow out at any time. They 
just ask that you swing by Gleeson House for a 
"debriefing" that, incidentally, involves wiping 

your memory clear of any potentially compromis
ing information-which pretty much means you 
won't remember any members of the Sleepers. 
Once you're done with that, you're out, good 
luck, et cetera. Don't expect your former buddies 

to haul your fat out of the fire if you get into oc
cult bullshit on your own time. On the other 
hand, if you were a standup guy and always paid 

when it was your turn to buy a round, you just 

might get rescued by some mysterious strangers 
who seem oddly familiar. 

The other retirement option is, of course, 

death. When a Sleeper dies, the organization pays 
for the funeral-or at least for part of it. Specifi
cally, it pays for your embalming, your coffin, and 
your tombstone, all of which undergo special 

preparations. 
The tombstone has not one, not two, but 

three separate Entropics bound into it. When 
placed over your morral remains, the Entropies 
become attuned to your life history. Anyone who 
successfully reads that life history through magick, 

Avatar channels, ritual, or any other supernatural 
means gets twO overlapping visions of what hap
pened: one that's true, and one that's a plausible 
but misleading forgery. He also gets an Entropic 

stuck on him, screwing with his memories and 
making his life merry hell until he dies or shakes 
it off. When either of those happens, the Entrop
ic returns to the tombstone. If three people have 
all pulled Entropies off your tombstone, me fourth 
adept can get a dear reading, but this is rare. It's 

also possible to smash the tombstone open and 
get at the talisman inside. (Possible, but not easy. 
These tombstones are granite, about one meter 
on a side.) The talisman is a skull with a demon 
bound within it. Specifically, it's the ghost of the 

person who used the skull in life. The skull do
llars are aU people who pissed the Sleepers off in 
particularly acute or novel ways; their punishment 
is not only to die, but to be trapped in their skull 

with three tormenting Entropies. Smash the skull 
and you can get a dear reading. However, you 
also get three Entropics on you, not to menrion 
you open yourself to attack by a demon that is, by 
that point, almost certainly 100% batshit crazy. 

Of course, the tombstone can't protect a 

Sleeper if an adept decides to call back her ghost 
personally. That's what the embalming process is 
for. Using ancient (but still perfectly serviceable) 
canopic rituals from Egypt, Sleeper embalmers re

move the brain, heart and other mystic vitals in a 
fashion that ensures your soul's connection is 
solely to them-not to the bones o r eyes or any

thing else. When these organs are burned, the 



soul is completely severed from its ties to its one
time body. h 's qUIte effective: no one has ever 

called a Sleeper back from beyond the veil. 
As for the coffins? They're booby trapped. 

The rype o f trap depends on the year. The oldest 
ones have curses, bUi since many adepts expect 
that kind of thing the Sleepers switched to old, 

unstable dynamite (ready to explode if handled 
roughly). There was a brief vogue for poison gas 
in the 1980s, but these days they're using modi
fied Soviet landmines. They won't explode if you 

walk over the grave, but once you d ig through the 
first four feet, any furthe r probing is likely to set 
it off. 

Finol Notes 
Although the preceding sections may give the ap
pearance of the Sleepers as a massive group with 
limitless resou rces, this is far from the truth-al

though the Cabinet certainly does everything it 
can to create this impression, to the extent of di
rectly lying to operatives about the group's abili
ties. The reali ty of being a Sleeper is that you're 
unlikely to work on more than a couple of o per

ations a year, though the bigger Sleeper cabals 
are exceptions. The substantial amount of sup
pOrt and resources available is simply not called 
upon all that often, since it's rare for more than 

one or two operations to be underway simulta
neously-which is good for the Sleepers, because 
if that suppOrt and resou rces were stretched thin 

the group couldn't handle the demands of such 
a situation. 

As important as the Sleepers' regular work is, 
their moSt important agenda is simply to create a 

network of dedicau=d operatives with the training 
to do the job. Should the proverbial shit hit the 
fan, and a major siruation erupt, the Cabinet 
wants to ensure that they can calJ on plenty of re
liable people. They are willing to invest heavily in 

the training and abilities of their operatives so 
that, in the long term, the group can keep the ti· 
ger safely asleep. 

The Occult Underground 
The Sleepers do their best to keep tabs on the oc
cult underground, alW3Ys looking for people or 
situations that could awaken the sleeping tiger 
(see VA, p. 111 ). The following sections explore 
what the Sleepers know about various aspectS of 

the underground, as well as what they might do 
about them if push comes to shove-or what 
they've already done. 

Dirk Allen 
Dirk All en spends a lot of his time searchi ng for 
the ever-elusive Big Juice-some potable concoc
tion that's spent enough years stewing in histori· 

cal narrative, mystic rumor, and pure, potent hu
man. He W3nts to find it, drink it, and open the 
universe like a drunk cracking an egg into a dubi

ous hangover cu re. 
It's not likely he'll succeed. Mystic beverages 

of sufficient potency are rare, and very seldom 
does a Dipsomancer get a second shot at one. 

Dirk Allen gOt his first major charge way back 
in 1966, when he was young enough to be hand

some and dynamic, bur old enough to be seasoned 
and, frankly, very damn dangerous. Back then he 
wasn't looking for a new liver and hoping for an

other decade. He W3S looking for The Truth. 
The Sleepers had already crossed paths with 

Allen once, back in 1957. At that time they weren't 
crazy about this ballS)' young duke running around 

and getting into trouble, crashing the occuh parry 
scene in Chicago with a pack of lies and some 
deadly flying billiard balls, publicly rurrung i",~sible 
while drinlcing from a hollowed-out skull, and-
worst of a11-shooting his mouth off a/J the time. 

The local Sleepers fo r 1957 Chicago were 
Lucky Pierre and the Sweet Boys, who tracked 
Allen back down to New Orleans. They got there 
just in time for a three-way fight between Allen, 
the freshly double-crossed mentor who'd sent him 

to Chicago in the first place, and a Brazilian cult 
that had been seeking him for years. 

Initially, the Sleepers figured they'd let Allen's 
teacher, Dr. Ugly Mouth, take him to school for 



the fina l lesson, but the Brazilians weren't going 

to let anyone else have the pleasure of killing their 
quarry. Dr. Ug barely escaped with his own life, 
and one of the Sweet Boys wound up looking not
so-sweet any more. But the Sleepers got Allen. 
They sobered him up and were ready to hand him 
over to the Brazilians on a silver platter when they 
made o ne big fat mistake. 

They let him talk. 
At first Allen didn't sound all that persuasive. 

Lucky Pierre had, in his time, heard a lot of men 
beg, and after Sweet Sweeny got disfigured he 
wasn't in a merciful mood. But Allen pointed Out 

that he'd described the Brazilians very accurately 
in his first book and that if they killed him (no 
doubt in their own idiosyncratic and ritualized 

fash ion) his writings would look a lot less like a 
novel and a lot more like the thin fictionalizations 
they actually were. Letting him get killed would 
only make people take his work more seriously. 

So Lucky Pierre broke Allen's left hand and 

stOle his money and fixed it so his cock wouldn't 
get hard for a year-then got him away from the 

cult and fixed their hash. That was Dirk's first 

warning. 
By 1966 Lucky Pierre was dead, the Brazilians 

having gotten the last laugh before Dirk tricked 

them into a suicide showdown with a gang of cor
rupt cops in Mexico City. Dirk was on the trail of 
something in Florida that purported to be the 
source of Ponce de Leon's Fountain of Youth 
quest, though the acrual effects of the fountain's 

discharge were far more complicated. The Freak 
was involved, a Dipsomanric cult called the Fel
lows of the Bottle were involved, some big hairy 
biker-type named Dion was involved, and the 

Sleepers got involved, too-just to make it a party. 
Short version: big clusterfuck. Dirk got every

one fighting everyone else, grabbed the liquid, 
drank it, and used his major charge for a glimpse 
of the cosmos's true narure. Ai> he was putting the 
fina l touches on a "novel" based on his new un

derstanding, Angela Forsythe, Charles Hamilton, 
and a third Sleeper walked into his London flat to 
have an exceptionally frank discussion, ending 
with an agreement. 
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The Sleepers gOt the manuscript of 333, Dirk 
got his memories shredded, and agreed to make 
such an incredible ass of himself on his scheduled 

SBC appearance that no one would ever take him 
seriously again. 

In return, Charles put his gun away unfired. 
That, then, is the real explanation for the 

footage of an utterly drunk Dirk on the BBC, 
promising to prove the reality of magick once and 
for all, but instead providing only the spectacle of 
himself throwing up behind the host's desk. 

Dirk doesn't remember the fountain, doesn't 
remember talking with Charles and Angela, and 

doesn't remember writing 333. Thanks to his life. 
style, he's not even particularly suspicious about a 
three-week blackout. The third agent and her elec
trodes show up in his nightmares sometimes, but 
that's all. 

Consigned to the fringe for the last three de
cades, Dirk Allen d~sn't worry the Sleepers 
much these days. They know his powers and they 
respect them, but they aren't losing any sleep over 
him at present. 

The Sect of the Naked Goddess 
In 1998, the Sect of the Naked Goddess had 
flbout forty members, mostly in Chicago. By the 
beginning of the year 2000, that number had dou
bled-and that's not even counting the dead. 

The subtle magick and comparatively small 
size of the Sect kept it off the Sleepers' radar for 
a while. In fact, it was TNrs bitter interest that re
vealed the Naked Goddess cult to the Sleepers 
(that 's one more strike against the New Inquisi
tion if the Sect ever finds out). Once they learned 

about the Naked Goddess tape, however, they 
quickJy realized the threat it posed and took steps 
to acquire it. Unfornmately (for them) some other 
thief had beaten them to the punch. The original 
tape's whereabouts are unknown. 

Determined not to be outmaneuvered again, 
the Sleepers were on the set of Nights Temp/ar, a 
porn video financed by TNI and designed to be a 
metaphysical "magick bullet" against the cult, 

from the beginning. It was completed recently 
and they stole the original tapes, but still haven't 



figured out precisely what (if anything) it does. 
The Sleepers would be pleased as punch if 

the New Inquisition would liquefy the Sect, hope· 
fully getting mauled badly enough in the process 
that the Sleepers could readily finish it off. A re

cent confrontation in Chicago (over a pillow, of 
all things) has had a serious impact on their plans, 
but there hasn't been an open conflic[-yet~ The 
counter-impwse comes from their desire to keep 

the truth about magick concealed. An open shoot
ing war between two of the more powerful occult 
elements isn't the way to meet that goal. 

So, while they try to get IN! to strike slowly 
but thoroughly, the Sleepers have also moved to put 
the Sect in check. They've done this with a pair of 

infiltrators (Erica Jones and Vikram Ramrakhiani, 
neither of whom is an adept or avatar) and by com· 
promising Andrea Deutsch (see UA, p. 189). 

Andrea got a Polaroid in the mail in the fall 

of 1999. 11 was her mom, leaving her house and 
going to work, with a crosshairs drawn around 
her head. The picrure faded ten minutes after An
drea looked at it. 

Frantic, Andrea called and was reassured that 
nOthing was wrong, no one was ~Iurking," every

thing was normal. She succeeded in alarming her 
mom, bur a perfunctory police investigation 

rurned up absolutely nothing. 
The next photo was her dad, in the shower, 

oblivious to the photographer. Again, there was a 
crosshairs drawn on it and it faded soon after she 
first S:I\V it. After that one she went home and did 

her own investigation, but still-nothing. 
The third photo was taken at extreme close 

range and it showed Andrea hugging her mom 
when she arrived to check up on her. Andrea 

knows-knows-that no one else was in the house. 
She would have seen a stranger. But there's the 

"This refers to the scenario ~ExhauS(ed~ in Lm.tyers, CWI$, 
and MoPlt!)'. If you've tun it and It did end up sparking a 
mrsn, war between TNI and the Pornoman,ers, assume 
that the Sleepers are busy trying to keep the fight u quiet 
as poSSIble-and as evenly matched. Afler all. if Th'1 simply 
rolls over Ihe cull Ihen Ihey're muc:h less weakened Ihm J 
they beat the adt aher a long, protraaed struggle. If you 
h:n1!n 'l run Jt but plan to, :lS!iume this text refers to the $/a. 

111$ quo after you're done. 

picture, and this time the crosshairs are on her. 

Until the picture faded like the rest. 
All the picrures were mailed &om the town of 

Sleepy Eye, Minnesota. Typed on the outside of 
each envelope was the phrase, ~Broadcast Pornog· 
raphy is Bad." 

MakAllax 
There are, at best, a couple hundred occultists 
worldwide who know about both the Sleepers 

and Mak Attax without belonging to either. Their 
general consensus is that a hard, Sleepy rain is go
ing to fall on Mak Attax-and probably soon. 

They are not correct. The Sleepers' beef with 
Mak Auax isn't sufficient for a single fast·food 

burger, even with soy filler. Sure, the Maks claim 
they want to reveal magick to the world, which 
nominally puts them on the Sleeper hit list. But 
the organization itself is so counterproductive 
that the Sleepers feel no need to do anything but 

provide an occasional nudge in this direction or 
that. That's all that's required to keep Mak Attax 
chasing its own tail, 

Consider the following, Membership is fairly 

open, which means the signal-to-noise ratio of 
their discussions is already dismally low. Almost 
every Sleeper with a computer is on their mailing 
list through dummy Hotmail accounts. This not 

only lets them muddy the waters with plausible
but-fraudulent pOStS, it also gives them access to 
the one fo rum where real occult showoffs are 
most likely to boast and brag. It's nor a perfect 

system, but a couple times POStS on the Mak At
tax open list have led the Sleepers straight to the 

door of a cWprit. 
The private inner-circle mailing list is a lot 

harder to penerrate, but they've gOt one guy in. His 

name is Hannibal Prepajchal. It's not perfect, since 
he had to get his knowledge of being a Sleeper 
erased to pass the Macks' admission test, but that 
pan of his identity has been kept in an enchanted 

brain coral. Whene\'er his roommate touches him 
with the coral, Hannibal -wakes up" and makes a 
report to Wu Zhanhan about Mak Attax's plans. So 
far Mak Attax has been very circumspect about 



their operations, like the quietly notorious "Safe 
and Happy New Year" program (see "Two Thou
sand Zero Zero" in Postmodern Magick), and the 
Sleepers have seen no rcason to trounce them. 
They are, however, getting a mundane operative 

ready to meet Derek Jackson and become his girl
friend. If Mak Attax takes a hardline rum, they'll 
be ready [Q chop it off at the neck. 

As for Mak Attax's policy of slipping charges 

on unsuspecting people ... well, the Cabinet was 
uneasy at first, but there didn't seem to be a good 

way to stop Mak Attax without creating more dis
ruption than they'd prevent. Besides, the oozing 
burger charges don't provide widespread proof 
Sure, individuals have freaky things happen to 
them. But so what? Near as the Sleepers can tell
mainly from the investigations of their sociologist 
ally, Dr. Glenda Hayes-people who get charges 
dropped on them are more likely to confabulate 

some kind of rational explanation than they are 
to accept the mystic truth. The Sleepers are all in 
favor of teaching people how to lie to themselves 
about magick. 

The Freak 
Like Dirk Allen, the Freak has also made some· 
thing of a personal bargain with the Sleepers. It 
has agreed to keep its head down and its actiVIties 

subtle-on occasion, it has even agreed to give 
new faces to their operatives or (rarely) to help 
them with someone particularly dangerous. In re
turn, the Sleepers have agreed that the Freak can 

generally pursue whatever ends It "'ants, provided 
It uses nice, deniable means. 

That's the deal the Freak made with the 

Sleeper organization-the same sort of non-aggres
sion pact it has with INI, basically. Its personal 
deal with Gerlinde Unger (who was the point of 

contact between the Sleepers and the Freak) has a 
few more details. The Freak has agreed not to rip 
Gerlinde's arm off-Marta Schlicter had to make 

do with a hook after 1969-or otherwise harm 
her. Gerlinde has agreed that the Freak is the 

Hermaphrodite Godwalker, absolutely, no doubt, 
without question, without challenge, until the end 

of the world, amen. She's not that happy about 
the bargain, of course, but her agenda doesn't yet 
include ascendence to the Clergy. 

The New Inquisition 
The Sleepers consider the New Inquisition a far 
greater threat than Mak Anax. Mak Attax is a gag
gle of poorly-motivated ding-dong.s who would 

like to provoke a magickal renaissance-but not at 
the cost of getting killed or, indeed, missing this 
week's episode of Buffy. 

lNl, on the other hand, consists of twO sorts 

of people. Some are going [0 be killed or tossed in 
the hoosegow if they don't do exactly what Alex 
Able says. The others are moral burnouts with in
demand skills who are in it for the money--'<lnd 
who also know that they will be killed or tossed for 

disobedience. Both types are strongly motivated. 
The ugly fact, however, is that while the 

Sleepers outnumber TNI, the New Inquisition can 
outgun and (more importantly) outspend them. If 

the Sleepers concentrated on lNl and Alex Abel, 
they could probably bring the whole thing crash
ing down-but nOt quickly, not easily, not quietly, 
and not without letting a host of smaller prob

lems get much, much bigger. 
A direct confrontation is out of the question. 

The Sleepers have therefore adopted a policy 
along the lines of "If you can't lick 'em, join 'em, 

bring their point of view in line with your own, 
and the" decide if you want to lick 'em. n 

To accomplish this, they have assigned groups 

to focus on individuallNl squads. This is expen
sive and hazardous, and they can't keep it up for 
long, but squads that seem to carry out their busi' 
ness with a minimum of flash, fuss, and viable 
witnesses are soon abandoned for more danger

ous prey. Those who make public problems afe 
dispatched as gruesomely and painfully as possi· 
ble. Those on the borderline are threatened, with 
references made to the aforementioned gruesome 
and painful dispatches. In this fashion, they hope 
10 form a Skinner Box around TNI that will extin

guish undesired behaviors and promote more-sub

tle methods. 



Their aces in the hole, of course, arc their 
agents within TNI itself. Dutch Teague, a non
magickal scumbag from Sydney, has recencly been 
recruited by the Seattle TNt office, though like 
Hannibal Prepajchal he's had some memories hid

den. Yeardley Jones, an Amoromancer and Two
Faced Woman avatar, has been making a big 
splash in their operarions on the East Coast. But 
the most important asset the Sleepers have ap

plied to the TNI problem is Kaiyo Atsui (see 
LAlvyers, Guns & Money, p. 65). 

Kaiyo has been a Sleeper for years, even srudy. 
ing under Gladys Geyer. (Geyer was the ps)'cholo
gist who worked over Dirk Allen in 1966, making 

sure that even if Angela Forsythe's magickal memo
ry erasure was reversed, the mundane agony and 
humiliation associated with those memories would 
ensure either traumatic amnesia or catatonia.) 
While Arsui's skill at ravaging memories and creat

ing indecision is nowhere near the level of her 
mentor, she has still given a great number of TNI 
agents psychological burdens when it comes to get· 
ting caught using magick. Those she deems irrevo-

cable showoffs are given subtle hangups designed 
to make them hesitate in lethal siruations. 

The Order of SainI Cecil 
Two organized, secretive, profoundly dedicated 
organizations interested in positioning themselves 
between the unaware and the magickally capable. 

It would seem like a match made in Heaven, 
right? Or at least Vatican Ciry. 

The key difference, however, is that one 

group persecutes renegade mystics fo r the same 
reasons gangsters kack stoolies: it spoils the parry 
for everyone else. The other group persecutes bla
tant sorcery because they want [Q scour it from 
the face of God's green E.,uth and kick it back to 

the Hell that spawned it. 
So what you actUally have are two groups that 

act like people in a sick romance. They despise 
one another but they keep winding up tangled in 
the sheets because it's so damn good. 

Make no mistake: the Catholic Church has 
everything the Sleepers lack. Money? Got it. Per-
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sonnd? Out th~ wazoo. Political influence? Heck 
yeah. Information from the squares? Hell, who 
do you think people call when something obvi
ously magickal goes down? (Those guys in The 
Exorcist weren't Methodists, buddy.) The Sleep

ers, on the other hand, have got an inside track 
on the Occult Underground that the Order 
hasn't been able to establish despite decades
make that centrlries-of trying. The Order isn't 
even aware that TNI is behind Alex Abel's 
"Christabel Society," and probably won't be until 

the Sleepers decide to tip the balance of power. 
Add that to an ability [Q cope with magick that 
you really only get from practicing it, and you 

get an awfully tempting ally from the Order's 
point of view as well. 

So the two of them team up when they come 
across something they can't handle separately. In 
b~tween, though, the Sleepers try to hide subtle 

magick from the priests, while the priests contin
ue their "seek and destroy" policy. 

The Sleepers pride themselves on theit subtle
ty and deviousness, but it should be noted that 

until 1970, they had four major strongholds in Eu
rope. On November 19th of that year, their safe
house in Rome was emptied out in the course of 
o ne night. Nine Sleepers inside were silently 

killed, their books burned, their amulets smashed, 
and their bodies buried in nameless graves-with 
full Catholic burials. h's quite possible that their 

kill~rs said the funeral masses. 
The Sleepers have tried to corrupt or CCH)pt 

members of the Order, but th~y have not yet suc
ceeded in luring a priest to their side. They have, 
how~ver, had more success with the non-ordained 
support staff the Order employs. It is heavily 
compromised, with Sleeper agents either getting 

information from them or actually working for 
the Order in Spain, Argentina, Israel, and in the 

U.S. state of Florida. 
On the other hand, the Cabinet has uncov

~red at least twO major leaks to the Order from 

within their own structure in just the last decade, 
and there's strong evidence that more are in 
place. The question of who is the tool of whom is 

still very much open [0 debate. 



New York 
The Sleepers themselves are di\;ded on the matter 

of New York City. Some consider it their greatest 
success. Others regard it as a cautionary example 
illustrating exactly what not to do. 

Most agree that something had to be done m 
the early 19505. A lot of soldiers got seriously 
shell-shocked in World War II, and some of their 
nunds cracked in JUSt the right way to let in mag
ickal knowledge. Organized crime, having e.xperi

cilced a growth spurt during Prohibition, was 
consolidating its gain5-:l.nd providing a safe haven 

for several violent adepts. Add to the mix a large 
number of European immigranrs, some of whom 
had brought knowledge of everything from Clock

work to Kabbalah with them, and the situation 
became vcry \'Olatile ,'Cry quickJy_ 

Several spectacularly gnm Sleeper assassina
tions in the summer of 1954 created a brief peri
od of quiet in which other Sleeper specialists 

went to work. During this lull, Cliomancers and 
other character assassins drove a wedge between 
the Mafia families and their adept associates-in 
one case, driving a desperate adept to curse her 

onetime patron with a spell that made his bones 
grow until they split his skin. It didn't save her, 
and only disinclined other mobsters from similar 
alliances. 

While the criminal underground was turning 
on the occult underground, the Sleepers blanket
ed the city with thaumophages (see p. 50), mak· 
ing it dicey fo r an adept to even charge up. The 

result was that, over the next two decades, many 
adepts left the city for more hospitable regions. 
Since a large part of the problem was simply the 
concentration of too many adepts in one area, in· 
cidents of Mdocumellted magick" declined sharply. 

Unfortunately for New York (or, in soher con· 
sideration, maybe not), the exodus was so thor· 
ough that the NYC occult community seemed to 

drop beneath a certain level needed for stability. 
There are still real occultists-any city that big has 
a few-but there aren't enough to create a dynamo 
IC and exciting "scene." Even today, the Mafia 

families consider any practicing adept to be a tar-

get, to be swiftly eliminated before he or she be· 
comes a threat. 

los Angeles 
Los Angeles, Califo rnia, used to be a fairly hot 
and sticky spot to practice magick in the United 
States. All of America's desires, overt and hidden, 
idealized and desecrated, seem to slouch to Los 

Angeles to be born as movies and TV shows-or 
to bc aborted intO missed opporruniries and bro

ken promises. 
An area of such looming cultural conscious· 

ness draws mystics of all stripes, of course, bur in 
the late 1980s there were four major groups in 
the LA. occult underground. There were the Ster
nos, a group of Annihilomancers, busily trying to 
tear down everything they could get their hands 

on and rejoicing their way through a decade of 
mudslides, fires, earthquakes, and riots. An [rasci· 
mancer cult, the Fellowship of Bad Traffic, didn't 
have quite as fine a time as the Sternos, bur they 

did find it quite handy when highway shootings 
entered the mass consciousness. The largest oc
cuJr.onentcd group in the area was and still is the 
Church of Death Triumphant, a Satanic death
cult that's weU-organized, has lots of money, a 
brilliant leader called Mordecai ThanatOs (not his 

real name). and no par-mormal powers whatsoev
er. Of course, that doesn't mean that the Fellow· 
ship of Bad Traffic didn't draw back a bloody 

snunp when they crossed the Satanists, proving 
once again that (1) magick doesn't fix every prob
lem, any more than violence does and (2) you 
can't beat a prick at a pissing contest. 

Sitting on top of the two clued-in cabals was 
a secretive third order-old moneyed Rosicru· 
cians, if you can believe it-who knew a bit about 
Authentic Thaumaturgy (sec p. 82) and ritual and 
who were interested in doing more. Specifically, 

they had created (or re-discovcred) Tilts (see 
Statosphere, p. 40) and thought they were o n the 
trail of creating their own rituals. They believed 
(or hoped) that the o ld·school magi in San Fran

cisco could help them out, but when they were 
snootily rebuffed they decided to take what they 



couldn't bargain for. Between co-opting LA.'s rea· 

sonable occultists and manipulating the unreason· 
able ones, they got the Fellowship of Bad Traffic 
and the Sternos to target S:m Francisco, migrate 
up there en masse, and kick the shit out of the 
occult underground there in the course of one 
week in 1994. Under cover of this massacre, the 

Rosicrucians kidnapped San Francisco's leading 
occult scholar and ransacked his library. 

It didn't have the effect they wanted. They 
still can't write their own riruals, and that's tOO 

bad because the stink their patsies caused has got
ten a whole lot of Sleeper attention. The Sleepers 
haven't tracked it back to the Rosicrucians yet, 
but if they do the sufferi ng will be legendary. 

In the meantime, LA. has become rather qui· 

et. The Church of Death Triumphant is the domi· 
nant force in the local underground, and they 
aren't proving magick real because they can't. 

Sleeper Caesar CoStello (see Statosphere, p. 
94) showed up in LA. after the fireworks in 1994, 
and he's been working hard to keep the scene qui· 

et-be it through persuasion or with recourse to his 
powers as an Agent of Renunciation. He's made 3 

few day trips to San Francisco, hut me Sleepers 
seem to want more blunt action there-and Caesar 

rarely does things blundy anymore. 

Son Froncisco 
For a while, it seemed like San Francisco was an 

occult Utopia. The occult underground there was 

very large, but it didn't have the hard-edged com
petition so common to the "mystic scene" in New 
Orleans or Jerusalem or Tokyo. People there were 
actually tolerant. Everyone did their own thing, by 

and large, and gOt along doing it. Sure, there were 
conflicts. But when they occurred, the general re
sponse was to isolate the combatants and scold 
or disdain them for their childishness. (This is a 
stark Contrast with most other ciries, where the 

general reaction is to choose sides and try to 
screw as much as possible without getting 
screwed yourself. ) 

There was no formal leader, of course, but ev
eryone respected the Comte de Saint-Germain, 

and his mediation kept a lot of little incidentS 

from collecting into big problems. A respected oc
cult researcher, publisher, and formal practitioner, 
the Comte organized the San Francisco magi, 
even if he didn't rule them in name. 

In 1994 it all came crashing down. Two "mag

ick mafias" from Los Angeles suddenly took it 
IntO their heads to invade San Francisco, kiU 
Saint-Gennain, plunder his library, and waste any· 
body who got in their wa}"-Qr who simply didn't 

get our of their way fast enough. 
The very things that had made San Francisco 

so strong-its openness, its forgiveness, its lack of 
central authori ty-made it weak against an outside 
attack. Saint-Germain was burned alive in his own 
home. Bronwyn Glendower and her coven man

aged to take down a surprising number of Sternos 
before she was overcome. (Specifically, she trans
formed them into a lovely grove of trees. When 
the real Saint-Germain stopped by San Francisco 
in 1996, he bought the land with the grove on it, 

CUt them all down, and made them into some tru· 
Iy lovely musical instruments that have peculiar 
properties when played in concert.) The weirdo 
known as The Fruit, as he had always promised, 

ran away as soon as danger was apparent. He 
didn't stop running until he'd reached Des 
Moines. Christine Rosencroix was killed, Bick 
the Slick was killed, and even The Sharpener 
barely escaped with his life. It was a massacre. 

Now the Sternos and the Fellowship of Bad 

Traffic have settled into the city on the bay, but 
they aren't c-"\(actly comforrable. Their numbers 
are depleted, and even though they got rid of the 
most powerful adepts thert are still a few San 

Fran sorcerers lurking around with little power 
but long memories. Most importantly, without a 
common enemy the twO groups have begun strug· 
gling with one another. (After all, Irascimancy 
and Annihilomancy don't exactly encourage 

friendly and pleasant lifestyles.) 
The Sleepers have been encouraging this 

schism as much as they can, which is quite a bit, 
even to the extent of sending in Angela Forsythe 
to breed bad memories between the twO groups. 
Since San Fran's resident Cliomancers gOt killed 



or driven out, Angela has had the Golden Gate 
bridge and Alcatraz all to herself, and she's been 
busy indeed. It hasn't taken many memory tweaks 
to get major Sternos chucked in jail for arson
and in jail, with few personal possessions to de

stroy, the Annihilomancers arc defenseless against 
prisoners who suddenly remember the Sternos 
stealing their smokes and making fun of their ra· 
cial heritage. As for the Bad Traffickers, one of 
their number has been compromised. (She should 
have cut all ties with her daughters-the Sternos 

could have told her that.) She's giving the Sleepers 
the names and locations of her fellow cultists, and 
she's using the spell Zero Tolerance to empty 
them out right before the hits come. She's been 

told that once the Fellowship falls apart, her 
daughters will recover from the mysterious ex· 
haustion that's been so scary and expensive. 

The Midwesf Chaos Connection 
No o ne's sure if that scary o ld WWII vCt is honest 
o r full of crap when he claims he "invented" En· 

tropomancy, and honestly not all that many peo
ple care, Most occultists say it's here, it's queer (in 
the o ld-fashioned sense of the word), so get used 

to it. 
Sherm Cheslow isn't most occultists. A Sleep

er living in Gary, Indiana, one of his hobbies is 
tracking the provenance of Entropomancers, who 

seem slightly more common in the American Mid
west than they do elsewhere. Sherm attributes 
this to one woman; Big Betsy Ficarro. 

He hasn't managed to find OUt who taught 

chaos magick to Big Betsy, but he has verified that 
she had no fewer than (our apprentices. That's 
not an impressive number by itself, but all of 
them-Stealin' Dan McKay, Uriel Sterne (now a 
member of lNI's Weather Channelers), Fred 

Mundy, and the infamous Carlos laDuke (argu
ably the source of the slang term "duke" for an 
adeptkould actually do it. Many other adepts 
have gathered huge gangs of acolytes, all trying to 
master this ·maney or that -urgy, with few suc· 

ceeding. Big Betsy may not have been a great sor· 
ceress-her record isn't that thrilling-but she was 



apparently the best teacher the occult under
ground had seen since Dugan Forsythe himself. 
And she did it without memory implantation. 

Sherm doesn't know if Carlos or Uriel ever 
trained anyone, but Stealin' Dan was successful in 
illuminating twO trainees of his own, Neil Brinhr 

and Harvey Duopulous (leader o f Mak Anax). As 
for Fred Mundy, he taught his wife Kate and tried 
(unsuccessfully) to educate his son Leslie. (Neil 

The Tiger Wokes 
So what's the big deal? 

A lo t of adepts don't even acknowledge that 

the Sleepers exist, or figure that if they do they're 
a bunch of misguided grammaws with their baggy 
old-woman panties in a twiSt over a problem that 
is not (on closer inspection) a problem at all. 
Who's afraid of a bunch of mundanes? 

It 's not all that surprising. If you're an epider· 
o mancer, you can walk right by your "Ten Most 

and Stealin' Dan appear in aRo ll Your Bones" in 

LAwyers, Guns, and Money.) 
Big Betsy is probably dead-if she's alive she's 

in her nineties, and Entropomancers aren't known 
for longevity-but Sherm is disrurbed that he can't 

find Out how she passed o n. The thought that 
she's still around, a potential source for mo re of 
the notoriously flamboyant bodybags, is not a 
comfortable one for Sherm or his fel low Sleepers. 

Wanted" poster with a new face. Oneiromancers 

can just put any inconvenient witnesses to sleep 
before doing their dirty deeds. High-powered 
Demagogue avatars don't even need to worry 
about surviving wimesses-they'll think whatever 
she tells them to think. So what's the BFO? Com

pared to Alex Abel's gunslinging nut jobs and Na
ked Goddess priestesses who can yank your chain 
until the o nly thought you've gOt leh is ·Yes 
ma'am," the average ignorant schmoe seems like 

the least of a young adept's worries. 
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Individually, that's quite correct. Individual 
clueless, non-avatar, magick-fr('(' occult virgins are 

(all other things equal) less of a headache than 
someone In The Know. 

Thing is, though, those normal folks have a 
kind of synergistic quality, and it gets underesti
mated. Adepts do unconscious math that says " I 

normal - 0 problem, therefore lOOO normals -
(1000 x 0) problem - still 0 problem." But it JUSt 
doesn't work that way. 

In 1992, an L.A. jury acquitted four police of

ficers who had been videotaped beating the royal 
crap out of a suspect named Rodney King. (That 
wasn't the official charge, of course.) Many peo· 
pl(' of color were upset. In the course of display
ing their displeasure, 58 people died, O\'er 2,000 

people were injured and more than a thousand 
buildings in LA. basin were destroyed. The riots 
d id over a billion dollars worth of damage. 

Why did the rioters do it? Surely It wasn't an 
overwhelming surprise to them that the court sys

tem favors white cops over black suspenso They 
we ren't astonished. They were just mad as hell. 

People find out some bad facts they already 
really knew, and thousands go apeshit in an orgy 
of violence and destruction. That was 1992. 

Now imagine instead that they'd learned 

something that's not JUSt shocking and scary, but 
completely unexpected. Suppose the people of 
L.A. saw the Naked Goddess tape and realized 
that there's an ex-porn star with her hand on real

ity's DELETE key. Suppose they saw an epidero
mancer shifting faces and realized she could take 
the form of their wife, daughter, o r mother. Sup

pose they learned that there are people out there 
who can break their will as ('asily as they br('ak 

the cellophane on a pack of smokes. 
It would make 1992 look like a love-in. 
It would look like Germany in the 1550s. 

Riols 
If someone in the occulr underground gets slop
py. a lot of so-called "normal people" may show 
off an ugly side that f('w-including the rioters 

themsclve~-en suspect they possess. 

When an obviously paranormal event occurs 
with a hundred or more witnesses, there is a good 
chanc(' that things will go out of conno l. As a 

GM, here's how you can model that. 

The Riot Roll 
If a hundred people arc gathered in dose quarters 
and sec an undeniably supernatural event or indi
vidual, there's a flat 50% ch3nce that they riot. 
The GM simply rolls to see the effect. This is 

called the Uriot roll." 

Riol Roll Results 
1-25: Things are eerily calm as most of the wit

nesses JUSt stand staring, dumbstruck. 
26-50: Any \vimess who doesn't have at leaSt 

one Hard notch in the Unnatural gauge 

stampedes away &om the scene at tOp 
speed. Add the dice rolled together: 
that's how many people get seriously hurt 
in the confusion. (Sec "Casualties,~ near-

by.) 
5 1 +: Hope your health insurance is paid up. 

See HoUl Bad Is It?, below. 

Riol Roll Modifim 
Th:n's assuming a fairly static set of circumstanc
('s, of course. There are many, many factors that 
can adjust those odds one way or the other. What 
follows is JUSt a fi st of basics; other factors can ad
just the roll up or down as the GM sees fit. For 
each of the factors that appli('s, the GM adds o r 

subtracts from the riot roll . 
The crowd's been drinking a lot: Add or sub

tract 10-20, depending on the type of display. 
It's a big crowd: Add 10 fo r every additional 

fifty people above a hundred. 
It 's a hostile crowd: Add 10-30, depending. 

10 for 3. crowd that didn 't like the speech the 
adept was making before he demonstrated his 
powers. 30 for a bunch of Pentecostal Christians 

who think the End Is Nigh. 
It 's dose qU3rters: If the crowd is jammed to

gether, they're more likely to panic. Add 10. 
The unnatural effect hurt someone: Add 30. 



The unnatural effect hurt someone, and it 

was a child: Add 50. 

The crowd is exhausted: Subtract 10. 

It's a receptive crowd: Subtract 10. A fast

thinking character with a bull horn who makes a 

speech pleading for understanding (or berter yet, 

offering a faintly plausible explanation) could re

duce the roll by 10 with a success, by 15 with a 

matched success, and by 20 with an OACOWA. 

The unnatural effect was beautiful: Sublracr 10. 

The unnarural effect was beneficial to some

o ne: Subtract 10. 

Riol Cosuolties 
Any time you get mob rule, people get hurt and! 

or killed. When you combine those categories to

gether, you get the number of -casualties." The 

difference between dying in the riots and simply 

being badly hurt depends (as do so many things) 

on how developed your area is. If you're rioting in 

an industrialized nation with a good health care 

infrastructure (Canada, for instance) one casualty 

in fifty dies. In a less developed nation, the odds 

get much worse. In a riar in Haiti, say, one per

son in ten does not survive. In a desperately poor 

developing naoon, or an area that's war-torn, the 

proportion could be as high as one in two. 

Riol Severity 
If an acrual no-shit riot result comes up (51+ on 

the riot roll), the GM needs to gauge how bad it 

is. This isn't too hard: it's all based on the roll. 

The result of [he modified riot roll indicates 

how many people in [he crowd are seriollsly 

freaked out by what's happening. The others in 

the crowd are disrurbed and upset, to be sure, but 

the riot roll basically shows how many have 

blown a stress check. That's [he hard core who 

are incapable of rational thought. They're scream· 

ing. They're pushing. They're grabbing rocks and 

smashing windows. What they are not doing is lis· 

tening to rational persuasion. Nor are they letting 

anyone else listen. Someone with a bullhorn or a 

really epic set of pipes might be able to rommuni-

cate two syllables ("Get him!" or "That way! " or 

the like) to the crowd, but no Demagogue chan· 

nels or Charm rolls are going to do jack. If they 

didn't stop the initial riot roll, they aren't going to 

work now. 

About a quarter of these hard core rioters be

come casualties, as described earlier. Property 

damage varies widely, depending on how nice the 

area where the riot occurs, but $100,000 for each 

point in the modified roll is a good start. For 

each million dollars of damage, a building gets re

duced to rubble and ash. 

Any major character (PC or GMC) in the 

crowd takes damage equal to the sum of the mod

ified rior roll. (That is, if it all added up to a 71 , 

the character takes 8 poinrs of damage.) This is 

usually in the form of bruises, scratches, and 

knocks on the head. This damage is taken every 

fifteen minutes for the first hour that the charac· 

ter is in the mob. After that, the crowd has dis· 

persed enough that less damage is being done to 

unintended targets. 

Players should, of course, be describing how 

their characters are dealing with this abuse. Play· 

ers who think of inventive strategies, or characters 

who behave in a rational and plausible fashion, 

can get out quicker than those who just duck and 

co\'er. Dodge rolls can be made for characters 

who are only protecting themselves. Just dodging 

automatically halves this random damage, while 

successful Dodge rolls reduce it ro 1-2 points. 

Anyone who is identified in the mob mind as 

being "one of them" -someone associated with or 

responsible for the paranormal event-takes dam

age equal to the modified roll every ten minutes. 

In the above example, [hat would be 71 points. 

(\Vhat will your next character be like? More sub

tle, perhaps?) This damage can be reduced with 

the Dodge skill: a successful roll halves the dam· 

age, but there's no way to avoid it entirely. 

(Incidentally, it 's perfectly possible to get tarred 

with the "one of them" brush even if you were try

ing to stop the manifestation. Remember, a mob is 

at least as stupid as the dumbest person in it. ) 

Determining how long a riot lasts depends 

(surprise, surprise) on the riot roll. It lasts at least a 



number of minutes equal to the modified roll. 
However, riolS tend to develop a life of their own: 
at the end of the time span, the GM rolls again, 
this time without any modifiers. If the number 

rolled is half the previous riot roll or less, the riot 
continues, with this second roll as the new riot 
roll. This is bad because it means that people arc 
still getting hun and there's still civil disorder, but 

it does mean that riots wind down evenNally. 

A Real-l.ife Example 
There's no good way to know how many people 
actually saw the Rodney King verdict live on TV 

in 1992 Los Angeles. (Well, the local stations may 
have the figures, if they weren't lost in the riots or 

the subsequent earthquakes, fires, and mudslides.) 
Even if we had the figures, there's no way to tell 
how many of the viewers were pissed off enough 
to actually start smash ing things. However, we do 
know that about five thousand people were arreSt· 

ed, and that the riot lasted six days. Assuming the 
'92 LAPD was efficient at throwing black people 
in ,ail (certainly they were enthusiastic), it looks 
like a hypothetical modified not roll result for the 

L.A. riots would be something around the 8,700 
mark. Doing the math backwards-assuming a 
base crowd of 100 and + 10 to the roll for every 

What Happens When The Tiger Wakes 
• 186 BC Rome. Senate reacts to rumors of magJck use and cannibalism by Dionysian cults; exe-

cutes at least 7,000 Bacchantes. 

• 1307. Paris, France. Knights Templar arrested and executed for alleged sorcery and heresy. 
• 1513. Geneva, Swit'lerland. 500 accused witches burnt. 
• 1586 Trier, Germany. 120 accused witches burnt for prolonging the winter. 
• 1621. Heidelberg" Germany and Paris, France. Suspected ~Rosicrucians" stoned by mobs; philoso

pher Rene Descartes narrowly escapes mob justice in 1623. 
• 1628. London, England. Accused sorceror John Lambe stoned to death by a Illob. 
• 1645. Chelmsford, England. 19 accused witches hanged by self·appointed MWitch·Finder General" 

Matthew Ilopkins. 

• 1651. Niesse, Silesia. 42 accused witches burnt alive JI1 an o\'('n. 
• 1666 Wesnninster, England. Astrologer William Lilly questioned by Parliament for predicting the 

Fire of London; narrowly e~capes execution. 
1680. Paris, France. 37 executed and 146 imprisoned after a three·year investigation by the Paris 
secret police mto Black M,lsses and witchcraft covens reachmg into Versailles luelf. 

• 1692. Salem Village, Massachusetts. 19 accused witches hung. 
• 17E". Serbia. Accused \'ampires murdered throughout the country; similar ~vampire panics" strike 

Istria, Slo\'enia, Hungary. and East Prussia. 
• 1844. Carthage, iIImois. Mormonism founder and angelic Contactee Joseph Smith lynched by an

gry mob. 

• 1941. Berlin, Germany. Ilitier orders all astrologers, Freemasons, and other occultists into the 
camps, fearing astrological influence on Hess' defection. 

• 1945. WarwickshIre, Engbnd. Alleged witch Charles Walton killed. 

• 1948. St. Andre-de-Briouse, France. Alleged witch Leon Bunm killed by a fearful neighbor. 
• 1949. Quito, Ecuador. Five people arc burned alive in a radio station after a War of the Worlds 

hoax is broadcast; II others badly injured. 
• 1991. Chicago, mmois. Romanian secret police murder leading scholar of magJck loan Culianu. 
• 1998 Ja,·a, Indonesia. Over 200 people lynched as suspected '"ninja sorcerors" by angry mobs. 



fifty additional members-would indicate that 
tlbout 43-44,000 angry inner<ity residents were 
etlgerly waiting to see whtlt the jury would say. 

The lesson in this fo r adepts is obvious. Don't 

strut your stuff in front of an audience of 44,000. 

A Hypotheticol UA Exomple 
Let's suppose the group 101001101 (see Postmod

ern Magick, p. 152) decides to go for broke by 
holding a very large rave. They invite a hundred 
sophisticates, knowing that for each of their cho
sen artiste-types, another five loose enders will 

show up looking for drugs, good dancing, a quick
ie, o r a night on the town. That makes for a 
crowd of about 600 people, 500 of whom aren't 
prepared for a genuine magickal onslaught. 

The leaders of 101001101 aren't fools, so they 
wait until the crowd has thinned out a bit before 

unveiling the real deal. We'll say those 500 psy
chic virgins have dwindled to 350. It 's late, so the 
potential rioters are exhausted. They're also recep
tive to what's going to happen, both because of 

the warm-up stuff and because their brains ha\'e 
been getting heavy-bag work from booze and 
dope all night. Finally, the c1imtlctic display is a 
thing of beauty, rather than a thing of terror. Add· 

ing it up, you get a balance. 

Pro-Riot Fadon 
Big crowd 

([100 ba>e +2501 +50) 

Anli-Riot Fadors 
They're exhausted-IO 

They're drunk -20 
They're receptive-1O 
It's a beautiful display -10 

Thus, the GM rolls and gets a 46, which isn't 
modified. The club kids freak OUt and stampede 
for the exits. Ten of them (4+6) arc badly injured 

in the process, but none of the leaders of the 
group get hurt. Neither do any invited guests who 
keep their wits about them. However, 101001101 
may want to consider keeping their fetes a little 
more contained. If they can reduce the number of 

mystically ignorant scenestcrs from 350 to 200, 
they get a -30 modifier on the riot roll-in this 
case, that 46 would have been a 16, the kids 

UhlOlO\lh ,"',.. 



would have just stared awestruck, and the next 
day they'd marvel at how great the Ecstasy was 
last night. 

Another Hypothetical UA Example 
Let 's suppose a duke takes a cue from Simon Oi· 
ulio (see One Shots, MFly to lieaven") and per

fo rms some kind of child-murdering public rintal. 
By whatever means, he gets into the middle of a 
stadium before a college football game with his 
victim and his cult of twenty followers. Before he 
can be stOpped, he performs the sacrifice and 

blows a couple majo r charges, causing a fifty-foot 
talt oak tree to spri ng into being from the dead 
child's body. 

This, then, is undeniable proof that magick is 
real, performed in front of a crowd of two thou
sand ,virnesses. 

Pro-Riol Fodors Anti-Riol Fadars 
Big crowd Surely you jest. 

({ 100 bm + 19001 +380) 
They're hostile + 10 

Bastard hurt a child +50 

The GM ro lls a nice low 09, but it doesn't matter 

because the riot number is modified by 440, giv· 
ing us a Roari ng Tiger of a 449 resuh. The duke 
and his cult don't have a freakin' prayer unless 
they can get out of there before the crowd con

verges on them from all sides. Furthermore, PCS 
in the crowd are going to take 17 points of dam
age from being mauled around (4+4+9) four times 

in the first hour. Around a hundred and ten peo
ple are badly hurt in the rioting, two of whom 
die-probably u-ampled or mis-identified as cult
ists. The riot lasts for at least seven hours as the 
maddened fans burn the tree, wreck the stadium, 

fight the police, or storm out looking fat more 
cultists. In this time, they do $44,900,000 wonh 
of damage to area homes, businesses, public ar
eas, and private property. Forty-four buildings are 

completely destroyed. 
At the end of that time, the riot is automati

cally going {Q continue because the GM is defi-

nitely going to ro ll under 224 (half the old riot 
number). This time the GM rolls ::10 88, meaning 

that 88 people are either still seriously bugshit, or 
have been swept up into the mass hysteria . That 
core keeps the general disorder going. PCs who 
haven't gotten out in the last seven hours are go

ing to take 16 points o f damage (at this point 
probably courtesy of smoke mhalation or rubber 
bullets from the National Guard). Cultists who 
weren't present for the initial butchery, but who 
have been found in the meantime, are going ro 

rake 88 points of mob justice damage every ten 
mmutes until they're safely torn limb from limb. 
The riot's lifespan extends fo r another hour and a 
half, doing an additional S8,8OO,000 worth of 
damage as the fires spread to eight more build

ings. The GM rolls again and this time gets a S6-

higher than 44 (again, half the o ld riot number) 
and enough to restore civil o rder. 

What Would You Do? 
RiOtS are seriously scary. Panicked hysteria rends 
to be highly contagious. (To explain it through 

game terms, about a third of the people who fail 
sanity checks become violent. This causes other 
people wimessing or experiencing their violence 
to make sanity checks o n the Violence or lielp

le~ness meters. Some of these wimesscs fail their 
checks, and a third of those failures become vio
lent in response. Lather, rinse, repeat.) Your PCs 
may choose a wide variety o f options for escape 
or survival. Some of the more common choices 

arc examined here. 
Run Away. This is pretty smart, if you do it in 

a controlled fashion instead of a stampede. Even 
if you blow a Sanity check and nee in panic, it's 
not too bad. Of course, a lot of other people arc 

going to be trying [he same thing. (This is one 
reason riots rapidly expand from ground zero.) 
Characters who are JUSt trying to get away and 
who haven't been fingered as "One of Them ~ 

take the normal damage as they run. E .... ery ten 
minutes they can make a Run or General Athlet
ics roll . Once they've got five successful rolls com
pleted, they're outside the riot-stricken area. 
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Of course, this raises a question: I'm with my 

buddy, I make my Run roll hut he fails his. What 

happens? The answer is, you can either forfeit 

your success and stay back with him, or keep it 

and get separated. Simple, huh? 
Go With the Flow. Forty million Elvis fans 

can't be wfong, right? By extending that logic, it 
seems reasonable [Q say that most of the rioters 

a~ probably going to come out aU right. ThoS(' 

who JUSt give in to the mob mentality (including 

those who fail madness checks of their own and 

opt for &enzy) take the standard damage for the 

first hour. They may also get into personal com· 
bat with the cops, when they show up. Run that 

as a normal combat. 

Turde. The dumbest thing you can do is to 
cover your head and curl up on the ground. That's 

a recipe for getting trampled [0 death. However, if 
you can fUld a hiding place, you might be able to 
ride out the worst of it. It all depends on how se

cure your bolt-hole is. Remember that riots pro

duce tremendous amounts of property damage. 

That nice secure broom closet isn't going to pro

reer you much if the building gets burned down. 

Kkk Some Ass. Hey, it 's anarchy, why not 

JUSt start beating on people? Characters who do 

this do not take the normal damage. lnstead, they 

enter into combat with the crowd itself. This 

starts out as a one-on-one fight with some average 

rioting joe-assume Body 40, Speed 40 (F), Strug. 

gle 15%, Throw 15%, armed with a 2x4 or a 

piece of rubble. Once joe has taken 20 points of 

damage, he's out of it-either running away or 

trampled underfoot. However, two other guys 

have seen their friend joe getting hurt and have 

decided to thrash the PC for it. If the PCS 
whoops ass on these two (and they have the same 

Slats and skills as joe, also running away after 20 

points of damage), three morc show up to settle 

his hash. This progression continues until (I) the 

PC quits fighting and does something else or (2) 

the PC has personally knocked down a number of 

average guys equal to the riot number. 'When that 

happens, the riot starts [Q wind down. 

Use Magick to Save Myself. Smooth move if 
it works. But if it's something obvious, the crowd 

is going to peg the adept character as ·One of 

Them" and the serious abuse begins. 

Zololt For Everyone 
Being in a riot causes rank4 stress checks in both 

Violence and Helplessness every hour. Of course, 

there's also the initial Unnatural stress check 

caused by wimessing whatever it was that woke 

the tiger in the first place. 

The Secret History of the Sleepers 
If someone was [0 get access to the library at 

Gleeson House, that person might find a few 

books on the history of the Sleepers. It's not very 

likely, since the kind of person who gets into that 

library at all probably doesn't have a burning de

sire for books With "history" and "edification" 

and "memoirs" in the tides. Most adepts these 

days make a beeline for title words like "power" 

or "unhallowed" or "grate mysterie." 

But supposing someone did go down there 

looking for All History of the Most Devout Brot~ 

erhood of Sleepers or Edifying Lessons of Creat 
Sleepers Past or even Memoirs of Dugan Forsythe: 

they're there, they're available, and they're at least 

as coherent and well written as Spear of Destiny 

or Holy Blood, Holy Crail. 
However, if this person was very sharp, she 

might norice certain discrepancies. Nothing jar

ring, nothing major, just little slip-ups and contra

dictions between history as presented and history 

as recorded by the rest of the world. 

As it happens, Antoinette Hamilton (p. 98) has 

both read the books and noticed the discrepancies. 

There are anachronisms in the histories-individually, 

they can be chalked up to shoddy memory, exagger

ation, trans.lation errors, or any of the other faCtors 

that make histOrical research so thrill-packed. But 

collectively they seem a little harder to ignore. 

Antoinette has concluded that the Sleepers of 

days past were uuly the mightiest and most subtle 

of sorcerers, whose will was so powerfu] that they 

have warped-slightly, but significantly-the accept

ed version of many historical events. 



It has not crossed her mind, even briefly, that 
those errors are perfectly consistent with a fic
tionalized account. 

But that is what the known hislOry of the 
Sleepers from the 1600s to today rcally is-com
pletely false. It's all lies, and the only member of 

the modern Cabinet who knows it is Wu Zhan
han. In reality, the Sleepers have only existed 
since the end of World War II. 

According to the official history, the Sleepers 

were founded at the height of the European 
\vitch-hunting hysteria. There are some stirring 
stories in there. There's the one about the bold 
British Sleepers who saved the Empire from Zulu 
witch doctors. There's a whole cycle about the 

swashbuckling Sleepers who kept the Conquista
dors from bringing the real story of EI Dorado 
back to Europe. Nor to mention the yarns about 
[he gunslinging Sleepers of the Old West who 
broke the paranormal resistance of the natives 
during the Trail of Tears. 

Crap, crap, and more crap. The imperial ex
pansion of Europeans in Africa, Australia, and the 

Americas took place blithely unaware of the para
normal abilities of indigenous people. Did they 
have magick? Sure. It just didn't do a damn bit of 

good against trains, guns, and smallpox. 
In truth, the Sleepers were never officially 

founded, but they came into existence between the 
two World Wars. The honorary title of "founder" 
fulls on a man with two names. His mother called 

him Xue L Chan, but to Dugan Forsythe and the 
cabal that would unwittingly become the Sleepers, 
he went by the name Hubert Lee. 

Hubert was born in southwest China in 1859, 
right about the time the Opium Wars were getting 

settled once and for all. His father was a British 
officer named Glen Widdocs, and his mother, 
Mai Li Chan, was a Chinese housekeeper who 
caught Glen's eye. It certainly wasn't a rape, but it 

wasn't exactly a love match either. Glen was 
horny, and he'd heard the kinds of rumors that al
ways seem to spring up about [he cunning bed
room wiles of "native women ~ (regardless of the 
country they're native to). For her part, Mai just 

knew which way the winds of \\f:lr were blowing. 



Glen was embarrassed by his unintended fe· 
cundity, and even more embarrassed when the 
"half·breed" grew up looking enough like Daddy 

to pass for white. Lucky for Glen, the burgeoning 
opium trade made it very easy for a British officer 
to make money, and lots of it. Mai was bought 
off comfortably, and Xue/Hubert 's position at 

the crossroads of European and Chinese culture 
made him valuable to both sides. Lots of people 
had uses for a bright young Chinese man who 
could pass for European and was fluent in severaJ 

languages. Eventually, he caught the eyes of the 
Brotherhood of Harmonious Repose. 

The nutshell history of the Brotherhood goes 
something like this. Some of the people who were 
smart enough to pass the Sui dynasty bureaucratic 

exams were aJso smart enough to learn magick. 
They did so, and used their occult powers to ce.
ment their temporru power. Today, there's no way 
of knowing how many ancient Mandarins were 
sorcerers as well. The Bro therhood claims that it 

was a JOt of them. Then again, the Brotherhood's 
record of honesty is spotty at best. 

Anyhow, while European occultists were liv· 
ing in dirt huts, avoiding priests, and hoping to 
get hired as court alchemists, their Chinese 
counterparts were quietly running the world's 
greatest empire. Or at least, they we re involved 

in running it. The most d iligent historians of the 
Brotherhood suspect that most of their andent 
members considered the conspiracy a conve-niem 

forum to identify and screw with other sorcer· 
ous governors. But in any evem, they never had 
to put up with the kind of widespread panic and 
mob action that characterized medieval witch· 

craft in the west. 
Being sorcerers, the Brotherhood mandarins 

figured the only thing they had to worry about 
was other sorcerers, so they were completely 
blindsided by the mundane onslaught of the 

round-eyed barbarians. They fought back as best 
they could, both politically and mystically, but 
they just wound up learning something most Eu· 
ropean adepts could have told them: magick is all 
very well and good, but it's a poor tool to use 

against thousands. 

UhIOlO\rJh 
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GlUailo invaders were bad enough, but skulk
ing in the shadows were scummy adepts from e\'

ery crowded, polluted nation west of Asia Minor, 
all eager to plumb the secrets of the Orient. The 
opium wars are the parts that made it into the his
tory books. What few recorded was the brutal 
magickal infighting that went on underneath. 

The Brotherhood, being many and united, gen
erally did quite well on the mystic battlefield, e"en 
as China's military suffered defeat after humiliating 
defeat. Bolstered by their coven successes, the 

Brotherhood of Harmonious Repose decided the 
solution to China's woes lay in combining magick 
might with military force. 

The rcsuIt was the Boxer Rebellion of 1899, and 
it's still a sore point with the Brotherhood today. 

The Boxer Rebellion was pretty much their 
last, best chance of beanng back the foreigners, 
and it was a big, sorry flop. The remaining Broth
ers started bunkering. Sure, the foreign devils had 
stolen or ruined everything else-but China was at 

least going to keep its It/ngickal secrets. 
So the Brotherhood skulked around the edg

es of China's go"crnment-in-decline, identifying 
foreign 3depts and altern3tely lying to them, driv

mg them crazy (or often, simply craz..ier), scaring 
them away, or butchering them like pigs. 

While that was gomg on, Dugan Forsythe was 
gro\ving up the son of modest wealth and prili

lege in Merrie Olde England. Born in 1865, he 
traveled east and was one of those "occultic seek
ers" that got chased OUt of China by things that 
g3ve him recurrent nightmares for the rest of his 

life. Still, his experiences in China, disappointing 
as they were, did have genuine mystic elements. 
That got him in with Europc's occult renaissance, 
which was blossoming at JUSt about that time. 
Starting with the Theosophical Society in New 

York in 1875, interest in Spirirualism and the su
pernatural made it across the pond and fell on 
fenile soil at the beginning of the twentieth centu
ry. Dugan Forsythe was right there in the middle 
of it. Sure, he wasn't an adept (yet), but neil her 
was W.B. Yeats, and neither were most of the oth

er members of the Ordo Templi Orientis and the 
Order of the Sil\'er Star. The JUry is still out on 

Aleisrcr Crowley, but Forsythe definitely knew 
him. There were also tentative ties between For
sythe, Crowley, and the mysterious British Cryp
tomancers, but (as with so many thing. .. in the his

tOry of the cryptS) no one knows for sure. 
Forsythe was a lifelong student of the occult, 

but it didn't do him much good until 1915. He'd 
just gotten back from the beginnings of the Great 

War in time to watch his ~cond wife give birth to 
his only child-a daughter, Angela. 

Something clicked in Dugan Forsythe's brain. 
Some conjunction of all the old-school magick 
crap he'd fruitlessly studied for years, something 

about watching the bloody birth of ugly history in 
France, something about the tiny, personal mira
cle of his daughter's birth in England ... some

how it aU fused into an epiphany. 
1915, then, was the birth of Cliomancy. 
The records of Forsythe's actions in the First 

World War are fragmentary. All th:u's known for 
sure is that he came out of it richer, younger, and 
stronger than he went in. By the time his daughter 

\v:ts twenty-two, they were the premier Cliom
::mcers on the planet, but hardly the only ones. 
Forsythe's old Theosophical/OTO/Silver Star 
contacts were rusty, but still good for a few seek

ers. He also found followers among the "eterans 
of the recent confhct: men accustomed to killing 
and willing to do JUSt about :lnything to blunt the 
edges of their wartime memories. 

So it was that in 1938 Dugan Forsythe, his 

daughter, and his cabal of twenty adepts and 
hangers-on set out on a journey to the east. His 
followers were looking for truth, enlightenment, 
and possibly even lost Atlantis itSelf. As for For

sythe, he was looking for major charges. 
The Brotherhood noticed him evenrually, but 

their reaction \va$ neither :lS swift nor as over
whelming as it would have been before 1937. You 
sec, the Brotherhood was hcadquanercd in Nank

ing, and the Japanese were busy brutalizing the 
city the whole time Forsythe was in China. Per
haps if they'd caught him earlier in his career they 
could have killed him or at least stopped him. Bur 
by the time they realized that they were facing a 

true archmage, Forsythe had entered Jerusalem 



looking fifty years old and came out looking 
younger than his daughter. It seemed like Dugan 
could craft major magicks with the ease of rub. 
bing a rabbit's foot. He'd also set his sights on the 
biggest Cliomantic prize yCt: the Forbidden City. 

The Brotherhood made several limited at
tacks and were utterly confounded each time. 
EvenrualJy, they changed strategies. Instead of a 
direct assault, they sent in their best infiltrator: 

78-year-old Xue Li Chan, alias Hubert Lee. 
Xue/Huey didn't look 78. He didn't look a 

day older than fo rty, and came across as danger· 
ously charming and knowledgeable-particularly 
to Angela Forsythe. 

Angela introduced Huey to Dugan, and Huey 
helped Dugan and his cult bunker down berween 
the Asian and European fronts of World War II. 
He also inrroduced Dugan to a few of the more 

expendable secrets of the Statosphere. Specifically, 
Huey told him that it existed and that channeling 
Avatars was one route to power. Despite all his ex
perience and research, Dugan had never heard of 

such a thing-but it made a lot of sense when he 
compared it to his experiences with the Crypts ... 

Having bought Dugan's trust by demonstrat
ing his own powers as a Mystic Hermaphrodite, 

Huey proceeded to learn Cliomancy from its 
founder. He also started banging his teacher's 
daughter, but that's neither here nor rhere. 

Dugan was slowly pushing east, despite the 
world turmoil, and gaining ma rc and more pow

er. Xue's reports to the Brotherhood only 
alarmed them further, but there seemed to be lit
tle they could do to StOP him. 

Early in 1945, Dugan asked his knowledge
able friend Huey if there was any way he could 
gain access to the seat of lmperial power for the 
oldest nation known at the time. Huey frowned, 
wrinkled his brow, and said it would be difficult. 

He would go on ahead and see if arrangements 
could be made. 

The first arrangemcnr Huey made, of course, 

was to drain the Forbidden Oty's major char~ him
se~. 

The second was to bind in a rhaumophagc 
(see p. 50). 

Thus, when Dugan Forsythe anempted to 

reap what he thought might be the biggest charge 
of them all, he found himself suddenly stripped 
of his power. That was when his apprentice 
turned on him and cast a spell on both the For

symes and their fo llowers. 
The spell made each of them remember, dis

tinctly and vividly, their induction into that most 
secret of secret societies, that moSt sacred of 
trusts, that most noble of organizations: the 

Sleepers. 
After that spell, the Brotherhood counterat

tacked. With Dugan drained, their main target 
was Angela, who suffered terrible torments by 

their will. Dugan on his own might have stayed to 
fight, but seeing his daughter in pain was too 
much. The Cliomancers decamped and returned 

to England. 
(At least, many of them did. A few who were 

morally unprepared for the Sleeper lifestyle snuck 
off to seek maior Cliomanric charges of their 
own, and to found their own cults and secret soci

eties. Ironically, some of those organizations be
canle the first targets of the Sleepers.) 

Huey/Xue went with them openly, his decep
tion unrevealed. Co\fCrdy, about a dozen Brothers 
of Harmonious Repose came along too. Their mis
sion: fabricate evidence that the great Sleeper orga
nization had really existed-and that it had been de
stroyed while Dugan was out of the country. 

The twelve Brothers did a bang-up job of 
building, aging, and destroying the "secret hide

out" of the "venerable Sleepers." They did such a 
great job, in fact, that Dugan and the loyalists 
among his adepts were stricken Mth terrible guilt 
that this tragedy had occurred while they were 
selfishly traveling in the Orient. They immediately 

set out to rebuild and recruit new Sleepers. Their 
success astonished Huey and the twelve Brothers, 
and caused a great deal of relieved amusement to 

the main body of Brothers back in Nanking. 
The falsely resurgent Sleepers spread rapidly 

through England and gOt started in the rest of Eu
rope during the chaos following the Second 

World War. They were cut off &om some of their 
foreign offices when the Berlin Wall went up, and 



in fact the German branch of the Sleepers 
launched covert hostilities against the founding 
branch for much of the early Cold War. They 
weren't brought back into the fold until 1966, 

when their leader, Marta Schlicter, had an ex
treme change of hean after bearing a young adept 
named Theresa Falcotti in a magickal dueL By thc 

1970s, the Sleepers had members in every country 
in Europe and the Americas, and were a force to 
be reckoned with worldwide_ 

Meanwhile, the Brotherhood of Harmonious 
Repose had dwindled to only fifteen members. 

What happened? World War II happened. 
The Rape of Nanking happened. While those left 
the Brotherhood weakened, it was rebuilding its 
strength when the People's Republic of China 

happened. The important thing that didn't hap
pen was that unlike the European adepts, who'd 
been living with a healthy dose of paranoia since 
the Inquisition, the Brotherhood had been keep
ing secret out of cunning, not out of fear. Their 

self<onfidence blinded them to the mundane per
ils posed by Japan. and when that didn't teach 
them their lesson the Communists nearly finished 
them off. 

Thus, in the year 2000 the Sleepers are about 

sixty years old but have a fictional history stretch
ing back centuries. Most of the people who know 

the truth died in the Second World War or the 
Cultural Revolution. The Brotherhood of Harmo

nious Repose has slowly regained some strength, 
but still accounts for only a quarter to a fifth of 
the Sleepers' membership as a whole. Fully half of 
the Sleepers worldwide are in Europe-many of 

those around lisbon, Berlin, or scattered through 
southern England. 

Dugan Forsythe died in 1989, at the ripe old 
age of a hundred and twenty-four. He looked like 

hc was in his middle fifties. He fell off a chair 
while changing a light bulb and cracked his head 
open on a granite-topped end table. 

Xue Li Chan beat him to the grave by a good 
forty years. While investigating reportS of a re
vived Aztec blood cuh, he came down with a ter

rible fever and died after six days. 
Of the twelve Brothers who accompanied 

Xue to London to set up the fake Sleepers, only 
two are still alive, and neither of them had the re
sources needed to fend off old age like Xue and 

the Forsythes did. One, the father of Wu Zhan
han, is in a nursing home in Bristol, where his son 
visits him every week to be castigated for neglect
ing his filial obligations. The other lives in Beijing, 
in the home of his son, where only his great

granddaughter pays attention to his rambling sto
ries of magick and adventure. 
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You don', become a global cabal with a major 
agenda without accumulating a few trinkets along 

the way. The Sleepers have a number of physical 

and magickal resources to draw on, which arc de
scribed in this chapter. 

Gleeson House, lancashire 
Back in the 19205, the Hamiltons were nothing 
more than a wealthy Manchester industrial family 
with a peculiar interest in the occult and a lot of 

spare cash from weapons manufactUring during 
\V\VI. George Hamilton, Charles's great-great
grandfather. realized that iJ they were to become 
players in the twO worlds they inhabited-the 

mundane world of financial and political influ

ence and the underground world of magickal in
fluence-they needed a seat of power, somewhere 
old, respectable, and preferably safe. Occultists 

are often a snobby lot, and nothing impresses 
them quite as much as the appearance of ancient 

Locotions 
The Sleepers have four strongholds of particular 
interest, each of which is keyed to a member of 
the Cabinet. They arc located in England, Germa

ny, Porrugal, and China. 

wisdom. He searched around for a good-sized 
country manor and eventually found Gleeson 
House. Its owner, Bertram Gleeson-White, was an 
impoverished and coc3lne-addicted dilenante, and 

only too keen to convert bricks and mortar into 
solid cash. 

Gleeson House is a reasonably well<Tafted 
Tudor country house at its core, remodelled sev
eral times and complete with two large and some

what hideous Georgian wings, built in the Classi
cally vulgar style of the times. It is located in a 
pleasant part of Lancashire, in northern England, 

and is surrounded by gently rolling hills and occa
sional patches of woodland. It has a decent estate 
attached to it, some four hundred and sixty acres, 
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and controls the rents of many local farmers and 
about seventy percent of the houses in the nearest 
village, Lower Crowham. Technically, Charles 
Hamilton is the local lord of the manor, which 
comes with a number of quirky rights, including 

the ownership of any and all deodands-objects 
involved in a human death, such as a ladder from 
which a man slipped and broke his neck, or the 
baseball bat used to batter a local storekeeper to 
death. Unusually for these modern times, his sis

ter Antoinette takes the trouble to actually claim 
these tokens-passing it off as an eccentricity-be-
cause they come in handy for several nasty rituals. 

The house has the normal features of an En
glish COUntry manor: a huge dining room, a lar

gish but still intimate kitchen, drafty huge guest 
bedrooms with hideous paintings (and peep 
holes), a billiards room, a library, a kennel, a sta
ble, a gun room, an excellent wine cellar, an un
comfortable living room, a servant's quarter, some 

antiquated toilets, and so forth-but also some 
more unusual fearures. The first that most people 
notice is the thin, phallic, five-story tower with a 
large bell at the tOp, on a small hill about two 

hundred yards from the house. This is a Victorian 
folly, erected at the whim of one of the Gleesons, 
which Charles Hamilton's father Lawrence took 

the trouble to enchant one night when drunk; the 
bell rings loudly if a significant or major unnarural 
being ever steps foot on the estate. (The Black 
Dog helped his besotted master with the rirual, 
ensuring that it would not set off the bell itself.) 

There is also a beautifully tended and attrac
tive hedge-maze and attached knot-garden, which 

incidentally provides an excellent selection of 
herbs. The maze is used as part of the Sleeper ini
tiation firual; initiates pass through it blindfolded 
to the pleasing summer-house in the center, which 

is suitably decked out in occult paraphernalia for 
the occasion. It has no mystic properties, but it's 
impressive and somewhat terrifying at night. 

The Gleesons were a Catholic family, and so 
the manor has three well-concealed and secure 

priest-holes, which the Sleepers now use as conve
nient prisons for those they wish to interrogate. 
The enchanted skin of a Pilgrim avatar is normal
ly used for a cover for the holes on these occa
sions, entirely preventing magickal exit or entry 

from the prison. Finally, the manor has a small fo
rensic lab and excellent computing facilities, both 
of which Charles gladly lends to fellow Sleepers, 
and two rooms, forme rly studies, used mainly for 
the practice of ritual magick and kept secure from 

all except a vcry few of the staff. 
Because two public roads pass through the es

tate, and in order to avoid drawing unwanted at
tention, defenses on the estate are not obviously 

heavy. There is, however, an extremely well-paid, 
discreet, and loyal staff of about sixty, drawn 
from the local area. They know that a successful 
man like Mr. Hamilton attracts unwanted atten

rion sometimes and one might occasionally run 
into things other than poachers when out keeping 
a watch at night, so it 's best to keep your shotgun 

Witness: Ken Samuels 
Well, IleEt to go to university in Brum, but you've got to come back, haven't you? It's in the blood; my 

family have been keepers for years and years, right back to the Gleesons. And it pays bloody wt;!l, I 
tell you, better than any other job you're going to find in the county at the moment, and old Charles 
is a good boss. 

Yes, we get some funny goings-on round here. People turning up at all hours of the day and night 
without warning, and some right odd noises coming from the locked rooms upstairs. But that's noth

ing to do with me-that's [he Hamihons' business. Whatever's going on, it does no harm, as far as I 
can tell, and they're light on the rents for the locals, so they're popular 'round here and always ruen 
OUt for the fete. So I wouldn't go talking them down if I were you, nor pushing your nose in where it's 

not wanted. 



loaded-sometimes with silver. The actUal house 
is, naturally, equipped with the most modern and 
sophisticated security systems-though the alarms 
are rarely pUt on, due to the comings and goings 
of the large staff-as well as somewhat more eso

teric defenses. 
Casting a speU on the house is a very bad 

idea. It's been extensively warded over the years, 
and any magick used on it or its inhabitanlS is at a 

-30% shift. If the magick fa ils, various things hap
pen. If the spell is a scrying one, a false image of 
the house is provided, dose in general details but 
lacking any inhabitanlS but the most mundane. 
An automatic "No" answer is sent back to ques

tioning speUs (as in ~Is Charles Hamilton in the 
house? No. n

). Hostile magicks trigger retaliatory 
blasts, significant if the caster is in the house, mi
nor otherwise, which attempt to choke the caster 

to death with dust. All others simply fail. These 
defenses can be bypassed by simply saying the 
word "Ashborne" before casting the spell, some
thing all magick-using Sleepers who visit are 
taught. (In case of traitors, however, Charles 

could change the magical password with a three
hour long ritual in the basement of the house. ) 
There are no specific defenses against the abilities 
of Avatars, however. 

The hungry ghosts are another good reason 
not to attempt an assault on the estate. When he 
built a small extension in the 1960s, Lawrence 
Hamilton also killed, buried in the foundations, 

and magickally enslaved three traitorous local em
ployees: Old George Cowley, Young George Cow
ley, and Marsha Wick, who had betrayed the 
house to an enterprising and now-desrroyed mag
ickal cabal. They have become demons of an e.x
ceptionally vicious nature, and are kept in con

stant pain when not released to hunt intruders. 
All know magick by now: the Georges are fntro
pomancers (40% fo r Old George, 50% for Young 
George), and Marsha an Epideromancer (40%); 

they are adept at possessing one or twO intruders 
(which they can do automatically on the estate it
self, at a skill of 55%) and using their magick to 

destroy the rest. They are bound to a Kikuyu spir
it-summoning rattle kept in a safe in Charles 

Hamilton's bedroom; destroying thiS would free 

them to go on a short but horrific rampage 
against anyone at hand. 

For Sleepers, Gleeson House provides a conve
nient center in England, complete with a chance to 

enjoy all the amenities of English country life: 
huntin', shootin', fisbin ', and sleepin' around. The 

beds are large and comfortable, and the sense of 
security strong. Training courses are occasionally 
run on the estate grounds, under the cover of be

ing paintball and assault course exercises for rich 
businessmen. The Cabinet prefers to meet here, 
and most English Sleepers visit once or twice a 

year. Charles welcomes guests, bur gelS angry if 
they cause trouble, especially with the locals o r 
his staff, with which he has gone to some lengths 
to build up a strong relationship. (This relation
ship, combined with being Lord of the Manor, 
would allow Charles to make a fairly strong bid at 

becoming a True King if he ever so desired. ) 

Treosures in the Homilton Collection 
The pride and joy of Gleeson House is, of course, 
the superbly tended hedge maze-unless you're a 
Sleeper. Then it's the Hamilton Collection-a se
ries of three large basement rooms hidden behind 
a secret door in the wine cellar. 

The secret door is concealed within a stone 
wall, behind OJ rack of old but middling vintage 
wines. The rack can be muscled out of the way, 
though it is very heavy and tips over if handled 
improperly, covering the would·be mover \\.-jth 
broken glass and aged Claret. Alternately, if the 

s1l1alilever in the left corner of the second to bot
tom shelf is tripped, OJ set of gears and casters en
gages and the rack can be rolled smoothly aside 

with one hand. 
The wall thus revealed is dusty and covered 

with cobwebs. There are a dozen tiny, black clock
work spiders that hide within its recesses. If a 
shirt or an old rag is left anywhere nearby, the spi

ders have it torn apart within an hour. With the 
material from the shirt, they quickly spin cobwebs 
over the wall and spread dust on the floor wher
ever it's been disturbed. Thus, one can brush 



aside cobwebs to enter the library, stay for an 

hour, and exit through another curtain of webs. 

It's inconvenient sometimes, but on several occa

sions it has deterred searchers from finding the li
brary. (This is doubly true because there's another 

wall in the wine cellar that is kept intriguingly free 

of cobwebs, behind a wine rack that always pivots 

easily out of the way.) 

Once the waJl has been revealed, the library 

patron must look for a gap between the sixth and 

seventh bricks on the fifth row from the ground. 

Charles stores the key, four inches long, in his safe. 

It's inserted inro the gap and turned thrice right, 

pushed another inch in, and turned once left, to 

open the door. (Actually, the lock mechanism is 

so ancient that you can get in with a bent coat 

hanger-if you know how and where to stick it. ) 

Once the lock is worked, pushing on the wall re

veals a doorway in the stone. Jr's very heavy-any

one with Body 30 or less can't open it ,vithout a 

specific skill in the "move heavy objects" baliwick. 

(There's also a gap between corresponding 

stOnes in the "intriguingly dean" wall. Turning the 

key there used to drop a hundred-pound slab of 

granite out of the ceiling. However, the last time 
the trap was sprung, in 1962, it also dropped a 

shower of rusty cogs and termite-eaten beams. 

Charles's father didn't bother replacing it. He just 

hooked the fake lock to a big battery, so that any

one who sticks in a piece of metal gets electrocut

ed. Roll as firearm damage, with a maximum of 

50. The unlucky victim takes damage every round 

until he lets go of the key-and letting go unaided 

requires a successful Body check. ) 

The first room of the library is the Chamber 

of Wisdom. It's actually rather cozy: the beeswax 

candles of yesteryear have been replaced with 

track lighting and a Mr. Coffee. There are four 

overstuffed chairs around a large marble·topped 

table. Charles added a small table with a chess

board inlay when he began allowing more Sleep

ers to access the library. Two of the walls are 

lined with glass-fromed bookshelves. The shelves 

on the right side have handles carved like angels, 

and contain about a hundred and thi rty religious 

texts. The shelves on the left have devil handles, 

and contain a like number of works on infernal

ism and the occult. If any of the books in this 

chamber contain functional rituals, however, gen

erations of HamiltOns have failed to make them 

work. That's not to say they're worthless. Indeed, 

selling off the comems of the Chamber of Wis

dom would net the Hamiltons many millions of 

dollars-or more, if an expert would confirm that 

the marginal nOtes in the first edition King James 

Bible were indeed written by Nostradamus, de

spite the fact that Nostradamos died in 1566 and 

the King James wasn't translated until 1607. 

The next chamber is the Chamber of Knowl

edge, and the door between is quite impressive. It's 

thick oak, black with age, and carved into its sur

face are the words "Quale praemiurn scientiae?" 

(Translated from the Latin, "What is the price of 

knowledge?") There is neither lock nor knob, JUSt a 

sliding partition about waist height. If opened, 

there is a dark gap to the left side. If you want, you 

can stick your hand in there and feel three cold 

metal switches. If you depress the tOp or bottom 

switch, a blade drops down and chops off whatev

er you pressed it \vith. (If it's a finger, that's six 

points of damage plus possible losses to skills, even 

if you get the fingers reattached. ) tf, however, you 

depress the middle switch while saying the word 

"silemia" (Latin for "silence"), the door opens to 

the real meat of the Hamilton collection. 

The Chamber of Knowledge contains books 

that have working rituals, contain information 

that is verified true about the paranormal, or are 

magickal in and of themselves. Das Carte"? (See 

UA, p. 182.) It's here, chained to the shelf and 

locked shut. (The key is missing. Not surprising. 

since a Hamilton in the 1800s threw it down a 

well after fighting to kick Rebekah Krzynski out 

of his wife's mind.) The Marriage of Hermes and 
Aphrodite? It's here. Histoire de St. Germain? 

Yep. Das Oberkult? They've got it. A complete 

copy of Emil Dodustov's The Invisible Clergy? 
Sure. A third-generation Naked Goddess tape? It's 

locked in a hermetically sealed, magnetically 

shielded glass case with a cheap TV /VCR combo 

stored discreetly in a cabinet nearby. Signed cop

ies of the complete works of Dirk Allen, including 



the only existing draft of 333, the "novel" he him
self doesn't remember writing? They're all here. 

There are perhaps a hundred books in the 

Chamber of Knowledge, along with two dozen 
scrolls, day tablets, wax records, and other mis
cellaneous media. The collection here wouldn't 
net you as much as the Chamber of Wisdom on 
the open market, but that's just because religion 

has more buyers, and religious folks tend to have 
more money than genuine occultists. (\Vhich just 
might tell you something. Or not.) There are, 
however, a lot more people who'd be willing lO 

kill fo r a look at the Knowledge books. 

Incidentally, if you want ro leave the Chamber 
of Knowledge, you have to stick your finger (or, if 
you're smart, a pair of needle-nose pliers) into an
other alcove on the left side of the door. Again, 

there's three switches and a riddle worked into the 
door in gold relief. This rime it's "Quale praemium 
prudentiae?" ("What is the price of wisdom?") This 
time you want the tOp switch and the word "inaes
timabilis," which is Latin fo r "priceless." 

Between those two chambers, there's about 
as much collected occult knowledge as you'll find 
outside the skull of the Comte de Saint-Germain. 
It's still a drop in the bucket of all the things 
there are to know, but it's as big a drop as anyone 

has. Thus, if you roll "Occult Knowledge" or 
some similar research and lore skill while your 
character is consulting the Hamilton Collection, 
you may fl ip-flop the roll. 

Rituals in the Chamber of Knowledge 
In addition to any already-published riruals me 

GM wants to include in the H amilton Collection, 
the following new riruals are available to the 
Sleepers and may be found in the collection. 

The Knife That Drinks (Minor) 

Cost: I minor charge 
Rintal Action: Ptepare a knife by moonlight. The 
knife can be of any material-bronze, steel, stone, 

whatever. The moon can be in any phase other 
than new, but the night must be clear enough that 
the moon is visible. Seeing it through clouds is 

fi ne, but the knife cannot be prepared on a com
pletely overcast night. To consecrate the knife, 
bring a pan of water to a roiling boil and, using a 
plant seed (any type) as a stylus, write your name 
forwards on one side of the knife and backwards 

on the other side, using the water from the pan. 
Effect: If you stab someone with the knife and 
roll lower than your Soul stat, you gain a signifi
cant charge. (If you do this in combat, use the roll 
you made fo r the attack as the Soul check, too.) If 
you gain the charge, you temporarily lose points 
off your Soul stat equal to sum of the dice rolled. 
You recover lost Soul points at the rate of o ne per 
day. If your Soul drops below to, you go into a 

coma. 
If an adept uses this ritual, it is considered a 

violation of his school's taboo. He does not lose 
the charge gained by the ritual, but he does lose 
all other charges. 

Foul Stench of Sorcery (Minor) 
Cost: 2 minor charges 
Ritual Action: Melt a cup of unsalted butter until 
it's completely liquid, but don't let it boil. Add a 

drop of vinegar and stir it with your own bleeding 
finger. Using the same finger, paint a circle on the 
sale of your left foot, on [he spot acupuncrurisrs 
call the ~bubbling well." It doesn't have to be an 

exact circle or an exact size, but one inch in diam
eter is about right. On the other foot, paint a 
cross-same size, same location, same finger used 
to paint it. Chant the words "ebus jackJey" until 

the butter dries. 
Effect: The next time an adept successfully casrs a 
spell on you, you catch a whiff of a terrible, acrid 
stench-imagine the smell of burning hair bei ng 
put out by asparagus piss. At the same rime, the 

adept who cast it begins to exude the same aro
ma, which persists for about an hour. The smell 
coming off the adept can be detected by anyone 
around him. The "warning whiff" you receive is 

perceptible to you alone. 
In order to trigger this ritual, the adept's spell 

has to be specifically directed at the protected 
person. A spell that affected a crowd the Sleeper 

happened to be in would not set it off. 
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Once activated, the ritual must be performed 

again for the effect to be reinstated. 

Resonant Bleeding (Minor) 
Cost: 2 minor charges 

Ritual Action: Mix the ash of a burnt oak leaf 
with blue ink. Using that ink, draw the Greek let
ter gamma on the tip of your left middle finger. 
Then draw the Greek letter tau on the base of 

your left thumb. The gamma must be drawn be
fore the tau, and the ritual does nOt function if 
the ink has become smudged or wiped off. 
Effect: When you snap the fingers of your left 
hand so that the twO Greek letters touch, any ava

tar within ten feet gets a nosebleed. This IS nOt a 
gushing, life.threatening nosebleed. However, it is 
enough to be visible if not wiped, and it's usually 
unexpected. Once you've snapped your fingers, the 

ritual is done and cannot be cast again \vithout 
spending more charges and redrawmg the letters. 

Fires of Pure Will (Minor) 

Cost: 2 minor charges 

rutual Action: Playa game of solitaire with the 
minor arcana of a Tarot deck. (The rules of the 
game don't matter, as long as it's some form of 

solitaire.) When the Page of Swords comes up, in
duce vomiting in yourself using an unwashed owl 
feather. If you cough up blood, it means the ritual 
worked. 
Effect: On a successful roll, the caster gains a sig

nificaur charge. He also takes damage equal to 
the sum of the dice. It also may not be out of 
place to require a Body roll JUSt to see if the cast
er picked up any nasty diseases from the un

washed owl feather. 
If an adept uses this ritual, It is considered a 

violation of his school's taboo. He does not lose 
the charge gained by the rirual, but he does lose 

all other charges. 

Order of the Wild (Minor) 

Cost: 7 minor charges 
Rimal Action: Casting Order of the Wild requires 

one to sing a lengthy song while constructing a 
complicated wicker cage. (It has to be wicker.) If 



the song is in any particular language, it's an uni
dentified one, and rhe meaning is not known. It 's 
actually rather dull sounding, too: it alternates be

tween monotonous plodding sections and frenetic 
clots of notes with no discernible melody, harmo
ny, or pattern. 
Effect When the cage is constructed, it's about a 
foot and a half on a side, with a wide door on the 

front. If the ritual is successful, small animals present 
themselves and crowd into the cage, where they wait 
until the cage is full. The animals who arrive are all 
native to the area: if you cast it in a city, expect rats, 
mice, pigeons and squirrels. Of course, that'S what 
you're likely to get in the country as well. 

When the cage is full, the animals sit in a doc
ile fashion. Predators and prey exist harmoniously 
within the cage of Order of the Wild, and do so 
until they're released into an area defined by the 
caster. This area cannot be bigger than 2,000 

square feet. 
\Vhen let go in the target area, the castet can 

command the animals to bring him everything in 
that area of one particular type. This can be can· 
crete ("Bring me every grain of millet in this clear
ing!") o r abstract ("Bring me any physical evi

dence that indicates I was herd") Over me course 
of about an hour, the animals diligently search the 

defined space at tOp speed, missing nothing, 
obeying the commands of the caster. There is, 
however, o ne odd side effect to their search. 
Whereas most searches leave the searched area 
messy (it's not called "tossing an apartment" for 

nothing), this ritual leaves the area preternaturally 
neat. If cast in an apartment, the books are all 
pulled off me shelves-then put back on the 
shelves in some order, be it by color, size, or al
phabetical by title. Similarly, clothes searched in a 
closet are hung back up in an anal-retentive fash
ion. Even garbage is packed back into the cans 
fo lded and sorted by size. 

O nce the search is complete, the animals 

snap out of it and return to their namra! state. 
(Most users of this spell like to leave some win
dows and doors open for the animals to exit.) 
The spell also breaks if the caster leaves the desig

nated area. 

Coming home to find your rooms eerily tidy, 
but with dirty li ttle paw marks on every surface, is 

a rank-S Unnatural check. 

Harmonious Alignment (Minor) 

Cost: 8 minor charges 
Rimal Action: The ritual actions rcquircd for Har
monious A1ignment vary from month to month 

and depend on the zodiac sign of the caster. The 
ritual can be invoked on the date anniversary of 
the caster's birth. (That IS, if you were born on 
the fourth of July, you can cast it on the fourth of 
every month. Damn shame if you were born on 

the thirty-first.) 
The equipment and actions needed express 

the difference and the consonance between "you" 
(as placed by the time and date of your binh) and 
"the world" (as placed by the current time and 
date). The lexicon for expressing these relation

ships gets more involved the farther you are from 
your birthdate. On your birthday, you don't need 
anything to cast the ri tual-you just need to go 
out under the open sky at noon and say six words 

in Latin. Six months from your birthday, it reo 
quires particular herbs and crystals, a robe of cer· 
tain colors in certain patterns, made of certain 
materials, along with an ebborate three<olor 

chalk pattern that must be drawn and then 
danced upon while reciting a fifty-one word litany 
(again, in Latin). 
Effect: If the ritual is cast successfully, the caster 

gains one significant charge. 
If an adept uses this ritual, it is considered a 

violation of his school's taboo. He does not lose 
the charge gained by the ritual, but he does lose 

all other charges. 

Bind Thaumophage (Significant) 

COSt: 1 significant charge 
Ritual Action: To cast this spell, an elaborate pat
tern is painted on a stone floor with the blood of 

fres hly·slaughtered birds. It doesn't maner what 
type of bird. A woman who is biologically capable 
of bearing children must pallll the parrern. (She 
does not have to be the caster of the rimal, 
though she can be. A1so, it doesn't matter if she's 



on the pill or using Norplant: those won't Inter

fere with her fiNal potency. A hysterectomy, how
ever, makes her unsuitable.) The woman (who is 
referred to in the rimal textS as "the "essel") cre· 
ates the p:mern in a proscribed order, which ends 
with her painted in the center of it. 

Flies setne on the blood. Even if it's the mid
dle of winter, they show up from somewherc
thousands of them. The riNal caster must listen 
(0 their buzzing and tnterpret it to learn the chant 

he or she must speak. Once that chant is spoken, 
an astral parasite attaches itself to the caster. If 
the caster is also the \essel, [he transformation from 
parasite to dlaumophage begins immediately. Oth· 
erwise, the caster must cross the pattern and em

brace the vessel. When this happens, the parasite 
passes to her and begins its metamorphosis. 
Effect: The change from astral parasite to thau
mophage takes twenty-two days. During that rime, 
the appelltes of the parasite affect the carrier (see 

UA, p. 147), though it cannot detach itself if it be-
comes fully fed. At the end of that time, the thau
mophage is ready to be planted. To plant it, the 

woman must touch the person, place, or thing 
with hcr stomach, below her navel, while concen

trating on expelling the thaumophage. 
There is an important side effect to this riN

al. Any woman who has served as a vessel is at 

drasticaUy increased risk of birth defects. Charles 
Hamilton is the first to really scan the hard data 
on this, but his numbers support the rough esti
mate that the child of a thaumophage vessel has 
only a 50% chance of a normal birth. The defects 
range from correctable (esophageal atresia) to the 

survivable but debilitating (craniofaciaJ deformi
ties or taJipes equinovarus) to the simply devastat
ing (spina bifida or hydrocephruy). 

Cripple the Soul (Signific.-mt) 
COSt: 1 significant charge 
Riruru Action: Obtain a part of your victim's 

body. Even :1 smgle hair or a toenail dipping is 

good enough. Create a day doll that represents 
the victim, made of at least three kinds of day. 
First, white day must be formed into the shape of 
a skeleton, then fired in a kiln with birch shav-

ings. Next, red day must be formed into the 

heart, which is put into the skeleton cheSt and 
fired in a kiln with red maple leaves. Finally, gray 
or brown day is used to cover the skeleton and 
heart. (Use a day that closely matches the victim's 
skin tone.) The doll does not need to be fired. 

Press the body part into an appropriate area of 
the day doll, and feed the doU to a carnivorous 
animaJ at midnight under a new moon. (Naturally, 
this is easiest with a small doll-but small dolls are 

also harder to make.) As the animal swallows the 
doll, injUre yourself. 
Effect: When the animal swallows the doll, an as
tral parasite attaches itself to the victim. The Body 

stat of the astral parasite depends on how badly 
the caster injured himself. Bigger hurt equals bad
der parasite. Use the Epideromancy charge guide
lines (see UA, p. 93). 1£ the caster does minor
charge damage to himself, the astral parasite's 

Body is 30. If the caster does significant-charge 
damage, the parasite's Body is equal to the high
est number that can be assembled from the die 
roll (with a maxnnum of 60 and a minimum of 

30). Thus, if you roll a 5 and a 2, it's got Body 52, 
but if you roll a paIr of sevens, it's got Body 60. If 
you do major-chargc damage, it's got Body 60. 

Lnner Screaming (Significant) 
Cost: I significant charge 
Rimal Action: Poke !:wo holes in opposite ends of 
an unfertilized hen's egg and blowout the interior, 
until the egg is completely hollow. Mix the goo 
from the egg with the milk of a white cow. Paint 
the letter "S" on the eggshell. Crush the eggshell 

into fine powder, mix it with the contents and the 
milk, and swallow the mixture. When you've S'N31-
100'1ed it all, tilt your head back as far as it goes, 

take a deep breath, and scream as loudly as you 
can until your lungs are completely empty. 
Effece: The next tune someone successfully casts 
a spell on ),ou, that adept is wracked with painful 
psychic static. (One Lrish adept likened it (0 hav

ing someone put a metal bucket on your head 
and then repeatedly hit the bucket, hard, with a 
hammer. Since he'd experienced that particular 
torture, he knew what he was talking about.) The 



Thoumophoges 
(This unnatural being was first prescmcd in Poslmodern Magick. Since it's such an impo rtant re

source for the Sleepers, we are reprinting it here for those who don't have PoMoMa.) 
Arguably the most powerful weapon in the Sleepers' arsenal is the spell that creates a Thaumoph

age This ritual (penned, it's said, by the Comte de Saint-Germain himself) captures an Astral Parasite 

and turns it from an annoyance into a truly colossal annoyance: A creature that catS magick. 

While nOt as physicalJy dangerous as the naturally occurring Thaumovore (as described in One 
Shots), Thaumophages are even more ravenous, capable of swallowing up all of an adept's charges
significant, minor and major-in a single gulp_ Fortunately for all concerned {including their creators} 

the transformation from Parasite to Thaumophage requires a definite and permanent binding into an 

object, location, or individual. Any time an adept tries to gain a charge from that person, place or 

thing, the Thaumophage awakens and drains off all the adept's charges instead. 

So if (for example), the Sleepers created a Thaumophage in Red Square (and they have), any 

cliomancer who tried to reap Red Square for charges would not only gain nothing, he'd lose any and 

all charges he was holding. Simi larly, if a sorcerer got the cup that gave Socrates his last drink of hem· 

lock, he could bind a Thaumophage into it and permanently ruin it for dipsomancy. 

Thaumophages automatically succeed at their charge-sucking-but other than that they're pretty 

defcnseless. They're vulnerable to Soul Sipping, especially since they can't run away when injured. 

(Yes, this means that a Dipsomancer who drinks one down can take a skill in Drain All Your Charges 

If You Try To C harge Up Off Me. ) Bargain of Pyrrhus offers no protection, bur some payback: The 

creature still gets all your charges, bur then drains itself and loses its future ability to feed. Aftcr a few 

days (or weeks, depending on how many charges it gOt) it withers and dies. A Plutomancer probably 

couldn't kill o ne with random magick, but would have a real good chance of moving it into a new 

container (possibly himself). Cliomancy, Pornomancy, Epideromancy and Entropomancy have no 

good way to deal with Thaumophages (though they rarely threaten bodybags), and Dipsomancy ran· 

dam magick doesn't havc much effect either. 

Mechanomancers are in a bit of an interesting position when it comes to Thaumophages. If an 

object occupied by a Thaumophage is incorporated into a clockwork for its historical properties, the 

clockw"ork fails to function. (For instance, if the above mcntioned Socratic cup was pur into a philoso

phy machine.) If the Mechanomanccr is aware of the Thaumophage, however, he can "short circuit" 

the curse by using the Thaumophage itself as an element in the clockwork. (The Socratic cup couldn't 

be put into a philosophy machine, but it would work rather well for a machine that's supposed to be a 

pain III the neck to sorcerers. 

Even in death, Thaulllophages are dangerous, 

because when killed they release all their charges in 

a storm of unnatural phenomena. The phenomena 

arc generally random, and their severity all depends 

on what type of charges were held-and how many. 

When seen on the astral plane, Thaumophages 

look a bit like what you'd get if you took a lamprey 

eel, enlarged its mouth until it could swallow a hub

cap, then turned it inside out so that the organs 

and teeth were exterior. 

Thoumophoge (Minor) 
Asn-al Killjoy 

Points: 110-200 

Body, 30-60 

Speed: 20-50 

Mind: to-3D 
Soul: 30-60 



adept must make a stress check on the Violence 
or Helplessness gauge (whichever has fewer hard
ened marks). The difficulty of the check is equal 
to the higher of the dice the adept rolled to cast 
the spell. The spell still operates normally. 

Mask of Shadows (Significant) 
Cost; I significant charge 

Ritual Action: This ritual requires sOOt, cobwebs, 
and the corpse of someone who died unloved 

and unmissed. Rub the soot on the corpse's face, 
then place the cobwebs on top. Recite nine sylla
bles in ancient Chinese (Mandarin dialect) and, if 
the ritual is successful, the cobwebs thicken and 
weave together to form an eyeless black mask 

from which no light can escape. 
Effect: The mask created by the ritual is a lure 
and beacon to tenebrae (see UA. p. 154), but its 
pull is nOt strong enough to call them into light 
or convince them to attack a group of people. 
However, the holder of the mask is quite likely to 

hear a lot of skittering around in the evenings, 
and would be well ad\'ised not to go out alone 
without a powerful flashlight. 

111e true power of the mask is only revealed 

when it is placed on the face of a corpse. That 
corpse is perceived by all tenebrae in the area as 
an un mourned, unloved one-in other words, 
their ideal meal. Giyen that the area is likely to 

have an unusually large population of the critters 
(called by the mask), they're likely to rip the body 
to pieces as soon as it's in a dark place. 

This ritual is used by the Sleepers to get rid 
of bodies (or to at least monkeywrench the medi
cal examiners about cause of death). It should be 
noted that the original corpse-the forgotten per
son from whom the mask was made-is not mo

lested by tenebrae after the rirual. Crows and rats 
may go at him, bur not the shadows. 

Sterile Begetting (Significant) 

Cost: I significant charge 
Ritual Action: Gather together a pile of trash 
weighi ng at least eight pounds. At [cast half [he 
trash has to be organic in nature. Form it into a 
human outiine, using denser materials as ~bones" 

and lighter stuff as "tissue . ~ Sprinkle some of your 
blood on it, along with some blood from some

one of the opposite gender. 
Effect: The trash transforms into a fresh, dead hu
man body. Its age depends on how much trash 
was used: a small amount yields a young child's 
corpse, while more matter yields an o lder (and 

bigger) body. In no event does the body appear 
older than either of the people who donated 
blood for the ritual. This body cannot be brought 
[0 life by any means, though demons or Unspeak

able Servants can occupy it. 
If subjected to an autopsy, there's no dear 

cause of death. Genetic testing, however, identi
fies the t\yo people whose blood was used as the 
corpse's parents. 

When not using this spell to house unnatural 

beings, the Sleepers have been known to usc it to 
frame people fo r murder: sneak into someone's 
house, make a corpse, quickly break its neck, and 

phone in a tip to the police. Easy. 

Murderer's Crows (Significant) 
Cost: 3 significant charges 
Ritual Action: This rirual requires a black hand
gun that was used to kill a human being. But not 
just any murderer's gun works: the killer has to 

have been captured by authorities after the crime. 
Specifically, he has to have been nicked on suspi· 
cion of that kiJling. (Getting arrested for tax eva· 
sion doesn't cut it.) Conviction or punishment are 

not necessary, but you <:an't use the gun of some
one who gOt away with it dean. 

To cast the ritual, the caster must tie black 
crow feathers to the barrel and the handle, keep 
the gun in a birdcage and treat it like a bird for 

one lunar month. This means offering it water 
and food (bullets, in this case), talking to it in an 
affectionate tone, and changing the papers peri
odically. After the requisite time and charges have 

been invested, the caster rolls. Lf the roll fails, all 
the charges and efforr are wasted, though the 
Clster can try again with the same pistol. 
Effect: If the ritual works, the gun becomes 
"alive" in a primitive fashion and is capable of in

dependent movement. It can sleep comfortably in 



a holster, juSt as a pigeon sleeps in a magician's 
sleeve. However, if roused and directed at a tar

get, it flies at that person like a bat or a raven, 
turning aside at the last moment to present the 
barrel and fire. 

Being attacked by a Murderer's Crow is a 
rank-S Unnatural challenge. 

The Murderer's Crow continues to attack un

til called back by its master. If it ever runs OUt of 
ammo, however, it "dies"-stopS flying and cannot 
be resuscitated or re-enchanted. It attacks with 
the same skill used by the killer who owned it be
fore it was "awakened." (Given their history of 

.-=-. -

Der Berliner Wohrheilslempel 
(The Berlin Temple of Truth) 
Der Berliner Wahrheitstempel, or the Berlin Tem
ple of Truth, is a small, twO-Story office building in 
the Bauhaus style, located in the neighborhood of 
Kreuzberg, the center of Turkish Berlin. The build

ing management offices take up the entire second 

capture, often these aren't professionals at the top 
of their game. A skill of 3S% is standard.) 

It 's possible, though diffiruJt, to knock a Mur
derer's Crow out of the air. If struck in this fash

ion, the enchantment is broken and it's just a pistOl 
again. However, due to its small size and constant 
movement, any attack roll under 40% fails. 

The enchantment is also broken if the feath

ers are removed or destroyed. Spells do not work 
on Murderer's Crows unless they affect both ani
mals and machines, or unless they somehow dis

turb or ruin the feathers. 

floor. The first floor has a number of clean, spare 
meeting rooms, rented at a very reasonable price to 
twelve-step programs, suppOrt groups, and reli
gious organizations. The basement houses Fiinf, a 

geheimtip club-literally "secret tip": a sort of secret 
bar/ parry that only those who know about it can 
attend which opens exclusively during the nights of 
the fifth week in a month. 



The Sleepers "inherited" the building from 
the defunct remnants of one of the last major 

eastern Cryptomancer cabals, through the actions 
of Gerlinde Unger-then known as Marta Schlict
er_ The Temple of Truth is.--what else?-a lie_ The 
building hides tooms, corridors, and even an ele
vator that are completely inaccessible from the 
rest of the structure. The Sleepets have installed 

covert audio and video devices throughout the 
mundane rooms, and the clueless company that 
manages the building is dismissive of these "secret 
rooms" due to judicious usage of Cliomanric mag
ick. In fact, the Sleeper Temple of Truth can omy 
be entered through the coffee·shop next door, the 
Cafe LOwenstein. 

The Cafe LOwenstein is open from 9 a.l11. to 
5 a.l11. daily. It's a cybercafe, with five connections 

for a modest charge. Being a typical Berlin cafe, 
the place gets swamped during the regular Kaffee 
lind Kuchell ("coffee and cake") break that every
body takes each mid-afternoon. There's also a 

mild rush each night around nine as a regular 
group of students from a nearby acting studio 
grab some coffee on the way home. The kitchen 
is small but good, with a number of delicious 
Turkish desserts. Despite the line between a cafe 

and bar being fuzzy in Berlin, the Cafe LOwen
stein's pathetic selection of alcohol, minuscule 
dance floor, and woeful jukebox ensures that few 

people come out to party there at night. Which is 
all for the best, since they arc only excuses to 
keep open until the wee hours. 

The manager of the Cafe LOwenstein (Rudy 
Ostermann) is a Sleeper, but the assistant managers 

and the rest of the staff aren't. They have been 
mildly magicked to ignore anyone entering the 
Sleeper Temple. To enter the Sleeper Temple, one 
must order a Turkish coffee and take at least one 

sip. Then one proceeds to a small corridor in the 
back of the cafe which holds the bathrooms. In be
tween the two restrooms is a janitor's closet filled 
with mops, buckets, cleaners, and a large tub in the 

back corner with three spigots. The center spigot 
must be rurned counterclockwise while saying the 
word "open." (The word for "open" from any lan
guage can be used, including synonyms.) 

If all three qualities align-coffee drunk, spig
ot open, and word said-the rub and its wall spin 

around, depositing the entrant into a gloomy 
corridor lit by a si ngle 25-watt incandescent 
bulb. As the entrant walks down the corridor, if 
they're carrying any metal more than a few coins 
they may hear (Notice -10%) a mild buzz as they 
pass the midpoint of the hallway. They have just 

passed through a metal detector, which is moni
tored-like the infrared cameras and motion de
tectors hidden in the shadowy upper corners of 
the hall-from a guard station in the Sleeper 
Temple. 

At the far end of the corridor, there is an 
iron gate, partially hidden by a curtain of chains. 
Dangling from the end of each chain is a key. The 

twenty-third key from the left is the correct key to 
open the gate; none of the others work. Furrher
more, if the entrant set off the metal detector 
then a wrong key stuns him with a mild electric 
shock, equivalent to that of a taser. Incapacitated 

characters are taken to a room for interrogation. 
The final hurdle to pass is a tiny, well-lit con

crete room. The floor is painted brown, and there 
is a drain with a grill in front of the gate. Next to 
the door in the corner is a pile of books (philo

sophical and religious works, in numerous lan
guages ). A statue squats on a pillar, reading; the 
wall behind it is incised with the words Cogito, 

ergo sum. The starue is a misshapen humanoid 

midget of reddish clay, which looks slick to the 
[Ouch and srudded with shards of broken glass 

and mirrors. This is the golem Kristall-a horrific 
fusion of magick, madness, and horror (see the 
nearby boxed text). He only lets those past who 

greet him by name-those who do not are at
tacked as Kristall leaps from his pedestal and be
gins slashing. 

Through the door that Kristall guards is the 

ground floor of the Sleeper Temple. Not very 
large. it consists solely of the guard post (where 
all the audio and video feeds from the mundane 
Temple and the entry corridor are displayed), an 
interrogation room (with numerous restraints and 

occult countermeasures to hold intruders), and an 
elevator. 
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Krislall, Guardian Golem 
Summary: KristalJ came mto being on 9 November 1938, durmg a "~ponraneous" wave of vandalism 

and violence-Kristall"acht. Under the cover of the mundane aSS:lUhs on Berlin Jews, a German 
Phobomancer named Maximillian \'(1olff decided to destroy a minor Jewish foe named Rabbi Isaac 
Liebkmd and take the rabbi's golem for his own. It didn't quite work OUt that way. 

Rabbi Lichkind turned out to be a master of gematria and the Kabbalah (see SImeon bar Yahai in 
Postmodem MaglCk, p. 165), and was anything but a pushover. Having precisely divined the day that 

he and Wolff would meet In mortal, magickal combat, the rabbi had carefully prepared. Dunng the 
course of the fighting, the rabbi's golem was ripped in half by one of Wolffs nightmare magicks. The 
rabbi managed to strangle Wolff, but not before taking a mortal wound from the Phobomancer's 
knife. As his lifc's blood streamed onto the twitching day, the rioters reached his house. The rabbi 
sketched Kahbahstlc symbols into the halved golem with his own blood as the glass windows of his 

house shattercd and fell around him. The firebombs thrown by the vandals finally killed him, helped 
cover all the evidence ... and give birth to Kristall. 

Somehow, the rabbi's blood, the frantic last Kabbalistlc symbol~, Wolfrs magick, and the fires 
and hate of the floters gave birth to a golem. He is somewhat guided by the last command of Rabbi 
Liebkind-"Destroy the intruders!"-but strangely, while Kristall shares his kind's tirelessness and lack 
of need to eat, drink, sleep, or breathe, he does not share their subservience. He has mitiative and a 

modicum of free will. Indeed, he works for the Sleepers by choice. Kristall 's overriding wish is to dis
cover If he has a soul. (In his darker momentS, he suspeCtS that he may have Rabbi liebkind's amnesi
ac spirit.) In rerurn for all the books he wishes to read, he's offered to guard the last entrance to the 
Cryptomancer's (now Sleeper's) Temple of Truth. 

Ill' appears as nothmg more than a mildly humanoid figure of slick reddish day, studded aU over 
with shards of glass and mirror. Two largish oval shards of smoked glass serve as eyes on Kristall's 
face. His voice is "rry beautiful, and tinkles like tiny bells. 
Personality: Kristall doesn't really have much of one. lie's rather driven, and a tad sardonic. He is 

courteous to Sleepers he recognizes, and often poses them a question on the nature of the human 
soul. 

Obsession: Kristall is obsessed with two things-guarding his door and researching the existence of 
the soul. 
Wound Points: 75 

Slols 
Body: 75 (Remarkably Strong) 
Speed: 50 (Fast) (S) 
Mind: 65 (Insightful) 
Soul: ?? (Driven) 

Noles 

-

KClsralJ uses his Body score when attacking. He does an addirional +3 d;1mage due to all of the shards 

of glass and mirror sticking out of him. He also has a remarkable knowledge of Philosophy and The· 
ology, equal to hiS Mind score. 



The top floor is larger, and holds Gerlinde 
Unger's office, the office of her assistant (Omar 
Bey), a computer room, a file room, and a tele

communications cubicle. The compurer room has 
tvv'o computers in it: the first is entirely blank of 
anything bur a web browser (the connection is se
cretly passed through the Cafe LOwenstein's rour

er), while the second is used for sensitive Sleeper 
business. There is absolurely no connection be
tvv'een these machines, and the latter computer 
has no internet connection at all. The telecommu

nications cubicle has a heavy-duty switchboard 
and contact phone lists for Sleepers under the 
nominal jurisdiction of Der Berliner Wahrheit
stempel. 

The basement contains a small armory closet 
with mundane guns, ammo, riot gear, and other 
such things. There are also tw"o small conference 
rooms, used for mission briefings and meetings. 

The power generators for the Sleeper Temple are 
also in the basement. 

The sub-basement is where all the fun stuff is. 
Firstly, the elevator stops at the basement, and the 

entrance to the sub-basement is concealed behind 

the humming generators. Then you proceed down 
a dank spiral stairway until you reach a thick steel 
door, with the word "Rampart" stamped in the 
middle of it. The "pI' is actually a lock. This lock 

and its key are interlocking clockworks, created 
by a long-dead Mechanomancer. When the lock 
was constructed, the designer made three identi
cal keys. Gerlinde Unger has one of the keys and 

the Black Dog has anmher. But the third has been 
missing for decades and the Sleepers cannot find 
it, despite a massive arumal search. If someone 
tries to pick the lock, they fail. Nothing less than 

a demolition charge would blow open the door, 
and that would bring the entire building down on 
the intruder(s). 

Once past the Rampart door, there is a shorr 

hallway, paneled in rich woods. Two oak doors 
face each other at the far end of the hall. The one 
on the left bears a brass plate with the words das 

vereinigung Kammer (rhe Merging Chamber); 

the plate of the rightmost room reads das {abel
harte Zimmer (the Fabulous Room). The Merging 



Witness: Johann Markov 
So there I "''as, at [he German Tanoo Convention in Tcmpelhof, freelancing a segmcni for this Austra

lian tablo id show called Hard Editio" or somesuch on the Europc:J.n body:m scene. The whole thing 

was actuaUy kInd of dull and prosaic. Hard to believe, huh? Anyway, it's a December ~"ening, right, so 

it's nut-freezing cold, so instead of being out there sightseeing. J'm warm and safe in a local bar across 

the Plan der luftbrucke with some of the other convcntion-goers, chc"ing the fat and slowly getting 

blitzed. Now I know that this next bit is going to sound unbelievable, but I saw It, okay? 

There was th is drunk chick in the corner, bald and JUSt covered with pretty nifty tattoos. And she 

had about six people around her that were just kind:l looking at her and oohm8 and ahhing. So I 

saumer over there to see what's the buzz, and my jaw nearly hit the floor. She had twO tattoos-onc of 

a cartoon mouse, the other of a cartoon cat, and they were chasing each other over her body. I'm not 

talking about those cheesy li ttle "tattoo tricks~ where you make the H awaiian girl hula; I mean that 

these two tattoos were running all over her body: belly to chest to afm to head and back. 

Well, even through my buzz I knew this would be a much cooler story for Hard Editio1l, so I 

Jogged across the Platt to the convention, grabbed my cameraman Sruey, and ran back over to the bar. 

or COUriC, she and her little entourage are gone. So I ha"e to buy Stuey enough booze to calm him 

down fro m humping that camera across the snowy Plan at double·tune speed. 

We ended up hanging there for a couple more hours-it was a nice place. and like I said, warm. 

About 3 a.m. the bartender carries some trash Out to the alley behind the bar, and comes back in 

loolong Itke hell. He says something about a dead body and goes to call the police. Stuey grabs his 

camera and fo llows me Out the hack door. 

The bald tattoo chICk is there. Dead. She's missing her left ear and her throat's been slit. And 

here's the extra·special weird part: her hand is tied to her face with Wife, with her finger held up to 

her lips hke she was shushing someone. It was really freaky, let me tell you. 

Stuey got some nice shots of the body, and we worked up a little "Is there a new serial killer in 

German?H hit to jazz up the bodyart piece. Hard Editio1l loved It. But man, that still twists my brain 

when I think about it. 

Chamber is simply the arena used for Rituals of 

Union by Gerlinde Unger, burned into the floor's 

surface in her contest with Marta Schlictet. The 

Fabulous Room contains a number of artifacts: as 

the Hamilton Collection is the Sleeper reposito ry 

for rituals, the Fabulous Room is the resting place 

o f recovered artifacts. On very rare occasions, 

they may be loaned out for particularly dangerous 

missions; however, the team bearing one of the 

rare artifacts of the Fabulous Room is under the 

direct scrutiny of the Cabinet. 

Treasures in the Fabulous Room 
The Fabulous Room has a number of the more-

common magickal items that arc floating around 

the occult underground: a few Hands of Glory 

(see UA, p. 181), some Aura Film photos and Psy

chic Bullets (see lAwyers, Guns, and Money, pp. 

45 and 46), and a number of Wooden Nickels 

(see Post modern Magick. p. 139). And in a place 

of honor sits the Knocking Box. stolen by the 

Cryptomancers during its mission to Dachau (see 

Postmodem Mogiek, p. 144). 

There's also a single, anonymously authored 

book titled Wahrheit! (Truth!), discussing a bi

zarre occult Hitler theory. In short, Wohrheit! 
claims that Hitler was initiated into the Western 

Cryptonmncers while in prison, which sparked his 

fascination with fringe subjects and started him 
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on the path of the Demagogue. His searching for 

secrets led him [0 the Eastern Cryptomancers, 
and not knowing any better began studying their 
lore, which drove him even further over the edge 
of insanity. It's probably nonsense, or a powerful 

Cryptomancer artifact, or both. No one knows. 
Other artifacts residing in the Fabulous Room 

include: 
Bullet Bugs (Significant): About the size of a 

golf ball, these American-made clockwork bees 
must be wound up by hand. They can be held in 
hand indefinitely, but after they are released they 
orbit the user for 1-10 combat rounds. During 
that time, they can each intercept, catch, and 

drop a single bullet fired at the caSter. If the at
tacker rolls a matched success, the Bullet Bug is 
destroyed; if he rolls an OACOWA, the Bug is 
driven back into the defender, doing full firearms 

damage plus an extra die. The Fabulous Room 
has \7 of these Bugs left. 

The Marienkirche Weapons (Significant): 
The bells of the Marienkirche were twice melted 

down into weapons of last resort during the reign 
of the Hohenzollerns. The Knife of Marienkirche 
was forged in 1411, during the command of 
Friedrich, the first Hohenzollern leader. The Gun 

of Marienkirche, a 7.92mm Mauser bolt-acrion ri
fle, was forged in 1917, during the reign of Kaiser 

Wilhelm II, the last of the Hohenzollerns to rule. 
Both of these weapons do normal damage for 

their type, but they do 2 additional points of dam
age for each Hardened mark the wielder has in 
their Violence Meter. 

The Ruby Eyes (Significant): These glasses 
bear lenses of "ruby glass" developed by alchemist 

Johann Kunckel von LOwenstein in the 1600s. 
These mystical lenses allow a wearer with a Soul 
Stat of 55+ to see the symbols of the Archetypes 
around the Avatars channeling them. For in

stance, someone wearing the Ruby Eyes could see 
an Avatar of the True King wearing a glowing 
crown, or see an Avatar of the Flying Woman 

with large white wings, or an Avatar of the Mystic 
Hermaphrodite split perfectly down the middle, 
male on one side, female on the other. 

The Stopwatch (Major): This is a silver pocket 
watch of Swiss construction, dating from the early 

1800s. It has a silver chain with an aluminum fob 
in the shape of an ankh. It is also a mighty clock
work. Once per day, the winding stem of the 

watch can be completely depressed. This causes a 
tiny, ankh-headed green hand under the second 
hand to spin for five full seconds. During that time, 
the holder of the Stopwatch cannot die, by any 
means. All is not wine and roses, however: every 
use of this ability ages the holder by Idl0 years. 



Hotel Inter (oetera, lisbon 
The dos Prazcres bloodline has been in the coffee 
business since the early 19th century, but their 

dealings have not been restricted to agriculture. 
Although there has .l]ways been a scion of the pri

mary branch of the family tree heading the firm, 

the firm's different branches are more often than 

nOt commanded by other family members. These 

branches include interests in Brazil's tourist indus

try, real estate in Porrugai, and various emerprises 

in other European countries and former Portu

guese colonies. 
The person heading the Brazilian coffee agri

cultural empire-the fami ly's most important busi

ness-has always lived in Lisbon (Lisboa in Portu

guese), dealing with business matters in a private 

floor at what was once known as the Hotel dos 

Prazeres, the oldest and most luxurious family 

possession. The building, sited in the western part 

of downtown Lisbon (in Rlla das Janelas Verdes, 

a stone's throw from the docks), was buih in the 

18th century. It's o nly four floors high, sitting 

atop a semi·basement parking garage, and has just 

seventeen spacious and luxurious suites. Old

world elegance permeates the hotel's common ar

eas. Although located in one of the lowest parts 

of this old city, which is spread over several hills, 

the hotel's top floor and roof have an excellent 

view of the Tejo river's mouth and the April 25th 

bridge which spans it. 

In 1927, after being at the helm of the family's 

business for five years, Sebastiao dos Prazares, 

grandfather of the building's current owner, chose 

to change its name to Hotel Inter Caetera. Sebas

tiao had a well-known love for history that led him 

to finance several cui rural projects \vith part of his 

fonune, and the name change was taken as a sign 

of the influence history exerted on the eccentric 

businessman. (Inter Caetera is the name given to 

twO papal bulls from the time of the discovery of 

America, the second of which moved the Line of 

Demarcation dividing the Spanish and Porruguese 

spheres of influence in the New World; as a tesult 

of this change, Brazil became a Portuguese posses

sion.) In $Ccret, Sebastiao was a Cliomancer. The 



few members of the occult underground who had 
knowledge of this fact were amazed at the amount 
of power that the Porruguese Cliomancer was 
amassing without ever seeming to leave I.isbon. 

Avelino, his father's worthy heir (both in a 
magickal and mundane sense), took the reins of 
the firm upon Sebastiao's death in 1941. In 1949, 
an ambitious Spanish Cliomancer became a danger 
to Avelino's secrets, threatening him with exposure 

if he would not share with him his power source. 
That was the moment chosen by an acquaintance 
of his father's, Angela Forsythe, to convince Aveli
no to join the Sleepers in exchange for helping him 

get rid of the Spanish adept. The negotiations be
[Wecn Avelino and Angela were lengthy and convo
luted, and there are still some Sleepers who are 
convinced that neither of them revealed all the de
tails of their bargain. The fact remains that from 

that year onwards, the Sleepers had use of both the 
Hotel Inter Caetera and of Avelino's greatest se
cret, which now benefits the organization: a mag
ickaJ gate that allows instantaneous mind transmis
sion between users in Lisbon and Brazil. Although 

the gate had some limitations, it enabled the Sleep
ers to take immediate action on urgent matters 
arising in South America. Nowadays, of course, it 
is possible to travel there quickly by plane-but the 

gate still allows the use of another person's body, 
with obvious benefits. 

Right from the stan, Avelino made it dear that 
he would be the one [Q teach his son magick and ev

erything he had to know about the organization. 
Upon Avelino's death in 1978, )oao inherited all of 
his father's possessions as well as his position in the 
Sleepers, for he was endorsed by Angela Forsythe 
herself--because she was the one person who knew 

that thanks to the mind gate, the young man's body 
now housed the mind of his wily grandfather Sebas
ciao, just as the body of his father AveLino had. 

)oao quite literally has the same head for business 

as his father and grandfather. He fulfills the same role 
his father did within the Sleeper organization: he op
erares the Lisbon base, actS as a liaison for European 
operations, and supervises the use of the mind gate. 
)oao/Sebastiao joined the Cabinet in 1987. He cheer

fully expectS to hold that post for centuries. 

Hotel Inter Caetera is simultaneously a place 
for members of (he organization to relax, head
quarters for )oao's business empire, and the place 
from which Sleepers can "jump" their minds to 
South America. The hotel's ground floor could be 

considered the building's most mundane; it is typi
cal of a high-class hotel, and has everything guests 
could need. Many a business lunch is held in its 
spacious lounge and cafe-aIthough the Sleepers 
prefer )oao's private floor for their meetings. 

The sixteen guest rooms, all situated on the sec· 
ond and third floors, are of varying sizes and are fur
nished in 18th and 19th cenrury style, with some 
Manueline-style motifs (she Us, corals, waves, and 

rope knots) that characterized 16th cenrury Portu
guese architectUre. However, all the rooms have the 
mOSt advanced comfortS, which have been taStefully 

integrated within the overall style. in fact, )oao has 
one room on the third (Joor set up with mmiature 

cameras and microphones, almost impossible to de
tect, for extra-special guests of the Sleepers. 

The most spacious room in the building takes 

up the entire fourth floor, and it all belongs to 
)oao. This area serves as both his living space and 
his vast private office, from which he handles all 
his mundane and magickal affairs. It is a private 
Aoor, and even the rooftop terrace is off·limits to 

guests (although they are welcome to usc the 
wide balcony off the second floor ). The fourth 
£loor can only be accessed using a security key in 
either of the twO elevators, or in the reinforced 
door that doses off the stairwell. )oao's meetings 

with prominent Sleepers take place on the fourth 
fJoor, as does the questioning of any stray mem
bers of the European occult underground. 

The building's first basement floor, which is 

partially c..xposed to the street, is for parking. 
However, a second basement floor's existence is a 

secret, and can o nly be reached by means of the 
elevators using the aforementioned security keys. 

The Secret Basement 
This secret basement has several rooms that the 
Sleepers put to different uses. One houses trou· 

blesome people pending a burial at sea or in a 



-

quicklime well. Another is a strongroom where 

Joao keeps sundry documents related to his mun

dane affairs. There is a small secret comparnnenr 

in the wall where Joao stores some artifacts and 

manuscripts. A third room holds the entrance to 

a long tunnel leading to a nearby warehouse on 

the docks. This runnel is several decades old, but 

its depth and proximity [0 the river have prevent
ed any public works from compromising its secre
cy. Objects or people needing quiet entrance or 
exit travel via this tunnel rather than through the 

lobby. A second tunnel veers off to the sealed 

warehouse basement, wherein lies the mind-gate. 

Artifacts in the Secret Basement 

The O~ Ihirllsignificonl} 
The Old Shirt is no shirt at all, but merely what is 

left of one: an ornamental jewel. Its curious histo

ry is up to the challenge posed by its name. 
Isabella the Catholic (of the Catholic kings of 

Castille and Aragon) not only founded the Spanish 
"New Inquisition" (in 1478) and deponed the Span
ish j ews (in 1492), she also made a religjous vo-.v: 

she swore not to wash herself until she had con· 
quered the Kingdom of Granada from the Moors. 

When the capital city, Granada, surrendered on Jan
u:uy 2nd, 1492, some time had elapsed since the 
Queen's promise; her determination, among other 
emanations, pervaded the outfit she wore during the 
solemn act of the city's surrender. 

The only pari of this "old shirt" srill in exist

ence is the ornamental jewel that hung from its 
ruff, now in joao's possession. He has occasional
ly loaned it to female Sleepers willing to use it. 

This anI fact, which can only be used by worn· 
en, allows the PC to obtain positive shifts in her 
skills while in pursuit of some specific, stated goal. 
In rerum, the user may not wa~h herself at all for 
the duration of the Old Shin 's use. The shifts are a 
cumulative +1% every two days to skills d irectly 

useful in the pursuit of her goal, to a maximum of 
+ 15% per skill. (The Old Shirt may improve Skills 
even above their parent attributes.) When the goal 
is achieved or renounced, the skill shjfts are reo 

moved; renouncement prevents the user from ever 

gaining power from the Old Sh irt again. 
If the woman using the artifact is an avatar of 

the Flying \'(loman, the skill shift is + 1% every day, 
to a maximum of +30% per skill. 

Jug of BrilonnicuJ jSignificontJ 
Nero had already been named as heir to the Roman 
EmpIre by the emperor Claudius when, at the ten· 
der age of sixteen, he poisoned daudius's son Sri

tannicus, the only threat to his goals. Although the 
boy had a food taster who dr:mk the spiced ,vine 
first, it .....-as tOO hot, and Britannicus had some water 
added to it [Q cool it off a little. This golden iug is 
the one used to pour the poisoned water which pur 

an end to the possible heir's life. When poison or 
narcotics are added to the liquid 111 this jug, any skill 
used to examine or detect their presence is at a . 
3()O/o shift. joao has nC\'Cr handed the jug to a Dipso

mancer and would prefer to not do so. 

The Usboa-Santos Mind Gate 
This strange effect, the only one of its kind to date, 
is the result of a conceptual mistake more than of a 
voluntary aCt. (The major charge which was used 
to create it did not allow the creation of the de

sired effect using CliomanCYi see Joao dos Pr.lZl:'res 
on p. 86.) Instead of :lchieving a physical commu
nication between the docks of Santos, Brazil, and 
Lisbon, Portugal, joao only managed to create a 
mi nd conduit; to be precise, the effect generated 
was a mind exchange between two living humans 

located at each end of the magjckal gate. 
The exits on both ends are very similar: an 

old wall 111 a room in the basement of a dockside 
warehouse owned by the dos Prazeres family. Se

bastiao dos Prazcres placed the entrances in a 
wide surface so that he could tT3nsport merchan
dise through them, and brought them into exist

ence in the basement so he couJd more easiJr 
keep them hidden. His intention was simple com· 
merce, albeit with a compelitive advantage. 

After discovering the gate's limitations, he 
sealed both basements and rebuilt the walls and 



floors where stairs and doors once stood, then in
stalled secret tunnels from nearby family proper
ties. It has been decades since any of the ware
house workers have suspected the existence of 

basement rooms under their working place, as the 
builders and architects went to their graves with
out any memories of their work there-thanks to 
Sebastiao's Cliomantic meddling. 

To activate the gate from either end, the user 
must know of its existence and simply press his 
hands against it. The other user must do the same. 
When both are touching the walls, the mind transfer 
occurs. If there is more than one person touching a 

wall, the one who activated the gate would rake over 
the body with the lowest Soul score amongst those 
eligible. The target need not be willing; if others 
merely force his hands against the wall after telling 
him of its purpose, the ttansfer can occur. 

The only problem Sebastiao had v.ras the mind 

he swapped with, since it would retain free will but 
be in his body-an unfortunate situation. He soon 
learned to use his Cliomanric powers to implant the 
habit of activating the gate at regular intervals in the 

mind of his target, originally a cousin who held a 
post of importance in the company's Brazilian 
branch. When Scbasriao activated the gate and took 
over the other body, the cousin's mind sat lethargic 
in Sebasriao's body in the lisbon warehouse; upon 

returning to his rightful body, he'd only have memo
ries of a couple of hours spent reviewing paperwork 
in the company's archives which he v.ras strangely un

able to ever bring up to date. With the coming of 
transadantic telephone service, Sebastiao opted for 
placing a keyword in his target's mind so that he 
would visit the Brazilian basement after hearing it on 
the phone. Nowadays,loao/Sebasriao has five such 

people programmed in the Brazilian end and two in 
the Portuguese one. 

Today, the gate is at the Sleepers' disposal. 
But Sebasriao has kept a furthcr sccret. As Avelino 

and now as 10ao, he maintains the fiction that the 
mind transfer can only last about a month with

out dire consequences. In truth, the effect is in
definite. Sebastiao merely wants to keep his eter
nal-life goldmine to himself, and the only other 
person who knows the truth is Angela Forsythe. 
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The Temple afthe Reposing Buddha, Beijing 
Currently, there are less than 35 members of the 

Brotherhood of Ilarmonious Repose to patrol 
the world's most populous country-morc than 
1.3 billion people. This tends to make the Broth
ers the most hard-line and merciless branch of the 
Sleepers: they simply don't have the time or the 

manpower to waste on subtlety. Luckily, most of 
the posrmodern schools of magick have yet to 
penetrate into China's occult underground (ex
cept for the Hong Kong cabal, described in the 

nearby boxed text), and village hedge-adepts arc 
usually best ignored. The dangerous threats that 
the Brotherhood deals with Instead revolve 
around the unquiet dC3d-ghosts, revenants, de

mons-and Avatars. With so many people living 
and dying in essentially one place, simple proba
bilities dictate that China is the motherlode of 
such things. 

The Brotherhood of Ilarmonious Repose has 
needed to move around a lot during the 20th Cen
tury. Formerly headquartered in Nanking, they 

took incredible losses in 1937, not only during the 
Japanese occupation but also because of their as
saults on the entOUf""3ge of Dugan Forsythe. Mter 
the wise actions of Xuc Li Chan and his departure 

from the l\A.iddle Kingdom, the Brotherhood began 
rebuilding, this time in Peking/Beijing. Then, in 
1949, Mao Zedong proclaimed the creation of the 
People's RepUblic of Chma. 

This knocked the Brotherhood fo r a loop: 

many of their less circumspect members were 
dragged off to reeducation camps and never came 
out. The following decades were followed by a 
number of disastrous political campaigns like the 

1957 Allti-Rightist Movement (persecution of cap
italists and pro-Western intellectuals), the Creat 
Leap Forward of 1958 through 1960 (an attempt 
to mobilize overnight mdustrialization that led to 
mass starvation), and the creme de la creme, the 

Cultural Revolution, which lasted from 1966 to 
1976 (where the angry, youthful Red Guard went 
on a rampage, destroying cultuI":lllandmarks, clos
mg schools, and holding political trials). People

including Brothers-were dying, artifacts and plac-

-, 



es of power were being destroyed or lost, and 
paranoia ruled. China became closed to the West. 

The last remnants of the Brotherhood man
aged to make it into I long Kong in 1968, and 
they began the slow process of rebuilding yet 
again. There were fifteen of them. One of them 
was the teen-aged \'(Iu Zhanhan (p. 88). The ac

cess to Western culture and thoughtS allowed the 
Brotherhood closer contact with their European 
Sleeper brethren, and it also allowed them a ,vin

dow into the revolutions happening in the occult 
underground. Western posnllodern ll13gick began 
leaking into Hong Kong and was seized upon 
hungrily, then raised to almost :m art form; in par
ticular, Iconomancy found a number of adherents. 

Things began to improve, if slowly. 
Then, in 1989, Ti3nanmen Square happened . 

The eyes of the world had suddenly turned to 
Beijing again. Indeed, the enigmatic Wang Wei
lin-the man in the famous photo who is standing 
With hand uplifted to prevent a tank's advance

who mysteriously disappeared soon after, and is 
one of on ly twO Chinese people on Time maga-
7.ine's list of the major figures of the 20th Centu
ry, may very well have ascended as the new Peace· 

maker (or Rebel). Knowing the ramifications of 
Ascensions bener than perhaps anybody (see be
low), the Brotherhood decided it was time to re

turn to Beijing. Leaving only a small cabal to p0-

lice Hong Kong, they transferred their headquaners 
in 1992 to the newly-buil t Temple of the Repos-

ing Buddha-not to be confused with Wo Fo Si 

(The Temple of the Sleeping Buddha) in Xi Shan, 
the Western Hills. 

The Temple of the Reposing Buddha is locat

ed in the Yangfang huto"g (narrow, twisty, walled 
east-west lanes and alJeys of o ld Beijing) of the 
Shi Sha Hoi, or "Back Lakes" district, which used 

to be the e.xclusive beach front property of Qing 
Dynasty royalty alone. Over i~ walls rapped with 
broken glass, it overlooks Iiouhai Lake. It was 

formerly a siheyllan (courtyard house), but judi
cious uses of Cliomanric and Iconomantic mag
icks have "discovered" that a small temple of the 
Sui Dynasty once existed there_ The destruction 
of the siheyllan and "restoration" of the Temple 

took about three years. The construction of the 
ten-foot-deep artificial pond was a minor miracle 

in itself. 
The Temple of the Reposing Buddha and irs 

grounds fdls a large rectangular courtyard, perhaps 
100 yards by 50 yards. The south wall has a large 
arched elltry gate of wrought iron; another secret 
g.'lte opens in the north \vall into a concealed niche 
hidden right on the shore of Houhai lake. The 

grounds are laid out with attention to exceUent feng 
shui. Other than the Temple, its bell tower, and the 
attached dormitory for the monks is a rose garden, 

a rock garden, a ginseng garden/greenhouse, and a 
small pond. A small teahouse sits in the center of 

the pond on a tiny island. The island em only be 
reached by a crooked bridge (the monks tell \~sitors 

The Hong Kong Sleeper Cobol 
The four-person cabal left in charge of the former Brnish colony of Hong Kong is :1 mixed bag of dan
ger. E,-en among the Brotherhood of Harmonious Repose, their speed and deadlmess IS held in awe. 

They are led by Dr. Neville Fotheringay, a British psychiatrist and Cliomancer. Gong Kao is a mid

dle-aged Chinese female Iconomancer who has managed to access the powers of Marilyn Monroe, 
Mao, and Princess Diana. Sita O'Connor is the most deadly Irish-Indian assassin on the planet, and 
Wang Kung is a Moon Dragon Triad member turned Sleeper. 

The Hong Kong C.1bal operates out of an office directly above Dr. Fotheringay's office suite. They 

rarely hold onto any tnagickal items that fall into their hands: often, they Just courier such things dlfectly 
to London, ignoring the Beijing headquarters entu'ely. This seems [Q suit Wu Zhanhan, but it upsetS the 
abbot of the Temple of the Reposing Buddha intensely. At this point, the Brotherhood regards Hong 
Kong with the same mixrure of ambition and resentment that the Chinese government does. 



that the bridge is to confuse angry ghosts). A small 
watttfall splashes down into the pond, and a bab
bling brook weaves between the gardens. 

The Temple is open by invitation only-and 
the waiting list for aspiring Sinologists is long, the 
application for access is both voluminous and te

dious (as well as expensive), and only one non
Sleeper researcher is allowed on the grounds at a 
time. That being said, the Temple grounds are a 
wonderful repository of mundane Sui and Tang 
Dynasty artifactS, preserved by the Brotherhood 

from their founders. The entire compound is fully 
protected by the best top-of-thc-line modern secu
rity systems. 

The Temple proper has three main halls. The 
first is the Hall of Jade and Pearls, and contains 

numerous Sui and Tang Dynasty objectS made of 
either or both of those materials, often with sub
stantial historical or religious context. The Hall of 
the Root of Ughtning is a large room dedicated 
to the power and folklore related to the humble 

chang-dia',g shen-ginseng. Materials range from 
alchemical scrolls to ginseng fairy tales to paint
ings and statues to the actual root itself. (Of 
course, none of these materials is magickal in the 
slightesr-all the best stuff has either been used, 

destroyed, or shipped off to the Cabinet). The fi
nal chamber is the Hall of the Reposing Buddha 
itself. CaSt entirely from brass, this reclining Stat

ue is four times the size of a man, and dates from 
nearly the end of the Ming Dynasty. It's also a 

clockwork of epic proportions. Powered by a hid
den mill-wheel under the pond's waterfall, the con

stant grind of silent gears generates a strong mag
ickal effect: any spell cast by an adept whom the 
clockwork does not recognize as a friend cosrs 
rwice as many charges. If this increases the num
ber of charges above what the adept is holding, 

the spell fails. Significant or major charges are 
broken down for change if necessary. This effect 
extends in a fifty-yard radius around the statue. 

The small dormitory area is simple, as befits a 

Buddhist temple, and can support about 20 
monks_ All of the monks are Brotherhood Sleep

ers of various capabilities; the abbot, Deng Zhou, 
is a competent Enrropomancer. There are modern 

conveniences available for the monks, and the 
complex security systems are always being moni
[Dred. The generators that supply the power for 

the above-ground portions of the complex arc lo
cated here as well. 

The gardens and greenhouse are exactly what 
they seem, and the monks are often busy there. 

The teahouse is a smallish hut, containing 

[wo benches, a table, and a three-foot diameter, 
three-foot tall copper tea kettle from the Yuan Dy
nasty. Its avowed use is for meditation, but if one 
knows the correct flanges and bas-reliefs to ma

nipulate on the kettJe, the hearth itself swings up 
on counterbalanced pulleys and stone steps lead 
down beneath the surface of the pond. 

The Brotherhood keep their important trea
sures in this artificial cavern beneath the 
teahouse. It is called the Hall of Imprisoned Spir
its. It holds materials related to the Brotherhood's 

specialties amongst the Sleepers-ghosts, demons, 
and Avatars-and at least one book that may be 
the most dangerous volume on earth. 

Treasures in the Hall of Imprisoned Spirits 
The Hall holds several artifacts and books, de
scribed below. 

The Red Bats of Good Fortune (Minor): A 

large porcelain bowl on a pedestal holds about 
[Wenty of these painted clay bats. Each is about 
the size of a silver dollar. They're limited-use 
Lucky Charms (see UA, p. lSI). They are avail

able for use by all the Sleepers currently working 
in China; if they retain any charge after a mission, 
they are returned to the bowl. 

Ghost String (Minor): In Chinese folklore, 
these twisted strings were used to refasten a wan

dering soul to a body, so that it would not wan
der again. About one hundred and fifty years ago, 
this Ghost String was used by a demon named 
Chu-K'uang (Mad Dog) to bind himself into his 

host's body such that he could not be exorcised. 
Evcn the fragrance of the Orchids of Cheng (see 
below) proved useless at fi rst. Only by cutting the 
cord was the perfume effective, sending the Mad 

Dog howling back beyond the Veil. 
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Tiantan Kite (Significant): Formerly an Impe

rial Treasu re, this Qing (also known as the Man

chu) Dynasty Kite was flown on ly by emperors. If 

flown for one hour, it brings the flier into harmo

ny with the cosmos. This means that until night

fa ll, the flier gains a + 10% bonus to all Mind/Soul 
rolls (though not associated skills, at the GM's 

oprion). 

The Orchids of Cheng (Significant): Where 

the rivers Chen and Wei meet at the foot of 

Mount Tu-liang there used to flourish an o rchid, 

whose fragrnnce was said to be so sweet as to re

pel evil spirirs. I-I ere, under glass and artificial 

light, is the last collection of those orchids, per

haps fifty of them. Demons are unable to come 

within smell-range of these flowers (about twenty 

yards), and any possessed person inhaling the aro. 

ma of these orchids immediately may attempt a 

Soul check to expel the demon. There is also a 

small atomizer bottle of Cheng Orchid Essence 

here, with perhaps four sprays left in it, which 

was created to deal with the demon Chu·Kuang. 

It would take over a hundred orchids to dIstill 

down enough essence to refill that bottle, so for 

now it's a limited resource . 

Behind a wooden door bearing warning ideo

graphs that read, "Beware offers o f power, they 

are a lie!" lies a carefully sound-proofed gallery of 

items that have been used to ctge o r entrap de

mons and harmful revenants (some Splits, a few 

Wronged, and other things forgotten or unknown 

to the western occult underground). These items 

include bottles, kettles, teapms, rlOgs, hairpins, 

robes, masks, Damnation Rounds (see Lawyers, 

CIIIIS, and Money, p. 46), and more, nearly thir

ty-seven of [hem, each with a bound demon or 

ghost. While resting upon one of the ancient for

ty-nine rune-carved pedestals of the gallery, the 

spirit-objects can speak aloud and can hear people 

speaking to them. The resul t is a tumult of noise 

as they $\vear and curse at one another. Part of 

the monks' duty is to convince the ghOStS and rev

enants to release their hold on the mundane 

world and slip back beyond the Veil; [he mystic 

runes of the pedestals are known to permit this 

transmigration. It has happened rwenty-eight 



Witness: li Shen 
When I "'as a child III M iyun. there was a vcncr:Jble grandfather who could lay his hands upon you 

and take off any sickness or in,ury. One spring, he vanished without a trace, leaving his son's family. 

T he rumor was that the Sleepers had sent an invisible tiger to devour him. Il is g,hOSt may even be 

wandering yet! 

times since the Brotherhood has begun keeping 
records of such galleries; those spirits that pass 

on have their names recorded In the Scroll of Re

pose located on the first pedestal. 

The last item in the H311 of Imprisoned Spir

its is a secret c\'cn to the rest of the Sleepers; only 

those in the Brotherhood know of its existence. It 

lies in an iron-hard leather suitcase covered In 

blood red sigils in a titaOlum-steel bank ,":luh, in a 

niche of solid rock, whose walls are covt'red with 

nailed·up lab coats, televisions, newspapers, com· 

puters, scrolls, books, and video tapes. It is The 
Book of Celestial Etiquette of Heavenly Beings as 
They Walk Upon the Perfumed Earth. It is a large 

scroll, wrinen in Mandarin, on the finest linen; it 

is hand-copied once every sixty years to a new 

scroll to ensure its preservation. The transcrip

tionist always comes to a bad end, so they are 

chosen by lot. At that time additiOns and further 

information gleaned over the half-century may be 

added to it. lnformation on what? Avatars. 

The Book of CeleSllal Etiquette of Heavenly 
Beings as They Walk Upon the Perfumed Earth is 

the most complete catalog of Avatars, their abili· 

ties, and even former god\'I3lkers' unique channels 

On the face of the planet. The Brotherhood has 

been anlassing this highly-volatile information for 

over twelve cenruries. It makes Emil Dodustov's In

visible Clergy look like a children's book. (Some 

Brothers theorize that Dirk Allen's draft of 333-

currently held in the Hamilton Collection-was par

tially a Westernized version produced when the de

ceased Brother who had copied and annotated the 

book to its latest new scroll possessed Allen as a 

Ghost Writer-see Postmodem Magick, p. 131.) 

The only reason the Clergy have not utterly de

stroyed this volume and all who know of It is be
cause two of thelf o"m stand against them: the as-

cended archetypes of the Chronicler and the Schol

ar. In addition, the Judge, the Messenger, and the 

Necessary Servant have all been rumored to aid in 

protecting this book. Suffice to say that anyone 

who reads this book is bound to attract the atten

tions of a large proportion of the inhabitmlts of 

the Smosphen' (see Statosphere, pp. 17-20 for 

ideas). That's why many of the Brothers wUucky 

enough to draw the short yarrow stalk fo r tran

scription duty die in terribly bizarre ways, and why 

few Brothers ever read the full text. 

Gear & Weopons 
Sleeper agents have an unusu:11 challenge. They 

must locate, confront, and even kill their targets, 

but few agents have any training in such work out

Side of what they get from the Sleepers. The 

ranks of the cabal aren't exactly swelling with 

SEAL veterans and intrusion experts, after all, so 

they have to make do as best reasonably o rdinary 

men and women can. 
Fortunately, the modern world offers a host 

of equipment that can augment their meager 

skills. The following sections describe an assort

ment of useful items, most of which are legal and 

commercially available in the Umted States. Spe

cialized or hypothetical gear restricted to use by 

military, law-cnforcement, or mtelligence profes

sionals is generally excluded. Approximate costs 

are provided fo r each Item, since the Sleepers 

can't afford to fu lly equip every agent all the time. 

Sleeper training, however, typically includes cover

age of many of these items. 
Each items includes notes on the legality of 

ownership and/ or use. These notes are based on 

conditions common in the U.S., though local laws 

and those of other countries may vary widely. 



Preferred Firearms 
Firearms are a tricky issue with the Sleepers. 

Their predilection for Silence over damor contra
dicts their frequem usage of firearms as a means 

of problem resolution. Mtcr all, an assauh o r mur· 
der with a firearm draws morc police anenrion 

than other methods, particularly in many Europe

an nations where fi rearms are harder to get than 

in the U.S. Still, a messy adept with a bullet in his 

brain is better than a messy adept who's only 

short a few teeth, and guns don't need difficuh o r 

time-consuming charges to activate. 

That being said, Sleeper policy is to train its 

agents in the proper use of fi rearms where time 

and opporrunity allow. Like most large o rganiza

tions with some sort of enforcement function, the 

Sleepers have standardized on a few firearms that 

their agents are expected to learn and use. Com

mon weapons across multiple Sleeper cabals en

sures that ammunition and magazines can be 

shared, and that traimng won't go to waste if an 

agent has to borrow another agent's weapon. The 

beSt weapon for the job, after all, is the one you 

h::lVC the most experience with, especially when 

you're talking about ambitious amateurs rather 

than experienced professionals. 
(This is not to say that all Sleepers use these 

firearms. Mrcr all, how do you keep them down 

on the farm once they"'" seen the big city? But 
this is where new recruits start, at least. ) 

Specifically, the Sleepers have tried to stan

dardize on three firearms-a handgun, a rifle, and 

a shorgun-and three calibers of ammunition: 

Glock Model 17 Pistol, 9mm Pllrllbellum 
This semi-automatic Austrian handgun is popular 

with law-enforcement organi7...1tions around the 

world, with good reason. It's compact, sturdy, 

and very functional, and the lack of a traditional 

hammer makes it less likely to catch o n your 

clothes duri ng a fast draw. Its standard sold-in· 

the-U.S. magazine holds 10 rounds-aftermarket 

magarines ho lding 17 rounds are available in 

many locales--offering ample opportunity to hit 



your target, and iu design offers proven reliabili ty. 
It uses 9mm Para bellum ammunition, which is 

common to numerous semi-auto handguns from 
manufacturers around the world. 

To operate, you insert a magazine into the 
handle and work the slide action on the tOp of 
the weapon. This chambers a round . Each subse

quent shot works the action iuelf, giving you one 
shot per trigger pull. The fi nal shot leaves the 
slide action in the distinctive back position, giving 
instant visual confirmation that it's time to reload. 

A safety catch prevents firing unless deselected. 
Price: $500-$600 new. High<apacity magazines 
(17 rounds, sometimes mo re) sell for $50-$150 
depending on conditio n and seller. 
Game F1fects: Ma'( damage for 9mm ParabeUwn is 50. 

Availability: Gun shops. High<apacity magazines 
are available in some shops, at gun shows, and on 
internet auction sites. 
Legality: New Glocks are sold with 1()·round 
magazines o nly. Hi<ap mags may be illegal to buy 

or own in some communities, but are not federal
ly prohibited on the aftermarket. 

AK~7 Rifle, 7.62x39mm 
Numerous versions of the venerable AKA7 rifle 

have been manufactured by many countries for 
five decades, primarily in the fo rmer U.S.S.R. and 
its allied nations. While not known for lo ng-range 

accuracy, the AI< is a cheap and reliable weapon 
for antipersonnel purposes other than sniper 
work. (Trained snipers being rather rare in the 
Sleepers, they use their own rifles of choice.) 30 

and 40 round magazines are easy to find in most 
countries, though not always legally. 75 and 100 
round drums (often Chinese) can also be pur
chased. More importantly, AKs are absolutely 
ubiquitous. More have been manufactured than 

any other firearm in history, and are available ei

ther legally or o n the black market aU over the 
planet for sutprisingly linle money: on the streets 

of East Bloc states in rurmoil, they can be had for 
as little as fifteen American dollars. They are also 
easy to maintain and repair, and replacement 
pans and accessories are affordable and common. 

The Sleepers have no favorite manufacturer, since 

they're pretty similar across the board. However, 
they do insist on the use of semi-automatic ver
sions intended fo r civili:ms, rather than the fully 
automatic versions used by militaries, since full

auto weapons draw substantially higher attention. 
If you end up having to buy a full-auto version 
during an op-a likely possibil ity on the black mar
ket-it has a S\\~tch for either full-auto o r semi

auto flre , so make the smart choice. 
When a maga2lne is inserted, the sliding oper· 

ating lever must be worked manually, which takes 
only a moment. After that, the rifle fires one shot 
fo r each pull of the trigger with no further manu

al action needed; the escaping force of the shot 
fired works the action automatically. A safety 
catch prevents firing unless deselected. 
Price: $400 new for semi·auto. High<apacity maga

zine prices vary by size: 30-round, $20; 4O-round, 
$50; 75-round drum, S125; tOO-round drum, S200. 
Game Effects: Max damage for 7.62x39mm is 60. 
Availability: Gun shops. High<apacity magazines 
are available in some shops, at gun shows, and o n 

internet auction sites. 
Legality: New AKs are sold With 5-round maga· 
zincs only. Hi-eap mags may be ilJegal to buy o r 
own in some communities, but arc nor federally 

prohibited on me aftermarket. 

12-gouge Pump-Action Shotgun, buckshot 
Like the AI<, this shotgun is manufactured around 
the world in reasonably similar versions. Beretta, 

Browning, Mossberg, and Winchester, JUSt fo r 
starters, have all manufactured this weapon. Typi
cally, this side-loading firea rm holds five cartridg

es. Its legitimacy as a hunting and sparring weap
on makes it easier to explain in many siruatio ns 
than the AK would be. 

As is familiar from countless movies, the slide 
action is worked before each shot is fired to load 

the next cartridge. A safety catch prevents firi ng 
unless deselected. 
Price: $350 new. 
Game Effects: Max damage for 12g buckshot is IlO. 
Availability: Gun shops and some deparnnent 

Stores, such as Wal-Mart. 

Legality: Legal. 



Nonlethal Weapons 

Balons 
A 3·foot length of black polycarbonate, the stan

dard-issue police baton is \":l.tucd for its psycholog

ical Impact as much as it is for its solid heft. Per

fectly balanced for hand-to-hand combat, the 

baton is a piece of police gear that's fun for the 
whole family. 

Price: $100 

Game Effects: None. A baton is basically a dub 

(+3 damage shift), and can be treated as such for 

attack considerations. Law-enforcemem officials 

generally have extensive trainmg In fighting with 

batons, mO\,lng its usc from a simple blum object 

to something resembling a martial 3rt. 

Availability: Uncommon. gencmlly only through 

bw-enforcement supply Stores. Knockoffs of less
er quahty are common. 

Legality: Legal, bur cops really don't like it. 

Pepper Spray 
Pepper spray has generally replaced the older 

chlorine-based Mace, whIch is not as effective 

against IOdividuals on drugs, high adrenaline, or 

other extreme circumstances. Pepper spray's ac

tive mgredient is 5%- 10% oleoresin capsicum, a 

variety of hot pepper, suspended in an aerosol so

lurion. Clinical and field evidence shows that a di

rect hit with pepper spray is lIlcapacitating for up 

to 45 minutes; e,'en indirect exposure can easily 

keep you bleary and confused for 5-10 minUles. 

It is imended to be shot lOla the face, where 

it im pairs "ision, causmg a burning sensation in 

the skin and affected mucous membranes. Inhal

mg pepper spray immediately drops the victim; 

their lungs react by filling with liquid III a similar 

manner to mustard gas inhalation, though thank

fully this is a non-lethal situation. Most commer

cially available pepper spray comes in small hand

held canisters that have a range of 8 to 10 feet 

and capacity for 10 to IS shots. 

Price: S 15-$30 

Game Effects: Hitting someone with pepper 

spray takes a successful Struggle roll, which can-

not be Dodged. A person who gets hit by the pep

per spray mUSt make a matched, successful Soul 

roll or lose their next rwo actions while clutching 

their face and howling. Someone in this state is 

not a sitting duck: rolls still have to be made to at

tack him, but the spmy victim can't use the 

Dodge skill because he can't see what's coming. 

Fatling the Soul roll is a r:mk-3 Helplessness stress 

check. 

Availability: Common, at self-defense and espio

nage Stores. 

Legality: Legal 

Smoke Grenodes 
A commercially available version of standard po

hce eqUIpment, smoke grenades generate up to 

40,000 cubic feet (roughly a 35' cube) within 30 

seconds of detonation. Smoke grenades come 

with a 100second fuse delay, which allows them to 

be (hrown ahead or placed in position prior to 

detonation. 

Price: $20 per grenade 
Game Effects: Genemtes a large amount of 

smoke, which impedes visibili ty. General -20 shift 

for all maneU"fn that rely on vision and combat, 

but the smoke must have 20-30 seconds to prop

erly spread-this is a grenade, not a Batman toy. 

Availability: Common, at sdf-defense and espio

nage stores. 

Legality: Legal, but hard to explain. 

Stun Guns 
Hand-held weapons (hat deliver an electrical 

shock when they are pressed against an assailant, 

stun guns are very effective in the right circum

stances. They electrify the opponent with 80,000 

to 300,000 watts of direct current, which results 

in the victim's muscles locking into place, paralyz

IIlg them. As this makes breathing impossible, 

prolonged and sadistic use of a stun gun can 

cause brain damage from oxygen deprivation and, 

eventually, death. 

Unfortunately, the effectiveness of stun guns 

is compromised by their need for direct physical 

contact and their inability to penetrate more than 

a light layer of clothing. Most defense manuals 



recommend that a srun gun be used on the neck 
of an attacker-not an easy target in a confronta

tion. 
Price: S40-S130, depending on wattage and fea
tures. 

Game Effects: It's a normal Struggle roll to hit 
someone with the stun gun. The srun gun does 
no damage, but the target automatically loses 
their next two actions while jitterbugging around 
uncontrollably. The victim also has to make a 

Body roll; failure means they pass our. Being 
knocked unconscious by a srun gun lasts any
where from fifteen minutes to an hour; make a 
Body check every fifteen minutes until you suc

ceed or an hour has passed. 
Availability: Uncommon, at self-defense and espi
onage stores. 
LegaLi ty: Legal. 

losers 
A ranged version of the srun gun, these hand-held 

defensive weapons have seen use in police and 

tactical units for the laSt twO decades, but only in 
the last few years have commercial versions be

come street legal in the U.S. 
A taser works by firing two metal probes into 

the victim's skin. These probes arc connected by 
insulated wire back to the weapon, which then 
sends a 3oo,OOQ..watt current through the victim, 

immediately incapacitating him. Tasers have a 15' 
range, and are only good for one shot; you fire 
the taser and then get about your business while 
the unit continues to electrify your attacker for 

the next 30 seconds. Unlike stun guns, tasers 
work through up to twO inches of clothing, mak
ing even Arctic explorers vulnerable to its dubious 

charms. 
T asers arc becoming increasingly common 

with security forces, and police departments are 
beginning to equip officers all the street with tas
ers to avoid excessive force charges when subdu

ing unarmed perps. 
Price: $150-5600, with the more expensive ver
sions featuring laser sights and pistol grips. Car-



tridges are available for reloading at $30 a pop. 
Came Effects: If the attack succeeds, the victim is 

incapacitated up to 30 seconds, or until contact is 
broken . Recovery takes five minutes for someone 
with a 50 BodYi season to taste. O nly victims with 
supernormal defenses (100+ Body, magickal 
toughness) should have some chance to avoid in

capacitation. 
Availability: Uncommon, at ~If-defensc and espi
onage stores. 
Legality: Legal. 

(IIr lilsers 
Technically a stun gun rh:lt is mounted to the 
steering wheel o f any motor vehlde, the car taser 
ensures that thieves have maximum trouble steal

ing your ride. 
Price: $300 
Came Effects: As per the stun gun, activating 
when the thief attempts to manipulate the igni
tion. It is possible to avoid the car taser by crack· 

ing the ignition case on older cars. 
Availability: Common, at security stores. 
Legality: Legal. 

Tactical (lathing 
Sharp and succinct rules for bulletproof vests may 
be found In the main UA rulebook, p. 58. In sum
mary, a bulletproof vest reduces gunshot damage 

to martial-arts damage, so a 58-damage attack in
stead becomes a 13 (5+8). Aimed attacks negate 
this advantage. 

Though these rules cover the essentials of bul
letproof vests, it rests in the GM's hands to keep 
kevlar realistic. Kevlar is a ballistic fab ric weave 

that can help stop projectiles-it is not a force 
field that provides magic karma armor. No con
ventional suit of ballistic kevlar o n the market to
day is rated for more than one projectile at a 

time: they are designed to stop a single projectile 
travelling between 1000 and 1400 feet per second, 
dispersing the kineric energy across the chest of 
the wearer. The task of absorbing one bullet 
burns out the warranty on aU kevlar vests--expect

ing them to absorb a mag.1z.ine of automatic gun-

fire results in a pained expression and chunky 
low-fat sak1 all over the wall. Players should con

sider themselves lucky when the vest absorbs a 
single bullet and spares their lives-GMs should 
use their discretion as to whether the suit contin
ues to function ,vith further impactS. 

Another problem is that bulletproof dothing 
is by no means easy to come by. Most vests are 
sold by manufacturers directly to the police and 
security companies; private individuals need to 
find a bribable contact at a securi ty provider or 

else forge some paperwork to get possession of 
this gear. 

Finally, don't forget armor-piercing bullets, 
which leave a teflon "skin~ behind as they pene
tr;He the weave of even the best kevlar vesrs. You 

round dO\vn damage for these (45 becomes 40), 
but they can ignore bulletproof vests. 

Oh, one more thmg: bulletproof vests don't 
do a thing against knives. S0111e of the latest suits 
on the market are trying to Improve their record 

against knife attacks, but the suitS can't stop the 
sharp edge of a well-honed knife-it slips right 

through the fabric. 
In short, it is still far preferable not to get 

shot than to be wearing bulletproof dothing. 

levlor V .. I, Ughl 
The o nly type of kevlar th:lt can conceivably be 
worn and look natural, light kevlar vests are useful 

for stopping small·arms fire and in situations 
when advertising the possession of such equip
ment is unwise. They are rarely fashionable and 
give the torso 3 slightly boxy form. High-profile 

security firms have unpleasantly heavy trenchcoars 
that do much the same thing in a slightly more 

stylish form. 
Price: $900-$1400, "~th more expensive versions 

offering tailoring for inconspicuous use. 
Game Effects: Standard bulletproof vest effects 

versus ammunition up to a .38 special, 12-gauge 
shotgun, and other low.velocity weapons, with 
larger calibers such as a .30-06 rifle round achiev

mg penetration. 
Availability: Rare, through law enforcement and 
direct from limited manufacturers or securi ty 



companies. 

Legality: Legal to own, but illegal to purchase for 
private use. 

Kevlor Yesl, lOdicol 
SWAT [cams and other government agencies have 

access to this, which forms most e"'eryone's idea 
of tactical body armor from the movies. Think 
black, heavy, tough, and unconcealable. Most arc 
equipped with a sweat or body·heat triggered 
cooling system, as they're rough to wear for ex· 

tended periods. 
Price: $2000 
Came Effects: Standard bulletproof vest effects 
versus ammunition from all handguns, as well as 

protection from single (non-automatic) rifle shots. 
Availability: Get real. Chances are it says ~SWAT' 
on the back from whomever it was stolen &om, 
unless Alex Abel owns the manufacturing plant 
through a front company. 
Legality: Show-up-on.the-co,,'Cr-of.a.national-news

paper-illegal. 

Kevlor Curtoins 
No, we're not joking. Kevlar curtains are now 

commercially available, so that the style-conscious 
and paranoid can shield themselves from both 
telephoto lenses and sniper shots with style. 

Price: $200 per square yard, which really adds up 
quickly. 
Came Effects: Provides protection j-S per the light 

Kevlar vest. Stronger weaves are not yet available, 
and note the obvious: curtains must be drawn to 

achieve coverage. 
Availability: Rare, through select security manu· 
facturers. 
Legality: Legal. 

lOdicol Webbing 
SWAT teams also have thiS great bandolier that 
can be filled with smoke grenades, snm grenades, 

extra magazines, multipurpose tools, and anything 
else that they might feci like carrying on a raid. 
Price: $100 
Came Effects: Handy storage fo r up to 8 hand· 

held items, as well as dip-on locations for using 

bela}'lng equipment and ropes. 
Availability: Uncommon, at some gun shops and 
spy stores; most available products are cheaper 
but serviceable unitarians. 
Legality: Legal. 

Miscellaneous Equipment 

Animal Repellenl 
There arc a number of substances available. They 
all work on the same basis: they smell so foul that 

they make the wearer seem unpleasant or fright
ening. Canine Repellent and general purpose Ani· 
mal Repellent are the most common and can be 
found in huntll1g & camping stores. The proper 

stuff COSts more than $50. At best these produCts 
deter casual animals, but don't stop trained ones. 
Pepper spray, described earlier, is the stuff to use 

all guard dogs. 
Price: $50-$75 
Came Effects: .15% skill shift to attackmg or trall
II1g ammals. 
Availabi lity: Easy to obtain. 

Legality: Legal. 

Bog Detedor 
Bugs can be spotted 111 several different ways. 
Wireless ones transmit signals back to a receiver 
unit, and these signals can be Identified. Micro

phones arc susceptible to induced feedback, and 
can be made to let out a high·pitched whine. In· 
duction coils often dram power, and can be short· 
ed by spikes. Phone taps show up as an extra 

junction on electronic maps of the line. Bug de· 
tectors make use of some or all of these fearures 
to identify the presence of bugs in a room or on a 
phone line. $200 buys you a cheap single-function 

detector that re\'Cais one type of device; $2000 
gets you sophisticated eqUipment that can identify 
and neutralize all bugs and taps. 

Price: $200-$2000 
Game Effects: Locate all of one or more types of 
bugs, perhaps neutralize identified bugs. High--end 
equipment requires a Mind check to operate 
properly, unless you have a 15+ skill in something 



like Electronic Countetmeasures or Spycraft. 
Availability: Uncommon, through counter-cspio
nage shops. 
Legality: Legal. 

Cellular Telephone Jammer 
Using simple broadband static across the range of 
cellular frequencies, it is extremely easy to over
power cell-phone signals in your immediate sur
roundings. You just need a blanket transmitter to 

overwhelm the carrier's RF signal. It's mostly a 
matter of having a large power source and a good 
aerial to push the jamming signals through. Range 
can be adjusted to as low as 2m, and can be 

runed up to 4km on top-specification models. 
Price: $4,500-$6,000 

Game Effects: No cellular phones or pagers have 
a signal within the jammed area. 
Availability: Rare, via counter-espionage special
ists or dodgy tech importers. 
Legality: Illegal. 

(over1 Video (omeras 
Video cameras and recorders can be disguised as 

JUSt about anything, from teddy bears and brief
cases [Q mirrors and parts of the wall. Cameras 
can be wired up to television monitors for live ob
servation, passed via a radio transmiuer [Q a 

snooper in a different location, or, where subtlety 
is vital, recorded onto built-in videocassette or 
digital storage for later recovery and playback. 
Price: $250-$800 
Game Effects: None. 

Availability: Uncommon, from surveillance stores. 
Legality: Legal, although not admissible as evi
dence in some states and undisclosed use may vi
o late privacy laws. 

Dry Ite Spray 
Strictly one for the specialists, dry ice sprays are 
used to detect the light and laser beams so be
loved of super-expensive alarm systems. By spray

ing a mist of dry ice into the air, light particles are 
diffracted and a beam of liglu shows up in the 
same way as it does when you shine a flashlight 
into an extremely dusty room. Dry ice sprays have 

no other useful application, unless you need to 
appear wreathed in smoke for a few moments. 
(Cigarette smoke also works, but if you don't 
know just where the beams are you may spend 

tOO much time sucking and blowing; cigarettes 
could also set off smoke alarms or the smell 
might alen guards. ) 
Price: $80 
Game Effects: laser & optical trip beams are 

made visible. 
Availability: Rare. 
Legality: Legal, but has little credible utility other 
than criminal applications and security installation 

& maintenance. 

Eledronic Countermeasures Suit 
ECM suits are extremely impressive. By almost 
completely muffling the radiation traces from a 
human body, they make it very difficult for spe

cialized observation technology to spot the wear
er. There are no heat traces, residual IRs, or any
thing else to betray the person's position short of 
plain old video or audio observation. ECM suits 

appear like large jumpsuits with a veil in front of 
the face, and can be colored black for night use 
or camouflaged fat day wear. 
Price: $100,000 
Game Effects: While standing still, the wearer is 
invisible to infra-red, ultra-violet, and night sights. 

When moving, detection is at a -25% shift. 
Availability: Military only. 
Legality: Military only. 

Gloss (uHer 
The cheapest type of glass-cutter is a simple dia
mond-tipped tool used for scratching a fault line 
into a window. The more expensive versions 
come with a special tool for delivering a sharp 
blow to the cut-out section so that it can be 

snapped loose, and some even have special suc
tion-cup attachments to hold the cut-out and stop 
it falling to the floor inside, but those are really 

JUSt frills. 
Price: $5-$1500 

Game Effects: Cur through a pane of glass with
out any shattering and without too much noise. 



-

Note that the edge created can still happily slice 
through flesh , however. 

Availability: Uncommon, from craft stores. 

Legality: Illegal in some states. 

Grappling Hook 
A great favorite of movie producers, a grappling 
hook is a collection of spiked bars welded togeth
er and tied to a Stout rope. The idea is that by 
throwing the grapple ove r an edge, it may be pos

sible to hook a spike onto something and use the 
rope for support to climb up. The process can be 
aided with a rappel gun to shoot the hook a fur
ther distance o r by attaching proper climbing har

ness to the rope, but if the spike is not secure you 

can snli easily fall to yOUf death. 
Price: $50-$3,000 
Game Effects: +20% shift to climbing if an initial 
throw is passed successfully. 

Avail:tbility: Uncommon. 

Legality: Legal, but tricky to explain. 

HElF Pulse Generator 
High Energy RadIO Frequency pulses are known 
to induce overload in computer circuitry, shorting 

out the equipment and even reducing the entire 
machine to scrap metal. 11\1s effect can create a 
"bomb" that destroys all active computer circuitry 

within a certain rad ius, or to focus a narrow-beam 
gun·like blast o n a specifi c machine. This technol
ogy is not easily available, but can be made by a 
skilled enthusiast without tOO much difficulty. 

Price: $ 100,000 purchased, $2,000 jury-rigged. 
Game Effects: Destroy computer equipment with
in the target area. 
Availability: Military. 
ugality: Illegal. 

10 Lominotor 
A vital piece of eqUipment for anyone with forg
ery on [heir mind, Simple laminating machines arc 
used to convert phQ[ocopied or laser-printed fake 

documents into authentic-looking plastic-coated 
10 cards, driver's licenses, and so o n. Although 
laminators can be purchased In any size, larger siz

es arc o nly reaUy useful for producing menus for 

cheap diners. 
Price: S ISO 
Game Effects: Prerequisite for fo rging laminated 

ID cards. 
Availability: Common, from office-supply o r tech
nology stOres. 
Leg,lil)" Legol. 

Loser Bugging 
Sound within a room causes minute vibration of 
any windows present. -l1lese vibrations can be 

scanned with the aid of a laser range-finding sys
tem specially calibrated for the purpose, and de
coded back into all audio signal. Low-power lasers 

are hard to detect, but won't give much range; 
higher-power lasers can blind anyone who acciden
tally sees even a rcflection of the light, but can 
work at distances of up to half a mile. On [he plus 
side, infil tration of the target room IS not neces

sary. On the mUllIs side, tapmg a vibrator or twO to 
the window-or even some pillows--can defeat this 
technology, as can sufficient ambient room noise. 

Price: 525,000 
Game Effects: A trained user can eavesdrop on 
the convers:nion behind any window. 
AvaiiabiJity: Rare. 

Legality: Illegal. 

Lo<kpicks 
The simplest type of lockpick is basically a very 
stiff piece of wirc with a kink in [he end. When 
used with a slim, hard wire pushed into the center 

of the lock, the pick can be used to tease the tum
blers open and spring the lock. Skeleton keys arc 
slightly more advanced: the same idea, but in a 
range of thicknesses, lengths, and stiffnesses. 
Lock drills arc the most advanced, and do it all 

automatically, but are not sold to civilians. 
Price: $S (slluple plCk)-SSO (skeleton keys) 
Game Effects: Prerequisite for lockpicking skills; 
+ 10% shift with skeleton keys. 

Avail3bility: Uncommon. 
Legality: Mostly legal. 

Personal Micraphone 
The body-worn microphone, o r wire, is a com-



man fixture in police dramas. A small micro
phone on a lead is taped to the from of the wear
er's chest, with leads going to a cassette recorder 

or microtransmitter and power supply taped in 
the pit of the wearer's back. They're undetectable 
to a casual glance, but wearing tight clothing, re. 

moving your sh irt, o r getting frisked reveals the 
wire immediately. 
Price: $100 
Came Effects: Wearer may tape up to 90 minutes 
of conversation that they are present for. 
Availability: Common. 

Legality: Legal to own, illegal to use without con
sent o f recorded parties. 

Phone Tap 
It's surprisingly easy to tap a telephone. You can 
insert a microphone transmitter into a handset, 
place a recording device on a socket, even use 

electromagnetic induction to copy signals passing 
through the phone wire. All useful phone taps 
start recording when the handset is lifted and 
stop when replaced; cheaper ones cannot operate 

via a switchboard, o nly a direct line. Output is 
generally to tape cassette, for later review, but 
they can be wired to microtransmitters for nearby 

listening. 
Price: $500 - $2,000 
Came Effects: Record telephone calls. 
Availability: Uncommon, from surveillance Stores. 

Legality: Legal to own, illegal to use without con
sent of recorded parties. 

Re{ording Devi{e 
Much like covert video cameras, microphones and 

cassette systems can be built into just about any 
piece of equipment you choose. Attache cases are 
considered traditional, but cigarette packs, um

brellas, pens, glasses, and just about anything else 
have been used. Smallet, mote exotic devices cost 

mote, as do ones with a greater recording capaci
ty than about 30 minutes. 
Price: $20-$10,000 (depending on how fancy you 
want it) 

Came Effects: Record conversations at which you 
are present. 



Availability: Common, from surveillance stores. 
Legali ty: Legal to own, illegal to use without con

sent of recorded panies. 

Room Bug 
like phone taps, bugs come in a range of differ
ent styles. The only real differences between them 

lie in detection and removal. They all let you lis
ten to what's going on in the room that the bug is 
planted in, recording everything from whispers to 
shouted conversation clearly. There are tape-re

cording bugs (you pick them back up afterwards), 
wireless transmitters (which broadcast to your re
ceiver), multi-room systems, two-way transmitters 
(so you can talk back), and even bugs that you 
can call up on the phone from anywhere in the 

world to listen to. As always, smaller, subtler, 
longer-lasting, or more versatue items are more 
expensIve. 
Price: $150 - $6,000 
Game Effects: Record conversations in a room 

Availability: Common to Rare, depending on 
quality and specification 
Legality: Legal to own, illegal to use without con
sent of recorded parties 

Tempest 
Tempest is a computer monitor scanning system 
that works by picking up the UHF and VHF fre

quencies thrown off by unshielded monitors. It 
duplicates whatever is being shown on the com
puter screen that it is aimed at-from up to 100 
yards away. Shielding systems cost about $500 

and are very easy to fit, so even the best Tempest 
scanner system cannot guarantee results. 
Price: $2,000-$10,000 
Game Effects: See what is being displayed on a 
computer monitor within line-of-sight, up to 100 

yards away. 

Availability: Rare. 

Legality: Military and police. 

Voice Suombler 
Simple circuitry can step the frequencies in a hu
man voice up or down without any real need for 
frills, making a person sound higher, lower, elec

tronic, or pretty much anything else. Cheap sys
tems are recognizably false and modified, and 
tend to be limited to JUSt one type of change. 
T op-end professional systems can be far more ver

satile, and some are even difficult to identify as 
scrambled. It is impossible to make your vOICe 
sound like a specific person's, however. 

Price: $40-$5,000 
Game Effects: -50% to any attempt to identify the 

speaker. 
Availability: Common. 
Legality: Legal. 

Whisper Mike 
By stepping up the signals from a conventional 
microphone, it is possible to produce a unit capa· 
ble of clearly recording the quietest whispets at 
up to 50'. Good whisper units also contain high

end filtering, which means that all conversation is 
recorded at more or less the same volume so that 
shouting won't blow the mike. Some units-para
bolic mikes--can be directed, and pick up conver
sations they are pointed at from up to 150' away. 

A whisper mike can be added to any standard mi· 
crophone, bug, or other live recording device. 
Price: $25-$150 
Game Effects: Make distant whispers clearly audi

ble. 
AvaiiabiJity: Uncommon. 
Legality: Legal to own, illegal to use without con· 

sent of recorded parties. 
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The Cabinet: Wu Zhanhan, Gerlinde Unger, Charles Hamilton, Joao dos Prazeres (nol pictured: lucifuge) 

The Cabinet 
Charles Hamilton 
Family is everything to Charles Hamilton. At least, 
it's supposed to be. His father, also named 

Charles, constantly harped on the theme that the 
HamiltOn family name was going to give the young
er Charles everything that mattered in his life, and 
he'd better by damn give back just as much. 

This seemed pretty hypocritical to young 
Charles, who could see (even as a teenager) that 
his father was neglecting his wife for his vague 
"business trips." Not only that, but the trips didn't 

seem to be doing a lot of good, as Hamilton 
Manufacturing Inc. took a round beating in the 
marketplace. 

Then, at age seventeen, Charles was initiated 
into the Sleepers. His father took him through a 
secret door in the wine cellar of Gleeson House 

into an underground library that he had never, in 
all his life, suspected o f existing. H e was sworn to 

secrecy, ritually anointed, and taught the ancient 

practice of Authentic Thaumaturgy. 
As it rurned OUt, he was a lousy thaumaturge 

and {ini tially) not a very good conspirator. Within 

six months, his younger sister Antoinette had suc
ceeded in following him into the secret library. 
There followed an uncomfortable year in which he 
tried to hide his sister's knowledge from their fa
ther and vice versa-despite her knack fo r magick. 

It couldn't last, of course. Charles the elder 

found out evenrually, prompting an ugly scene in
volving yelling, cursing, a beating that left Charles 
the younger with a dislocated shoulder, and a fa

tal coronary infarction for the head of the Hamil
ton family. 

Charles and Antoinette have sworn to never re

veal what prompted their father's heart attack, but 

both of them sometimes suspect their mother 
knew. In any event, she came down with leukemia 
and died within two years of her husband's demise. 

Charles-now no longer Charles the younger
became determined to work harder in his father's 

CHUlER lLO BY MolT! H.UPOlD 

IJtllOIO\rJtl 
ARIm< 



memory than he ever had for the man alive. His 
dedication to the Sleepers was proven with a dou
ble homicide in Athens during the spring break of 
his first year :1[ university. (It's true that Gerlinde 

Unger-then known as Lavinia Truelove-helped 
him through it. But it was Charles who pulled the 
trigger.) 

Unlike his father, however, Charles felt that 

Gleeson House was an ideal headquarters for the 
Sleepers. Not only did Charles permit far more 
access to his home (and its secret library) than his 
father did, he also paid a great deal more atten
tion to Hamilton Manufacturing. He studied busi

ness at university, did quite weU, made many 
prominent connections, and is now a wealthy 
man. To put this in perspective, Alex Abel could 
buy him out and turn him into a pauper in about 
twO weeks, if he ever perceived Charles as a 
threat. But then, how likely is that? Ever since be

ing trailed by his sister, Charles has never, ever al
lowed himself to be careless with his secrets. 

Just like every good magus should. 
Charles's appearance is unremarkable. He's a 

chubby Brit with a ruddy complexion, a walrus 
moustache, and a bald spot. Nowhere on his per
son does he carry anything that would lead you to 
suspect he's an occultist. He doesn't watch horror 
movies or talk about The X-Files-his casual con

versation inevitably runs to sport, politics, or busi· 
ness the way that water runs to the sea. Unless 
you saw him in action, you'd never guess. 
Personality; Charles is a bluff, hearty, "Hail fellow 
well me[" type who likes to connect (and get con

nected) with everyone he rneets. An outsider 
rnight say he's building a web of favors, but 
Charles doesn't see it that way. To him, he's just 

forming synergies. If he helps you our, good. If 
you can't pay him back, that's fine, but if you're in 
a position to do him a good turn later, well-he's 
made you want to, hasn't he? 

Obsession; Surpassing his father by being a better 
businessman, father, and Sleeper than he was. 
Wound Points: 65 

Passions 
Rage Stimulus: When innocent people get killed 

for being "witches" or '\"'3rlocks." 
Fear Stimulus: Spirits that return from across the 

VeiL Unconsciously, he's terrified that his father 
could come back some day. 
Noble Stimulus: Charles is quick to give a hand 

up to the less-fortunate. 

Siois 
Body: 65 (Portly) 
Speed, 40 (Doughy) (F) 

Mind: 65 (Thoughtful) 
Soul: 65 (Cheery) 

Skill, 
Body Skills: Box Your Ears 40%, General Athlet

ics 20'% 
Speed Skills: Dodge 20'%, Drive 15%, Shooting 

35% 
Mind Skills: Notice 50%, General Education 
45%, Organize 65%, Authentic Thaumaturgy 

35%, Occult Lore 50%, Run a Business 45% 
Soul Skills: Charm 65'%, Lie 60% 

Organize: This represents his ability to ar
range events so that things go his way. He 

does this by setting priorities, delegating au
thority, matching people's skills with the jobs 
that need doing, and performing all the other 
dull minutiae that any group with a goal re
quires. He can roll it to recognize which small 

problems will rake care of themselves and 
which are only going get worse unless nipped 
in the bud. Since he's nominally in charge of 
an occult organization, he can also use this 

skill to sniff out relevant occult underground 

gossip. 

Modness Meter 
Violenee Unnatural Helplessness Isolation Self 

3 Hard 6 Hard 4 Hard 0 Hard 3 Hard 

3 Failed 2 Failed 1 Failed o Failed I Failed 

Noles 
Charles doesn't really care much fo r thaumaturgy, 
but he was thoroughly trained. He can perform 

the following rituals from memory: 



Authentic Thaumaturgy 
Both Charles :md Antoi nette Hamilton possess a skill called "Authentic Thaumaturgy.~ This is very 

much like a school of magick, but at the same time it's less restrictive and less versatile. Thaumaturgy 
is based entirely o n rimals. There IS no underlying ethos or contradiction or paradox-and therefore 

no taboos. On the other hand, there's no random magick, and the spells generally take a long, long 

rime to cast. 

Authentic Thaumaturgy is Mind-based, and it docs not have to be :10 obsession skill. It is possible 
to learn another school of magick after learning Authentic Thaumaturgy, but anyone who is an adept 

in another school can't learn Authentic Thaumaturgy later (if, for whatever reason, she should want 

to). Essentially. a thaumarurgc can make the jump to becoming an adept, but the mind-warping expe

rienced by adepts precludes them from learning genuine thaumaturgy_ 

Slots 
Generate a Minor C harge: Thaumaturges do not use minor charges. Instead, they cast minor rituals 

simply by performmg the actions and rolling their Authentic Thaumaturgy skill. A successful roll yields 

a successful ritual. 

Generate a Significant Charge: To cast significant riruals, the thaumaturge needs significant charges. Un

like the meaning-based charges acquired by modern adepts, thawnaturges generate significant charges by 
performing charging riruals (of which there are several). If they roll correctly while performing the riruaJ, 

they get the charge (or charges), with which they can then perform significant riruals. 

Generate a Major C harge: If there's a ritual for gainmg a major charge, it's lost for good. Which is 

just as well, since no one seems to know of any malor rituals, either. 

Taboo: Thaumanlrges don't have taboos. Once they get a charge, it's theirs until they use it or die with it. 

Random Magick Domain: None. Thaumaturgy is not random. 

Starting Charges: Beginning thaumarurges starr Out with no charges. However, unlike the other 

schools, they also don't start our with a demeaning nickname like ~bodybag" or "love pirate." They 

begin play knowing th ree minor rituals of the GM's choosing. Other rituals must be acquired during 

the course of play-and be aware that charging rituals are among the most closely guarded secrets in 
the occult underground. 

Blast Style: There is not, nor can there ever be, a Blast ritual. 

Memorizing Rituals: Instead of lugging around moldering books and scrolls, you can memorize ritu

als for ease of use. Memorized rituals still require the same procedures, but you can cast them without 

having a copy of the ritual at hand. Given that most rituals run fo r pages and pages of rather hermetic 

text with a frequent disdain for modernist niceties such as recipes, precise measurements, o r step-by

step instructions, the task of committing a ritual to memory in a way that preserves its symbolic pen

umbra is a daunting one; mere rote memorization of rhe text itself would help you to write it down 

again, but isn't as useful when you're swinging a dead dog around your head and have to recall the 

names inscribed on the Pillars of Wisdom with meaningful understanding of their historical context 

and fo lkloric resonance. 

Authentic Thaumarurgists may memorize a rirual by spending experience points. (Non-Thaumatur

gists may do so at the GM's dis('Tetion.) As a rough guide, each rirual COSts 1-5XP ro memorize de

pending o n complexity. Rituals that require little time or materials, such as Fires of Pure Will (see p. 

47), only cost lXP. Order o f the Wild (see p. 47) would COSt 3XP, while Harmonious Alignment (see 

p. 48 ) would be 5XP, owing to its substantial complexity and variable comem. 



Poison Ward (see UA, p. 81 ) 
Spellbreaker (see UA, p. 82) 
Portal Glyph (see Postmodem Magick, p. 44) 

Purifying Bath (see Postmodern Magick, p. 44) 
Bind Thaumophage (see p. 48) 
The Knife That Drinks (see p. 46) 
Harmonious AJignment (see p. 48) 
Inner Screaming (see p. 49 ) 

Foul Stench of Sorcery (see p. 46) 

In addition, he call (of course) look up any of 
the rituals in the Hamilton Collection (see p. 46). 

Possessions 
Lots. Charles has several cars, a nice condo in 
London as well as his comfortable estate at Glee
son House. The latter, of course, is where he's 
got his guns ("For a spot of fowling, old SpOrt"), 

his horses, his many dogs (a dozen Dobermans 
outside and several well-trained pit bulls inside, all 
of whom run whining if the Black Dog comes 
near), and enough occult paraphernalia to outfit 
several simultaneous performances of Faust. The 

only occult item he routinely carries on his per
son, however, is a penknife prepared for use as a 
Knife That Drinks (see p. 46 ). 

Most importantly, Gleeson House is home [Q 

the immense Hamilton Collection of occult 
books. It 's not famous-most of the books in the 
collection are listed as ~lost" or ~destroyedn in the 

official catalogs. It's also nor the largest in the 
world; the Vatican's is definitely bigger. But of all 

the occult libraries in the world, the Hamilton 
definitely has the highest truth/ crap ratio. (See p. 
44 for more on the Hamilton Collection. ) 

Modus Operandi 
Charles doesn't get his hands dirty any more, but 
back in the day his favored method was to study 
troublemaking adepts to see how, where, and 
when they were charging up. Then he'd try ro 

plant a thaumophage in their path. Once he knew 
the 'phage had done its work, he'd pick a fight 
somewhere inconspicuous, beat the guy uncon
scious, and finish him with a neck break. 

Gerlinde Unger 
Gerlinde Unger is in her mid·twenties. She is also 
over a hundred years old. She is also Lavinia True
love, Anna Krongeld, Karla Monserrat, M:uta 
Schlictet, Theresa Falcotti, and Lewis Schmidt. 

How these contradictory statements all came 
to be true is a rather complicated story. 

Gerlillde started out as Anna Krongeld, born 
in Germany in 1883. Her parents were well·to-do 
and educated, but a bit too conservative to be 
true Kintellectuals." The Krongelds can't be 

blamed too much for being old-fashioned, of 
course: their daughter was born just as Germany's 
industrial revolution was settling down. It seemed 

like a time of tremendous promise, with German 
goods being produced at an astounding rate for 
German colonies in Africa. 

Anna grew up hearing wonderful stories 
abOUt the exotic lands and mysterious peoples of 
the colonies, but whenever she spoke of seeing 

them herself, her parents nixed the idea. After all, 
she was only a girl. 

Growing up, Anna rejected the nationalistic 
mores of her parents and associated herself with 

the people most likely to piss them off: the deca
dent German occult underground of the early 
19OOs. They were shocked, appalled, and-when 
they learned the exact nature of some of the 
Ordo Templi Orientis' ceremonies-enraged. 

Their anger played Ollt in the courts and resulted 
in a number of arrests, which made Anna rather 
unpopular with her peers. 

She faced a difficult choice: go slinking back 
to her parents and be "only a girl" or shun their 

protection and go it alone-in the face of aban
donment by her friends. To everyone's surprise 
(including her own ) she chose the second option. 
She robbed her parents and ran away to Italy, 

where she reinvented herself as Karla Monserrat. 
She served coffee by day, waited tables by night, 
and pursued the arcane every moment in be
tween. During the First World War she befriended 
Lewis Schmidt-another German expatriate who 

despised his parents, though in his case it was be
cause they rejected his homosexuality-and intro
duced him to occultism. Together they were ac-



cepted into an Italian secret society called La 
Chiesa di Nuova Anima. That was where Anna/ 
Karla learned the Knife That Drinks ritual and 
(evenrually) the Rirual of Union. While Las Chiesa 

di Nuova Anima had those two spells accurately 
preserved, their grasp of thaumarurgy was weak 
enough that they could not perform them reliably. 

Anna/Karla did better than most, due mainly [0 a 
natural knack, but even she only succeeded in cre

ating occasional random unnatural effects. Still, 
that was good enough for La Chiesa. 

During the war, times were hard for Anna/ 
Karla and Lewis, but they persevered. Anna/Karla 

gained more and more influence in La Chiesa. 
This was critical when Lewis caught the Spanish 
Flu in 1918: it was at Anna's urging that members 

of La Chiesa nursed him back to health when she 
was forced to work to keep him fed. 

At the war's end, Anna was the sole surviving 

leader of La Chiesa, which broke apaf[ when 
most members were unwilling to follow the or
ders of a woman. She and Lewis both looked for 

another group, but it was Lewis who eventually 
found them: a Bavarian cabal of Eastern Crypto
mancers (see Postmodern Magick, p. 71). 

The German crypts were as sexually biased as 

the Italians had been, and Lewis had a terrible 
time learning the occult secrets. If only (he 
thought) there was some way to combine his gen
der with Anna's obvious talent for sorcery. 

It took him two years to persuade her, but 
evenrually her hunger for mystic knowledge led 
her to cast the Ritual of Union (see Postmodem 

Magick, p. 49) on herself and him-hoping, as he 
did, that this spell would combine them and keep 
them together for the rest of their lives. 

They mean[ it to be a beautiful union, but as 

the spell progressed it became clear that only one 
consciousness could survive. Lewis caved in early, 
allowing Anna to defeat him. She regrets it to this 
day, but she also loves his memory all the more 
for allowing her to consume him. 

Anna/Lewis stayed with the crypts long 
enough [0 learn the fundamentals of their pow
ers, but the Second World War seemed like a bad 
time to be a known homosexual in Bavaria. 

Anna/ Lewis fled back to Italy, where she started 

a new mystic organization, open to both sexes, 
based around the ritual of the Knife that Drinks 
and the concept of the Mystic Hermaphrodite 
(which she was beginning to channel personally). 
By the end of the war, Lewis's body was in its six

ties, and s/he made a fateful decision to use the 
Ritual of Union again. 

His/ her choice \va5 simplified by simulta
neous disgust for his/ her ritual partner, and rec

ognition of the benefits of taking her body. There
sa Falcotri was young, arrogant, pretty (prettier 
than Anna/Karla had ever been, a factor that con
tributed to her decision), wealthy, and had ambi
tions to take over the cult. Anna/ Lewis explained 

the Rirual of Union and offered to perform it 
with her, if Theresa would use the Knife that 
Drinks to power the ritual. Theresa (who coveted 
Anna/Lewis' knowledge) eagerly agreed, unaware 
that using the Knife that Drinks six times would 
leave her spirit weak. and easily conquered by 

Anna. 
Where her first use of the Ritual was a painful 

loss and a bittersweet realization, consuming 
Theresa Falconi was all triumph. Unfortunately, 
her cult reacted very badly towards the "'usurper" 

and kicked her OUt, but AnnafTheresa didn't real
ly care. She went back to Germany as a wealthy 
Italian, eventually uncovered the Berlin Sleepers, 
and joined them. When she perceived the conflict 

with the non-German Sleepers, she offered to sell 
the Berlin branch Out if the mainline Sleepers 
would offer her their protection. (In reality, she 
was itching for a chance to consume another hu
man spirit.) The Sleepers agreed and stuck an As

tral Parasite on Marta Schlicter the week before 
her Union duel with AnnafTheresa. Anna won 
again, and Anna/Marta quickly brought the Ger
man Sleepers back into the fold; she then 
smashed the remaining Berlin Cryptomancers and 

took possession of their temple as her headquar
ters. However, Marta's body was old, creaky and 
(evenrually) one armed, so it didn't take Annal 
Marta long to start casting around for a more 
suitable one. She thought she found it in Lavinia 

Truelove in 1970: Lavinia was young, healthy, 



pretty enough, and weak-willed. She was happy as 
Lannia until 1993, when she successfully persuad
ed a nineteen-year-old named Cerlinde Unger to 
compete with her fo r the ultimate prize. 

Anna/Cerlinde is old, but looks like she's in 
her twenties. She's crafty, but seems naive and in

experienced. She's terribly powerful, but comes 
across as a rank neophyte. Living Out all these de
ceptions makes it less difficult to keep her Cryp
tomancer taboo intact, but even that she often 

disregards in order to strengthen her Mystic Her
maphrodite connection. \X'hilc a total dedication 
to her Sleeper role would weaken her link to rhe 
Hermaphrodite, Gerlindc is happily (for her any

how) not particularly dedicated to the Sleeper 
cause: rhey just provide some very handy backup 
when she wants to take down a riva.l in the Ger
man occult scene. Gerhnde IS looking out for Ger
linde, pure and simple, and keeping her identities 

as Sleeper, Hermaphrodite, Cryptomancer, and 
cabal leader working together is all pan of her 
self-serving plan. 

Of course, all this has made her as crazy as a 
shithouse rat. 

Cerlindc appears to be an athletic, bluc-eyed 
blonde woman in her mid-twenties. She's studying 

history at the University and doing vcry well in· 
deed, thanks in part to a generous grant &om the 

Falconi fo undation. Her parents had a bit of a 
scare last year when, two days after a Judo com
petition, Cerlinde fell into a rhrec-day coma. The 
doctors called it a residual head trauma effect, but 

privately shrugged and wondered what the hell 
had happened. Since then, Cerlinde has seemed 
different and has become somewhat estranged 
from her parents. 
Personality: Anna's morals have gradually eroded 

to the poim that she ludges eve ry woman she 
meets as a poremial target fo r assimilation. (She 
doesn't want to be a man again-it was JUSt roo 
weird and yucky.) She's tried the Ritual of Union 

al least a dozen times in her life, and is always 
enraged by those who "flinch" and derail it be
fore she can devour them. She wants to live for

ever, and she thinks the Rltual has put her on 
the right track. 

Obsession: She's obsessed with the power of 
magjck, pure and simple. Currently, this manifests 
itself through her hunger to use the Ritual of 

Union. 
Wound Points: 65 

Passions 
Rage Stimulus: Being outdone in a feat of sorcery. 
Fear Stimulus: Failing the Ritual of Union and be
ing consumed. 
Noble Stimulus: Protecting the world from dan
gerous adepts---especially those who can do things 
she can't do. 

Slots 
Body: 65 (Strong) 

5p"d, 65 (Qu;ck) (5) 
M;nd, 65 (emily) 

Soul: 75 (Magnetic) 

Skill, 
Body Skills: Judo 50%, General Athletics 30%, 

Pretty Young Frau 15'%, Swimming 35%, KnifepJay 

25% 

Speed Skills: Dodge 30%, Drive 20%, Firearms 
45%, Snatch 45%, Horseback Riding 30%, Sprint 

40% 

Mind Skills: Notice 40'%, General Education 55%, 

Memories of Lewis Schmidt 6()o/o, Memories of 
L.1\.uua Truelove 25%, Memories of Marta Schlicter 

55%, Memories of Theresa Falconi 300/0, Speak. En
glish 65 0/0, Speak Italian 650/0, Speak Spanish 42°/0, 
Speak Portuguese 360/0, Read Latin 20010, Read 
Greek 35°/0, Authentic Thaul1larurgy 65%, Cult 

Leader 60"/ ... Ocrult Underground Gossip 40% 
Soul Skills: Ourm 250/ ... ue 4SOI ... Seduce 45°/ ... Cryp
tomancy 35%, Avatar: Mystic Hennaphrodite 55% 

Cult Leader: TIUs skill gives her influence 
over about fifteen or twcnty people in the 

Berlin Temple of Truth. Just 1\.\l0 of them arc 
actual adepts. There are only about three of 
them who would risk serious injury on her 
behalf, and neither of the adepts are included 

in that number. 
Snatch: see UA, p. 42. 



Madness Meter 
Violence Unnatur:al Hclpl~$ncss lsolalion Self 

6 Hard 8 Hard 3 liard 3 Hard 7 Hard 

2 Failed 3 Failed 1 Failed 2 F:1I1ed 5 Failed 

Noles 
\Vh!]e Gerlinde is a Cryptomancer, she isn't very 

faithful in her practice. Generally, if she needs :1 

minor charge she gets one and spends it immedi

ately. If she needs :1 significant charge, she uses 

the Knife that Drinks. 

Gerlinde knows the following druals: 

The Knife that Drinks (sec p. 46) 

The Rirual of Union (see Postmodem Mag-
ick, p. 49) 

Cripple the Soul (see p. 49) 

Resonant Bleeding (see p. 47) 

Foul Stench of Sorcery (see p. 46) 

She's insane. Specifically, her sense of self is so 

badly eroded that she automatically looks around 

expectantly whenever someone is addressed as "Ger
linde," "Theresa," "Marta," MLavinia~ or "Lewis.~ 

She hates being photographed or recorded and dis

likes having mirrors around, but these are mere ec

centricities. WorSt of all is when she hears the name 

"Anna." If it's just someone in the area being called 

"Anna," she can make a Mind check to control her

self. Failure means she freaks our, and probably 

free7..es or flees the scene. If someone calls her 
A.nna--or worse, s.:tys her full nanle or shO'ovs her 

some proof from her old lifc-she loses her cool au-

tomatically. Her reaction depends on the circum

stances, but is likely to be quite cxrrcme. Fornmately 

for her, she rook Lewis's body before a photograph 

could e\--er be taken of her old Anna self. 

Her adherance to the Mystic Hermaphrodite 

is often in flux, since she C~tn be no more dedicat

ed to it than anything else lest she break taboo. 

This means her Avatar skill fluctuates by +/-10% 

from the stated level. 

Possessions 
Gerlmde genera1ly carries a penknife that has been 

prepared as a Knife That Drinks. She is fairly well 

off personally, and can often draw upon the funds 

of the Berlin Temple of Truth for larger expenses. 

Modus Operandi 
Whenever possible, Gerlinde simply approaches 

her target, explains the Rirual of Union, and issues 

a bald challenge. If the challenge is taken up, she 

rells her target that it will take her a little while to 

charge up for the ritual. In actuality, whar she 

wanlS to do is cast Cripple the Soul on her targer 

to soften her up for the Rirual. If the Rimal fails, 

well, she's gOt the victim alone in an isolated area 

and can probably take her Ollt in the confusion. 

If the target doesn't accept the challenge (or 

isn't worth devouring) Gerlinde plays it by ear. 

The "pretend to be a drunk innocent college girl 

until the guy takes you baek to his apartment

game works surprisingly well on many adepts. 

Joao/ SebaSliao dos Prazeres 
Joao dos Prazcres is the scioll of one of Portugal's 

wealthiest families, specializing in Brazilian coffee 

farmmg. However, he not only inherited his fami

ly's business empire-he also "inherited" his grand

father Sebastiao's mind. 

Sebastiao dos Pr3i'..eres (born in 1893) had al

ways been keenly interested in history, and his 

command of it drew the anention of one of his 

teachers while he was studying at Lisbon Universi

ty. This Portuguese professor, Jeronimo de Fora, 

was one of the first apprentices to Dugan For

sythe, the founder of Cliomancy. With de Fora 

making the introductions, Forsythe initiated Se

bastiao in [he school's secrets in 1919. 

Mter his father's death in 1922, Sebastiao took 

command of the family business, traveling to Brazil 

on numerous occasions to oversee the coffee plan

tations that the family owned in Sao Paulo and Mi· 

nas Gerais. A few months later he married Mana, 

who belonged to a rich Portuguese family, and 

who bore him a son the following year. He kept 

his magickal pursuits a secret from his wife. 

The long voyages between Lisbon :md Sao 

Paulo made it hard for him to gather charges, and 

he began to wonder iJ he could find a magickal 

Ii,,,,._ 
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solution. In 1927, after harvesting a major charge 
from an Incan city (it was rather easier in those 
early days of the school), he constructed a magic 
g:ue between family warehouses in Santos (a port 

near Sao Paulo) and Lisbon that he hoped would 
allow him to transport cargo in the blink of an 
eye. Unfortunately, the strictures of Cliomancy 
didn't cooperate: the gate would transfer minds, 
but not objects. 

The situation almost got out of his hands 
when he took over the body of a worker at the 
Lisbon warehouse; lucluly he had the presence of 

mind to switch back immediately, leaving his dis· 
tant employee disoriented and confused but igno
rant. Despite the disappointment, he w:IS more 
than ready to make use of what he had obtained: 
he could control hIS emprre from Lisbon and reg· 

ularly gather charges from the virgin Cliomantic 
territory of South America (although he had to 
use somebody else's body to do that, and usc his 
magick to rinse their minds afterwards). 

The years slipped by, and word spread 
throughout the European occult underground 
that the Lisbon Cliomance r was more powerful 
than he ough t to be for a man who rarely left 
home. In 1940, Sebastiao had a cardiac arrest 

that almost lulled him, and survival became his 
main priority. Unwilling lO go quiedy into that 
good night, he named his young son Avelino as 
his only heir, and used hiS magick to overcome 

any resistance. The fo llowing year, upon Aveli· 
no's coming of age, Scbasdao sent him to Braz.iI 
to see the family's coffee plantations-and 
swapped minds after ingesting arseruc and leav
ing a suicide note. His son d ied in Sebastiao's 

body. (A workman obediently carried the body 
& note to Sebastiao's favorite orchard for discov. 
cry.) Mana followed three years later, heartbro

ken by her husband's suicide. Avelino/Sebastiao 
soldiered on. 

Ln 1949, Jose Aznar Villalonga-a rival Chom
ancer from VaUadolid-sniffed around the young 
man's nund and realized his secret. Villalonga anony· 

mously threatened Avelino/Sebastiao with exposure 
unless he could have access to the mind gate. That 

was when young Angela Fo~he, seeking her fa· 

ther's disciples, proposed a plan: to rid him of the 

annoying adept, in exchange for his joining her orga
niz.'ltion, the Sleepers. Avelino agreed to coUaborate 
with the Sleepers as long as he could retain domino 
ion o ... er the charges of Br.t1.i1. 

In 1953 Avelino married Gabriela, mulatto 

daughter of a Brazilian rycoon. She bore him a son 
the following year, whom they named Joao. Before 
Avelmo's death in 1978, Sebasriao's mind had al
ready been switched with Joao's. After Gabriela 

passed away, Joao married Fatima, another Brazilian, 
who gave birth to twins Antonio and Josefa in 1984. 

Joao is a handsome fo rtysomething mulatto 
whose stare could scare anybody. He has to make 
an effort to hide the indifference he feels for al· 

most everybody (including his own family, who 
are no more than tools to him). However, he is a 
master of deception and charm, and although 
most Sleepers know that he does not belong to 
the organization our of the goodness of his heart, 

they are unaware of the fact that he cares as little 
for them as he does for everybody else. 
Personality: Joao is a man 1110re attracted to busi· 
ness than he is to people (he is often told that he 
is "just like your father and your grandfather"). 

He IS adept at putting on a good face and at tell· 
109 people what they want to hear, but often re· 
sorts to mind manipulation when he is unable to 

achie'·e his goals. People are merely puppers to 
him, but what is truly unfortunate is that people 
trust him, or at least they [rust him as much as a 
workaholic businessman can be trusted. 

On the downside, he has increasingly stepped 

away from runrung his importing business. The 
speed of modern communications appeals to his 
Cliomantic interests, but they merely make the 
shipping of coffee a constant bother. He's tired of 

coffee and tired of his family busmess. These 
days, he gets much more enjoyment OUt of run· 
ning his hotel and being a Sleeper. 
Obsession: History and the influence that histori· 

cal eventS have on current events, including the 
extension of his Ijfe and work. His fear of death 
IS a consequence of his desire for immortality and 

to become one with history. 
Wound Points: 50 



Passions 
Rage Stimulus: That his secrets should come to 
light. Very few people know he is a Cliomancer 

(his family is unaware of it), and only one other 
person (Angela Forsythe) knows that he is really 
Sebastiao. 
Fear Stimulus: Death. That hean attack left its 

mark on him forever; in fact, he would have had 
more sons if that did not entail his empire's parti. 
tion. In case of an emergency, he would adopt a 
child without thinking twice about it. "Reincarnat· 
ing" in someone of his lineage is a matter of pref· 
erence; survival is the most important maner. 

Since his first transfer, he has tried to keep his 
body in a good shape. 
Noble Stimulus: The dissemination of historical 
culture. In the bottom of his heart there is some

thing apart from selfishness, something which com
pels him to fund any kind of culrure and historical 
heritage preservation project. It cannot be said, 
howe\'Cr, that he does it for people, but rather for 
the great love of his unnatural life: history itself. 

Slats 
Body, 50 (Fh) 

Sp<e& 50 (Deft) (S) 
Mind: 65 (Brilliant) 
Soul; 75 (Confident) 

Ikills 
Body Skills: General Athletics 50%., Struggle 30% 
Speed Skills: Dodge 40%

, Drive 40'% 
Mind Skills: Business 50%, English 500/0, Notice 
300/0, History 65%, Portuguese 65%, Spanish 40% 

Soul Skills: Charm 55%, Cliomancy 65%, Lie 
75% 

Madness MeIer 
Violence 
Isolation 
4 Hardened 

Unnatural 
Self 
3 Hardened 

3 Hardened 7 Hardened 

Helplessness 

2 Hardened 

2 Failed 1 Failed 3 Failed I Failed 2 Failed 

Possessions 
Basically the same as any business rycoon's. Fine 

clothes, cars, and the like, although he is not lav
ish so much as he is motivated to keep up appear
ance. This is draining his finances, however, espe
cially since he has begun to step away from the 
coffee busi ness. 

Modus Operandi 
Whenever he has to talk to somebody important, 
he meets with him in the private floor of his ho
tel. He nC\'Cr gets his hands dirty, preferring to 

manipulate the minds of his targets as needed. 
He can pay for assassins against mundane targets, 
and use the Sleepers against magickal ones. 

Wu Zhanhan 
Back in the day, Wu Zhanhan was one stone ba· 
dass. A tough cop of the guns-blazinglass--kicking.! 
suspect-pummeling variety, Wu spent the late six· 

ties and early seventies making life as hard as pos-. 
sible for the gangsters and smugglers of his native 
Hong Kong. Someone who only knew part of 
Wu's story might find this a little odd, particularly 

if he only knew the part where Wu pledged fealty 
to the drug·smuggling Seven Door Triad in the 
early sixties. 

The fact that makes If all undersrandable was 
young Wu's induction mto the Brotherhood of 

Harmonious Repose. As a Brother, Wu signed on 
with the triad to keep its magick use subtle and 
concealed, When the Seven Door Triad decided 
to eschew subtlety in b\"or of making some of 

their thugs bulletproof, it was time for them to be 
smashed into a thousand pieces and scattered to 
the winds-a task Wu performed with relish. Since 
he was tight with many of [heir members and had 
the Brotherhood guarding him from astral para

sites and other hassles, he succeeded agamst the 
Seven Doors like no cop before him. 

His success against the Seven Doors put him 
on the faSt track, and by the 1990s he was the cap
tain of one of Hong Kong's toughest preciners. He 

was also imernationally recognized as an expert on 
Triad methods and operations. Police depamnents 
from Sydney to Los Angeles flew him in to consult 
about Golden Triangle heroin smuggling. 



AJI the rime, Wu u~d his police influence to 

SUppOri the goals of the Brotherhood. At the 
same rime, he persuaded the Brotherhood mat 
the best way to pursue their goals was to protect 
the police from magick. As long as the police 
weren't getting hurt, there was no reason for 

them to believe, right? 
When Great Britain returned Hong Kong to 

China in 1997, Wu Zhanh::m retired to London. A 
lifelong Anglophile, Wu had sen! his two children 

to University in England, and both of them stayed 
after graduation. Now he has joined them and 
can focus the full force of his considerable intel· 
lect, experience, and influence on the affairs of 
the Sleepers. 

\V'hile one of his longtime U.S. colleagues re
ferred to Wu as '"the Chinese John Shah," he's 
gonen considerably subtler since his "Up against 
the wall, motherfucker!" days. Now he reads, 

writes books on oriental gang culture, sits on pan
cis at conferences, and serves as a guest lecturer 
for the FBI and CIGN. He's slower on the d raw 
and he doesn't box anymore, but he's still no
where near as harmless as he looks. 

Wu is a trim-looking man in his early sixties. 
He speaks impeccable English with a proper, up
per-class Brit accent. He's urhane, intelligent, and 
charming. AJmost everyone he meets thinks he's a 
fine old gentleman. There's only one time the 

dark side of his life shows through. If a conversa
tion should happen to turn to violent crime, Wu 
just might teU some stories of his days in Triad 

enforcement that just aren't appropriate for de
cent people to hear. He doesn't spare a detail, 
and tells it with the calm interest of a man re
counting a cricket match. 
Personality: Calm, calcu1ari ng and utterly confi

dent in the rightness of his cause. 
Obsession: Making the world safe for the little guy. 
Wound Points: 50 

Passions 
Rage Stimulus: Somewhat the sexist, Wu can't 
stand watching a woman being physically abused 
or loudly insulted. He's not crazy about snide 

comments to women either, but it doesn't push 

his buttons the way shouting (or hitting) does. 
Fear Stimulus: He's afraid of losing his credibility 
if his mundane law enforcement contactS learn of 

his connection to the occult. 
Noble Stimulus: Making the world safe for mag

ick-and safe from it. 

Slots 

Body, 50 (Fi,) 
5p«& 50 (Deh) (5) 
Mind: 75 (Brilliant) 
Soul; 65 (Confident) 

Skills 
Body Skills: Boxing 50%, General Athletics 30%, 
Long Distance Running 20%, Swimming 40%, 
Drink You Under The Table 50%, Wrestling 35% 

Speed Skills: Gunfighring 50%, Dodge 50%, 
Drive 50%, Fast Draw 50%, Sprint 20% 
Mind Skills: Authority 25%, Influence 70%, No
tice 70%, General Education 25%, Occult Studies 

50%, Knowledge of Eastern Crime Syndicates 
75%, English Language 75%, Cantonese Language 
75%, French Language 45%, German Language 
200/0, Various Chinese Dialects 30%, Japanese 

Language 200/0 
Soul Skills: Charm 55%, Ue 65%, Interrogate 65% 

Madness Meter 
Violence Unnatural Helplessness Isolation '<If 

10 Hard 6 Hard 2 Hard 3 Hard 3 Hard 

3 Failed I Failed o Failed o Failed 1 Failed 

Noles 
Wu's influence skill lets him do things like keep 
stories OUt of the papers, get certain criminal eas
es prioritized or soft-pedaled, and get youe PCs 
put on the FBI's Most Wanted list. 

Wu has a thaumophage bound into his body, 
which may come as a ml.sty surprise to any Entro
pomancers, Amoromancers, or other adepts who 

try to charge up off him. 
Wu keeps a coded diary. Every day he writes 

down what he's done and what happened to him, 
and every day he reads a month chosen at ran
dom. He never puts down specifics of his crimi-



nal cases or Sleeper projects-It s more like 
"Stopped by Yaumatei and asked R. about White 
Tiger" or "Talked to M. about the Lisbon situa

tion." He goes into more detail about his social 
engagements. Wu hopes th:n by keeping this jour· 
nal, he may be able to discern if his memories are 
tampered with. So far, he hasn't noticed anything, 

which he hopes is a good sign. 

Possessions 
Wu carries a fully licensed Serena 9mm pistol. It 
holds IS bullets and its maximum damage is 50. 

Morc importantly, Wu possesses a powerful 

tnflgick amulet taken from the cooling corpse of 
the Seven Doors kingpin. 

The Seven Doors Amulet (Significant): This is 
an artlessly carved pendant of low-grade jade. It 's 

flat, round, and about an inch and a half across. It 
appears to be an exaggerated bas-relief of a naked 
woman in a vulgar pose. Sold on the open market, 
it might get you a hundred bucks, since it's poorly 
executed and the woman's proportions are kind of 
wrong. However, anyone who wears the amulet 

has a measure of protection from any deliberate <11-

tflck-mundane or magickal. Specifically, any suc
cessful attack roll is flipped. If this makes the result 
higher than the attacker's skill, it's a failure. Even if 
the attacker used a Passion, Obsession, or other 

means to flip the roll already, the amulet actS last 
and flips it back. In some cases this can actually 
make an attack better, but by and large it provides 
significant protection. 

Modus Operandi 
Back when he was a cop, things were pretty rough 
and tumble. Lots of suspectS got "shot while re
sisting arrest," so once Wu took care of any mag· 

ickal hangups, it wasn't too hard to pound or 
shoot the crap out of someone. 

Nowadays, Wu doesn't confront anyone di· 
rectly. He just pulls strings with his buddies in in· 
ternational law enforcement. Once an adept is on 

the lam from John Law, charging and/ or taboo is 
more likely to be a problem. Once the quarry is 
tired, a group of Wu's Brotherhood underlings 
can close in for the lead·pi~ massage. 

Lucifuge, the Block Dog 
One of the rituals in the vast Hamilton library is 
"Sumone Ye Utter Foulness.~ A harrowing odys

sey of black magick, the spell requires the caster 
to mutilate herself to summon forth a monster of 

repellent aspect, but unquestioned loyalty. 
"Sumone Ye Utter Foulness~ is also common· 

Iy known as "Summon Unspeakable Servant," and 
many centuries ago, at least one magus cast it 

properly. Having created an Unspeakable Servant 
of the greater variety, this sorcerer bound it into 
the body of a hanged man and used it to 'Nt'eak 
merry havoc on his many enemies. 

Things were different, back then. 

Against aU odds, that Unspeakable Servant-sum
moned in the year of our lord 1459-has survi\"Cd into 
the new millenniwn. Named Lucifuge by its swnmon
er (who may well have believed he was compelling 
the one and only Prince of Darlrncss) it has served 

the Hamilton family since the 150Ds, and the Sleepers 
ever since the Hamilton family Slgned on with them 

in the 1950s. Of course, the Hamiltons wouldn't put 
it in a human body without a really compeJling rea

son-killing people to get a host for some kind of 

parnnonnal parasite isn't really their stylc-so Lucifub'C 
has spent much of the last several hundred years con
fined in the bodies of d~. Once the Hamilton Col
lection acquired the spell "Sterile Begening, ~ Lucifuge 
w.1S sometimes given human fonn agrun. He ct1J'T'Cndy 
senes as Antoinette Hamtlton's (see p. 98 ) seeing.eyc 

dog (in more \vays than one). 
Lucifuge is a calm. unflappable being who 

never exhibits the least iota of emotion. In faet, 
he rarely displays interest. Hc docs what hc's told 
with perfect skill, and when he's done he stOps 

and waits for (he next order. He's not creati"e or 
intuitive, but he does have a great deal of experi· 
ence with human beings and the occult under· 

ground. Knowing that his perspecti\'e is complete
ly unemotional, the Cabinet sometimes solicits his 
advice on matters of controversy. Naturally, he 
never volunteers his opinions-if he even has opin
ions before being ordered to form them. 
Personality: Lucifuge cannot properly be said to 
have a "personality." It Just does what it's told. 
Wound Poi nts: 140 



Slols 
Body: 70 (Powerful) 
Sp«& 60 (Quick) (S) 
Mind, 50 (Icy) 

Soul: 50 (Utterly Inhuman) 

Ikills 
Body Skills: Bite 70%, General Athletics 70% 
Speed SkilJs: Dodge 600/0 

Mind Skills: Notice 500/.., Been Around For Cen
ruries 35%, Occult Lore 25% 
Soul Skills: Ue 50% 

Holes 
When the Black Dog bites, it does +3 damage. 
GMs may, if they wish, have those bitten make 
Body rolls to resist the ki nds of diseases that 
thrive in a dead dog's mouth. 

Lucifuge's "Been Around For Centuries" ski ll 

is a sort of general knowledge skill. It covers book 
learmng less than any trivia or observations it's 
picked up in the last five-and·a·haif centuries. 

Mogickol Operotives: Agnes Flynn, Vernon Henshow, Hidoko Yomosongoi, AntoineHe Homilton 

Mogickol Operatives 
Hidoko Yomosongoi 
There's nothing that was really unusual about 
Hidako' s upbringing. She didn't get a lot of per· 
sonal attention from Mom and Dad, but they 

were important, busy people. She had to dress up 
and act nice for company, but so did everyone. 

She had to pretend to like the lame presents her 
parents gave het, but at least they gave her pre

sents. She spent a lot of her time playing alone, 
but that meant that she could take aU the roles 
for herself, and make sure that the stories came 
out the way she wanted. 

There's nothing you can pomt to and say, 
"That's what did it." Lots of kids grow up having 



ro rake on different roles for their parents, teach

ers, and friends. Lots of kids have vibrant, diverse 
fantasy lives where they can be anyone rhey want. 
Maybe there was nothing that did it. Maybe it JUSt 

happened. 
Whatever happened, Hidako became a Per

sonamancer. Somehow, the acting out of people's 

expectations and her solitary prctending melded 
to let her do amazing things. She was able to look 
like other people, think like other people, find 

OUt people's secrets, and generally get away with 
anythi ng she wanted. 

The unforrunate pan was that she was o nly 
thirteen years old when it happened. 

Teenagers tend to test boundaries and try to 
get their own way. When they establish what the 

rules are, they can define their place in society, 
and get along with people. Hidako made the dis
covery that there were no boundaries or limits 
when you could do what she could. It rurned her 
into a stone-cold bitch. 

It 's easy to get aw.lY with being a bitch with Per
sonamancy. A teacher gives you detention, you make 
your teacher hit on one of the srudents in front of 

witnesses. The guy you like is infaruated with one of 
your friends? Be her, and get the guy for yourself. 
Go dubbing using your bus pass as ID. If someone 
complains, show them what they most fear. 

So, Hidako gOt into the school drama dub, 
and got some TV commercials, and pretended to 

be other people in from of the mirror, and ruled 
her family and friends. That got boring after a 

while, so she began looking for new challenges. 
In university, she found that there were other peo
ple out there who could do magick, and the 
world got a lot more interesting. Suddenly, there 
were ncw people to play with, new games to play. 

She set into the occuh underground of her home
town Tokyo with the same lack of impulse con
trol that characterized her other actions. 

She gOt her heinie spanked. 

As the bag lady Urbanomancer who beat her 
into the pavement said, "That may work with the 
rest of them, but you're on my rurf. Play nice o r 
go home: Hidako was lucky that she'd met a rela
tively benign adept first time out the door. 

H er second foray into the underground was 

more cautious, but the Avatar of the Pilgrim th:u 
she wanted to push o ff the path led her three 
times around the block, which pissed her off so 
Illuch it broke her taboo. As she stood there, 

empty of charges, he walked up behind her and 
said, "Age and experience, li ttle girl. Remember." 

She decided that she would have her revenge 
on the enti rety of the magickal world that 
wouldn't acknowledge her place in it. To that 

end, she began insinuating herself into it with 
much more caution, always playing the part of the 
eager young student. She played mce, simpered at 
the lecherous o ld men, paid awe and respect [Q 

the women in the know, and slept with a faIr 
number of both sexes, looklllg for the edge she 
needed. Then she heard about the Sleepers. 

Overnight, she abandoned the circle of occult 
friends she had made and went looking for the 

Sleepers. When she found them. she put on her 
most righteous face, her most dedicated mien, and 
went and asked for a Job. They gave it to her. Now, 

she has all the opportumty in the world to make 
the people who slighted her pay. And she will. 

Hidako works for a Japanese entertainment 
company that supplies actors for children's parties 
and special events. If you want the Sailo r SCouts 

at your mall, these are the people to call. Hidako 
has the physique and skill to pull off pretty much 
any role they throw at her, from Power Ranger to 
Pokcmon, so she gets a lot o f work, even if her 
co-stars aren't aU that fond of her. It keeps her in 

mlllor charges. 
When she needs a significant charge, she takes 

a few days off work and pUts her theatrical training 
to the test. She usually only does this if she's mak
ing a new mask or if she·s got a heavy assignment 

coming up. Otherwise, she gets by with her minor 
charges and her collection of masks. 
Personality: Hidako is on the road to becoming a 

true sociopath. The only thing that truly matters 
to her is achieving her revenge on the occult un
derground that refused to be her plaything. The 
face she shows other people, however, is one of 
true belief and fanatical devotion to the cause. 
She's not a beautiful woman, but she acts like 



one-and that's enough to get you on her side. 
Whcn she looks up at you and bats her lashes, 
you believe in her. And inside, she laughs at you 
for doing it. 
Obsession: Revenge. She will crush the practitioners 
of magick under her heel, and claim her rightful. 
place as the mystic bitch-queen of the occult world. 
Wound Points: 55 

Passions 
Rage Stimulus: Being played. She's got over not 

always being able to turn people imo her play
things, but she refuses to allow hcrself to be used 
by anyone else. Even a hint of it will drive her 
into a screaming fury. 
Fear Stimulus: (Unnatural) Epideromancers. She's 

only recently found out about them, and the idea 
of people doing that sort of thing to themselves 
(or worse, to her) juSt gives her the wiJlies. 
Noble Stimulus: Despite her severely maladjusted 
attitude to most of the world, Hidako has a real 
soft SpOt for animals. She likes them, and will do 

anything to keep them from being hurt or exploit· 
ed. She's even a Vegan. 

Stots 
Body: 55 (Great Muscle Tone) 
Speed: 60 (Supple and Quick) (S) 
Mind: 50 (Not JUSt a Pretty Face) 
Soul: 70 (Burning Inside) 

Skills 
Body Skil1s: Karate 30%, General Athletics 40% 
Speed Skills: Dodge 20%, Drive 15%, Dancing 

300/0. Firearms 25% 
Mind Skills: orice 200/0. General Education 
15%, Mystical Weaknesses 40%, Memorization 
35%, Theatrical Makeup 40% 

Soul Skills: Charm 65%, Lie 50%, Acting 30%, 
Mask Making 45%, Personamancy 60% 

Mystical Weaknesses: This skill is something 
she's been developing steadily since joining 

the Sleepers. She's been taking advantage of 
the vast wealth of knowledge they have to 
learn all about taboos for the various schools 

of magick and for the differem archetypes, to 
have an ace in the hole when she goes up 

against someone with one of these abilities. It 
also gives her some knowledge of the limita· 
tions of various forms of magick, rituals, and 

artifacts. 

Madness Meter 
Violence Unn.:l1ural Hdplessnw Isolation Self 

6 Hard 5 Hard 1 Hard 7 Hard 8 Hard 

1 Failed 0 Failed I Failed 2 Failed 2 Failed 

Possessions 
Hidako has spent a fair bit of time building her
self a valuable collection of masks. She has animal 
masks of an Eagle (Flight), a Fish (Swimming and 
Water-Breathing), and a Tiger (Claws and Teeth). 

More valuable are her Avatar masks, which con
sist of The Pilgrim, The Hunter, and The Messen· 
ger. These are kept in a set of special bulletproof 
suitcases with eight-digit combination locks that 
Hidako brings with her on assignments. She also 
owns a number of handguns and rifles, as well as 

an assortment of martial·arts weapons. She is able 
to use all of them. 

Modus Operondi 
Hidako is usually given assignments that require 
that the power of the Sleepers be impressed upon 
the poor, misguided adept in question. She loves 
those. She'll start with a vague, simple warning; the 

kind she hopes will be disregarded by the target. 
When the poor schmuck ignores her, she'll 

systematically take his life apart, piece by piece, 
bringing it down around his ears. Suddenly, his 
wife sees him cheating on her. The local police 
see him selling crack on the street corner. He hits 

on the boss. He freaks out on the bus to work, 
when a little old lady touches his face. Whatever 
works to shake him loose from his feeling of safe

ty and power. 
After a few days of this, she revisits the quiv

ering wreck that was once a duke, and gives the 
warning again. If he listens this time, good. She's 
won. If not, she kills him, and she's won. 

She finds it a \'ery fulfilling life. 



Vernon Henshaw 
Vernon Henshaw was born :1 bright, sensitive, bur 

sickly child in a well-to-do fam ily. For large por

tions of his youth, he was bedridden. Learning to 

read at age four, he escaped from his sickbed the 

on ly way he could : through books. During his pe

riods of mobility, he would haunt libraries and 

bookstores, seeking our new books of adventure, 

mystery, and fantasy. 

While reading a book o n faith healing, he 

found a folded-up piece of paper inside the book. 

Written in rusty brown ink was the ritual of Medi

ci ne Bag (see Postmoderll Magick, p. 43). Vernon 

performed the ritual successfull y, and his health 

rapidly improved. He was ten years old, and 

touched by true magick. 

H e began searching out all the esoteric and 
occult books he could find, seeking our more 

magick with the imensity only a ten-year-old has. 

Looking back, this is probably the point when 

Vernon started channeling the archetype of the 

Hunter (see Stalosphere, p. 56). 

While pursuing his degree in English at Berke

ley, working in a dingy New Age bookshop in Oak
land, Vernon met the man that would become his 

mentor in Bibliomancy: David Roberrson. Robert

son recognized the boy's potentiaJ Instantly. Within 

days, Vernon was juggling school and a magickal 

apprenticeship. After graduation, he joined Robert

son Bookfinders as a full associate . and Bib

liomancer. Vernon was good-very good-at the 

job, due to his connection to the Hunter. 

Three years later, Robertson was dead. A 

powerful Epideromancer slapped his face right 

off his skull in front of a bar full of people, caus

ing a minor riot. Thar's where the Sleepers came 

in. They tracked down the Aeshworker and left 

her drooling mindlessly in her aparunent, reciting 

"Now I Lay Me Down to Sleep" over and over. 

Vernon, wh ile Hunting his mentor's murderer, 

came upon the cat3lOnic Epideromancer. H e was 

fu rious. He began to Hunt whoever had stolen 

his chance to avenge Robertson's death. 

Vernon was relentless: the combination of his 

frustration, Avatar abilities, and Bibliomancy was 

a force to be reckoned with. Within a week and a 

half, he had tracked down the Sleeper who had 

mind·fried the Epideromancer. The Sleeper, high

ly Impressed with Vernon's abilities, calmed the 

young bookworm down and began the recruit

ment process. The philosophy and mission of the 

Sleepers appealed strongly to Vernon, and he 

quickly volumeered. 

He's just completed hiS first }'ear of post-train

ing Sleeper-hood. He's learned the rudiments of 

self-defense and firearms, as well as some Sleeper 

rimals. Since his talents lend themselves mostly to 

research and detection, Vernon is usually tapped to 

locate targets and run them down for anOther 

Sleeper, although he has gotten his h:mds dirty. 

In the last six months, Vernon discovered The 

Powwow Book of Whispers, by Wolfg:mg Vesper

mann (described later), and gleaned his first Ma

jor charge. He immediately used the Juice to grant 

himself the Easy Reader skill. His Sleeper masters 

do not currently know that he's gained this ability. 

Finally, Vernon really wants to get dose to the 

Hamilton Collection, especially the Chamber of 

Knowledge. He caught :l brief glimpse of the Collec

tion during the last phase of his initiation, and his 

mouth JUSt watered. The three Sleeper rituals he's 

learned whet his appetite further. Currently, he's try

ing to get himself to good with Antoinette Hamilton 

so he can gain regular access to those marvelous 

tomes and grimoires. And with his new Easy Reader 

abili ty, who knows what he could discover? 

Vernon is tallish and skinny, \vith blonde hair and 

brown eyes behind wire-frames. He's sort of cute, in a 

"gangly geek ~ way. He dresses well, if bit rumpled. 

He's fairly easygoing, and loves to talk to people 

about the books they're readmg or have read. He also 
10\'tS me Marx Brothers. Woody Allen, and {tIm nair. 
Personality: A nebbish with a relentless side. 

Obsession: The transforming power of the writ

ten word (Bibliomancy). 

Wound Points: 40 

Passions 
Rage Stimulus: Seeing someone scrong attack! 

abuse someone weak. 

Fear Stimulus: (Helplessness) Vernon is terrified 

of going blind. 



Noble Stimulus: Vernon is kind and helpful to 
the weak, the infirm, and the aged. 

Siois 
Body: 

Speed: 
Mind: 
Soul: 

Ikill, 

40 (Skinny) 
43 (Twitchy) (F) 

80 (Wicked Smart) 

73 (Compelling) 

Body Skills: General Athletics 18%, Struggle 20%, 
Kinda Cute 33% 
Speed Skills: Dodge 15%, Drive 17%, Pistols 15% 
Mind Skills: Literature (General Education) 40%, 

Detection (Notice) 45%, Antiquarian Book Lore 
35%, Easy Reader 40% 
Soul Skills: Biblio mancy 49%, Charm 30%, Lie 
20010, Avatar: Hunter 72% 

Easy Reader: This slcill oPCnltCS as if Vernon 
had the 71%·90'% channel of the Scholar (see 
Statosphere, p. 75): he can read and under

stand any written language with a roll ag. ... inst 
this slcill. A strange side effect-whether caused 
by his BibHomancy, his connection to the 
Hunter, or something else-is that Vernon 

knows if a text is purposefully written to mis
lead, deceive, or misdirect. If the writer of the 
text truly believed the lies he wrote, however, 
Vernon does not sense the falsehood. 

Madness Meter 
Violence Unnatural Helplessness Isolation Self 

4 Hard 5 Hard 2 Himl 3 Hard 2 H:1rd 

2 F:;r.iled 2 Failed 2 Failed I F:;r.;led 

Notes 
Charges: Vernon carries approxilll:uely 8 minor 
charges and 3 significant charges around at all times. 

Vernon knows the followi ng rituals: 

Cripple the Soul (p. 49) 
The Knife That Drinks (p. 46) 
Lead into Gold (see UA, p. 82) 

Medicine Bag (see Postmodern Magic~ p. 43) 
Poison Ward (see UA, p. 81) 

Seek the Lost Tome (see UA, p. 81) 

Possessions 
Vernon keeps his Medicine Bag on him at all rimes, 
on a thong around his neck. He also carries 2 gold
coated lead sinkers, a cell phone, a pocket notebook 
and pen, a Swiss Army knife prepared as a Knife 

That Drinks, and a Colt Vipcr .38 Special with 
ammo, licensed for conceal/carry. Ever-present are 

his battered trenchcoat and his leather book satchel. 

Ubrot'f 
Vernon's main Bibliomantic Library is located in 

his Pittsburgh apartment, and guarded with a num
ber of traps, snares, and occult gewgaws. As a Bib
liomancer, he was way ahead on home security 
even before he joined the Sleepers. It looks a lot 
like your stereotypical noir detective's office, only 

with the addition of a few stuffed trophy animal 
heads and archaic hunting weapons. Each wall is 
jam-packed with books. Vernon's total Library size 

is 10,500 volumes. The prize of the collection is 
The Powwow Book. of Whispers, by Wolfgang Ves
permann (a book on Hexencraft, or making hex 
signs, an o ld-school Pennsylvania Dutch type of rit
ual magick), which resides in a glass-fronted, 

locked, and booby-trapped shelf with other valu
able treasures, like a copy of Follcallit's Pendllit,m 
bearing strange marginalia by "Welldon," and a 

first edition of The Wonderf"l Wizard of Oz. 
Vernon inherited many books from Robert

son, but the twO most impressive are a photocopy 
of an unpublished Dirk Allen novel called Djinn 
Blossoms (it appears to be a barely fictionalized 
account of one of the many games of Rome & 

Carthage; see Postmodern Magick., p. 181), and 
Robert Louis Stevenson's treasured copy of Le Vi

comte de Bragelonne, by Alexandre Dumas. 
Vernon's Traveling Library (within his satchel) 

contains a number books of value sufficient to 

hold 10 minor and 4 significant charges. The over
all value of those books is approximately $4,200. 
Volumes of particular Interest include SCOllts of 
the Prairie, by Ned Buntline (signed by Buntline 
and James Butler MWild Bill" Hickok), a signed 

copy of Goldfinger, and a nice, old copy of the 



MalJeus Maleficarum. Purely for Book Learning 

utility, he also carries The Great Houdini, The 

Anarchist's Cookbook, The Hound of the Basker· 

villes, and The Boy Scout IIandbook. 

Vernon also has three books prepared with 

the Book Burn spell that he could take along on a 

dangerous mission: The City of God by St. Augus

tine, with Break Your Mother's Back (see Post

modern Magick, p. 118); A Cmm ecticut Yankee 

in King Arthur's COltrt with Urban Legend (see 

UA, p. 85); and a fine quarto of The Merchant of 

Venice with Bankrupt Will (see UA, p. 99). 

Modus Operandi 
Vemon does more research and detective work for 

other Sleeper agents. He always starts by casting me 

Cross-reference speU on his assigned target: and 

spending the extra rwo charges to make the volwne 

pcmlanent (he's amassed about :I. haJf-dozen books of 

this type thus far). Mer reading the Cross-rt-ferenced 

material, he declares the target his Quarry and begjns 

using his Avatar abilities and detective skills ro track 
them. When he finds his Quarry, he observes them 

for at least a .... 'Cdc and then rums O\'Cr all me relevant 

mformation to the primary disposal team. 

If Vernon is working solo, he uses Cripple the 

Soul to slap an astral parasite on the subject. He 

waits about a week, o r until the target tries to dis

lodge (he aStral parasite, and then hit him with 

the spell The Sorrows of Young Werther to make 

the target feel utterly depressed. As the target is 

moping, he shoots him from :lJubush with an un

registered gun, using the Book Learning spell to 

channel Wild Bill H ickok's Pistols skill. 

Agnes Flynn 
Agnes grew up on stories of the fight for Irish home 

rule. Even though her family lived in Uverpooi, her 

fathe r regaled her with stories and songs of the E.'1£
ter Uprising, of Michael Collins and James Connol

ly, and of the noble cause they embraced. She 

learned of Oliver Cromwell and Captain Moonlight, 

and cou1d sing all the verses of The Foggy Dew, The 

Wearing of the Green, The Peeler and the Coat, 
and, of course, The Croppy Boy. 

She learned also about the enemies of the 

great and glorious cause, about Quislings, Or· 

angemen, and the Black and Tans. She learned 

how Michael Collins had faltered at the end, be

traying the dreams of the Republic, and had to be 

executed by his former colleagues. She both 

praised and cursed his name, as did so many of 

her compatriots in rhe IRA. 
Don't look SO surprised. With her head full of 

such propaganda, where else was she going to 

end up? She taught herself to shoot, fight, and 

hide. She hardened herself to do what needed. 

She left Liverpool after secondary school and 

hooked up with the IRA. 
After a few operations against the English, 

she found her true callmg when her cell leader 

singled her Out to kill a former cell member who 

had been talking to the police. She knew this was 

her big test, and prepared stringently for It. She 

got a nice, big handgun, a pair of dark glasses, 

and a long coat with big pockets. Then, one day 

as the fellow was leaving the police station, she 

walked up to him, said, "Quislings die," and shot 

him in the face. She was already walking away by 

the time he hit the pavement. 

The execution made a real unpression on ev· 

eryone Involved. Her cell leader was pleased that 

she had handled it so quickly and cleanly. The 

other members of her cell were shocked that she 

could be so cold about it. Agnes was surprised 
that it hadn't bothered her more than it did. And, 

of course, the authorities were furious. 

Things carried on in thiS fashion for a couple 

of years. \'Vhen a person needed to meet an un· 

timely end, Agnes was sent to deal with him. 
"Talking to Agnes,K became the euphemism of 

choice for murder in the closed little community 

of the Dublin IRA. Agnes herself became more reo 

served, more withdr::twn, and more frightening. 

She embraced her role as the chosen Executioner. 

Nc."(t rime she looked up, she found that she 

had killed over fifty people. Her cell leader had fin· 

gered each of them, and she had calmly blo·",," them 

away. In retrospect. she was unsure whether or not 

all of them had been actual threats ro the IRA. She 

brought her concerns to her cell leader, now one of 



the most powcrfuJ men m the LRA, with aspirations 

fo r joining the po~rical branch, Sinn Fein. 

Seeing that his ready access to political mur

ders was in jeopardy, he shot Agnes. She was 
quicker than he, however, and escaped out the 

back room of the pub they had met in, dripping 
blood from her shoulder, fingers too numb to 

hold her pistol. Her cell leader didn't come after 

her himself; he had enough time to slap an Urban 

Legend o n her (yeah, the wdy old guy was a 

C llomancer), fingering her as a mole, before the 

Sleepers kicked in hIS door and greased him. 

Agnes's bridges in Ireland were weU and truly 

burnt. She had no one to turn to, and no where 

to go. She was still running three days later, when 

the Sleepers caught up with her and gave her the 

oprion of Joining them 3nd continuing to use her 

talents. At this point, her dIsillusionment with the 

struggle for home rule and her attachment to the 

power of being the hand of death led her to make 

her choice quickly. She joined the Sleepers. 

Agnes has since learned a whole lot about the 

Archetype she embodies. She has immersed her

self in the study of the role of executioners 

throughout history, and reads a great deal about 

hit mcn in the modern age. Her methods and 

mannerisms have become ritualized to bring her 

closer to the ideal she strives to emulate. H er 

blond hair is cut sho rt, and she wears no makeup. 

emphasizing her stark appearance. She is never 

without her sunglasses and black co:n, and drives 

a white Ford Mustang by choice. She goes a little 

further, as well, often granting those who ask for 

it a last cigarette, meal, o r simple request, and 

tries to stage the exeCUtio ns in a dramatically ap

propriate manner. She does not, however, let any 

of these things interfere with her mission. 

Personality; (Sagittarius) Driven only begins 10 de

scribe Agnes. Since she realized that she is tapping 

into the wellspring of myth and legend simply by 

following her own predilectIons and desires, she 
has let that pursuit overwhelm every other consid

eration in her life. She has left behind her liver

pudlian and Irish past, schooling herself to affect 

what dialect coaches call a "Mid-Adantic Accent," a 

SOrt of generic British accent that betrays no sense 

of her origins. She has abandoned all pretence at a 

social life and has lost touch with her family, exist· 

ing only to follow the calling of her soul. She is 

very much a self-contained killing machine. 

Obsession: Being the right hand of Death. Agnes 

views her position as a sacred calling, and pursues 

it with all the reverence and single·minded dedica

rion one generally finds in stories of saints. 

Wound Points: 60 

Passions 
Rage Stimulus: People who question her right [ 0 

kill as she does infuriate her. She has no patience 

for arguments about right and wrong, fair and un

fair, kindness or cruel ty. Begging and pleading 

don't phase her, but those who try to get her to 

admit the injustice of her actions are in real dan

ger of dying in a messy and painful manner. 

Fear Stimulus; (Self) Agnes is someti mes afraid 

that the cold mask of death she uses to hide her 

real self is JUSt a lie she tells to keep from thinking 

about all the people she's left behind her, both 

living and dead. 
Noble Stimulus; True innocents. She doesn't think 

she's ever met anyone who is truly innocent, and 

really doesn't expect to in her line of work. but the 

ideal tantalizes her. Should she meet someone with 

an unsullied soul and conscience, she would make 

sure that nothing upset that state. 

SlolS 

Body: 
Speed; 

Mind; 

Soul: 

Skill, 

70 (H"d) 
75 (Ughm;ng) (S) 

40 (One Track) 

6S (Imposing) 

Body Skills; Street Fighting 4()O/o, General Athletics 

60%, 
Speed Skills; Dodge 50%, Drive 30%, Run 45"1", 

Sneak 30%, Hide 25%, Firearms 75% 
Mind Skills: Notice 30%, General Education 

15%, Executioner Lore 40%, Intrusion 35% 
Soul Ski lls: Charm 15%, Lie 15%, Avatar: The 

Executioner 65%, Fade In The Crowd 40"10 



Executioner Lore: Agnes has studied the role 

of Executioner throughOUt history and in mod· 
ern times. This skill reflects her familiarity v.rith 
the symbols, methods, and meanings of the Ar· 
chetype. She takes her role very seriously. 
Fade In The Crowd: This is her ability to dis

appear into a group of people, regardless of 
who's watching. It doesn't make her mvisible 
or impossible to follow, because it's more a 
matter of attitude and behavior than anything 

else, bur it does make her hard to keep track 
of. Agnes cannot use this skill while invoking 
one of her Avatar chan nels, because the Exe· 
cutioner does not kill by stealth. Taking on 
the 3,specr of the Executioner makes her very 

noticeable indeed. She usually uses this skill 
to leave the scene of a public execution. 
Intrusion: This is her skill for getting into 
places where she doesn't belong, and encom· 
passes opening locks, bypassing security de

vices, and avoiding guards. 

Madness Meter 
Violence Unnatural Helplessness Isolation Self 

7 Hard 4 Hard 

2 Faded 0 Failed 

Noles 

2 liard 

I Failed 

4 Hard 6 Hard 

I Falkd 0 Fouled 

Agnes is very familiar v.rith Turing (see Statosphere. 

p. 40), and can perform any of the types at any of 
the power levels. 

Possessions 
Surprisingly little. In her London flat she keeps 
several suits of ~working clothes~ and her weap

ons. Other than that, her home is stark and emp
ty, decorated only with the symbols of her Arche
type. She is partial to a chrome·finish AMT Auto

mag as her weapon for executions. 

Modus Operandi 
Pretty simple. The Cabinet gives Agnes a list, and 

she goes and kills them. The names on the list are 
all people who have recdved a warning by the 
Sleepers that they have chosen to disregard. There 
is no second warning. 

As for the manner of Execution, Agnes gener
ally fi nds the victim alone, introduces herself, ex· 
plains why she's there, and kills them. She uses 
her Avatar channels to try to immobi.lize anyone 
thinking of fleeing, but evcn if they do run, they 

never get far. 

Antoinette Hamilton 
One would have to look pretty bard to fmd some
one willing to gouge an (:ye out for a magickal rit· 
U3!. Finding someone willing to gouge out an eye 
for a ritual that didn't work, then gouge out the 
other one to try it again ... well, such a person 

may be unique in all the world. 
Antoinenc was pretty upset when her first at

tempt to create an Unspeakable Servant (see UA, 
p. 82) didn't work. but she couldn't let it go. In 
fact, she's pathologically unable to let anything 

go. It's something like an abstract, large-scale Ob
sessive Compulsive Behavior. If she doesn't get a 
ritual right the first time, she tries it again. And 
again. And again, until she's mastered it. If she'd 

fai led at her second attempt to make an Unspeak· 
able Servant, she might have gone catatonic &om 
pure frustration. 

Needless to say, the prospect of Anroinettc 
hunting you down is not much fun. Her personali
ty has worn down to the smoothness of an egg, 
upon which she adeptly paints the face she needs 
for her work-usually somcthing along the lines of 
"harmless, frumpy, blind, and dear." She often 

seems a bit distracted to those around her, be
cause she usually is-focusing on her next magick
al challenge, or all her next mission. If she's pay
ing you her full attention, look OUt. 

How did Antoinette become so damaged? 

For starters, she blames herself fo r her parents' 
deaths, she blames herself for the savage beating 
Charles gOt from his dad, and she blames herself 
every time magick doesn't work right for her. It 

doesn't help that she feels anger and love simulta· 
neously when she thinks of Charles and her par· 
ents. Why did her father-so smart, so powerful, 
so important-have to lock her out of the most 
wonderful thing she could imagine? Why did 



Charles, the favorite son, h:we to be so incompe
tent at wh~u matters and still be so successful? 
Why did her mother have to be so ignorant of 
what was really going on? She blames herself for 
every failure and setback because the other possi
bility-that the world is beyond her control and 

that there was nothing she cou ld have done differ
ently to avoid failu re-is tOO scary to contemplate. 

She's a very lonely young woman. She's a vir
gin-less by choice than by lack of opportunity. 
She's as hesitant in her social dealings as she is de

cisive in her Sleeper pursuits. She envies Charles his 
ability to interact with a normal world, even as she 
despises him for leaning on the crutch of the mun
dane. Wu Zhanhan has always been kind to her 

and is perhaps her closest friend. She also likes AJ
icc Rybak quite a bit, but is Wlsurc JUSt how to pur
sue a friendship with someone. 
Personality: Glenn Close III the movie Fatal At

traction if she was focused on mysric mayhem in
stead of sex with Michael Douglas. 

Obsession: Mastery of the difficult. Antoinette 
wants total control of somcthing; she happened 
to fixate upon magick. 
Wound Points: 60 

Passions 
Fear: That her magickal inadequacy will become 
apparent. 
Rage: Anyone who's better at magick than she is. 

The random effects of 
postlnodern adepts irritate her to no end. 
Noble: She is inspired to protect knowledge as 
much as she is to control it. 

Slots 
Body: 60 (Compact) 
Speed: 55 (Good Balance) (S) 
Mind: 65 (Focused) 
Soul: 45 (I narticulate) 

Ikill. 
Body Skills: Fight uke A Fuckin' Wildcat 40%., 
Genernl Athletics 40%-, Yoga 25% 

Speed Skills: Firearms 35%., Sprint 40%-, Dodge 
30%· , Drive 15%-, Horseback Riding 20%-

Mind Skills: Visual Notice 15%-, Nonvisual No

rice 55'%, General Education 25%, Occult Educa
tion 55%, Authentic Thaumaturgy 65%, French 
language 45%, German L:lnguage 25%, Comput

er Operation 25%, Illegal Entry 50% 
Soul Skills: Charm 15'%, Lie 45% 

Modness Meter 
Violen("e Unnalural Hclplessn~ Isolation Self 

7 Hard 8 Hard 5 Hard 

2 FaIled 3 Failed 5 Failed 

Noles 

2 I b.rd 4 Hard 

2 faIled 4 Failed 

All skills marked with an asterisk (-) suffer a -30% 
shift if she cannot see what's going on. However, 

her familiarity with seeing through the eyes of her 
Unspeakable Servants ncgates this penalty if either 
of them is in her presence. (Normally a person see
ing from this other perspective would take a penal
ty. It is disorienting, however, and accounts for a 

few of her notches on the Self meter.) 
Antoinette can perform any of the rituals in 

Chaptcr 2 from memory. 

Possessions 
In addition to the scrvices of Lucifuge (see p. 90), 
AntOinette has a second Greater Unspeakable Ser
vant who has no name. She always carries a Knife 
That Drinks. \Vhen on a mission, she sometimes 
carries a Murderer's Crow as well. She likes to use 

Travel Bonds and usually has a couple of them on 
her person. 

Modus Operondi 
Antoinette usually starts off by purring a trave! 
bond and an astral parasite on her target if possi
ble, followed up by a thaumophage if it's an 
adept. After giving the parasite twO or three days 

to soften up the target, she sends in one (or both) 
of the Servants. Lucifuge usually stays in a dog 
body, while she putS the second in a human form 
with Sterile Begetting. If thcy get into too much 
trouble, either Servant can usc Missing Time (see 
UA, p. 145) to banish either themselves or their 

pursuers temporarily. 



Mundane Operatives: Blake Winstead, Joey Dunes, OSlar Callalhi, Alile Rybak 

Mundane Operatives 
Blake Winstead 
When Blake was a boy in San Diego, he really 

wanted to be a fireman. Most kids do, butthey 

grow out of it. Not Blake. Unforrunately, naNre 

had gifted Blake with a decidedly sub-par phy
sique. He dreams of being a nincty-eighr pound 

weakling, because thal's three pounds heavier 
than he actually weighs. H e never had a chance of 

passing the fire fighter physical screening. 

The fire fighters didn't want him, nor did the 

police, nor the E.MT. Still, he craved a career 
close to the action, where he could serve the 
community and help people. He wound up work

ing in the 911 Call Center. 

Blake had a good phone manncr, able to 

keep the callers on topic and get the necessary in

formation from them to pass on to police, fire 

fighters, and ambulances. He got very good at 

taking detailed notes in the Computer-Assisted 

Dispatch (CAD) system, ryping at well over 90 

words per minute. 

Mter a year of that, he took his experience 

and applied to be a radio dispatcher for an ambu

lance service. He had a good framework for inter

preting the notes in the CAD and dividing the 

wheat from the chaff. He became fiercely prOtec

tive of the drivers on his shift, gomg above and be
yond to track down necessary details and ne\'er los.. 
ing track of where Mhis" people were. The drivers 

took to thinking of Blake as their" guardian angel, 

always in control, always watching their backs. 

When the San Diego Police Deparnnent went 

looking for a radio dispatcher, Blake took stock. 

He had trained two assistants who were starting 

to meet Blake's stringent standards of acceptabili

ty, and he knew he was up to the challenge. Blake 

applied, was hired as a police radio dispatcher, 

and his ambulance-driving buddies threw him an 

epic farewell party. 

The first week convinced him that he had 

made a mistake. Handling thirty-five police was 



far beyond what he was used to with twelve am

bulances under his care. He worked constantly in 

a state of panic, convinced that at any moment he 

would make a mistake that would end with a call 
of "Officer down!" 

He stuck it OUt, with manic intensity and des. 

per:l.[C encrgy, never making that fatal mistake. He 

became adept at handling three and four simulta

neous conversations while jumping through the ra

dio frequencies and keeping careful notes. He 

learned to dose his eyn and sce each of his units 

and their relative positions and actions on a map of 

the city in his head. He began to move them like 

chess pieces, always maintaining back-up, listening 

carefully to me chatter and reading between the 

lines of the CAD notes to anticipate and respond to 

problems. He soon attained the mastery of the siru. 

anon he felt his people deserved, ruld once again be
came the guardian angel he aspired to be. 

Of course, that's when it wenr to hell. 

A nasty Annihilomancer blew up three cruis

ers, complete with officers, o n Blake's shift. In 
five minutes, Blake's security in his position was 

destroyed. He heard the reports of a homeless 

man, the yelled threats, the explosions. He had 

two unitS moving to inrercept when the first one 

went up, and they arrived less than a minute after 

the explosion to meet the same fate. 

He marshaled his remaining forces with icy 

desperation, bringing them in from all sides, with 

warni ngs about military hardware. He stood at his 

desk, tears streaming down his face, terror in his 

eyes, but his voice and lone didn't change. His 

people needed him cool and in control and by 

God, they would have him cool and in control. 

The cars came from different directions and 

contained the area, while half of the officers ad· 

vanced on foot. When the suspect was shot while 

resisting arrest, no one asked any questions about 
explosives. 

"He must have used them all on the fi rst 

three cars," said the Lieutenant, and he put his 

finger to his lips. 

So the Sleepers decided that Blake would be 

a valuable asset. He never bought the story about 

explosi\'Cs. He was ready to believe the ueutenanr 

when he talked about magick, and was eager to 

sign on with the Sleepers. He ,,""Cnt through the 

training, driven by the same determination that 

hlld brought him to the police department. Now 

he protectS people from things they can't possibly 

fight by themselves. 
And to think he wanted to be a fireman. 

Personality: Blake is a small man. He's five feet 

tall and weighs less than 100 pounds. He has seen 

his dreams denied to him simply because of his 

body. He's got a big chip on his shoulder, but it 

manifests itself as a dri\"C to overcome the limits 

of his body, not as bitterness over lost oppornmi· 

ties. He thrives on the tension.filled life he has 

made for himself, and tends to get depressed 

when he doesn't have enough to do. Now that 

he's working with the Sleepers, keeping the world 

safe from dangers that he never even imagined ex

isted, he's in his glory. To him, he's working in 

the most important job there is. 

Obsession: Being on top of the action. Not only 

does he need to be in the game, he needs to be 

making the plays. Since he can't be quarterback, 

he's going to be the best damn coach anyone has 

ever seen. 

Wound Points: 30 

Passions 
Rage Stimulus: Being discounted. Blake's a little 

guy who doesn't make much of an impression 

physically, but his contributions must be acknowl

edged. 

Fear StimuJus: (Helplessness) Letting his people 

down. 

Noble Stimulus: Blake Wlll go to any lengths, 

overcome any obstacles, risk any personal loss, to 

keep his people safe. 

Slols 
Body: 30 (951b Weakling) 

Spoed, 60 (W;ced) (5) 
Mjnd: 80 (In the Zone) 

Soul: 55 (Confident) 

Skil. 
Body Skills: Struggle 20%, Genera.! Athletics 15%, 



Go Without Sleep 30% 
Speed Skills: Dodge 15%, Drive 50%, Type Like 
The Devil 60%, Firearms 15% 
Mind Skills: Notice 30%, General Education 
30%, Multi-Tasking 65%, Electronic Communica

tions 55% 
Soul Skills: Charm 20%" Lie 15%, Remain Calm 40% 

EJecuonic Communications: This skill is 
Blake's ability to configure eleclJ'onic commu

nications gear into the set-up most appropri
ate for the purpose at hand, and then use it 
efficiently once the action starts. 
Multi-Tasking: This skill is his ability to keep 

on top of several different situations at once, 
including carrying on multiple com'ersations, 
taking notes on all of them, and keeping 
track of the relative locations of all involved 
panics_ It's the kind of skill that lets chess 

grandmasters play forty simultaneous games 
while blindfolded, except that Blake doesn't 
play chess. He plays real life. 

Madness Meier 
Violence Unnatural Hdplessness Isolation S<lf 

4 Hard 3 Hard 21-i:;r.rd o Hard I Hard 

I Failed o Failed 2 Faded I F:.uled 2 F:.uled 

Possessions 
The most important possessions for Blake are his 
workshop and his van. The workshop contains 

pretty much every eleclJ'onic communications gad
get available on the consumer market. While 
Blake is not an electronics engineer, he has 
availed himself of Sleeper training to become a 

skilled technician, able to build systems and nct· 
works out of the components he has for whatever 
the job at hand requires. 

His van is his command center when he's in 

the field. It's got enough communications and sur· 
veillance gear to make the NSA get nervous, and 
turn the guys at work green with envy. There's also 
a 9mm pistol under the scat. He's taken scveral 

training sessions with the Sleepers, learning how to 

drive the thing like James Bond, and is proud of 
that ability. No one drives Blake's van but Blake. 

Modus Operandi 
Blake doesn't really have a modus operandi of his 
own. He's still fai rly new to the Sleeper game, 
and the shine hasn't worn off him yet. He's the 

person the Sleepers bring in when they need 
someone coordinating comms and surveillance. 
Blake is given a day or so notice, with an explana

tion of what sort of job needs his expertise. He 
puts together the gear he needs, sets it up the way 
he needs to, and then packs some spare kit (be
cause you never know). His Lieutenant is always 

understanding when Blake needs to take a linle 
personal time off. 

When he and his van arrive on the scene, 
Blake distribures the goodies, sets himself up in a 
convenient place, and does his job with complete 
attention to detail. To date, Blake hasn't lost a sin

gle agent while on the job. Those working with 
him know that, but some of them still chuckle at 
his earnest, dedicated demeanor. The new ones 
are always so cute, with their zeal and their ideal
ism. General opinion is that it'll vanish the first 

time he loses someone, and become just as jaded 
and cynical as the rest of them. He's determined 
to prove them wrong. 

Joey Dunes 
Joey does not fit the profile of a serial killer. 
True, he torrured animals as a kid in Toronto-bur 

he does not kill compulsively, he derives no sexual 
satisfaction from butchering people, and he docs 
not have a mentally fixed ~scenario" that he wish

es to enact. 
The label "spree killer" doesn't really fit ei· 

ther. He has no desire to JUSt grab an M-16 and 
take out a fast-food joint. It wouldn't bother him, 
on an emotional level, but he sees no point or 

challenge to that kind of mass murder. Plus, jail is 
such a fucking drag. 

Joey thinks of himself as ::tn "ubermensch.n 

He saw the movie Rope when he was young and 

it made quite an impression. If given half a 
chance, he natters on about how he's read Ni· 
etzsche and about how the truly superior man is 
not bound by law or conventional "slave morali-

-, 
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ty." (Rather than "read" it's probably more accu· 
rale to say that Joey "looked at all the words" in 

ThJlS Spake ZamthJlStm and Genealogy of Morals 

and Ecce Homo. He did get the gist of things 
from the Cliffs Notes though.) Beneath the half

baked philosophical ralionale, however, Joey is an 
amoral thug who likes to prove he's better than 
other people. What better way than the way mat 
really counts-by taking their lives? 

Joey was a fat kid, and being bigger than the 
others he quickly became a nasty little bully. That 
was when he first learned that having power was 
fun. ru he aged, however, the other kids caught 
up with him developmentally, and his size became 

less of an asset and more of a burden. Being sur
rounded by a gang of his former victims, chanring 
"Fatty! Fatty!" taught him that having no power 
was 110 fun. 

This was abour eighth grade, and Joey decid· 
ed to attach himsel f to the current bully so that 
he could at least be on the right side. That was 

okay for a while, bur his new leader was as dumb 
as a lemming, always gOt caught, and got his 
"friends" (mostly toadies like Joey) in trouble too. 

On the bus to juvenile hall , Joey decided mat be
ing smart was just as unportant as having power
or I"'3ther, that brains were another, equally impor· 
tant, type of power. 

Joey came our of jUlie one damaged little bas
tard, but he had transformed sixty pounds of ugly 
fat into forty pounds of hard muscle. Bored with 
bullying, he started housebreaking, but he was al
ways very careful. While he was robbing people's 

jewel boxes and liquor cabinets by night, by day he 
was busily convincing his parole officer and gUld· 
ance counselor that he had Learned His Lesson. 

It seemed, for a while, that young Joey had 

straightened OUI. Then one day he snuck out of 
study hall and broke into a house in the middle of 
the day. He helped himself to a bottle of scotch 
from the liquor cabinet and made himself a big 
ham 'n' cheese. He was just settling down to see 
if they gar any premium cable channels when he 

heard a scream behind him. 
It was the lady of the house. She'd called in 

sick and spem the day crashed OUT in the bed· 

room. When she got up ro take a mid·afternoon 
piss, she found a big, young stranger lounging on 

the couch. 
Joey jumped up and chased her back intO the 

bedroom. With a bad case of the flu , she was no 
match fo r Joey: he knocked her down and smoth
ered her with a pillow before he even really real

ized what was happenmg. 
When it was done, Joey felt a weird mix of 

terror and elation. Terror, because he knew there 
was not going to be any kind of pity fo r an eigh
reen·year-old punkass who skipped school to com
mit murder. Elation, because he'd finally done it: 

he'd killed someone. He'd used the ultimate pow
er-the power of life and death. 

Where a dumber little monster might have 

freaked out and fled , Joey paused to take StOck. 

No fingerprints-he always put on gloves before 
doing his housebreaking. He didn'l have a motive, 
there was nothing to con nect hi m to the crime .. 
. except the booze and the sandwich. He took 

both wi th him and was careful not to be seen or 
to leave any footprints. 

Then he waited. 
It was tense, excruciaring-but exhilarating too. 

Narurally, when a woman gets smothered in her 

own home, the police make a big deal out of it. 

E\'eO the Mounties got involved eventually, but there 
was no reason to suspect Joey. Besides, he had an al· 
ibi-he hadn't been missed from srudy hall. 

Having gotten away with murder once (most· 

ly, he admitted, through luck) he JUSt couldn't rest 
until he'd gotten away with it again-on purpose 

this time. 
By the time he was twenty·five and certified as 

a locksmith (irOniC, that), he'd ki lled five people 
and was getting a little bored with it. There wasn't 

a lot of challenge, unlcs. .. he staned hunting cops
and he knew that was a tough skate even for some· 
one with his admitted knack for assassination. 

That was when he ran afoul of the Eye Biting 

Man and discovered that magick was as real as 
popcorn and toenail fungus. O nce he knew that, 
he knew what he was supposed to do. Magick 
fuckos were the perfect prey. On one hand, peo

ple generally d idn't kick up a fuss when they 
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croaked. On the other hand, they were thrilling 
challenges-unprcdictablc, dangerous, but each 
constrained by some weird code of conduct. He 

delighted in stalking them, solving the puzzles 
that rendered them helpless, then putting his the
ories [0 the lethal reS[. 

Joey was putting the final hurt on a Quebe
cois KJepromancer when a door behind him 
opened. A man stepped out, gave Joey a surprised 
look, then stepped back in. Pausing only to finish 

smothering the duke, Joey went through the door. 
taser in hand, ready to kill the witness. The door 

Jed into a doset, empty of everything but coats 
and galoshes. 

"Over here," he heard. He spun around just 
in tllne to sec the closet man taking his picture. 

He ran after him, but the closet man vanished 
again. 

The closet man was Clarence Hcddington, a 
powerful avatar of the Pilgrim-and a Sleeper. 
Heddington started out blackmailing Joey into 

killing troublesome adepts, but they soon learned 
they had a real "your chocolate and my peanut 
butter" situanon. After five very good years of 
working together, Clarence finally gave Joey the 
negatives and prints of the incriminating photos. 

Then Joey killed him and told the Cabinet that 
The Bad Man did it. 

Since that time, he's been bumming around 

North America, killing adepts and stealing their 
stuff. It's a hardscrabble existence, since most ad
epts aren't really worth robbing, but Joey is very 
comenr with his life. 
Personality: A white trash Hannibal Lecter, minus 

the cannibalism and about forty IQ points. 
Obsession: J(jlling people cleverly. 
Wound Points: 65 

Passions 
Note that Joey can no longer use his Passions. 
Rage Stimulus: Selfless acts of bravery to protect 
loved o nes. No one ever cared about him enough 

to do anything courageous ... 
Fear Stimulus: Falling in love. 
Noble Stimulus: Being chunky himself, Joey has a 
modicum of sympathy for overweight people. 

Slats 
Body, 
Speed: 
Mind: 
Soul: 

Skill, 

65 (Round Mound of Pound) 
50 (Delicate Touch) (S) 

60 (Cunning) 
45 (Emononally Vaporlocked) 

Body Skills: General Athletics 300/0, Murder 55% 
Speed Skills: Dodge 20%, Drive 30%, Firearms 
25%, Quiet Step 45% 
Mind Skills: Notice 50%, General Education 
25%, Locksmith and Uninvited Guest 55%, Oc

cult Lore 20% 
Soul Skills: Charm 25%, Ue 45% 

Madness MeIer 
Violence Unnatut:ll Helplessness Isolation Self 

JO I b.rd 10 J lard 10 Hard 10 Hard 10 Hard 

2 FaLled J Failed 4 "-:uled 1 Failed 2 FaLled 

Noles 
Joey is a sociopath, with all that entails. 

Possessions 
A big dusty pickup truck with a mattress and a 
key cutter with a lot of blanks, in the back under 

a camper tOp. Several tasers. About a week's 
worth of dothing changes_ 

More importantly, Joey has a device he scav
enged off a dead duke in Saskatchewan. It looks 

like a slightly dented, unfired .22 bullet. It's painted 
black_ If he keeps it fed, it protects him by dis
abling every firearm within sight distance of him
semi-automatics jam, revolvers hit a dud, shotguns 

have the crigger freeze up or the pin come loose_ 
This means that Joey can't usc a gun either, but he 
has the decided advantage of knowing in advance 
that it's going to be hand to hand and not gunplay. 

The amulet is "fed" by bathing it in some

one's death sweat. As long as he can rub the bul
let against an unwashed dead person once every 

season, the amulet protects him. 

Modus Operandi 
Joey's a stalker. He likes to spend anywhere from a 
week to a month scoping out his target, learning its 



powers and trying to suss out its taboos and re
strictions. Unfornmately (for him), this often isn't 

feasible and he has to rely on reports from other 
Sleeper spies. He still insists on some personal sur· 
veillance, of course: he's fully aware how easy it 
would be to set him up with disinformation. 

Once he's confident that he knows what he's 

facing, he tries to trick Ot coerce his victim into 
breaking taboo. (The difficulty of this can de
pend, of course, on the sorcerer's path.) That 
done, it's time to pUt on his gloves, enter the resi
dence late at night, and sneak up on the (hopeful

ly sleeping) adept. If the :tdept is asleep, it's chlo
roform and a pillow across the face. If the adept 
is awake, it's the taser until the adept passes out. 
Such struggles usually get Joey's blood heated up, 

prompting him to grab some nearby blunt object 
for the coup de grace. 

Oscor (0110 chi 
Oscar's done it all. At least, that's how it feels to 

him. Wrestled an Unspeakable Servant? Done it. 
Gotten into a knife fight on a speeding bus with 
what seemed to be a ncrshit·there·I-was flampire? 

You betcha. Garren a leg over with an Agent of 

Renunciation? He thinks so. Either that, or she 
was just crazy. 

Oscar is very tired. 
He joined the Sleepers more than thirty years 

ago, with Stars in his eyes and plans to change the 
world, make it a better place. He doesn't talk about 
those days anymore. He may have changed the 
world, may even have made it a bener place, bur 
he's done some cold shit. It's not like it used to be. 

See, back in the day, he ran with a good 
group of Sleepers, not the fucked-up messes you 
find today. There was Mickey the Mouth, who 
could talk his way into and out of anything, and 
Leonard, who was the best knife fighter Oscar has 

ever seen. And Judy, who would sit at a blackjack 
table for four hours and get up humming with 
power, mischief leaking from her eyes and smi le. 
Judy, who could suck dead people back from the 
grave, and stick them in mason jars until she 
needed them. 

Judy, whom he loved. 
They're all gone, now. Mickey lost his nerve 

when an operation went south and all the people 
involved turned out to be wind-up toys. He lost a 
leg above the knee, and sits in a retirement home 
down in Boca Raton, not talking. Leonard turned 

out to be just a little bit worse knife fighter than 
some kid in a bar. And one day Judy put a revolv
er with a single bullet in the cylinder to her head 
and pulled the trigger. Oscar tells himself that she 
was rolling her bones, looking for the big score, 
but she hadn't been the same since the Cairo job. 

That was a run, no doubt there. Some butch
er in Egypt, hacking up touristS, Street people, 
whatever she could find, was building an army of 
mummies, for Christ's sake. The team had been 

clicking in those days: Mickey schmoozi ng (hem 
past customs and the cops, Leonard watching 
[heir backs for the bad guys, sticking any that 
showed their faces, Judy trading mystical gunfire 
with the adept, and Oscar always there with the 

right piece of paper at the right time. 
But Judy kept crying afterward, because the 

butcher had hit her with something that made her 
feel JUSt like one of the chopped-up victims. She 

stopped talking to ghosts and demons, and got 
scared at the thought of going up against another 
adept. She stayed on the game for another five 
years, but she was slipping. When Mickey tOssed 
it in, she quit going on the field trips and cashed 

in her chips just before Leonard bit it. 
Oscar soldiers on. What else is he going to do? 

Leonard's nOt there to off people, so now Oscar 
does it. Mckey's not there to can the marks, so 
Oscar's learned how to do it. Judy's not there to 
tosS the juice around, so Oscar does without. He's 

been doing without a lot since she checked our. 
They've tried hooking him up with other 

Sleepers, but it never takes. Some of the kids are 
okay, but they're not like the gang he ran with. 
And a few of the new ones are so gung-ho save

the-world that he just wants to puke. Kind of like 
he used to be. 

Oscar knows that he's about ready to be put 
OUt to pasture, but he holds on to what he's do
ing because he can't imagine sitting home alone, 



with nothing to do but think about all the things 

he's done. Especially since Judy's gone. 
He's not sure when it changed from a grand 

adventure into a nasty job, but it did, and it's 
made him a nasty person. He doesn't like aU of 
the things he's had to do, and regrets having to 

kiJl so many people, but the stupid fucks had 
their warni ngs. You don't get the Sleepers on your 
ass unless you start poking the Tiger, and the Ti
get is not to be poked. 

Three times a year, Oscar goes into a local 

bar and gets royally shit-faced. When he is well 
and truly maudlin, he begins toasting his fallen 
friends. He usually winds up sleeping it off on 
tOP of Judy's grave, dreaming about holding her 
agalO. 

He thinks it'll be soon. 

Personality: Oscar is the distillation of every cyni
cal old bastard you have ever met. Nothing today 
is as good as it was in his day, and no one knows 
as much about the behind-the-scenes attempts of 

the universe to screw you as he does. He o nce 
looked like a dapper little crook, with a sparkling 
sense of fun in his eyes, but now he's had all the 
softness and joy burned away, leaving a tall, spare 
man with uncombed hair and bloodshot eyes. It's 

not that he drinks a lot; in fact, he nevet touches 
the stuff but for the anniversaries of his com· 
rades' departures. It's just that he has a lot of 

trouble sleeping. 
Obsession: Oscar is obsessed with handwriting, 
oddly enough. 
Wound Points: 55 

Possions 
Rage Stimulus: Snot-nosed Sleepers who think 
this is a game. He's gOt scars he owes directly to 

people like that, and he will not abide them. 
Fear Stimulus: (Isolation) The destruction of his 
soul. Oscar's only hope for peace right now is the 
dream that he will be reunited with the gang on 
the other side of the Veil. Any threat to that hope 

terrifies him. 
Noble Stimulus: Doing the job. Underneath ev
erything, Oscar still believes that he's doing some
thing that needs to be done, and that there are 

few who can do it. He's one of them, and he'll 

keep doing the job as long as he can. 

Slols 
Body: 55 (Ropy) 
Spe<& 6S (Slick) (F) 

Mind: 60 (Street Smarts) 

Soul: 65 (Grizzled) 

Skills 
Body Skills: Street Fightin' Man 50%, General 

Athletics 20% 
Speed Skills: Dodge 40%, Drive 40%, Forgery 

65%, Gunfight 45%, Sneaking Around 50% 
Mind Skills: Notice 55'%" General Education 25'%, 
Stealin' Cars an' Breakin' Into Yo' House 55% 
Soul Skills: Writing Reading 60%, Charm 55%, 

Lie 65% 

Writing Reading: This skill requires a little ex

planation. It's not just that Oscar can read 
what's written: if it was \'\'Titten by hand, Os
car can also judge how the writer felt about 

what he w:lS writing. If he gets hold of your 
diary, he doesn't just know what you put in 
the text-he can see the subtext, in all its com
plex contradictions. He could dig out the 
feelings you don't admit to yourself. (Natural

ly, his fascination with handwriting analysis is 
part of what makes him such a skilled forger.) 

Madness Meter 
Violence Unnatur:ll Helple ros ness iso];uion Self 

7 Hard 4 Hard 6 Hard 8 Hard 5 Hard 

2 Failed I Failed 2 Failed 4 Failed 2 F:llied 

Possessions 
Oscar keeps souvenirs of every operation he went 
on with his comrades. His little apartment is clut
tered with knick-knacks and photos, most of them 
showing the same four people. For his work, he 
keeps a wide range of writing materials and a set

up for producing made·to-order picture 10. He's 
also got a stockpile of guns, both fo r work and 
just in case. He drives around in a refitted taxicab 

he bought at an auction. 



Modus Operandi 
Oscar's in a bit of a rut. He lets himself into the 
target's house while the viCtim-to-be is away and 
checks around to see what's going on in the tar
get's life. He particularly likes to examine check

books to find out if the target is mad or upset 
about anythi ng. O nce he has an idea fo r a plausi
ble motive, he forges a suicide note in the target's 
handwriting_ If he can find a gun in the house, he 
takes that and waits_ Otherwise, he uses an ex
pendable gun of his own_ 

When the adept comes home, Oscar waits to 
see if he's alone. If so, Oscar makes his move_ If 

not, he hides and waits until the adept's guests 
leave. Then he plays it by ear, either threatening 
the adept with the gun to get him into a chair, or 
waiting until he's asleep and doing him then_ He 
tries to get the bullet in the temple, under the 
chin, or in the heart_ When the deed is done, he 

takes out a second gun-this one with a silencer, 
loaded with blanks_ He wraps the victim's hand 
around the gun, puts the barrel right up to the in

jury, and uses a pencil to pull the trigger. Then he 
takes that gun away, pms the murder weapon in 
the hand, and takes off. The police find a suicide 
note, powder burns on the dead adept's hands, 

and gunpowder tattooing on the injury consistent 
with a dose shot. 

AIi[e Rybak 
Alice's fathe r was a successful Eastern European 
Plutomancer. A little tOO successful, truth be told, 
His abilities soon came to the attention of the 

Sleepers, who imparted a very stern warning to 
him. They terrified him, which was what they had 
wanted, but they may have gone a bit overboard. 
When the agent asked him how they could trust 

him to keep his promises of discretion, Rybak 
gave the Sleepers his daughter as a hostage. 

Now the Sleepers live and d ie by their image 
of o mniscience and omnipotence. The agent, 
flounde ring in the deep water of the truly unex

pected, agreed to the hostage, and tOok Alice 
with him back to England to get some guidance 
on what to do next from the Cabinet. 

No o ne was ready for this kind of develop
ment, and no one really wanted to take a sweet 
little eight-year-old girl away from her daddy, but 
returning her would be a sign that the Sleepers 
weren'r ready to do whatever it took to keep the 

Tiger sleeping, They had a reputation for ruthless
ness to maintain, after all. 

The Cabinet agreed that the Sleepers would 
take charge of raising the child, seeing to her edu
cation, and bringing her into the Sleeper fold 
when the time was right. Charles Hamilton ar

ranged for her schooling at a prestigious girl's 
school, and took charge of her during the school 
holidays. That doesn't mean that Charles had 
much to do with Alice himself. He let her stay in 

one or another of the houses, as fancy took her, 
and arranged for her care and amusement. H e 
showed up, playing the part of guardian before 

school committees, but was otherwise quite d is
tant. (The one moment of emotional contact he 

established with Alice was when he came to tell 
her that her father had died of cancer. She was 

founeen at the time, and spent the night weeping 
in Charles's arms, as he tearfully comforted her 

and apologized.) 
Alice didn't really mind the isolation. After 

the uncertainty and strange restrictions she had 

faced growing up with her only parent being a 
money-obsessed wacko, the environment she 
found herself in now seemed positively healthy by 
comparison. She enjoyed the structure that a resi

dential school provided for her life, and she defi
nitely wanted for nothing as far as possessions 
went; Charles was quite generous when it came to 
clothes, books, toys, and trips. Her accommoda
tions were much finer than she had ever known; 

she made a great deal of friends, and generally 
grew up with all the benefits of an upper class 
British lifestyle. 

When she turned eighteen, Charles and the 

Cabinet called her into a meeting to discuss her 
future. She had grown up knowing about magick, 
had learned about the Sleepers from Charles 
many years before, and now was given the option 
to join the ream. Alice informed them that she 

wasn't really interested, having no desire to play 
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secret agent and shoot people, and she certainly 

wasn't going to roam the world stealing little girls 
from their parents just because she wanted to 
look tough. 

Needless to say, this caused a great deal of 
consternation amongst the Cabinet. Amongst the 

arguments, accusations, and demands, Alice stood 
firm. Then, Wu Zhanhan picked up a thick file, 
handed it to her, and said they'd reconvene after 
she had read it. If she still wanted no part of the 
Sleepers, she had his word that there would be no 

more pressure applied. 
The file was a number of accountS, taken 

from the past five years, of incidents of everyday 
people running afoul of magick. Many of these 
victims were peripheral at best to the action, but 

still paid dearly because some hopped-up adept 
couldn't keep it in his pants. A soccer mom from 
North Carolina run off the road by a Dipso
mancer running from the New Inquisition, both 

her sons killed. German tourists in Stockholm 
gunned down in 11 running battle between two ca
bals after the same runestone. A magickal ritual in 
Belize going wrong and leveling three blocks in a 
slum, leaving hundreds homeless. On the inside 

back of the file folder was a post-it notc that said, 
in Wu Zhanhan's careful printing, "We didn't have 
the manpower to stop these. Are you content to 
merely live a life instead of saving one?" 

Yes, it was a dirty trick. Yes, it was overtly ma
nipulative and cheap. Yes, it worked. 

Alice started training to be a general-purpose 
agent. She has no desire to mess with magick per
sonally, but she wants to be ready for any task 

that may be thrown at her. She's studied intelli
gence gathering and analysis, covert operations, 
interrogation tactics, languages, psychology, and 
combat techniques. If the Sleepers are unsure just 

what may be entailed in a given operation, Alice is 

one of the best bets for the job, because her skills 
run the gamut of possible requirementS. 

She still won't speak to Wu Zhanhan, though. 

Personality: Alice is the epitome of the well-bred, 
well-raised British aristocrat. Her manners are im
peccable, her appearance immaculate, and her be
havior reserved. She has no real dose friends, and 

doesn't socialize with other Sleepers. In fact, the 

only Sleeper she's well disposed towards is 
Charles, and she doesn't really show that, either. 
She's an iceberg, and shows no signs of thawing. 
Obsession: Being normal. She's always wanted [0 be 
a reguJar person, and clings to the idea that she can 

somehow manage it; if nothing else, she can keep 
anyone from finding out that she's not normal. 
Wound Points: 55 

Passions 
Rage Stimulus: Threats to children. This just 
strikes too dose to home for her. 
Fear Stimulus: (Unnarural ) Being affected by mag
ick really upsets her. It makes a lie of her carefully 

constructed normality. 
Noble Stimulus: While Alice knows that she can't 
save the whole world, she also knows that she has 
to try, because no one else can, either. She is 
ready to give her all in service of protecting nor

mal people from the magick-wielding freaks who 
don't seem to care who they hurt. 

Slats 
Body, 

Speed: 
Mind: 

Soul: 

Skill, 

55 (Well-Toned) 

60 (Co-ordinated) (F) 
6S (Shacp) 

50 (Sure Of HerselO 

Body Skills: Unarmed Combat 40%, General Ath

letics 30%, Endurance 45% 
Speed Skills: Dodge 30%, Drive 60%, Stealth 

50%, Projectile Weapons 50% 
Mind Skills: Notice 25%, General Education 25%, 
French Language 40%, German Language 35%, 
Italian Language 30%, Spanish Language 45%, Rus

sian Language 60%, Greek Language 30%, intelli
gence Gathering and Analysis 60010, Security Sys
[ems Bypassing 40'% 
Soul Skills: Charm 40%, Lic 50%, Read People 

35%, interrogation 30%, Acting 50% 

Endurance: nus skill lets her keep going after 
getting hurt, when she's tired and hungry, or 

when her will is ready to collapse. It helps keep 
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her going wlril the end of the assignment. 
Intelligence Gathering and Analysis: This 
skill allows her to use standard surveillance 

techniques and equipment, including cameras, 
listening devices, and careful questioning and 
research. it also lets her try to make sense of 
the information she acquires in this manner, 
and construct a coherent picture of what is 

gomg on. 
Read People: This is the skill of determining 
what makes a person tick by paying attention 

to what they say, how they say it, and how 
they behave. It requires that she spend at 
least half an hour listening to the subject, 
whether she's part of the conversation or not. 
A successful roll will allow Alice to determine 
the Obsession of the subject or one of the 

stimuli. How she makes use of this is up to 
her, but she is known for driving people into 
a petrified state by picking up on and apply
ing the Fear Stimulus. 

Modness Meier 
Violence Unnatural Helplessness Isolation Self 

2 Hard 0 Hard I liard 5 Hard 2 Hard 

o Failed 2 Failed 0 Failed 1 Failed 3 Failed 

Possessions 
Alice lives in a nice little cottage in a quaint village 
in East Anglia. In the cellar of the cottage is a 

walk-in bank vault that contains several passports, 
a hundred thousand pounds in cash from her fa
ther's estate, an assortment of weapons, and vari
ous communication and infiltration gear. The 

vault is hidden behind a rack of homemade pre
serves. She drives an older model Jaguar, and re
lies on the Sleepers to provide her with special
ized equipment as the situation warrants. 

Modus Operondi 
Alice likes lead-time on her targets: a chance to 
get into position, find out the real lay of the land, 
and get inside her target's head. Because of her 

insistence on working in this manner, she is often 
used as a scour, getting a fix on the situation be
fore calling in the heavy hitters. In a crisis, howev
er, she is equipped to ably deliver either warning 

or punishment to errant mystics. 







Sleeping is a dangerous business. This mapler 
presents [Welve op files to suggest just how dan

gerous a business it can be. Each op file is 3 sum

mary of a scenario, ready for you to expand and 
run or just mug it for ideas. Every file begins with 

a Flashpoint, a pithy teaser that sets up the sce
nario, followed by a Summary that explains what 

the PCS can learn by investigating. and concluded 

with Targets, a description of the op's perps and 
what they're really up to. 

Showdown 
Flashpoinl 
The word is Out in the underground. Two Avatars 

of the Masterless Man, both adepts, both getting 

dose to Godwalker status, are calling each other 

out. And it promises to be messy. 

Summary 
Everybody's talking about it, but few have the real 

story. Facts are hard to come by in the under
ground and your average duke's knowledge of Av

atars and Clergy business is spotty at beSt. What's 

clear from the initial rumors is that two powerful 
adepts are planning to have it out, it's going down 
soon, and they don't care who sees it. 

Finding out who, when, and where are the 

priori ties for the Sleepers. Enough drink-buying, 
data·sharing, and leg-breaking will produce more 
information, though it's not necessarily reliable. 
(It'S a showdown between 1NI and the Naked 
Goddess crew. It's a grudge match between Para

gon of Team Salvation and a self-styled supcrvil
lain. It's between two rival Iconomancers, each 
claiming the supremacy of their chosen idol. ) 
Whoever the combatants are, the clock is ticking. 

Complicating the Sleepers' efforts to pin
point ground zero is thei( own reputation. Few 
undergrou nd-dwellers are eager to deal with the 
Sleepers or to be labeled as snitches and infor

mants. If the investigating team plays it cool, ei-
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ther through deception or assurances of anonym
ity, they will find the occasional adept willing to 
talk. The local 'mancers aren't exactly thrilled at 
the prospect of the showdown waking the tiger. 
With enough guile, style, or force, the Sleepers 
will eventu:dly uncover the true worst<ase sce

nario: one Avatar is a chaos mage, the other a 
sterno. A duel promises lots of explosions and 
casualties. High profile. 

The Sleepers will also get a name, not of ei

ther duelist but of someone who knows their 

identities: Amy SW3rzkoff, Avatar of the Chronj· 
cler, Amy's keeping the information to herself; 
she's got a shot at chronicling a major event and 

doesn't want anyone, especially the Sleepers, to 
rob her of the opportunity, She knows who's in· 
valved, where it's going dov,,", and why. Strong· 
arm tactics won't get much play; Amy's devoted 
to her Archetype. Trickery has a better chance of 
succeeding, and negotiation is perhaps the best. 

Amy doesn't care where the fight happens so long 
as it docs, and that she has a ringside seat. If the 
Sleepers can convince her they only want to con
fine the acnon to a pm·-ate venue, and give her ac
cess, Amy could talk. 

Targets 
The fur flies at dawn: a main street in the down

town core during morning rush. The combatams 
arc both in the low 90s of Avatar slcill, meaning 
they're both dosing in on the current Godwalker; 
not only is secrecy irrelevant to them, it's actually 

a hindrance to demonstratmg their desire for the 
titie, The bigger the show, the better the winner's 
chance of taking down the Godwalker later on. 
The combatants are: 

Marcus Renault, Annihilomancer and Avatar 
of the Masterless Man. He doesn't take orders 
from anyone, and that mcludes the sleeping tiger. 
He'll level city blocks to reveal the truth as he 
sees it-that he's the biggest badass that ever 

watked the land. 
Stanislav Ol"Zewski, Entropomancer and Ava

tar of the Masterle.s.s Man. What greater risk 

could there be than going toe-ta-toe with Renault 

in a public place, slinging speUs in his Archetype's 
name for everyone to see? 

If the Sleepers identify the duelists and con
tact either of them prior to game time, the team 
has two obvious options: talk the boys our of it or 
kill them. The first would require a Herculean 

feat of persuasion or cunning. The second is even 
more difficult: both guys are exrremely powerful 
and Opt for escape over malcing a srand, since 
they\'e got a better match wairing. If the circum
stances warranted, the duelists would even ally 

against the Sleepers to guarantee their duel. Any 
direct attack agai nst either Avatar has a chance of 
being as big a spectacle as the one the Sleepers 

are trying to prevent. 
Extreme ingenuity is necessary. Can they 

somehow lure the combatants to a secure loca
tion? Can they shut down the main street and 
concoct a cover story for the damage? Can they 
rally other occultists against the twO Avatars (the 

ones who aren't pro-showdown, that is)? JUSt how 
good at their jobs are they? Maximum damage 

control. 
The wake-up call's at dawn. 

Silver 
Floshpoint 
That old drunk Jeeter noticed it first: a flock of 
pigeons sitting in a row above an apartment build
ing. Pretty typical, except they were sitting on 
flothing. It seems the building has suddenly 
sprouted an invisible but tangible structure on its 

roof. There isn't any way to get in ... or is there? 

Summary 
1412 Lincoln Avenue appears to be a normal four
Story apartment building in a fairly low-rent part 
of the city. h 's not exactly the Rin., but it's not 
falling down yet, either, It houses nineteen resi

dents in fourteen broadly similar units {ten sin
gles, three couples, and a trio}-plenty of space 
for one person, livable for twO, and unpleasantly 
cramped for the three students. Most of the resi-



dents are in their twenties, working in the neigh
borhood, studying, or doing odd jobs to get by. 
They don't mix with each other and don't talk 

much to strangers. 
The residents are a pretty mixed bag. One guy 

is a compulsive gambler who spends all day trying 
to beat the odds on horse races, and has his place 
stacked up with calculations, tipster reports, and 
so on. Another is something of a paranoid who 
won't answer the door and whose apar[fJlent is 

littered with melee weaponry, kung-fu magazines, 
and other stuff. A third is a struggling writer 
who's currently doing a book on the Salem witch 
tri:.ls and has all sorts of reference material lying 

around, from Cotton Mather to the Crimoire of 
Armadef. One of the couples are crystal-hugging 
Wiccans who've filled their love-nest with aU the 
usual paraphernalia. Everyone else appears pretty 
straight, although the students have a lot of cats 

and seem to spend most of their time sleeping. 
There's a fire door up onto the roof, and the 

strucrure is smack in the middle. It's undetectable 
except by tOuch, and feels like a cylinder ten feet 
in diameter at ambient temperature. The surface 

is uneven, and the cylinder can soon be recog
nized as actually being a coil of braided, slender 
cords that feci metallic to the touch. Walking tllto 

it brISkly will hurt. Under examination, it proves 
to be ten feet high and roofless. It is possible to 
sClle the structure and drop down inside it; any
one doing so will discover th:lt it seems to be just 

an empty shell. It is impervious to physical and 
magickal damage. 

Targets 
One of the srudents is a qUiet girl named Anna, 
who has been experimenting with astral projec· 
tion. After several e..'(citing meetings with a lumi
nous being she met on the astral plane who intro

duced himself as a Spirit Sage (but was, in reality, 
a demon), she was taught a wondrous ritual to 
create her own personal astral realm. She per· 
formed the ritual-it has to be done during astral 

projection-and created the realm, without know
ing that she Clnnot leave it. The rirual creates an-

chars for the new realm, and these have manifest
ed as the structure on the roof (which is over 
Anna's room) and a strange mirrored panel 

mounted in the ceiling above Anna's bed. She has 
been stuck in her new realm since she created it 
[WO days ago, but her slacker roommates haven't 

clued in to her constant sleep. 
PCS can gain entry to the realm by placing 

their hand on the mirrored panel, at which point 
they will be dra\'m bodily into it, vanishing from 
the real world. Anna hasn't really noticed how 

much time has passed-she expects her body to 
draw her back when she's thirsty-and is having a 
great time playing the fairy princess in an en· 
chanted woodland kingdom. Because it's her 
realm she has all the powers that a fairy princcss 

should, as well as adoring fairy subjects who also 
have powers. There is no obvious way back, for 

her or the PCS. 
\'('hen Anna's body becomes critically weak, 

irs defenses will drop and the demon will be able 
to take it over permanently. She'll be left stuck in 
her realm for ever, locked away from whatever 
fate awairs the dead. The realm has to be de

stroyed if the PCS are to rerurn to reality-which 
will also remove the innsible strucrure and the 
mirrored panel. Killing Anna is onc way to do it, 
but she is a sympathetic character and, in her 

realm, extremely powerful, with glamours, 
charms, and enchan[fJlenu straight out of fairy 
tales at her disposal. With enough initiative, the 
PCs may be able to find another .....ay, perhaps by 

completing a symbolic quest to the heart of the 
realm that will break the spell and awaken the 
princess to her old life once more. 

Truth at 24fps 
Floshpoint 
There's a buzz about a movie now in production 
at a major studio, a buzz so soft yet Strong that 

laded Hollywood types speak of it in reverent 
whispers. The sets are closed, the script can only 
be read with ultraviolet light, and no one's ever 
heard of the cast. The only thing that has escaped 



is a rumor: the film is about the rebinh of magick 
in the world. 

Summary 
The movie is said to be based on .m obscure nov
el called The Room of Fiue HOllses-a novel so 
obscure that it doesn't even exist, to which the ru
mor responds that the manuscript is passed hand· 
to-hand among the cognoscenti and thus came to 

the attention of the studio. The project is seem
ingly impervious to rational analysis, bouncing 
back one rumor to explain another. 

AI/ant garde director Milos Ruran, never 

known for working within the Hollywood system, 
demanded unprecedented control over the devel

opment of this project and received it. His script 
is printed black on black, with special UV lights 
needed to read the words. The actors ate all un
knowns, and the special effects team has been 

working in seclusion for months to perfect a look 
and feel fo r the act of magick which borders on 
the transcendent. The directot has not made a 
single sratemem to the press about the film, but a 
month prior to agreeing to do [he project he 

launched a vitriolic verbal attack against Holly
wood, claiming that it was "robbing the wonder 
from the world." Everyone involved with the 

project has signed lengthy non-disclosure agree
ments, and one bit-pan player who was to meet 
with a reporter cancelled at the last minute-and 
hasn't been secn since. 

Targets 
There is a ritual called the Celluloid Exorcism, 
which comes fleetingly and unconsciously to 

those obsessed not only with cinema but also 
with its power to transform the world. Its fi rst un
witting practitioner was D.W. Griffith, whose 
Birth of a Nation tried to evoke a simpler time 
but instead breathed new life into the Ku Klu.x 

Klan. There have been others-Leni Ricfenstahl 
with Triumph of the Will and Alfred Hitchcock 
.... -ith Psycho. These creators were not the cause of 

wh:lt was to come, but rather put a pleasing face 

on those aspects of humanity best shunned, and 
planted seeds in the already fer tile soil that would 
blossom in future years. 

The idea behind the Celluloid Exorcism is a 
simple one: to attack a climate that pervades a so
ciety, lifting it from its malaise with a new vision 

of how things could be. Of course, those who en
act the ritUal seldom know that they're doing it. 
Instead, they become inspired with a vision unlike 
anything the world has seen before, a vision that 
nevertheless may not be in the world's best inter

ests. This often prompts them to try new tricks 
with the camera, to make the viewer invest more 
of himself into the film. It is no accident that 
these films are landmarks in cinema; all the best 

pills have a sugar coating. 
In this case, nOt everything is so innocent. 

Milos Ruran is a scholar of the cinema and has 
studied the personal notes of Griffith, Hitchcock, 
Riefenstahl, and others rumored to have per
fo rmed the Exorcism. H e knows full well what 

he's doing-possibly the first to do so-and what 
the outcome might be. He is also aware that, 
more often than not, the vision received by the 
audience varies from the one proffered by the di

rectot. Once the ritual is released, there's no can· 
trolling it. It doesn't maner at all to him, though. 
A world without wonder, without the empower
ment of the everyman through simple miracles, 
isn't one wonh living in. To him, those who have 

the power and [he vision have an obligation to 
bring it to fruition, regardless of cost. 

Ruran, then, is the Iynchpin of [he ri tuaL If 
the auteur dies, the work is left incomplete. How

e\'er, Ruran has left notes and acolytes, who may 
ny to steal the fire from heaven in years to come. 
There are infinitely more subtle ways to sabotage 
the fi lm that do not involve killing. First, it is pos

sible to erode the wonder of the film by leaking 
details well in advance. The leaks have to be genu

ine, which is why Ruran had to act so swiftly and 
permanently when it seemed one of his actors 
was ready to divulge secrets to the press. Second, 
the Hollywood hype machine, if turned on well in 

advance with action figures and fast food tie-ins, 
will make the film seem tOO commercial and the 



fickle public may reject it out of hand. Third, any 

scandal involved with the film will most certainly 
detract from its message, as happened with Cha~ 

lin's The Great Dictator-which was intended as a 
stab against fascism but instead was screened by 
Hitler.. twice. Once any o f these possibilities 

occur, Ruran is (orevermore neutralized, since 
lightning such as this never strikes twice. Fun her, 
his loyal assistants eventually become disillusioned 
that the vision he once crowed about failed to mao 
terialize, and many furure problems are averted. 

There's also the issue of the alleged novel's 
presumed author. Beyond Ruran's cinematic ambi· 
fions there may sti ll lie another secret and anoth
er agenda altogether. 

The Writing on the Walls 
Flashpaint 
Graffiti murals are drawing an o rnate pattern 

throughout the cicy. Are they the precursor to an 
elaborate occult rirual or simply art? 

Summary 
Large graffiti murals depicting urban decay, gang 
warfare, starvation, and the indifference of the 
masses are showing up all over the city. Each mu, 

ral is composed of thousands of intricate graffiti 
tags worked together, overlapping each other in 
such a way that they produce elaborate images, 
and each mural seems to tell a story continued 
from the previous one. They've appeared in well· 

traveled, public areas that don't normally lend 
themselves to graffiti-commutcr rail stations in 
upscale neighborhoods, war memorials in parks, 
retaining walls along the interstate, billboards, of· 
fice buildings, school buses, and even the Mason
ic temple downtown have setved as canvases. 

The murals often have unflatter ing represen
tations of public servants. Most notable are those 
of the mayor and the director of Housing and Ur
ban Development, neither of whom have fol

lowed through on vague campaign promises to 
"dean up the streets." Local·media editorialists 

are labeli ng this as a cry for help from the forgot
ten, and with the election approachi ng the murals 
have become a hQ[-buuon issue. The identicy of 

the artist or artists is still unknown. 
The local artistic communicy also has much to 

say about the murals. Most vocal is Philo 

Bassingthwaite, a professor of dismediated arts. 
He likens the scyle to a derivation of pointillism, 
and refers to the unknown artist as "the porno 
Thomas Nast." He fought with the cicy council 

and the property owners to have the murals 
deemed "public art" and protected from "preem~ 

tive whitewashing," and until the matter is settled 
in COUrt the murals remain where they are. 

Police haven't been able to predict where the 

next mural will go up, as the pattern seems to be 
entirely random. However, the Sleepers noticed 
that the sequence of the mural placements and 
their symbolic locations are dra\ving an ornate 
panern throughout the city. Examination of the 

pattern matches some geometries used in rituals 
traditionally thought to affect the mind, and this 
can be backed up by stUdying the murals them· 
selves, which all have subtle occult symbology 
worked into the patterns. UnfortUnately, the ex
plicit ritual hasn't been pinned down, so there are 

no hard and fast predictions of where and when 
the ncxt murals will appear. 

Targets 
Bassingthwaite is exactly what he seems-an aca
dem ic fascinated by this fresh expression of art. 

The artist is sixteen-year-old Cedric Foster, a 
street kid who's had a rough life. He never knew 

his father, just a successive string of his mother's 
boyfriends who treared him somewhere between 
bad and worse. He joined a gang for protection 
when he was twelve and left home soon after. 
He's a heavy kid \vith a d istrust of authoricy fig

ures, a bit of a sweet tooth, and a newborn 
daughter he fatheted with his girlfriend. 

H e's also an Avatar of the Chronicler. He's 
limited by his own experiences, his medium, and 
how he can reach his audience, but he's painting 

the tragedy that surrounds him. He has absolutely 



no comprehension of the Clergy or the occult. 

Consequently he tends to skirr dangerously close 
to breaking Chronicler taboo, and with a little 
change of focus he could easily become an avatar 
of the Rebel, the Outsider, or even the Martyr. 
He doesn't realize that the pattern of the murals 
are completing a ritual intended to align [he 

thoughts of the local populace to actively thinking 
of the problems he sees daily-he simply paints 
where he thinks he should because it feels right to 

do so. The birrh of his daughter was the impetus 
for the murals, as he wants his child to grow up 
in a different world than he did. His innocent use 
of magick is only for the good-but do the Sleep
ers figure that out before they get spooky and 
whack him? 

Smosh the Rohyob 
Flashpoint 
A teenager in Cincinnati can speak the language 
of any person she comes in contact with, and is 
getting written up on paranormal and psychic 
phenomena websites. 

Summary 
Betsy Cullen was a boring teenager up until twO 

months ago, when her French teacher discovered 
the girl had suddenly become fluent. Betsy can re
spond in kind ro any language spoken to her, with 
perfect pronunciation. When not in a foreign-lan

guage conversation with another person, she can't 
speak any language other than English. 

Through investigation the agents can discover 
that the week before her power manifested Betsy 

was admitted to a local hospital, where she was 
treated fo r a severe migraine brought on after an 
evening at an all-night rave club her ex-boyfriend 
convinced her to try. 

Backtracking (e'·eals that the club, Ephemeris, 
was under investigation by Cincinnati police for 
"possible drug activities," which resulted in it go
ing Out of business after its licenses were pulled 

following a bust six weeks ago. There arc no re-

ports of arrests for drugs related ro the club-bur 
there are a large number of incident reports 

where clubgoers behaved in manners that the po
lice can only attribute to drugs. 

What freaked the cops out was that officers 
were being affected, indicating that the psychoac
ri\'l,~ drugs used in the club must have been in the 

air. Interviews with cops on the scene will reveal 
reticent, halting stories of "'acid trip" strangeness, 
ail explainable until a scared Officer Jeffers, first 
man on the scene the night the bust went down, 
shows the agents the robin's-egg-sized pearl that 's 

been growing underneath his pillow every night 
since the incidem. He doesn't know why-he 
keeps throwing them away and new ones keep ap

pearing. 

Targets 
The group 101001101 (see Postmodem Magick, 
p. 152) has made its latest and possibly last mis

take. Audacious in the extreme, their brand of 
psychoreactive magickal environmemal theater fu
eled by the delirium-magick Oneiromancy (see 
PM, p. lOt) tried to break out of the fringe art 
world and into the dowmown of a mid-sized 

American city with disastrous consequences. By 
the time Cincinnati PO decided to bust the club, 
more than a dozen casual visitors to Ephemeris 

had been infected by out-of-control magickal phe
nomena. 101001101 has fled, trying to vanish back 
into Europe's rave scene and keeping their dis
tance from America_ 

Unfortunately for the sleepwalkers, both Of
ficer Jeffers and Betsy Cullen are linked to the ca
bal's coilective and can be used to magickally 

track down the center of the disturbance: the 
Rahyab, a set of fraternal twins who form the 

core of Oneiromancy (see PM, p. 154). 
(One devilish possibility: Angela Forsythe lets 

the agents pursue 101001101, but uses her Cliom
:mcy to "program" members of the team to be 

susceptible to indoctrination by the Oneiro-
mancers. Then, when the agents are fully inserted, 
a second team is dispatched with the word-codes 
needed to hack into the subconscious of these 
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"moles," gaining the Sleepers the ultimate in in

side intelligence.) 

The Sleepers cannot allow Bersy Cullen to sec 

her next birthday unless she keeps her mouth 

shut, which is both sad and necessary. 

The Gullyhooter 
Flashpoint 
In the archives of the Hamilton Collection there 

is a yellowed page from a grade-school notebook, 

bearing scribbles of juvenile handwriting, in a pro-

tective plastic sleeve. The sleeve bears a label 

reading "J. Armand v.2, p. 17" and the date of 

January 12, 1955. The scribbles arc a poem: 

The Gullyhooter is a bitch to kill, 

So McCwire hid it beneath the hill. 

He dug a hole six fathoms deep, 

And laid a trap to summon sleep. 

For fifty years it's been down in Hell, 

But soon the 'hooter'lI escape the well. 

Walkin'down the hill, caked with mud, 
And the streets of the village run with blood. 

Immediately below the poem is a date with a 

question mark-and it's o nly three days away. 

Summary 
This is a page from the journal of Canadian pre

cognitive Jeanette Armand, which has been in the 

Sleeper archives si nce her brief media heyday in 

the 1960s. The attached research notes detail re

peated failed attempts to fi nd information on the 

Gullyhooter and McGwire. However, the most re

cem note references a literature search last month 

for ~Gullyhooter» by a Meg Rawdon of VCLA. 

An abbreviated background report on Rawdon 

is included; she is utterly middle-class mundane, an 

academic fo lklorist up for tenure. Her personality 

is solid Virgo (see VA, p. 32). If asked about the 

Gullyhooter, she will go through three stages: 

Excited. She grills the PCs for what they 

know about the legend. 

Wary. If the PCs start interrogating her, she 

thinks they may be trying to steal her research/thesis. 

Proud. When she's assured they're not work

ing on a competing thesis, she spills her gutS, 

showing off. 

Rawdon has an eighry-year-old diary of Louise 

Beaumont, who recounts stories her grandfather 

told her about growing up in Raspberry Notch, 

Tennessee. One of them mentions the Gullyhoot

er-a bear-like monster that walks like a man and 

burns with green fire. The legend has it that the 

creature is a white trapper who fell under an Indi

an curse, and the stories about it are reminiscent 

of "The Hook" or other campfi re tales. 

Targets 
Raspberry Notch is a small rural town in the 

Smoky Mountains with about 2,000 residents. 

Points of interest include a gas station, a drug 

store, and a factory-outlet shop for a nearby wal

nut-bowl manufacntrer. Most residents have heard 

of the Gullyhooter: it's an old ghost story their 

grandparents told them. 

Older residents remember a guy named MeG

wire. He's a long-dead bum who used to wander 

around town asking people what his name was. 

(He used to be the fix-it man, but lost his marbles 

after his wife was murdered back in the 1940s.) 

McGwirc died in the early 1960s. His old house 

is up Sunny Hollow, a lonely wreck completely 

overgrown by kudzu and weeds. 

In the backyard is an overgrown well made of 

river stones. If the PCs clear the vines away, they 

find a narrow set of steps mounted on the inside 

wall of the well. The steps lead down fifteen feet 

to a low briek passageway running back into the 

hill; the well continues down another twelve feet 

to water. 

A few yards down the passageway, there's a 

wooden door to the right leading into McGwire's 

workshop. From the two decrepit clockworks that 

ineffectually attempt to defend the room from the 

intruders, it's obvious McGwire was a Meeha· 

nomancer. There are also other clockworks, tools, 

and parts lying around, all rusted into uselessness. 



The passageway continues another tcn yards 
beyond the workroom, ending at a thick copper 
door. It has recently been smashed off its hinges, 
apparently from the inside. Close observation 
spots a remnant of ooze o r slime upon the crum
pled door. 

The tiny chamber beyond has a pit leading 
down into darkness. Suspended above the pit is 
the shattered remains of a clockwork made of 
greenish copper, which appears to have exploded. 

This device was a free-energy clockwork (see Post
modern Magick, p. 127) called the Cage of Sleep. 

Old Man McGwire waged a mountainside 
battle against the Gullyhooter in 1948, after the 
thing killed his beloved \vife Lucille. When his 

clockworks were unable to kill the thing, MeG
wire burned almost all of his memories to build 
the Cage of Sleep. The Cage kept the beast asleep 
for weeks at a time. When the Gullyhooter would 

start to wake the Cage would zap it, knocking it 
Out for another few weeks. As McGwire was a 
fine craftsman, the power requi rements had been 
carefully calculated in advance. Unfortunately, de
cades-long exposure to the Cage's magick made 

the Gullyhooter susceptible, and over time it took 
fractionally less power to pUt it under. The tiny 
bits of excess power built up until the Cage went 
boom. The beast woke up from its last slumber 

this week, just as Jeanette Armand fo resaw. 
The Gullyhooter itself is a powerful Unspeak

able Servant. Its last master, Lucius Stockwell, 
died in 1764 of dysentery after reaching the Cola

nies. The Gullyhooter survived and soon thrived, 
working its way into the frontie r in its master's ab
sence. Currently, its only real desire is to cat-it's 
awful hungry and will eat most anything. Bur it 

likes the taste of people. 
The Gullyhooter shares all of the abilities of 

the Greater type of Unspeakable Servant, with 
three changes: it may cause three significant un

natural phenomena per day; fi rearms only do 
hand-ta-hand damage against it; and after long ex
posure to the Cage of Sleep, the Gullyhooter is 
narcoleptic. Soothing noises, hypnosis, sleep 

spells, and even lullabies will put the creature out 
for up to ten minutes. 

The Hunt 
Flashpoint 
Over the last twO weeks, three Sleeper surveil
lance operations have been compromised. The 

Cabinet suspects that the groups under observa
tion were tipped o ff by someone wi th inside in
formation. 

Summary 
Three minor cabals, each recently making inroads 
into the underground, were under surveillance to 
determine their potential threat level: Yggdrasil, 

an Odinist militant cult; the Chainborn, anti<on
sensus reality psychoterrorists; and the House of 
Seven Bridges, a neo-Gnostic sect of enlighten
ment seekers. Each of the cabals, over a two-week 
period, shook their surveillance. The Chainborn 

and the House simply disappeared. Yggdrasil 
staged an assault against the watchpost. The ease 
\vith which the cabals evaded and countered the 

observation teams suggests they had intelligence 
on Sleeper routines and tactics. 

Furthermore, surveillance never registered any 
meetings or communications revealing the source 
of the information. An internal leak would be 

able to bypass the monitors in such a fashion. 
Magickal and mundane inquiries soon point 

to Diana Tower as the leak. Diana was a long
serving Sleeper agent with an c--xemplary record 

who ceased communications with the group two 
weeks ago. Searches of her apartment and regular 
contact locales reveal they've been unused during 
that time. 

Diana helped establish the surveillance ops 
o n the three cabals. She also has knowledge of 
numerous safchouses, undercover field agents, 
magickal lore, and details of the underground. 
Th is information not only poses a great risk to 

the Sleepers-its revelation could threaten their 
agenda by dramatically increasing productive in
terest in the unnatural. 



Targets 
Neutralizing Diana is paramount. She is highly 
skilled and has cultivated her own contacts in the 
underground, which is to say she should be con
sidered armed and dangerous. More than simply 

smpping her, the Sleepers need to learn why she 
went rogue, since there could he another organi
zation involved in her betrayal. Capmrl', fo llowed 
by d iplomacy or interrogation, is the preferred 
course of action. 

The explanation is simple: after years of mon
itoring desperate wannabes and hopeless dream
ers, all the while holding the answer to their 
prayers-proof of the magickal-Diana simply had 
enough. She decided the world was ready for the 

truth, that they deserved it, even needed it, and 
that it was time fo r the Sleepers to get a taste of 
their own medicine. 

This is Diana's final card. If confronted she 
has the sleeping tiger itself as a hostage, and tries 

to ensure that her takedown is as noisily public as 
possible. 

Find ing her, however, will not be easy. There 
is also the matter of the three cabals she's shep
herding. Fortunately, one leads to rhe other, since 

Diana meets with each of them to help them es
cape the Sleepers. 

The Chainborn are actively attempting to 
meet with members of the underground in order 

to barter the new information Diana has given 
them. They're outfitted \\lith countersurveillance 
gear, an arsenal of mind·altering drugs, and may 
have an adept o r two on tap by the time the PCs 

find them. Their biggest vulnerabili ty is their ea
gerness to ingratiate themselves into the under
ground, an eagerness that can be exploited to 
lead them into a [Tap. 

The House of Seven Bridges was mostly com
posed of nro-pagan types. When they learned that :I. 

secret and violent organization was investigating 
them, they ran scared and rerumed to their mundane 
lives. If any members can be 100000ted, via legwork or 
magickal means, it's dear that they are unlikely to 

spread any secrets, despite Diana's encourngement. A 
healthy dose of intimidation makes it certain. 

Yggdrasil are the real problem. Fascist, racist, and 
convinced of their p1:tce in Valhalla, compromise isn't 

an option with them; they are :I.J11led :l.nd itching for 
battle. Y ggdrasil are. planning strikes against the safe.. 
houses and undercover Sleeper operatives. Foresight 
couJd rum these into opportunities to trap the group. 

As valuable as hitting the cabals themselves is 

learning how Diana contacts them. Delicate sub
terfuge may allow the Sleepers to lure her out of 
hiding. T he stress is on delicacy; Diana is sea· 
soned, cautious, and justifiably paranoid. The 

Sleepers have, in essence, three chances to draw 
her Out, one through each group. Failure to do so 
putS the ball in Diana's court; the Sleepers must 
wait until she resurfaces to spread more secrets. 

A possible complication is whether or not Di· 

:ma has worked with any of the team assigned to 
hunt her. A former co-worker may help the PCs in 
tracking down and manipulating Diana, but may 
also compromise their ability to trick her. 

Eat It All 
Fiashpoint 
A famous horror author hasn't been seen in 

weeks, but the chapters for his new novel keep 
roll ing in. A supermarket tabloid reports he's 
dead but won't rest easy until his book is fin
ished-and they have a grainy photo of a skull

faced figure skulking around his home. 

Summary 
Andrew Cray wri tes bestseJlers. His female pro

tagonists arc generally large-breasted exhibition
ists, and his male characters tend to be stylishly 
competent supernatural predators. Blood, boobs, 
bombast-there's something for everyone. 

He's been holed up in his luxury condo work. 

ing on Rampling-the fourth book in his trilogy. 
No o ne has seen him outside for at least three 
weeks. Given his good looks and notorious sex 
life, that's not normal. 

Cray, you see, is arguably one of his city's 
most prolific cocksmen. Sure, there's that forward 



on the basketball team, bur Cray's peccadilloes 
are more public and more juicy. According to the 
t3bloids, he's a bondage freak, a drug addict, he 
screwed his agent's wife, his editor's wife, the bas
ketball fo rward's girlfriend, the mayor's wife and 

daughter, et cetera. 

So his legions of fans (mostly female) are wor
ried. You can say what you like about Cray's pur
ple prose, his antimatter sexual morals, his posing 

and posturi ng and self-promoting-bur he's always 
done right by his fans. He's always charming and 
patient, even to the inarticulate 300-pound teens 
with more whiteheads than the congressional bar

betshop. The fact that he hasn't come out to reas
sure them is even more suspicious than a sudden 
bout of celibacy. 

A group of fans has basically surrounded his COr1"

do building for the last week, getting some national 
media attention. The crowd sweUs and shrinks.-as 
many as thirty when school's just let out, as few as 
five during the night. They've staned seeing some 
weird sruff, and the tabloids are picking up on it. 

Specifically, they report the fo llowing: 

• They've seen a skull-headed figure sneaking 
around the gardens behind the build ing. One 

enterprising dropout even gOt a picture. 
• The lights in his condo go o n and off. Some

one is up there. 

• If you listen to the crickets at midnight 
around there, they whisper passages from his 
books-always passages describing death. 

The Sleepers have checked into Cray before: 

he has, in the past, associated himself with genu

ine occultists. But he's never provided the kind of 
conclusive proof that the Sleepers fear. H e 
seemed content to spook himself and his entou

rage, but perhaps it's gone beyond that now. 
Here's what the Sleepers can learn from vari

ous people. 

His Fans and Stalkers 
• Andrew was recently seeing this woman 

named Marcy Mclaughlin. For a while, they 

were inseparable, though she didn't seem like 
his normal type-"Real plain, except for great 
legs," opines one gothed-our fanboy_ For a 
while it looked like they'd even moved in to

gerher. But then she caught him screwing a 
model in a cloakroom. 

• Cray was, without a doubt, into BD5M, spe
cifically into being "the master." He preferred 

humiliation and psychological torrure to phys
ical sruff, and professed to believe that wom
en were all dependent at the core, and could 
only be truly fulfilled when they'd been 
shown their submissive nature by a command
ing man. 

• H e was an avid collector of weapons, both 
antique and modern. He's rumored to own 

one of the guns used to kill John Dillinger, 
and a knife used by Jeffrey Dahmer. 

His Entourage 
• He's been rurning in his chapters on time, 

faxing them in from his condo, and the stuff 
is good. Talking to him on the phone, he 
sounds kind of spacey and weird, but it's him. 

• Marcy McLaughlin was damaged goods. An
drew really liked that. She hasn't been around 

either. 
• H e's been getting groceries delivered, but 

won't let anyone look at him_ 

His Neighbors 
• They wish he was gone. This was a nice, 

classy five-story building before he moved in 
and started having cat-howl sex at all hours. 
With his latest "girlfriend" Marcy, the shriek
ing and thumping was even worse-"If I didn't 

know what that sicko was into, I would have 
called the cops. Any other apartment, I'd fig
ure it was someone getting murdered." Judg
ing by what the neighbors have heard, the 

wild sex is still going o n. 
• Pensioner Travis Murdoch lives right below Oay, 

and he's the explanation for the "skull-headed fig
ure." He's a lonely, kooky, dirty old man with no 



friends and few social skills. He has an uncom
fortable prosthetic nose and leaves it off when 
nobody's around (that is, most of the rime). If 
pressed, he admits that he'd found a good place 
in the garden where he could climb up a tree and 
see into Cray's bedroom. He hasn't seen any

thing lately though-he's stopped peeping since 
getting photogt:Jphed. 

Targets 
The truth is th is: Cray bit off more than he could 
chew. He and Marcy fell into an extremely in
tense codependency. If he'd been able to keep it 
in his pants, it might have worked itself OUt, one 
way or the other. But the fight over the cloak

room model escalated all the way home. It ended 
when Marcy picked up one of his antique axes 
and chopped off his right hand. 

He passed Out from the shock and when he 
woke up, Marcy (a medical school dropout) had 

managed to bandage and suture his injury. She'd 
also chained him to the bed. 

At first he resisted being her prisoner and tried 
like hell to escape, but his helplessness and her 
guilc:y ministrations rurned some rumbler in his 

ps)'che, unlocked something that had been hidden 
behind all his womanizing and macho posruring. 
He realized that he needed this, wanted it-that aU 
his life he'd been longing for a woman strong 

enough to show him his real need for submission. 
Neither one remembers whose idea it was for 

Marcy ro cook and eat the hand. But it brought 
them closer rogether. (The sex has been fantastic 
ever since.) She's taken off one of his feet and, 

when he's a li ttle stronger, she' ll do the leg. They 
plan for her to slowly reduce and consume him un
til he's dead and they are only a single organism. 

-!1tis is their true \vill. They have to keep it se
cret, of course-most people won't understand. But 

if anybody (like, say, a Sleeper team) gets into the 
condo and confronts them, they explain every
thing. They're almost relieved to have an audience. 

There's nothing paranormal going on. Just 
twO people who want nothing more than for one 

of them to cannibalize the other. 

Hord Londing 
Flashpoint 
Word on the street is that something big is earn

ing. The entire occult underground is buzzi ng 
about Celine's Bird, a dochvork with the distinc

tion of being the first man-made object in Earth 
orbit. Apparently the spring has finally wound 
down, and Celine's Bird is coming home. 

Summary 
In 1894, Giaccomo Ceiine, a Neapolitan Clock
worker, launched his greatest achievement. It's a 

twenty-foOl long brass bird, and it became the first 
man-made object to achieve orbit. It's been up 
there for over a ccnrury, but now the spring has 
wound down and it's starting to fall. Somehow, 
word of it has spread all through the Occult Under

ground, inciting avarice of epic proportions. 
Rumors are flying about the contents of the 

bird. Some say it's full of all the riruals Ceiine was 
able to collect in his life, others that it holds a 
number of clockworks that have been surveying 

the magickal fields of the earth. The modern 
Mechanomancers don't really care about what it 
contains; the item itself would be a valuable re
source for building their own devices. At least twO 
Entropomancers have offered their services to the 

highest bidder, ensuring that the thing lands 
where the patron wants. Cliomancers are waging 
quiet campaigns of disinformation about the con
tents and landing point of the thing as they race 

to take possession. 
A full-scale occult Wolr is heating up over the 

thing, and the Sleepers are concerned both about 
that and the fact that the thing will become visi
ble to mundane radar when it re-enters the atmo

sphere. God knows how durable the thing is, but 
if it survives re-entry the best calculations have it 
landing in the wilderness of a national park. 

Targets 
Sandra Haddad found Giaccomo's notebooks 



while she was doing research for her doctorate in 
Naples. She pieced together his hints and refer
ences to his masterwork and starred doing the 

calculations, discovering that the Bird should be 
re-enrering the atmosphere in a few weeks. She 
made plans to locate the Bird upon its landing to 

see what she could saJvage, contacting a friend of 

hers who knew something about orbits and phys
ics to help her plot the location. Armed with this 
info rmation, she's set herself up to wait. 

That didn't work, though. Erik bford is a 
CIiOl11ancer who has been tailing Sandra. He's 

long suspected her of being an unaware Avatar of 
the Scholar, and is eager for the chance to benefit 
from any powerful sites she leads him to. He lis
tened in on her conversations, stole pecks at her 

notes, and figu red out what was going on. He 
wants the Bird fo r himself, figuring that if nothing 
else, he can barter it in the occult underground 
for some significant mojo. To help rum get his 

hands on it, he started using his Gnostic Gossip 
spell to spread rumors about the Bird, hopi ng 
that the resultant stories and involvement of other 
adepts would muddy the water enough for him to 
steal the prize from under everyone's nose_ 

It's gOt even more tangled since then. T he re
sponse generated is far beyond what Erik had in
tended, and it's making things complicated. He's 
enlisted the help of Dan Despins, an Entro
pomancer, to guarantee that the Bird lands near 

enough to him that he can claim it, but Dan has 
told him that at least two other Entropomancers 
he knows have been employed for the same pur
pose by others. 

When the Bi rd comes down safe and slow, 
the Elltropomancers stan burning charges wildly, 
trying to bring the thing down nearest them. Un
naturaJ phenomena run rampant through the 

park, possibly sparking a forest fire or riot_ If 
more than one Entropomancer is at this business 
the Bird is destroyed by the struggle, scattering 
gears far and wide over the forest. If one or fewer 
Entropomanccrs are acting on the Bird, it touches 
down quite lightly, sculling its wings. 

Celine's Bird is a twenty-foot long brass night
ingale, with beautiful feathers each fo rmed from a 

separate piece of brass. The eyes are quartz crys
tals, and it sings softly once it lands for about thir

ty seconds before the spring winds down. On the 
breast of the Bird is an access panel, revealing a 
switch with three settings and a key. The pointer is 
currently set towards a circle around a picrure of 
the earth. The other two settings show a crescent 

moon and the astrological symbol for Mars. The 
key can, of course, be used to wind the Bird's 
spring, allowing it to fly again_ A full winding takes 
rwenl)' minutes. The bird has no abilities beyond 

the power to fly through space, and contains noth
ing but its gears, springs, rods, and levers. 

Bibliomancer War 
Flashpoint 
Two wealthy, rival Bibliomancers, one based in 
London, the other in New York, have recently es

calated their personal, decades-long feud. Their 
use of Bibliomantic magick has begun to have a 
ripple effect among the upper echelons of the 
rare-book community. 

Summary 
The international communiI)' of rare-book collec

tors has always attracted odd individuals, includ
ing the occasional adept or avatar. Two of the 

most prominent-and ruthless-book collectors 
are Emil Jacobsen and Paul Van Darn. Both are 
extremely wealthy and extremely obsessive collec

tors of rare books. They also both happen to be 
Bibliomancers. Over the years they have often 
sought the sanle books, and both men have re
sorted to lying, bribery, and outright theft to en
sure that they, and not their rival, get the books 

they want. The two are evenly matched in power, 
but until recently have only thwarted each other's 

efforts through purely mundane means. 
Three weeks ago, Van Darn hired a cat bur

glar to enter Jacobsen's BibJiomantic library and 
steal the three-volume set of Howard Hughes' d ia

ries that Jacobsen had recendy acquired from one 
of Hughes' o ld CIA associates. The cat burglar 



was caught, though not before several of Jacobs
en's most valuable books were destroyed. Before 
the burglar died, he revealed that an associate of 

Van Darn's had hired hi m. At that point, Jacobs
en took the kid gloves off and began working 
bookworm magicks against Van Darn, subtly 
thwarting his efforts to acquire new books and 
corrupting those in Van Darn's library. Van Darn 

has responded in kind, and their struggle has 
quickly escalated. Many of their mundane associ
ates have begun to suspect that there is more than 

meets the eye to their rivalry. 
The enm ity o f the two Bibliomancers and 

their growi ng use of magick against each other 
have begun to leach into the upper echelons of 
the book-collccting community, and several un nat

ural occurrences have popped up at various rare
book auctions around the world. Dealers and col
lectors have begun squabbling more than usual, 
and formerly good-natured compctition has 
turned decidedly nasty. There have been several 

articles in the press about increased tensions in 
this rarefied and obscure group. 

Targets 
Emil Jacobsen lives in a large penthouse apart
ment in London. He has a small staff who looks 
after his business interests and never goes any

where without his henchman, a small, sneaky 
Steve Buscemi-type named Edgar. 

Paul Van Darn lives in New York City and 
also has a fairly large vacation home upstate. H e 

is always accompanied on his travels by his body
guard, Mr. Thorn, who is big, burly, and loves 
knives. Van Dorn has begun training a young or
phan he fo und in a public library to be a Bibliom
ancer; though she is o nly ten, she is fiercely pro
tective of her mentor. 

T he two routinely spy on each other using 
both mundane agents and technology as well as 
magickal means. Because the two are essentially 

evenly matched in capability, it is very difficult for 
one to gain the upper hand over the other, and 
their struggles have COSt both severely. They re
main formidab le threats, however, and Sleepers 

are advised that it would be unwise to attack ei

ther bookworm in their libraries. Both send 
agents to rare-book shows and auctions to make 
acquisitions, though the promise of a particularly 
rare book could bring them to inspect the item 

personally. 

The Ripped-Off Head Riot 
Flashpoint 
Last week, an Epideromancer ripped another 
man's head completely off his body in from of 
over a hundred people, kicking off a major freak

out stampede. The fleshworker walked through 
the crowd like a hot knife through butter, twisting 
flesh as he went. All the while, he drank the 

blood from the ripped-off head he grasped by the 
hair. 

Summary 
Once the PCS start snooping around, they'll find 

[hat the local occult underground is all abuzz with 
the details. The victim and the attacker are both 
known: the victim was Willy Jackson, a booze
hound on the decline, and the attacker could only 

have been Radu Lopcz, a pumped-up braggart of 
a fleshworker. Lopez is described as swarthy, 
short, and built like a brick bulldog. 

They were sitting out at the street-side [abies 

in front of Jackson's favorite hangout. The bar is 
next to Kalifornica, a hip dance club with a killer 
house sound. The queue [Q get in was crowded 
and tense. The hundred and twenty people wait
ing were nor in a positive mood to start with 

when Lopez reached over and calmly twisted Jack
son's head off like a soda cap. 

Fourteen people were injured in the riot, 
some by magick. Eyewimesses describe how L0-

pez plowed through the crowd, batting people 
aside without effort, ripping gobbets of flesh 
from some rioters and eating them with enthusi· 
asm. The police are on the wrong trail-they're 

searching for a psychopath with a machete who 
escaped from prison last year. 



After the PCs hit the streets, they get word 
from the Sleepers that the Order of St. Cecil (see 

UA, p. 19) has sent their agents in, toO, for rea
sons as yet unknown. 

Targets 
People of interest in this case include the two St. 
Cecil agents, Father Etienne Destine and Father 
Sean O'Brien, and featured headcase Radu Lopel-

Father Etienne Destine is a hulking French 

priest. A master of savate and tae iuuon do, he 
also carries a Colt .45 under his cassock. He's an 
enforcer·type who doesn't skimp on the holy wa
ter, silver bullets, and grenades. Fathet Sean 
O'Brien is a channing smooth-talker of an Irish 

scholar-priest. A natural detective, he can stitch 
dues wgether into a seamless whole, even if it in· 
volves magick. The Order of St. Cecil wants Radu 
Lopez for his known participation in a Black 
Mass demon-summoning and his desecration of a 

chapel by using its altar as a picnic table w chow 
down on its pastor. 

Radu Lopez is a cannibal Mexican-Hungarian 
Epideromancer from San Antonio. He's pumped 
himself up with his magick, surpassing normal hu~ 

man maxima in Body and Speed. If that weren't 
enough, he's macho, arrogant, dumb as a rock, hair
trigger homophobic, and makes ludicrous claims 
like having invented Epideromancy, having had 
sex with the Freak, and being over a century old. 

It's all true, sort of. You see, Lopez is a vam
pire (see UA, p. 164). He's been cutting himself 
for kicks since he was a skinny albino kid picked 
on by his macho father and cousins. His mother 

died in chudbirth, so he onJy discovered his noble 
heritage in his mid-thirties from his Aunt Margot, 
whom his father called Blanca Margot behind her 
back. This would have been around the rurn of 

the century. His self-mutilation habits, combined 
with the knowledge of his family's bloody legacy, 
led him to investigate the darker sorts of black 
magick, blood rituals, and anthrophagy. He didn't 
invent Epideromancy, but he was a pupil of [he 

guy who did. And Lopez and the Freak did the 
horizontal mambo in November of 1988, in De-

troit. Lopez claims the Freak was all-woman that 

night; the Freak just smiles if asked. U pressed on 
the subject, Lopez's homophobia ignites and he 
flips our on the questioner. 

Lopez has used his magick to eliminate his al
binism and reshape his body. The inside of his 
apartment contains a lot of body-building posters, 
tattoo magazines, and a refrigerator full of people 
parts prepared Tex·Mex style. He also has a 
shrine to Vlad Tepes, complete with flowers, 

burning candles, and vampire-movie photos ripped 
from magazines. 

The real deal behind the event is that Lopez 
was quizzing Jackson-a devout Catholic-on [he 
miracle of transubstantiation. They disagreed, L0-

pez mentioned his Black Mass activities, and Jack
son was shocked. The argument grew heated. 
Jackson called him a cocksucker and Lopez 
ripped off his head. End of story. 

Currently, Lopez is "hiding out" at a tattoo 
convention in Tulsa. He's wounded from his re

cent endeavors and is presently slap out of charg
es, but that doesn't stop him from connecting 
with the underground there and bragging about 

how much of a badass he is-perhaps not noticing 
the twO grim priests \vith their hands in their pock
ets or the cabal of Sleepers across the room, all of 
whom want a piece of this sick loser and fast. 

Sycamore Street is Missing 
Flashpoint 
Reports have come in from a nearby suburb that 

an entire street has disappeared. Sycamore Street 
was a quiet, idyllic example of the American 
dream, lined with trees and quaint single-family 
homes with picket fences. The only problem is, it 
apparently never existed. 

Summary 
The situation is bizarre, to say the least. The PCS 
discover that everyone in town knows of the exist· 

ence of Sycamore Street, though nobody seems to 
recall exactly how to get there. The street appears 



o n no maps of the town, for as fa r back as any 
records have been kept. There are no mentions of 
the street in any of the town's newspapers or po

lice reports, either. As far as can be ascertained 
the street has never been a part of the town, de
spite the townspeople's vague belief. 

The curious thing, however, is that there is 

ample documentation in the fo rm of missing-per
sons reports. Friends and family members who 
live elsewhere have filed reports on loved ones 
who are listed as having lived on Sycamore Street. 
No one who lives in the town, however, has any 

recollection of any of these people, and besides 
the recent missing-persons reports there are no 
official or personal records of any SOrt document
ing their existence, anywhere. Family photos no 

longer show the missing people, and even their 
relatives who filed the reportS are swi hly losing 
their memories; within a few weeks, those memo
ries are gone and only the reports in the files of 
the local cops will remain. 

Interviews with the out-of-town friends and 

family members of the missing will result in the dis
covery that these people do recall the missing, as 

well as the street, though even at this point they al
ready seem less concerned and connected to their 
missing loved ones than the pes would expect. If 
the PCS ask them for directions to Sycamore Street, 
they reply that the street lies between Oak and Ma
ple on the west side of town. However, investiga

tion will reveal that there are no streets between 
Oak and Maple; they are adjacent. 

The resul t: some two dozen men, women, and 

children have disappeared, all of whom apparently 
li\'ed on a Street that doesn't exist and never has. 

Torgets 
This is a Story without an ending. The pes can in
vestigate, interview the telatives, and collect as 
much information as they can. In the end, their 
notes go into the Sleepers' files in the hopes that 
they may prove useful in the future. But Sycamore 

Street is lost forever. 
Standing on the sidewalk between Oak and 

Maple, the pes receive their only clue: a small 
garter snake lying in the shape of a circle, slowly 
devouring its own [ail. 
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