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many mage characters suitable
as friends, enemies or mortal foes

+ A host of intriguing and gruesome
antagonists who seek control over
the same mysteries as the mages
of Boston

- A sample story suitable for use
with local, visiting or transplanted
mages
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Two years ago, I came to Salem,
Iookmg for someone to induct me into the

ANCIENTANDMYSTERIOUS
tmdmons of the Goddess,”

or somethimg like that.

I WAS 19 AT THE TIME
and had only rarely been more than a half-hours

! )
>\ drive out of my native Wiscasset, Maine.

I had recently graduated high school and had spent some time living with my parents and trying
to figure out what I supposed to do with my life — who I was meant to be and where I was meant
to go. Finally, fed up with almost two decades of the same vistas and eager to learn more about

the spirituality T had played at while barely passing algebra and Freneh,

I'SCRAPED TOGETHER MY MEAGER SAVINGS; PACKED UP AND GOT MYSELF
A STUDIO APARTMENT IN THE SELF-PROCLAIMED “WitcH Crry.”

It was that or keep listening to.my mother’s nagging about.when was I'going to find a husband-and settle down.

Salem wasn’t quite what | thought it would he. I figured it would be — SpOOleI’ It ended up coming off a
lot more like a chintzy childseB® Halloween costume: a lof of Ec trappings of speokiness, wrapped up in a sense

of self-promoting commercialism insincere enough to make your stcrcotypw& car salcsman come off as

gcnunc The c1ty s air of fiystéyy went no deeper than that found at a carniy

of th oolness ofa
'fmd 1l in

1sappmntqd that t

to wondcr wha was expecting. Ma‘bc [ was I'd bc surrounded by

8
DRAB GRAY SKIES GRIM-FACED MEN IN TALL, BLACK HATS AND
WOMEN DANCING BY NIGHT *AROUND FIRES IN THE WOODS

in ceremonies watched over by black cats ‘with glittering yellow eyes.

Totell the truth, | guess [ was hoping for something that seemed magical. At the time, I couldn’t put my finger
on exactly Why I felt I needed that, but fx:l-y “grand spiritual quest” fell by the wayside, and I, like so many

others, instinctively embraced the mundane chores of everyday life a8 armor against my disappointment.
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I rememberclearfytheday| osce through the illiSiofin,
THE D&ny%m\ide Py

It was a few months after I'd gotten to Salem, a shitty, misefable day.

It was shortly after dusk, and the clouds were spitting a blend of sopping-wet snow and frcczmg rain that soaked straight through your
clothesand your footwear. Naturally, T had just set the water bosling fora box of macaroni and cheese when I realized I was out of milk.
Now too committed to my dinner seclection fo start making something else. 1 killed the burner,

PUT ON MY WINTER COAT AND HEADED OUT INTO THE NIGHT.

I felt sad when I left my apartment, although 1 didn'$understand the cause of my sadness. My time at the gym was paying off. my job was actually pretty
good and I was finding time to write again. I had no reason to be sad — none I could identify, at any rate. Eyen when the wind kicked up and the stinging
slush blew in my face (and I realized that I had forgo“tten my hatand gloves), I didn’t feel annoyed, jus"; sorrow,ful Thethree-minute walk from my
front door to the convenience store felt like an hour, and I)ust'sorr(if wandered numblysthrough the placefgfabbing mysmillk and a candy bar for later.

When 1 lefigfhesstores the brief jaunt back to my apart 'secmed Tike an insurmountable obstacle,

& OVERWHE] MING
ﬂ”"#’ ad set

It was oniy after ['heard a very faint sound AW 1O alley that T realized T'had stopped .
walking'and was just standing there, in the dark, under the frozen torrent. lalsotook some
.’ small notice of the fact that I was uttcrl} alone. The streets were abandoncd

I'turned to look toward the sound that had broken my grim fugue and noticed ; ” i

/6‘% a thin, soaked tabby cat ™

' PERCHED MISERABLY ON AN UPTURNED BARREL.

HE MEOWED LOUDLY AT ME.

As I took a few tentative steps down the alley,
he hopped down and began to walk slowly away.
I started to step back toward the mouth of the alley. As |
began to turn, a feeling washed over me, a
sense that I could choose to return to that
empty, slushy street and follow it back to my
apartment and my three-times-weekly
workouts, my decent job
and my idle musings, but
that I would be taking the
path of the known, the safe.
After all, the only thing that
waited back at my place was a box of
macaroni 4nd cheese. Down this alley,
after the trail of this poor, freezing cat
that seemed to want me to follow him, was
something else, something I didn’t know.
Huddling into my coat, I set down my bag on the
upturned barrel, tucked my numb right hand into my
pocket and wandered into the shadows.

* *
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I don't know how long I followed that cat. Some-
where alongthe line, fcompletely lost track of where [ was.
In the end. T lost sight& the stray and found myself in the

midst of a tmgl%lqs #cau.ldn’t recall walking . -
. 3
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through before. 1 cciuldn't
apartment, and I'was utterly lost. The wind howled, and the heavy, wrought-

ve been more than a quatter-mile from my

iron fire escapes felt like a net, closm dfn over and around me. Uncertain of
what to do, I pressed ahead and emerged into a quicter part of town. I realized

- that I was maybe a IS-min rom my front door, though my watch
b - showed me I'd been out i

to the other.
The streets were still abandoneds Maybe there were lights on in those
houses, but I don’t recall seeing any. It felt to me like I was truly alone in
thesworld, in the midst of a night that would never see morning. My
sorrow took on an edge of thm'oughly irrational fear. I felt —no, I kncw
— that something terrible was going to happen. My pace qﬁckcncd and *
I tried to get a bearing on where I was. [ was fairly certain that I was moying
in the direction of my apartment. I no longer cared about my rt or my
chocolate bar. I wasn't hungry anymore. Then, I heard her.

how I had gotten from the one'p

There was the slightest note of fear in her tone. I think she was saying,
out of here,” but I could be mlsgcmcmbcrmg now. A reply came, a man’s voice,
cold and menacing, with a brutal conviction about it. “T know what you are.”

AsIrounded the bend, I saw them. She was dressed as if she were headed
out to the club, but tonight wasn’t a Goth or industrial night anywhere |
could think of. Her black hair was slicked back, but stray locks were
lashed about her pretty face by the wailing wind. She was on one side of
a tall, broad, wrought-iron gate, which was hemmed in on both sides by
high, ice-encrusted hedges. He was huge and broad-shouldered, with a
severe cast to his features. There was somethingelse about him, something
that looked, or maybe felt, Wrong. He was standing before that gate,
gripping the frcczing metal with one large hand. He snarled, “T know who
your master is, as well, and Fbring a message for him.”

She answered. “You should leave.”

In reply, he smacked a folded sheet of some kind of weird, thick cloth,
or maybe parchment, against the gate. He chuckled grimly. “IV1y master
knows something of your Concord, and he has instructed me to have you
.inform yousNemean of such.” He tra sort in the airwith
his hand, and my skin crawled as though ' were covered in spiders, but she
stood her ground, and muttered words uader her breath that I couldn’t
make out. The crawling feeling then quickly subsided.

AsIgotabitcloser,  was certain that the manwas clearly at least a little

- bit insane. I could also see the tension in his bo d hkc he was working
~up the fierve o pull that gate open and do somcﬂxg awful to that young
man. I w: ﬁo just turn aro x;d leav and puten some

- arm cothes andtell myself that 1t wasall ave done so, that none
et a8 Of th-fs my problem, anyway, But it wasn't that part that I listened to.

ed bcforc I was even fully aware that I was purposefully

He turned to face me, p c Seyes. | knew [ should have run,
but I stood firm and stared-hard int® his eyes. He wanted me to
flinch, and, thoughldid ill dﬁsxdcr myscl'pamcularly

- brave, [ didn’t give him wh craised his hand once more, and
*, that crawling feeling began an cardiflighreath of the woman on the
far side the gate hitch softly in hemthroat®From behind me, though, even
overthe sound of the wind, I heard the sound of a cat'shiss. The man's eyes

darted down, and, strangely, I saw the glimmer of fear in them. He took
astep back, though he continu?o clutch at the gate. Standing beside my

right foot was the tabby. its eyes shining with far too much mtclhg%

-and purpose.
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his head to one'side, like a dog that hears an vnfamiliar
her of his witches, then?”

* rooftop of the house behind her.

w of to shatter on the small pano My eyes darted back down
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I didn't see that he deserved an answer from me. “Go home.

He hesitated for a moment and then backed away a pace. He mumbled
something I couldn’t make out and relinquished his grip on the gate. He
wandered off into the rain and was soon lost to the night. When I glanced
back down, the cat had disappeared.
had that in hand,” said the young woman behind the fence, “but thank
u. | ArAdei o i -y
I was so focused on the guy I was fairly certain was going to crush my
windpipe that I had almost forgotten that there was someone else there.

I barely managed to blurt out, “You're welcome.”

She smiled. “Few would have done what you did. It to urag

Without thinking, I responded, “What he was doing 1us’

It was then that [ actually gla Zg ced over her shoul

fierce gust of wind b
_down from an old and elabofate iron weathervane, and it tum

at tht snowy__

her smile returned as she asked, “How did you find me?”
I smiled back, not knowing why I did.

wandering, and this is where I stopped.”
‘The'side door 16 the house opened, and a vicious-looking young man

glarcd out at the two of us. He fixed a baleful gaze on me. “What are you

" doing here? You don't belong here.”

“I'm not sure. | started

The woman to turned to face him and said, “Great timing, Tempest.
She’s fine, though. She’s one of us, or close enough to it.”

He stared dismissively at me and then shook his head '
bitterly. He turned and stepped back into the house, callin r th
woman I was speaking to, “Fine, Chaplain, she’s YOUT problem,

show her the way. If she proves to be anything, maybe we ‘It

Chaplain nodded and looked back at me as the door slamm
“Don’t pay him any mind. He's an asshole. We'll begin soon.”

“But not r{ght now,” [ finished for her, “and not in this place. He was

right;1don’t b g here.” I wasn't sure why that was right, but the .?]acc
somchpv@; Qro“ Jike.l.couldn’t walk th;onglnwl‘
doors, even if | '
She laug

UP@.I don’t. Sometimes, I wonder if 1*
I don't, eith

Suddenly.g byafitrge 1 didn't understand, th gate bpen
Seconds before, si¢ha fHiffig had seemed an insurmountable obstacle, but

it felt to me just then as though it were the most important thing in the
ww‘?ﬂ: was nothmg that could stop me from doingso.
The gate squealed in protcst-and s'h'rcfs of ice fell to the ground below. 1

chension T had felt was gone.

and | fcl;,a similar energy Wr1th1ng within my soul
knew that I had tamed the energy, and claimed it for =

w softly but comfortingly. “You can callme Chaplain.
Eyeryone else

“Well,” 1 {cm@mg myself, “it’s nice to meet you, Chaplain.”

“Likewise, he Jooked back to the _l'l_ousc. “You should head
home. I'll be in touch.” I knew that she'd find me. There was no need to
give hcr my number or anything like that. How I undcrstood that, [don’t _

v, but it was somchow reassuring. P Sy

I'nodded and stepped back through her gate. Without anofher word, |
walked away, toward my apaftment, seeing the world through niew eyes.
"My hunt was over. I had found what I was looking for.
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INTRODUCTION

Boston Unveiled is a city and regional sourcebook that presents
the signature setting for Mage: The Awakening — the city of
Boston and its environs with all its old, witchy New England
atmosphere. The sourcebook provides in-depth information on
history, geography, notable characters and the various cabals. In
addition, there is a full story for beginning a Boston-based chronicle.

Boston Unveiled builds substantially on the information pre-
sented about the city in Appendix Two: Boston of Mage: The
Awakening, p. 368-389. While that chapter provides a glance at
the city, Boston Unveiled reveals the forces at work behind the
scenes, delving into the agendas and secrets driving events in the
Awakened world. This book presents a plethora of stories that can
be used to drive chronicles set in the region.

Boston is an old city, one of the oldest colonial settlements in
the Americas, and it has long been fertile ground for the struggles
of the Awakened. Boston Unveiled will help you to integrate
your characters into this centuries-old tangle of alliances and
enmities, to plumb the depths of this city and discover what exists
in its darkest recesses. You will meet the Awakened inhabitants
of the city and its surroundings as well as the Atlantean order
willworkers and apostates. Some may become friends to your
characters, and others, deadly rivals, but the characters must
beware, as friendship is sometimes used to conceal an assassin’s
blade and open hostility may serve to cloak a potent allegiance.

Boston is a city of secrets. While secrets are in many ways the
stock-in-trade of Mage: The Awakening, Boston is truly rife with
secrets such as the Concord between the Ebon Noose and the
White Putnams, the terrible truth behind the Red Word and the
identities of the sinister Shadow Chorus, just to name a few. As
mages learn more about the hidden nature of Boston, they are
drawn further into the web of occlusion and deceit that encom-
passes the city. Perhaps, they might even learn why it’s best that
some secrets remain unrevealed.

J(/“/ TPyt Prtipee

In the “Unintended consequences” category, the first mages to
arrive in the region made compacts thatstill affect mages to this day.
The region’s history weighs heavily on the shoulders of any mage
here, evenifhe’sjust passing through. Remember, in Mage, time can
be measured and affected like a sculptor works stone. Even more
important here, however, is the web of fate that binds everyone —
entangling the young in the karma of the old.

The strands of fate binding the region aren’t all bad. The city
did spawn the Boston Tea Party, which helped to create a new
nation dedicated to freedom and liberty. The city also saw the
Salem Witch Trials. It’s the city where Ben Franklin grew up, and
the place where the infamous Strangler stalked. In other words,
it’sa place of potency. New things are created daily at MIT, while
Harvard grads figure out how to best steer the course of society.

M m> %0 (>X @ &)L@%ga
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The woo New England and upstate New York have a
certain rep for having been haunted by devil-worshipers, witches
or creatures of the night during the time of the pilgrims and the
later colonies (the Headless Horseman, for instance). Was thisall
just in the imagination of the Puritans, or is there some grain of
truth here?

Mages are mortal, but they see things from an entirely different
perspective than Sleepers. Mages get involved in a wide spectrum
of human and supernatural events — anything that can be
detected and dealt with using Mage Sight. In other words, pretty
much anything imaginable.

There’s a world of mystery and terror out there, and it can
overwhelm even a mage. Mages must struggle just to get past the
false stereotypes.handed down in legend.

The mood of this book is one of ancient fear, as old horrors claw
their way out of the past toretain ahold on Sleeper and Awakened
alike and dread secret alliances move in the shadows, eager to
wrest power away from the Awakened. This is not your standard
“splatterpunk” horror but instead a long, slow dread, one that
evokes feelings of lore best left forgotten: specters walking lonely
roads and abandoned hallways and gatherings of terrible purpose,
in which oaths are spoken and the blood of the firstborn is let. It
is the fear of speaking the Names that bring madness — of
beholding sights meant for no mortal eye — a good, old-fash-
ioned, New England fear.

Tt rinT ey Bow &

W ithin the pages of Boston Unveiled, you will find everything
you need to begin to craft your own adventures for the Awakened
in and around the City on a Hill.

¢ Chapter One: Maps and Legends — This chapter details the

- history of Boston and its surroundings, from both the Sleeping and

Awakened perspectives. In this chapter, the region’s many inter-
twined strands of destiny are explored. Boston was once a
revolutionary city, full of ideas and promise. Its possibilities have
been fading, lost in a mire of apathy and the frantic pace of too-rapid
change. What legacies continue to reach forward, out of history, to
continue to affect the present? These legacies not only give Boston’s
past an identity but also serve, through means both mystic and
mundane, to define its future.

Here, you'll also get a look at the modern face of Boston and its
environs, the kinds of things a newly arrived visitor (or trans-
plant) to the area might notice or find interesting. A bit of
geography, significant landmarks and the like are to be found
here, as they pertain to long-time residents, newcomers and those
just passing through.

¢ Chapter Two: Cabals — Presented here are the cabals of the
Awakened orders and the politics and enmities that both hold the
Awakened of the region together and threaten to drive them
apart. The alliances, accords and enmities of the Wise are
explored and the major local factions of the Awakened are
discussed in depth.

¢ Chapter Three: Renegade Mages — Of course, the Atlantean
orders aren’t alone in Boston. The machinations of rival mages
abound, and this chapter details their willworkers and their cabals:
the alliances, feuds and outright wars between these renegades as
well as the ways in which they interact with the Atlantean orders
and, of course, the Sleeping world that binds all together.

¢ Chapter Four: Off the Map — Along lonely roads, in deep
woods and on the grounds of isolated and ancient houses, strange
things lurk. Boston and its surroundings have long known the tread
of those who walk in other realms — centuries-long hauntings,
spirits both benign and malevolent and creatures unknown toeither
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science or superstition, just toname afew. This chapter explores the
local spirit realms and their denizens, the beings that exist some-
times perhaps just beyond the peripheral vision of the Sleeping
world and, sometimes, well outside the awareness of all save perhaps
the most dedicated (or foolhardy) mage.

¢ Chapter Five: Beast of Burden — Presented here isa sample
story with which to begin a Boston chronicle —an event that will
test the characters’ abilities to win friends and allies or create new
enemies in their attempts to restore the dead to life.

Pt Ty TPy Bark_

This book isn’t meant to be the be-all, end-all final word on
Boston or New England or the Awakened who live there. Instead,
this book is intended to serve as a springboard for your own
chronicles by inspiring you-with ideas and suggestions. The real
decisions are up to you.

For Storytellers, Boston Unveiled exists to provide interesting
story hooks, the beginnings of the foundations on which you can
build years’ worth of great tales for your players. We’ve done the
basics of the groundwork, but, because we don’t know your players
or your game like you do, all the most important details are in your
hands. That keeps your players guessing and makes Boston your city
todowith as you will, free of the constraints of any plots you may not
want or might find inappropriate for your cabal.

For players, Boston Unveiled offers a chance to tie their mages
intoafull setting rife with possibilities. This book containsanumber
of built-in allies, enemies and even just old acquaintances for any
character to latch onto, as well as plots to become involved in (or,
perhaps, attempt to stop). Most importantly, this book is designed
with opportunities for the player characters to become some of the
big movers-and-shakers of the area. Suggestions for long, convo-
luted roads to power, fame and influence are found in these pages,
waiting to be explored by your mages.

/ - S
I Mt ﬂgff C ZDZM/: St

Boston Unveiled is by no means a sort of city guide to Boston,
New England in general or anywhere else. This book is a guide
to a more darkly fantastic place: the minute details of where
Beacon Street is in relation to Commonwealth Avenue are
nowhere near as important as what sorts of mysteries or schemes
your mages might become involved in around the next corner.
This book was written with that idea in mind.

/(fa Lfﬁ) ]@4%1 2

ew England is, and has been, home to many writers, and is the
setting or subject of many a written work. Some authors (or
individual publications) do, however, stand out asauthorities on the
particulars of life in New England, especially its darker, grittier or
more fantastic aspects.

Curious New England: The Unconventional Traveler’s Guide to
Eccentric Destinations, by Joseph A. Citro and Diane E. Foulds— An
enterprising Storyteller could easily craft an entire chronicle based
on the various shades of old-fashioned New England weirdness
explored in this book. It covers such curiosities as an inexplicably
slowly spreading desert along the coast of Maine, John Childs’
allegedflight from the steeple of Boston’s Old North Church in 1757
and Dudleytown, long ago swallowed by Connecticut’s woods and
(if the many stories are to be believed) a place of madness, haunted
by demons and the ghosts of the damned. A real must-read.

The Works of Nathaniel Hawthorne — Perhaps most famous for
his books The Scarlet Letter and The House of the Seven Gables, this
contrite descendant of John Hathorne (a judge during the infamous
Salem Witch Hysteria of 1692) was a prolific writer of tales, both
long and short. Perhaps most interesting (from the perspective of
Mage, at any rate) are Hawthorne’s stories that detail mysteries

leading scientists to the so-called Elixir of Life. Today, only frag-
ments of the mysteries are known to fragments.)

- The Works of Howard Phillips Lovecraft — Architect of a
universe without symmetry or sanity, H. P. Lovecraft challenged the
preconceptions of his readers through his Tales of the Cthulhu
Mythos, a collection of stories in which mankind is alone and
helpless in a reality as cruel and mysterious as it is vast. Lovecraft
wrote a lot more than just fiction about malevolent entities from
beyond the stars, however, and a brief glance into his other works
grants a measure of insight into the mind of a brilliant and perhaps
mildly disturbed would-be recluse, who was quintessentially New
Englander in his character. '

The Works of Stephen King — Heavily inspired by Lovecraft
(among others), Stephen King is likewise a writer committed to the
overarching strangeness of his native land. Although a few of his
works have strayed beyond New England’s borders, many are set in
locations, both real and fictitious (but still quintessentially New
England), among those states, most especially in his home state of
Maine. By no means are all (or even all of the best) of his works
horror stories, but several (though individual mileage may vary)
have afeel that is distinctly Mage. And, if you just can’t make the
time for a novel, there’s always the option of renting a film or two.

The Boston Phoenix — This newspaper is an invaluable resource
for those looking to get a handle on the street-level view of Boston.
Often irreverent, the periodical looks at the city in a way other local
papers dare not. Of course, if you can’t get your hands on a copy of
thenewspaper, check outits website: http://www.bostonphoenix.com

%//ém/? 71@(1',,/

As well as making more than the occasional appearance on the
printed page, Boston has shown up on both the large and small
screens every now and again. Although a numberof movies and
shows have been set in Boston, many of them use the city simply
as a geographic location and don’t delve into its essential charac-
ter. The two described below, however, offer a somewhat deeper
look at Boston on its own terms.

Boondock Saints — This movie, a tale of two brothers given
what they believe to be a holy mission from God, iss set (and,.in
large part, was filmed) in the city of Boston. While at times
fantastic, the film offers a good look at many aspects of Boston’s
essential character, most notably themes of immigration and
integration (and the difficulties inherent in both), faith and its
many pitfalls, the changing face of Boston’s crime and the attitude
of often holding justice above law.

Cheers — If you can find any episodes of this old comedy
floating around, they’ré definitely worth watching, if only for a
look at a certain facet of Boston life. The characters, if often a bit
simplistic (as is the case with almost any sitcom), constitute an
interesting glimpse of the city’s essential character: blue-collar
drinking buddies, the aristocratic intellectual, the takes-no-guff
working woman. Though dated, the show conveys a sense of the
Boston that is rapidly'vanishing (and, in some places, has disap-
peared entirely), one in which “everybody knows your name.”

(92/12/' // Cg/mmrg

Boston and New England have significant online presence,
though applicability varies considerably based upon what you're
looking for out of the setting. Websites for tourism are plentiful,
but most don’t capture the grittier aspects of the region and
many are too narrow in focus to be of much use to someone who
isn’t looking for whatever the site specifically addresses. Your
best bet is to just search around until you find something that
takes your fancy and provides useful information. Searches for
“New England hauntings,” “New England UFOs” and the like
are bound to turn up something worth basing a story arc or two
upon or perhaps even an entire chronicle.

INTRODUCTION 7



- -unﬂ\-""v .

e e
PRg—

T e

R T N -

N A

\\\\
N NN
N

L
AN \\\ N\

NN

e
N ;\\X.\X\\

3 \

\i\\\

N
N \ \ ; \\\\
Wiy
Ny

\

l

|

xJ

t
\

|
|

|l

|

|

'*:‘Nj"/‘
| ‘f’!»
: l),
|

I

RN \\.\
\
\ \
N “~~
\ \ y i
N Y {
N \ N . .
N v '
\ M 1
A\ £ 0
\\ t
N \M




B R ‘ g |
T -

pﬁ Y e e
What is this damnable Secret Concord that causes the Noose and Y o
the Putnams to rule our fate? 1 fear that the one who uncovers the —
truth of this pact will come to no good. It has dogged the heels of ~ )
history, sometimes biting those who come too close.1 would be free = % e 3
of this weight, before it crushes us all. TN !

— Vajra, formerly of the Brotherhood of the 4

Ineffable Truth cabal, now residing in India 5-3"\%3\’!_;‘@::‘-;‘.“ ;
: . i
Oh,; it was a Devil's Deal my predecessors signed, all right. We are i‘h

being tested, each and every one of us. He that is found wanting will
be swallowed up, but he that remains virtuous will triumph and reap : j
the victor’s crown. s
— Jeremiah, formerly of the White Putnams cabal, !
now deceased T

The gnats chatter on about the Concord: Should 1 tell them the
truth? Oh, no. There are reasons some souls fight to remain asleep.
Should I contribute to their number with some of our own? Let the
Awake remain Awake, but ignorant. {1

— The Nemean, Hierarch of Boston, leader of the
Ebon Noose cabal 1
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The point of view in which this tale comes under the romantic definition lies in the
attempt to connect a by-gone time with the very present that is flitting away from us. It
is a legend, prolonging itself, from an epoch now gray in the distance, down into our own
broad day-light, and Eringing along with it some of its legendary mist, which the reader,
according to his pleasure, may either disregard, or allow 1t to float almost imperceptibly

about the characters and events %or the sake of a picturesque effect.

— Nathaniel Hawthorne, The House of the Seven Gables

The hackneyed line that nobody is actually from Boston
has been relatively accurate from the very founding of the
city. The original inhabitants of what is now known as
Boston were the Massachuset Indians, 3,000 of whom lived
around a Boston Bay that is much larger than the one the
city’s current residents are familiar with. The 20 small
villages around the bay benefited from the presence of an
unusually dense network of ley lines, which in turn promoted
the formation of Hallows and spirit loci. The flow of energy
through the bay was healthy, keeping resonance with stag-
nant emotional qualities from collecting, resulting in good
hunting and long lives among the Massachuset. The Awak-
ened among the natives took advantage of this good fortune
— most notably through the creation of a surprising array of
enhanced and otherwise magically potent items. These pow-
erful items, as well as the healthy tass harvested from Hallows
around Boston Bay, were coveted by Native American mages
throughout the rest of the Northeastern woodlands, and the
area’s mages were afforded a great deal of respect.

The peninsula (and sometimes island) of Boston was a
sacred place to them due, in part, to its intermittent accessi-
bility. The surrounding lowlands were inundated with water
during high tide and times of heavy rainfall, and it was
therefore considered liminal, a sacred ground. The top of
modern day Beacon Hill was a place of ritual cleansing and
atonement for Native Americans. Any member of the
Massachuset who committed (or was strongly tempted to
commit) an act of violence out of anger could go to the top
of the hill and ritually rid himself of the spirit of violence.
The resonance of the peninsula was such that it absorbed and
contained hostile energy and prevented it from spreading.

The Indians’ ease of life ended with the coming of the
white settlers. In the space of three years, between 1614 and
1617, the diseases brought by Europe’s outcasts killed off all

- but a few hundred of Boston’s native inhabitants. The
settlers, staunchly Calvinist and comfortably certain that
God was on their side, were happy to have the harbor to
themselves and fancied themselves blessed.

What is now known as Boston was originally called
Trimountain, named for the its three large hills, by the
settlers. The city’s first long-term European inhabitant was
the Reverend William Blaxton, who built his home on the
top of Beacon Hill in 1624 — less than four years after the
Pilgrims settled in nearby Plymouth. The Indians, needless
tosay, weren’t happy about Blaxton’s choice of buildingssites.
They tried to explain to him that the top of the hill that “eats
anger” was not an appropriate building spot, but he wasn’t
interested in hearing their quaint stories, and their numbers
had dwindled so much by then there was little they could do
to drive the settler from their place of atonement. When a
medicine man tried to demonstrate to the Reverend why the
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Indians didn’t want him living there, Blaxton shot him and
accused the Indians of “deviltry most brazen.”

Ultimately, however, it would not be the Indians who
would prove to be the Puritans’ greatest enemy, but them-
selves. New England’s defining moment, as far as the
Awakened community was concerned, would take place
decades later, 20 miles northeast of Trimountain, in the
hamlet of Salem Village. The dread of heterodoxy crept
through the hearts of the Salem Villagers like a disease. As
unified as the groups were, the town’s villagers placed such
tight constraints on acceptable behavior that something had
to give. To this.day, mages can’t agree upon the cause. Some
believe spirits of malice plagued the area, while some think
that the violent resonance absorbed by Beacon Hill some-
how welled up in Salem Village. Others say that the settlers
just cracked under the strain of living with the daily hard-
ships of a Puritan settlement.

The first 100 years of Boston’s existence marked a tremen-
dous number of firsts for the New World and the Awakened
alike. Many powerful institutions rose to power in those
years, and the roots of Boston’s present can be found there.

a‘ﬁz%gnayf

Sailingto the New World was an extreme form of flight in
the 17th century. Many Awakened, tired of the Inquisition’s
witch hunts (which -would continue for the rest of the
century), crossed the Atlantic in hopes of finding (or found-
ing) aplace of tolerance, where the practice of magic wouldn’t
be a potentially mortal offense. Those mages whose connec-
tion to wild and nature-oriented Supernal Realms — the
Acanthus and Thyrsus — found little support for their life-
ways in the teachings of the Church. Many mages felt a bond
of solidarity with the so-called witches, most of them inno-
cent Sleepers, who suffered persecution at the hands of the
Roman Catholic Church’s Inquisition. These Old World
mages hoped to leave this world of persecution behind when
they came to the New World.

Many disparate mages arrived and spread out north and
west. Among them was a cabal called Epona’s Chariot (later
to be renamed the Ebon Noose). As described in Appendix
Two: Boston (see Mage: The Awakening, pp. 368-389),
these “pagan” mages sought to build a paradise in the wilder-
ness, only to find the woods already inhabited. Ignorant of
the territorial claims of certain spirits in the Shadow Realm,
Epona’s Chariot raised the ire of a group of terrifying spirits.
Whereas most spirits relied on eating lesser spirits to gain
sustenance, these spirits could materialize and-eat the flesh of
humans. A local medicine society of native mages used the
spirits’ ire and turned it fully against the newcomers. Pursued
by the spirits and native mages, the cabal retreated to a small
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colonial settlement where they performed adread spell in the
hopes of saving their hides. It worked. The cannibal spirits
were driven away and the native mages killed. But the
unspeakable nightmare the mages had summoned forced
them back into the wilderness and cursed the settlement for
years to come.

That settlement would later be called Salem.

Jf mm)m %Uf tone L/(ijz%

Boston’s first caba of recognized merit was established in
1633 by a handful of mages from Cambridge University in
England. These men (and they were all men) called them-
selves the Stone Assembly. The group consisted entirely of
Mysterium mages. They crossed the Atlantic with the goal of
collecting and examining the magical wonders created by
the Native American mages. The cabal soon discovered
other European mages from the other Atlantean orders, all of
whom were likewise interested in the strange mysteries of the
New World. Rather than resort to violent competition with
these potential rivals, the Stone Assembly petitioned the
Consilium of Cambridge, England, for the right to charter
their own Consilium. With the august old Consilium’s stamp
of approval, European mages saw little choice but to accept
the Stone Assembly as the foremost Awakened power in
Boston. This was before the fires of revolution were lit in the
country — most colonists still hearkened to England for
leadership and guidance.

The new Consilium, named after.its founding cabal, be-
came a club for elite Awakened gentlemen dedicated to the
acquisition and use of the New World’s magical knowledge
and Artifacts. The new Consilium’s Hierarch -was a
mystagogue of the Stone Assembly, as was one of its Coun-
cilors, but the remaining seats were doled out to
representatives of the other Atlantean orders. All of the
Assembly’s members were academicians, and, unlike many
of the others settling the New World, they were all at least
moderately wealthy.

Idealistically enough, the Councilors and officers fancied
themselves, the face of the Awakened community in the
New World — integrated, cooperative and social — al-
though positions within its ranks were open only to men with
the financial means to own property. In the earliest years, it
was assumed that all local mages were a part of the Stone
Assembly’s society unless they took steps to indicate other-
wise — and the social consequences of that course of action
were heavier than most of the Awakened were willing to
incur. It was acceptable for a mage to be a quiet, passive
member of the Stone Assembly, but to decline membership
altogether once it had been offered was a scandal of arro-
gance and incivility. The Stone Assembly did not consider
women and men of humble means to be proper members and
left such mages to fend for themselves — the Assembly did
not believe that such rabble were likely to number more than
a few mages anyway. Knowledge, in the Consilium’s model
of the world, was at the core of magical praxis. Their certainty
of that fact blinded them to a noteworthy number of excep-
tions — a significant population of women, hermits, free
Africans and others who had also Awakened, though with-
out the benefit of either education or wealth.

The remnants of Epona’s Chariot at this time were scat-
tered and weak, nursing their psychic and physical wounds in

the aftermath of the terrible Binding of the Blasphemous
Scribe spell. The Stone Assembly heard only vague rumors
of this event, and discounted it as nothing more than deep-
woods hyperbole, meant perhaps to scare their own mages
away from finding wells of magical power.

The Stone Assembly was, for nearly 300 years, the ironclad
patriarchy of Boston’s magical life, the city’s founding
Consilium. With equal weight in both Boston and nearby
Cambridge, it had both the magical acumen and financial
clout to guide Boston as it saw fit and police the Awakened
like a stern father.

The Stone Assembly offered prestige and, sometimes,
lucrative reward to those mages who could collect for them
the most interesting New World magical lore and objects. In
time, the Assembly’s magical armory became one of the
largest and most powerful on the East Coast.

j e Cﬂﬂ//zrm z‘zmﬂxj);:% d
Many immigrant mages from al backgrounds would seek

out the Stone Assembly. Those mages who did not meet the
Assembly’s requirements were rebuffed and, lest they be
exposed as witches, told to_leave the practice of magic to
those qualified to do so.

In the New World, these fearful and disparate “witches”
(i-e., any mage not meeting the criteria to join the Stone
Assembly) often didn’t know of each other’s existence, and,
if they did, their shame and fear was often enough to prevent
them from associating with one another. Women, in particu-
lar, were fearful of practicing magic in groups because it was
known that witches practiced their dark arts in covens, and
one “witch” under torture could betray an entire cabal (or
“coven”). Consequently, witchcraft was, by and large, a
solitary practice in 1 7th century Massachusetts. Letting even
a close friend or family member know that you practiced
magic was often tantamoeunt to turning oneself in to the
authorities, and, on the other side of the Atlantic, the witch
hunts were just reaching their peak.

The trials in Salem forced a change for the New World’s
“witches.” The mages of the Epona’s Chariot cabal viewed
what happened in Salem as a warning of what could happen
to them all if they did not band together. Only one of the
cabal’s original iages who first arrived in the New World
still lived, and he harbored immense guilt over his cabal’s
actions at the place that would become known as Salem.

Epona’s Chariot sent out a call throughout the New
England colonies to gather “witches” and “magic men”
interested in working together for mutual assistance. These
messages carefully bypassed the haughty mages of the Stone
Assembly. After so many years of isolation, the habit of
solitude among these mages was strong, but so was the fear
and the desire for conversation and companionship. Many of
the “witches” of the New World gathered together under the
leadership of Epona’s Chariot and vowed to prevent any
more tragedies like the one in Salem. To remind themselves
of those unfairly hanged in Salem (and to atone for their own
guilt in that place’s curse), Epona’s Chariot was renamed the
Ebon Noose.

The number of cabals that sprang up in Massachusetts
around the Ebon Noose was a testimony to the charisma of
the Noose’s first members and the effect of the Stone
Assembly’s arrogance. The Assembly had Boston in thé palm
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of its hand, but the rest of the commonwealth (its official
designation) was the settling place for mages who did not
share the Stone Assembly’s bourgeois model of mage society.

The Stone Assembly considered co-opting the Noose as it
did all other cabals, but it just couldn’t take the witches
seriously. The Assembly initially issued something akin to a
cease and desist notice to the mages of the Noose, forbidding
them to practice magic. Once the witches of the Ebon Noose
pointed out that they outnumbered the mages of the Stone
Assembly, the haughty cabal gave up its threats and let the
Ebon Noose and its gang of affiliated cabals freely exist, so long
as they did not act against the Stone Assembly’s interests. The
tension between the officially acknowledged urban Consilium
and the Ebon Noose’s outlaw rural society set the tone for much
of Awakened affairs for the next two centuries.
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Throughout Europe, the mtellectual movement known as
The Enlightenment, whose followers explained that there
was nothing in the world that could not be understood
through sheer rational thought, spread like wildfire. “The
world is a rational place and man is a rational animal” went
the argument. Mages could do little but raise their eyebrows
and marvel at the obliviousness of Sleepers.

In America, the Enlightenment was the invisible foundation
of a new nation. The country’s ideals were those of its age.

The Stone Assembly had made itself a powerful institution
in the Awakened world by the time relations between
England and her colonies began breaking down. While the
Assembly was initially divided on which side to support, they
ultimately opted to side with the colonies, largely because
that course of action held more promise for them than
sticking with the status quo. The colonial Consilium had
tired of the perception that they needed to clear any major
undertaking through their parent Consilium in Cambridge,
England; since the Stone Assembly had, by now, established
themselves as more influential in the Awakened world than
in Cambridge, they saw no reason to keep up the illusion of
continued ties. The most optimistic mages hoped to turn the
New World (or at least Boston) into a new Atlantis for the
Awakened. They believed that only Sleepers who lived in
liberty, free of the shackles of the past (i.e., servitude to
England), could Awaken with the proper drive and resolve
to help build this vision of a “shining City on the Hill.”

The Ebon Noose and its allied cabals kept a low profile
during the revolution. Wars always have a way of crushing
the disenfranchised, and the mages of the Noose wanted to
avoid that. The witch hunt was still taking place in Europe,
mostly in Germany, during the time of the Revolutionary
War and the Noose had yet to come into its full power. They
sided more quickly and more absolutely with the rebel
colonies, hoping that a break from England would also bring
about a break from English Puritanism and the European
craze for persecuting witches.

The Awakened who lived in the American colonies had
one major advantage over the British: English mages were
unwilling to leave their laboratories, their universities and
their sprawling country estates to press the war on the
magical front. The one or two who did so out of loyalty were
amazed by both the power and dedication of these “hinter-
lands hex tossers” — to the degree that the British mages

[

realized they were outclassed, and participated in only the
subtlest ways.

When the colonies finally achieved their independence,
the Awakened were some of the most optimistic about what
the future might hold in this vast new world.
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Few cities have changed as much since their founding as
Boston. Founded in 1630, Boston was built at the end of alow
peninsula. During high tide, it often became an island city,
as the ocean reclaimed the low, muddy strip of land connect-
ing the city to the mainland (what is currently Washington
Street). The entirety of the city covered 470 acres of land and
around the city were mudflats and salt marshes.

Beginning in the early 19" century, the city’s lack of usable
land became more of ahindrance than the city could suffer, and
the residents began massive public works projects to fill the
marshes by leveling the hills. It was an ambitious project, but
Boston’s harbor made it the single best location for a major city
and seaport, and so the changes to the terrain-began.

Unavoidably perhaps, a handful of mages saw the massive
geo-engineering project as their chance to subtly alter the
underlying geomantic configuration and resonance of the
region in a way that would redound in their favor. None of the
mages, sadly, seemed to notice that the quality of resonance
throughout the area was already better than in most populated
locales: the possibility of change on a grand scale appealed to
the imaginations of the Awakened of the day. In particular in
that time, few mages could even dream of manipulating the
very terrain in so great a fashion, even with their most powerful

~ magics (at least not without incurring Paradoxes). That all of

them failed to shape the land to suit their own plans speaks to
the incredible difficulty involved in permanently shaping the
flow of magic to the human will. That some of them actually
succeeded, inadvertently, in disturbing and warping local ley
lines is ample testimony of the dangers of hubris. The Sleepers’
new earthworks, however, made the situation even worse. The
swarms of workers doggedly devoured the hillsand turned them
into landfill. Salt marshes disappeared, buried beneath tons of
stones and soil.

In 1643, Mill’s Cove became Mill’s Pond when a dike was
built to keep out the ocean. A century and a half later, Mill’s
Pond was filled in entirely and now comprises a large chunk
of north Boston. All in all, Boston gained over 2,000 acres of
land as a direct result of filling in surrounding lowlands and
salt marshes with materials from the surrounding hills. What
is now Boston and its environs was the result of filling in
West Cove, Mill Pond, South Cove, East Cove, South Bay
and Back Bay.

By the time these enormous public works campaigns were
completed, vital ley lines were inadvertently rerouted, blocked
ordriven underground. The healthy flow of resonance through
the land had been dramatically altered from its natural
pattern. Stagnant pools of negative emotion began to de-
velop and grow, and the part of the city that would eventually
beceme known as Chinatown collected angry and violent
resonance it could no longer expel by way of the ley lines.
This is the origin of what has historically been called “the
Combat Zone.”

As another consequence of the altered flow of resonance
and the chaotic rerouting of ley lines, ghostly hauntings
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seemed to increase in'number, and malicious spirits flocked
to certain areas to build nests and soak in the negative energy
of new, ill-born spirit loci.
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C Rationality and order were the ideals of the Enlighten-

ment and, largely, of the nascent United States as well.
Mages, particularly those of New England (the 'site of
America’s intellectual core) were not content to let the
forces of tedious rationalism have the final say and wedge
them out of the running.

Beginning in 1830, a group of New England Obrimos,
Acanthus and Thyrsus mystagogues banded together in a cabal
to supporta counterstrike against rampant rationalism. Fearing
that the forces of overweening reason actually prevented new
Awakenings among the Sleepers of America, this cabal, called
the Transcendent Eye, sought tofosteramong Sleepers arecent
philosophy they believed was more conducive to Awakenings.
This philosophy, called transcendentalism, which combined a
liberal Christian ethic (in the form of Unitarianism) with the
veneration of nature and channeled the results through the
teachings of Emanuel Swedenborg, a powerful and charismatic
Swedish philosopher, ignited the imaginations of many
Bostonians. Transcendentalism taught that everyone and ev-
erything was a part of nature and in that way played a part in the
great overmind of God. The Sleeper thinkers and writers who
accepted and propounded these ideas were called the transcen-
dentalists. They gave birth to the first, and perhaps the strongest,
American response to the Enlightenment.

One article of faith shared by the transcendentalists (and
their precursors, the Puritans, for that matter) was the sense
of America (as epitomized for them by Boston) as being a
“City on the Hill,” a bright place of idealism and enlighten-
ment. The transcendentalists experimented with this notion
by forming intentional communities (communes) and test-
ing their theories about society and nature. The best-known
of these, Brook Farm and Fruitlands, both formed by Sleep-
ers, ran their course and disbanded. Another commune, a
collection of diehard transcendentalist mages and Sleep-
walkers, formed in 1842 and took the name “Benefit.” The
mages (and unAwakened) of Benefit worked together well.
The occasional use of magic was all the advantage the mages
of Benefit needed to make their experiment a resounding
success. Their farm, in what is today known as Waltham,
remains a Demesne and continues to attract mages. By
modern standards, the mages of Benefit are hardcore hippies
(they eat only what they grow and wear only what they
make) and unapologetic utopians who believe that living in
harmony with nature is both simpler and healthier than
living in conflict with it. They are known to the mages of
Boston (and Salem), but the mages of Benefit see Boston’s
political intrigues and infighting as dangerous, and probably
contagious, and so they enter the city proper only a few times
a year and otherwise keep themselves as separate from
Awakened culture as possible. (See p. pp. 26-28 for more
information on Benefit.)

Victorian (Z%\ajfm/

If ever an era resonated with Boston’s puritanical soul, it
was the latter half of the 19% century, the tremendously

uptight Victorian era. Sleepers and mages alike took pride in
their ability to control not just their own urges but the world
around them as well.
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For Sleepers, although being a magician (or being thought
tobe amagician) possessed a potent mystique (thanks in part
to the Gothic revival that was making its way over from
Europe) actually being proved to dabble in “that sort of thing”
was grounds for social ostracism from the church and most
polite company. Throughout the Victorian era, magic was
among the trendiest transgressions a man ‘could be falsely
accused of. The rigid claw of Puritanism loosened not a whit
in the Victorian era, and may have gripped society even a bit
tighter. Practitioners of magic (both Awakened and other-
wise) had to be absolute exemplars of tact and discretion if
they wanted to practice magic and keep whatever social
standing they may have held.

Facilitating this somewhat awkward double life were doz-
ens of Sleeper secret societies that met throughout the
Boston area, projects established by the Emerald Scroll cabal
of the Guardians of the Veil. Such societies sprang up around
any number of practices, identities or ideologies that ran
contrary to prevailing Victorian mores; society members
included — in various subversive permutations — artists,
homosexuals, Buddhists, anarchists, feminists, Jews and an
array of similarly disenfranchised groups. Members of each
group typically recognized each other through complicated
systems of gestures, handshakes, coded language and sartorial
iconography.

Inevitably, some of these would-be magicians would actu-
ally Awaken. The Guardians were in the perfect position to
lure them deeper into the Labyrinth of magical revelations
and grades of initiation, leading the new mages into the real
society — the Emerald Scroll — and inducting them into
their order. As many of these new mages were members of
high standing in Boston society, or were destined to become
so through inheritance, the Guardians gained a degree of
influence over Boston’s Sleepers that soon eclipsed that of
other orders.

The Hierarch of the Stone Assembly knew a threat when he
saw it, and began maneuvering to thwart the Emerald Scroll’s
power, mainly by arranging to reveal public scandals involving
members of the various secret societies the Guardians
shepherded, which would result in the ostracism of those
members from Boston’s influential circuit. It never got that far.
A more potent and immanent threat arose, not in secret dens
with bizarre handshakes, but in the halls of academia. The Seers
of the Throne had been secretly inducting newly Awakened
members from a different Sleeper institution: Harvard.

Unknown to the Secret Assembly, Harvard was growing
its own small mage population under the careful cultivation
of the Seers of the Throne. The Seers had infiltrated the
ranks of the school’s professors and administrators, either
directly or through mind-controlled proxies, and from this
vantage they became aware whenever a student Awakened.
The new mage would be quickly indoctrinated and initiated
asa Seer, all without the knowledge or awareness of mages off
campus. As with the Emerald Scroll’s own pool of newly
initiated mages, the Seers’ mages were destined, as scions of
Harvard, to hold high places in Bostonian and American
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society, from which they could help enact the Seers’ agenda
to keep the populace asleep and unaware of the possibility of
magic.

The battle lines were drawn, and, as the nation itself
stumbled toward World War I, the Secret Assembly began
marshaling its forces to deal with the Seers threat.

Story Hook —

Secrets and Lies -

The age of the secret society did not die out with
the Victorian era. On the contrary, the Guardians
of the Veil have found the privacy and security
afforded by such arrangements to be crucial to the
survival of many of the organizations favored by
the Awakened. For mages trying to penetrate the
world of a secret society, however, breaking
through the wall of secrecy is a challenge, even
with the use of magic.

As part of a quest, the characters may need to
join or infiltrate a secret society. This necessi-
tates that they be both investigators and sociolo-
gists. They will need to research their target
society, attempt to discern its codes and secret
gestures and gain access to the group. If the
characters succeed, there may still be an

o

initiation to weed out the unworthy, and after the
initiation will come the task of proving loyalty.
The characters may discover the difficulties of
being under deep cover, including acute ethical
dilemmas and confused loyalties. The type of
~secret society infiltrated determines the tone of
such a chronicle. Infiltrating an elite gentlemen’s
club run by the Mysterium will be a far different

experience from breaking into a Chinese tong
run by the Scelesti, for example.
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/;906 a cabal called the White Putnams set out to claim

Salem, a ground long thought to be cursed. They were met by
the Ebon Noose, who had its own designs on the city. The
two cabals prepared.to clash, but, instead of war, they both
left the field as signatories to a strange, mystical pact. This
event is explained more fully in Appendix Two: Boston in
Mage: The Awakening, pp.371-372, and hints about what’s
really behind are given on pp. 94-95 of this book. This pact,
called the Secret Concord, remains a mystery to this day.
Even modern-day members of the two cabals are ignorant of
just what the Concord entailed. Most believe it to have been
merely a declaration of alliance between two cabals that
feared mutual destruction, intentionally shrouded in mys-
tery by the cabal leaders to make their members think twice
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before breaching its tenets. Others, however, believe it was
something more sinister, citing the terrible death of the
single person who was said to have seen the actual document.

At the time of its signing, the Concord remained a secret
kept between the two cabals. Other mages thought that the
White Putnams had either failed in their bid for Salem or had
relinquished the town in return for some as-yet-unstated boon
from the Ebon Noose. The Noose did take up residence in
Salem and, from their base, began to consolidate more power,
knowing that the Stone Assembly was far too distracted by the
threats posed by the Seers of the Throne and even the Emerald
Scroll to pay much attention to the pagan outsiders.

The Noose was focused on creating a community and
avoiding a repeat of Salem, not making a lunge for power.
They were highly successful in creating a sense of community
among Massachusetts’ disenfranchised mages. With the
groundwork laid, the Ebon Noose was perfectly situated to
welcome a new crop of mages that were pouring into the area
on the tide of immigration. The newcomers were generally
frightened and uncertain of what to expect in America. By
watching for the: Awakened and welcoming them into the
community, the Ebon Noose earned these new mages’ loy-
alty and thereby swelled its influence.

It was an incredibly effective strategy. In the space of a few
years, the Noose went from being a loose network of a few
Shamans and Enchanters to being a powerful Awakened orga-
nization that even the Stone Assembly hesitated to challenge.
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A wave of Irish immigrants, spurred by the Potato Famine,
hit Boston in the mid-19th century. Among their number were
an unusually high proportion of Celtic fortune-twisters and
spirit-talkers who had become unwelcome in their native land
following a spate of rumors alleging that witchcraft had caused
the famine. _

These immigrants settled among Boston’s Irish population,
and tended not to mix with the upper classes that the Stone
Assembly looked to for new Awakened apprentices. Some of
the Irish immigrants formed independent cabals that refused to
have anything to do with the local Consilium, but some found
common cause among the Ebon Noose mages of Salem and
often acted as that cabal’s eyes and ears in Boston.

The mages of Feland were far from the last to bring their magic
to the new world. Starting around the same time (the mid- 19th
century),aslower wave ofimmigration from Italy also changed the
face of Boston and its Awakened community. The Enchantersand
Shamans of the Benandanti (“Good Walkers”), their rival
Malandanti (“Bad Walkers”) and the old women stregas of Italy
followed (or brought) their families. The Italian witches were less
fearful and less social than the Irish, and their magic tended tohave
a slightly darker tint to it. Whereas most Irish immigrant mages
who settled in Boston seemed to come from the Thyrsus and
Acanthus Paths, many more Moros and Mastigos mages came
from Italy. (A small number of Catholic Theurgists immigrated as
well; however, they had a more comfortable time of it in Italy so,
consequently, they were less motivated to abandon their ancestral
home to make the voyage to America). The Ebon Noose initially
hesitated to reach out to the Italians, but, after a brief debate,
American optimism won out, and the groupadopted an open-door
policy for all Awakened immigrants.
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. The last major wave of immigrants into Massachusetts
largely comprised Portuguese fishermen from the Azores.
They did not add their number to Boston’s burgeoning
population, but instead settled in the southern portion of the
commonwealth (its official designation) around Fall River
and New Bedford toward the end of the 19th century. And,
inescapably, among their number were a handful of Awak-
ened who practiced the Portuguese witchcraft called fetceira.
Much of their magic dealt with fishing, whaling and ships,
and many were also accomplished weather witches. The
arrival of the fetceiristas had little effect on Boston’s ethni-
cally complicated mage community, but the arrival of the
Portuguese did see to it that Massachusetts had, and still has,
a population of mages in the less urban areas.

Death and Madness

Just as New England was the favored port of
entry for Awakened from Europe, so was New
England the first arrival point for a darker
magical phenomenon from Europe: the Tremere
liches. In 1878 a state-run asylum for lunatics
opened up near Danvers (formerly Salem
Village). Distracted as the Awakened of Salem
were by the presence that haunted Salem, they
paid the asylum little attention, but the Tremere-
afflicted mages zeroed in on it like predators to
the call of the wounded — and they had the
good sense to be stealthy about it. Working in
tandem, two “generations” of Tremere instruc-
. tors and apprentices made a Demesne out of the

asylum; their twisted influence spread out from
there. By the turnof the century, the Dark
Crossings sanctum was entrenched enough that
it had nothing to fear from its neighbors. The
mad were easy targets for the soul-hungry
Tremere, and the liches counted the entire
institution as its sanctum.

With the closing of the asylum in the "90s, the
Tremere dispersed, although a few remained in
the area, hoping to reclaim their easy access to

unwanted souls. The asylum and its grounds

remain a Demesne and a potent Hallow,
.although the Mana produced is strongly tainted
with the resonance of death and decay. “The

Castle” has long haunted the minds of those

living in the area, and with good reason.

See Chapter Three: Renegade Mages for more
on the Danvers Lunatic Asylum.
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The 20th centu{was traumatic for the Awakened of
Boston and, indeed, all of New England. Change occurred at
a shocking pace.
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The simmering conflict between the Seers of the Throne
and the Stone Assembly took its toll on local mages, espe-
cially those who supported the elder cabal. As the Seers
began targeting the Stone Assembly’s allies, rather than the
Assembly itself, mages began to withdraw from association
with the Consilium, arguing that its leaders were failing to
protect them. Many newly initiated mages came from the
web of occult influence created by the Emerald Scroll, and
they followed that cabal’s lead in questioning the legitimacy
of the Stone Assembly’s rule over the council.

The powerful old guard of the Assembly, of course, was
more condescending than concerned. They and their forefa-
thers had been firmly ensconced in Boston for centuries and
had nothing to fear. Or so they thought. They were unaware
of just how soft their support was among local mages and how
decadent they had become in their own right. Nor did they
have a good understanding of how strong the Seers had
grown — or the lengths they would go.

The Seers weren’t interested in waging war in any direct
magical way. They worked through the channels they knew
best: bureaucracies nudged by Fate, smear campaigns aug-
mented with Mind magic and enslavement created by magic.

By the end of World War I, the mighty fathers of the Stone
Assembly began falling, one by one. In 1917, Tobias Dalton,
a master of Mind and Prime as well as a temperance sympa-
thizer, was found overdosed on laudanum in a gutter in Back
Bay. William Wolfe, the Consilium’s Sentinel and foremost
member of the Adamantine Arrow, was arrested for “crimes

against nature” and found dead inexplicably in his jail cell.
Theodore Newbury was run over by a runaway automobile.

By 1923, the last bastions of the Stone Assembly’s control
over Boston had disappeared, as had most of its members.
More fled than were actually killed, but that mattered little.
Their power was broken, as was the Consilium. In their
place, the Emerald Scroll cabal of the Guardians of the Veil

rose to claim the seat of the Hierarch.

Story Hook —

The Once and Future Kings

The Stone Assembly was once among the
oldest and most powerful cabals in America. lts
last surviving members allegedly abandoned
everything in their haste to escape the plots of
the Seers, but that’s not quite accurate. The
Assembly’s armory was enormous and con-
tained an array of potent enchanted items —
and it never fell into Seer hands. What the
Assembly did with their renowned store of
magical weapons is unknown. It's possible that
they've all been spirited away. 1t's just as
‘possible that they've simply been hidden with
extremely potent magic. (See also “The Library
of Elders,” p. 34.)
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Mages might be approached by a solitary
mage claiming to know the secrets of the Stone
Assembly. He claims to have information that
will lead them to the armory, but he will give it

to them only in exchange for their help in
cleansing Harvard of the Seers and establishing
the power of the Stone Assembly in Boston once
again. If their contact is telling the truth, the
characters have everything to gain — status,
power and lots of Artifacts — by helping to re-

establish the Stone Assembly. If he's lying,
however, the characters could set themselves up
for a lot of pain for a non-existent reward.

The Emerald Scroll signaled their intent to leave the Seers
alone, so long as their cabals did not extend too far from
Harvard. The Seers acquiesced, secretly relieved, for the
conflict had cost.them too. A short period of relative peace
among the Awakened began, one that would soon be frayed
by the upstart Free Council and its mages’ deliberate provo-
cation of the Emerald Scroll’s claim over territory and
Sleeper occultists. Their wizards’ war saw the end of Guard-
ian power over Boston, the retreat of the Free Council into
its own affairs and the end of Boston’s Concilium, as no cabal
could agree on a Hierarch or even acceptable Councilors.

The Mysterium tried to organize ‘a new Consilium -on a
number of occasions, but few other cabals of any note would
get behind their efforts. Boston became a somewhat lawless
city, as far as the Awakened were concerned, with each
looking to his own affairs. Finally, in 1980, the Ebon Noose
publicly announced the existence of the Secret Concord.
With their allies the White Putnams, the Noose declared a
new Consilium, to be ruled from Salem. The shock of this
magical pact, long rumored but shrouded in mystery, worried
the Awakened of Boston, but, clearly, the Ebon Noose and
Putnams were too strong to ignore.

Today, the Ebon Noose still rules from its roost in Salem.
While some mages grumble now and then about attempting
to wrest power from the Noose, most attempts have failed
before they really even begin. Some mages whisper that the
Noose is protected by the Secret Concord, that the pact
ceded the area to them and that no mage can rule without
first breaking this pact. But how is that to be done? Who or
what is the rumored third signatory to the pact? Perhaps if he
or she or it can be found, and bargained with anew, Boston
could finally see new leadership. But at what cost?

Boston attracts mages from many regions, not only as a port
city and stopover for international flights, but as a nexus of old
legends promising ancient Artifacts and strange resonance. The
Awakenedresidents prefer tokeep the region and all its mysteries
for themselves, and don’t easily befriend the strangers who come
seeking magic. To both residents and tourists, Boston is bigger
and more haunted than it may seem upon first glance.

Relative to its significance in America’s history and its
standing among the Awakened in the Northeast, Boston
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proper is a relatively small city of only 600,000 people, and
many of the institutions that Boston is famed for, although
located in the greater Boston metropolitan area, are not
inside the city proper. Two of the most famous, MIT and
Harvard University, are both north of Boston in the adjoin-
ing city of Cambridge. That said, the city of Boston is a major
American city in every sense of the word, and it boasts a
world-class array of neighborhoods, ethnicities and attrac-
tions, some of which are well-known to the area’s mages —
and some of which are feared. More than just a city, Boston
is the urban hub of a megalopolis radiating out into the
surrounding landscape for miles in all directions.

Boston, along with its outlying areas, is the home of an
Awakened community that has its own social protocols, values
and mores. Sleepers have no idea that mages walk among them
and that an invisible Gauntlet separates them from a world
stranger and more magical than any they imagine.

This section reveals Boston at the street level, character-
izing the city and its environs through its wide range of
component neighborhoods and giving players and Storytell-
ers alike a taste of the city.
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There is pethaps no better, kinder, more open and accepting
city in the United States than Boston — provided you are
extraordinarily wealthy and your family has lived there for at
least two generations. Everyone else can expect a cordial cold
shoulder. Some claim Boston has traded warmth for efficiency.
Othersblame the transient nature of the students attending the
area’s 50-some colleges and universities. Whatever the cause,
Boston is an unfriendly — some say paranoid — city. Locals
keep outsiders at arm’s length (defining “outsider” as anyone
they’ve known for less than a decade). Bostonians don’t return
phone calls. They turn down invitations and rarely issue any of
their own. Anyone moving to Boston for any reason other than
toattend one of the many colleges or universities in the area can
expect to be treated assomething of a pariah for a minimum of
two years before being hesitantly and grudgingly allowed into
the community.

Oddly, this may benefit the city’s Awakened population.
With such unusually high levels of urban anonymity, mages
rarely find it difficult to pass unnoticed down a street.

This density of the Awakened extends out from Boston
proper like tendrils that reach up to Danvers and Salem, west
to Northampton and east to Provincetown. Boston and its
environs boast a number of known Hallows — simultaneously
a boon and an automatic high-alert situation for territorial
mages. The tension this causes among mages fighting for these
magical resources is but one of the driving forces behind the
history and current events of the Awakened.

Boston isa very balkanized city. Its assorted populations do
an uncanny job of existing in the same geographical area
without ever actually mingling. The students mix with each
other, but rarely with students from other schools and almost
never with the city’s permanent residents. The white- and
blue-collar sectors ignore each other as much and assmoothly
as possible. The city’s black and white populations are as
mutually exclusive as both groups can make themselves, to
the point of living in parallel worlds. Likewise, the Awak-
ened have no time for the Sleepers or for Boston’s other
supernatural residents—unless forced to deal with a situation
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— and behave in all ways as though they would prefer not to
have to deal with them at all. Almost every one of Boston’s
component populations is oddly insular and exclusive, and,
while several of these groups may be at odds with one
another, no one group would be so rude as to let these
frictions boil over into a manifest conflict, so Boston is kept
in a state of perpetual cold simmer. Should these assorted
antagonisms ever flare up, the cool demeanor of the city
would rapidly fall into chaos.

What no longer shows on the c1ty s face, at least not
without active snooping, is the city’s relatively recent near
failure. For decades, Boston foundered. For many years, the
rich holed up on Beacon Hill, allowing the rest of the city to
become one massive slum. The city’s brick Victorian build-
ings were allowed to fall into egregious disrepair, and the safe
sections of the city became smaller by the year. By the early
seventies, Boston was an urban nightmare zone.

Mass Transit

Boston proper does not cover a great deal of
space. Most of the city is concentrated on one fat
peninsular outcropping (the inability of Boston to

sprawl like other cities is one of the reasons for
its outrageous real estate prices), and is easily
walkable. For getting to the more removed
neighborhoods, the MBTA (Mefropoliton_Boston
Transit Authority), more commonly called “the
T,” is a commuter’s best bet. It is America’s
oldest subway system, is insanely crowded,
runs at odd intervals (and not at all between
midnight and five in the morning) and houses
veritable swarms of rats in some of its tunnels.
Th T does a decent job, however, of transporting
people around the city.

For a full map of the MBTA system, and the
insights into Boston's geography it provides, go
to http://www.mbta.com/traveling t/
schedules_subway.asp.

And for those wondering why there’s a train

going to Wonderland (the last stop on the Blue
Line), Wonderland is nothing more than a dog
racing track.
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eighborhood councils ara potent force in Boston.
These small neighborhood organizations have a remarkable
(some say excessive) amount of pull with the city and
reinforce Boston’s puritanical image by preventing the open-
ingof new bars and clubs and shutting down existing businesses
that are deemed too noisy or “troublesome.” A perfectly legal
business' can spend a fortune obtaining all the necessary
licenses and jump through any number of legal hoops only to
be told, a day or two before opening, that the neighborhood
council has deemed the business somehow incompatible
with the neighborhood character, thereby preventing the
business from ever opening. Any mage wanting to avoid

o

trouble with her neighbors is advised to present a straitlaced
image and to save the eccentricities for the sanctum.
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Boston isk foritsrole in the Revolutlonary War and
gets a vast amount of tourist trade due to the city’s history.
Those who visit, however, discover Boston to be a city of
exquisite architecture, high culture, excellent restaurants
and intelligent, liberal-minded people. Any of these can be
found throughout the city’s many neighborhood areas, and
these are the mundane attractions that keep the Awakened
flocking to the city.

Boston is a Frankensteinian city that has grown by razing
hills, filling in ‘marshes and portions of the bay and raven-
ously annexing nearby towns. The city’s character comes
largely from its component neighborhoods, which them-
selves span the gamut from the urbane to the desolate.
Boston proper may be arelatively wealthy city with a college-
educated populace, but many of its outlying neighborhoods
and suburbs have a much more industrial, blue-collar feel.
Rightly or wrongly, more refined Bostonians often develop a
bit of a siege mentality with regard to venturing beyond the
comfortable gentility of Boston’s more civilized neighbor-
hoods. This is far less prevalent now than it was 30 years ago
at the nadir of Boston’s decline, but Boston is a very tradi-
tional city and old habits die hard.

For mages, this siege mentality is a reality of life. For them,
however, the causes of this attitude are far more rational. For
the Awakened, some areas really are much more dangerous
than others, for any number of reasons.

The following list provides a taste of Boston’s neighbor-
hoods. The list is by no means exhaustive, but it does
emphasize places frequented by the Awakened and places
with which mages are most likely to be familiar.

Allston and Brighton are large adjoining neighborhoods
connected to Boston by a thin ribbon of land and the MBTA
Green Line. Both neighborhoods used to be agricultural land
and stockyards, but they’re now more known for their popu-
lation of party animals than farm animals. Boston College
and Boston University are both located in Allston, and it
shows. A great deal of renovation has taken place in Allston
inrecent years resulting in arange of new bars and restaurants
that appeal to the young. Allston is a loud, youthful and
cheap neighborhood. Thrift stores are everywhere, and the
street-level mage will have an easy time finding what she
needs to get by. Established mages often keep an eye out for
those students who have recently Awakened in hopes of
recruiting for their magical order, if not their cabal.

Brighton isn’t quite as noisy and boisterous as Allston, but
it has a similar student ghetto feel. Graduate students and
young families make up a large portion of Brighton’s popula-
tion in addition to a few young mages who have just begun
their magical studies.
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Surrounded by Boston on three sides, Brookline is almost
an island, more of a neighborhood than a separate city. Only
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the fact that Brookline won’t allow Boston to annex it allows
it to remain a separate legal entity.

Brookline is a sleepy community. It’s neither where people
go to party nor is it hip. It is, for the most part, a quiet
residential area with a good park system and lots of green
space. Many professors from the local schools call Brookline
home, and the age of the average Brookline resident hovers
around the low 40s.

Since the exodus from Mattapan (pp. 20-21) at the end of
the ’60s, Brookline has become the main Jewish neighbor-
hood in the Boston-area. A solitary but highly respected
Theurgist-rabbi lives in Brookline. He keeps largely to him-
self and his community of Sleeper Jews, playing little part in
the Awakened politics of Boston.
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Quote: YoUrdo not belong here. 1 want nothing to do with
your silly ‘Atlantis.” Leave an old man to his studjes.

Path: Obrimos .

Order: Apostate :

Background: Rabbi Tzaddi Awakened in Boston but was
never discovered by any mage, and hence never became
initiated into an order. By the time he was noticed, he was
already set in his ways and had no desire to be part of the
Awakened community. As he saw it, most mages are
muddled and confused. A little more Torah would set them
straight.

He lives in a tight-knit Jewish community and rarely even
leaves the neighborhood. He rarely uses his magic; when
he does, it's mainly to better understand the forces of Prime
and Mind.

Description: Tzaddi is an old man with unruly wisps of
hair that frame his head like a corona. He has large,
thoughtful eyes, and he always wears his yarmulke.

Storytelling Hints: Rabbi Tzaddi is in his late 60s and
prone to a certain degree of bullheadedness. He is a caring
man, though distant and a bit suspicious. He lives to learn,
not fight, feud or conspire. His dedication to his studies is
beyond question. He speaks several languages and reads
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and writes several more. He serves his community as an
elder rabbi, and he's very well connected in Brookline's
Jewish community. '

Abilities:

Improvised Prime magic (dice pool 8) — Rabbi Tzaddi’s
best Arcanum is Prime spells. Although he knows only one
or two rotes, picked up from a grimoire, he is competent at
casting improvised Prime spells.

Jewish occultism (dice pool 9) — Rabbi Tzaddi has long
striven to explain magic and Awakening through the terms
of Jewish mysticism; consequently, he is a particularly
erudite scholar of the Kabbalah.
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The F/e/nway neighborhood is best known outside of Bos-
ton for Fenway Park, the city’s enormous old baseball stadium.
Within the city itself, it’s known for other reasons, not the
least of which is the area’s heavy concentration of bars and
nightclubs. :

Most of the Fenway neighborhood is glaringly illuminated
at night by a lurid, multi-story neon Citgo sign, lending
everything and everyone in the area a surreal glow. The
college students who make up a large portion of the residents
don’t seem to mind, as the nightlife here, centered on the
infamous Lansdowne Street, is quite distracting.

Cheap housing appeals to some mages just as much as it
does to students and young professionals, and the somewhat
funky character of the Fenway neighborhood has its own
charm. The kind of nightlife found here is of the more garish
and glitzy Hooterssand beer bong variety so, so while some
mages may need to let off some steam on occasion, the bars
of Lansdowne aren’t big attractions for the Awakened.

Tl Fors

Along the banks of the slow moving and aptly named
Muddy River, just south of Fenway Park, there’s an expanse
of low, boggy parkland that gives the Fenway its name.
Essentially used as green space by the city, the character of
the fens changes dramatically when the sun goes down.

The more elevated sections of the fens, just off Boylston
Street, are devoted to dozens of large community garden plots,
and summer weekends find aswarm of eager gardeners descend-
ing on the area to nurture, prune and tend to their small garden
plots. Once the first frost hits, usually by late October, the
community gardens become lonely places until spring.

Farther down the bank, between the community gardens
and the banks of the Muddy River, isa wide swath of land that
isneithersolid land mor river but rather amuddy bog. Several
acres of thick rushes, twice the height of a tall man, rise up
from the marshy ground, and, at night, lonely men come to
the fens and navigate the maze of rushes to find others for
companionship. From late evening until dawn, particularly
during the summer, dozens of men can be seen prowling the
manicured paths between the community gardens and the
maze of rushes. Several times that number can be found deep
in the labyrinth getting what they came here for.

Cruising the fens, whatever else it may be, is a dangerous
pastime. Not only are muggings and bashings commonplace
here, but there have been wholesale disappearances. That
comes as no surprise to Boston’s mages; the fens are known
to be a popular feeding ground for vampires. Any.mage
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looking for sacrificial victims can find one here, but he might
have to compete with other predators, including serial killers
and the undead.

Most of the Awakened community is at least vaguely
aware of the place’s reputation, but the occasional mage still
gives in to the temptation of the fens.
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A spirit locus exists in the fens, deep in the thick rushesand
marshy ground frequented by night visitors. The spirits here
are drawn to the fens’ resonance of lust and muggy sweat,
although some are attracted to the violence of the muggings.
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Bostofi once had a thriving Jewish community with a

population of nearly 100,000 located in the neighborhoods
of Mattapan,-Dorchester and Roxbury. Blue Hill Avenue
could have been a street in any pre-war Jewish ghetto in
Europe. A small cabal of Jewish mages regularly ignored the
call of the magical orders to stay in their community and
protected it with covert magic (only Rabbi Tzaddi remains of
that cabal; see p. 19). This close-knit community was strong
until the mid-1960s, when local banks, controlled largely by
the Roman Catholic Church, decided that they didn’t want
aunified Jewish community in the Boston area and took steps
to rectify what they saw as a problem.

For several years, starting in 1965, the three Jewish neigh-
borhoods—with theirneatly kept houses and old synagogues
— were quietly targeted by banks as the only area in the

o

entire city where low-income blacks could get loans to buy
homes. These loans required no assets and very little credit
history, and, by 1974, 50% of those who had bought homes
with such loans had abandoned them or lost them through
foreclosure. By that time, violence and synagogue burnings
had become common news as the black and Jewish commu-
nities turned on each other. The area rapidly transformed
into a crime-ridden, rat-infested urban wasteland epitomiz-
ing all that was wrong with American cities.

It is strongly believed that ‘the Talmudic Enchanter,
Solomon ben-Cohen, placed a curse on the entire neighbor-
hood (or possibly just on the black community) the night a
band of thugs torched his synagogue, because the speed with
which the neighborhood plummeted into decay was truly
remarkable. The resonance of the neighborhoods remains
somewhat tainted, although that’s starting to fade.

Since the early '90s, those three neighborhoods have been
recovering from the blight they suffered, though at different
rates. Prior to the ’90s, all three of these neighborhoods were
populated almost entirely by blacks; although few Jews can
even be found there any more, the burned-out shells of a
couple of synagogues still stand, mute testimony to the
destruction of a lively Jewish community and the urban
disintegration that followed.

Today, Mattapan is a residential neighborhood largely
composed of orderly houses and quiet streets. It is also
exemplary of Boston’s extreme degree of segregation. Cauca-
sian faces are rare here. Middle-class blacks predominate;
there is little racial diversity. A few solitary mages, mostly
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unaffiliated with any*order or cabal, sometimes reside here,
usually associated with the large Haitian population.
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Aréund the turn of the 20th century, Dorchester was one of

the wealthier neighborhoods in Boston and boasted an array of
gorgeous Victorian homes, particularly around Ashmont Hill.
The historic value of the homes helped Dorchester tecover
more quickly than either Mattapan or Roxbury from the urban
traumas of the ’60s and *70s. Dorchester is currently the most
integrated of these three neighborhoods as whites and Latinos
have begun pouring back into the area, attracted by cheap real
estate on tree-lined streets. '

Dorchester is a popular neighborhood for mages seeking to
establish sanctums. The large, beautiful houses easily provide
room for more than one cabal, and the plentitude of trees is
likely to attract mages who prefer a more natural setting for
their magic.

outtz;st of Boston proper is Roxbury, the neighborhood

most associated with poverty, crime and urban desolation. In
the ’70s, Roxbury was the poorest and most blighted of
Boston’s surrounding communities, but even it is now ben-
efiting from Boston’s general upturn as well as the wave of
gentrification that began in the mid-"90s. The recovery is
slow. Of the three neighborhoods, Roxbury had the least to
interest buyers who might start the wave of gentrification
and the most to discourage them. If one Boston neighbor-
hood is avoided more than any other, this is it.

Roxbury is also the home of Mama Desta, a powerful
Boston Tremere lich. Mama Desta oversees a network of
children whom she pays to use as pawns. A large minority of
Roxbury’s children are in Mama Desta’s employ, and it’s
unlikely that other mages will be able to get around Roxbury
unseen unless they use magic. (See Chapter Three for more
information on Mama Desta.)
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Roxbury is the home of the Emeralc(l croll, the Dead Wrens’
grungy watering hole (see see Mage: The Awakening, p. 389)
and Shangri-La, the rundown tenement housing the Company
(see p. 68).
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Mama Desta has bound a number of ghosts to her service
through the creation of anchors. People with the ability to
sense (or interact with) ghosts will be able to take note of
this. Most of Mama Desta’s ghosts are gangsters who tried to
move against her somehow and whose souls she found
unappetizing (usually because they were too brutal). She can
command these ghosts to do her bidding, and they do so with
great zeal. Use the traits for the Poltergeist (see the World of
Darkness Rulebook, p. 215) if she brings them into play.
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The actudl bay this neighborhood was named after was
little more than a stagnant pool of seawater, and it was filled
in during the last half of the 19th century. The bay isnow one
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of the city’s wealthiest neighborhoods and sports an exten-
sive collection of brick row houses and high-end boutique
stores, most of which are along Newbury or Boylston streets.

Vendors hawk mass-market mainstream culture from carts,
from kiosks and from malls. Although the malls and bou-
tiques are slick and full of pretty, successful people, there’s
little reason for most mages to spend time here once they’ve
finished their shopping.
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The sanctum of the White Putnams cabal is a walled house on a
side street near the Commonwealth Avenue Mall. See pp. 88-89.
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Those attentive tS$uch things will notice that the Gaunt-
letis particularly thick throughout thisarea (Strength 5). On
the otherside of the Gauntlet, the Shadow Realm geography
is shockingly different from its material realm counterpart.
While most of the buildings do appear there, they are
partially submerged in water — in the Shadow, the bay still
holds sway.
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Calling the South End a trendy neighborhood is both

understating the point and failing to give the area (and its
inhabitants) credit for its astonishing turnaround. Atlate as the
early '90s, Boston’s South End was an urban nightmare not
much better than Roxbury. Crack whores and street thugs
controlled the streets, and the long boulevards of grand old
19th-century buildings were steadily falling into seamy disre-
pair. Broken windows, burned-out cars and neglected children
were commonplace on every block of Tremont Street.

And then the urban pioneers moved in. Consisting mostly
of gay men with disposable income, no kids to worry about
and an appreciation for beautiful architecture, these shock
troops of the gentrification army bought neglected, un-
wanted and run-down old buildings for very little money and
began fixing them up. Buying and renovating old South End
buildings became The Thing To Do among the affluent
members of Boston’s gay community, and the results were
remarkable. Buildings on the verge of demolition became
elegant, rehabilitated trophy homes. In the space of five
years, the streets were safe. In the space of 10 years, property
values had increased tenfold. Now, where once the length of
Tremont Street was an urban eyesore lined with grimy,
shuttered storefronts, now is one of Boston’s hippest and
tréndiest neighborhoods, sporting restaurants that keep the
area bustling seven nights a week.

Any member of the Awakened who fancies himself “hip”
is likely to visit the South End on occasion.
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%me builcﬁ'mgs( ere are haunted due to deaths that took
place when the neighborhood was in eclipse. Mages may find
this out in dramatic style if they use the Death 1 “Speak with
the Dead” spell (see Mage: The Awakening, p. 135).
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While the material-fealm neighborhood is doing quite
well, the Shadow Realm of the South End has yet to catch up.
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The buildings are older, and some still carry the negative
resonance of despair, anger and envy instilled here by the
intense emotions of the now long-gone junkies and bums
who used to live on the material side of the Gauntlet. Spirits
attracted to such resonance lurk in these places, eager to
harass anyone who crosses their turf. -
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The first European settler in what would become the city
of Boston was the Reverend William Blaxton, who arrived in
1617. He lived alone for five years on what is now Beacon
Hill before more Europeans arrived. In those days, a number
of ley lines intersected on the top of Beacon Hill, and it
benefited from excellent resonance. The ley lines have long
since dried up or gone underground. Now Beacon Hill aloné
is home over to 10,000 people. '

In the current day, bluntly put, this is where the money is.
Old money, well connected and strategically spent, made
Beacon Hill what it is today. Although there are suburbs of
Boston with higher per-capita incomes, within the city of
Boston, Beacon Hill is the site of the city’s most celebrated
dynasties and most prestigious addresses. Brick row houses
line the narrow old cobblestone streets, and the city’s two
biggest parks, the Boston Common and the Boston Public
Garden, are here. Many of the city’s power brokers live on
Beacon Hill, a very convenient state of affairs for them since
the State House Rotunda is only a short walk away.

© - Psychiomimetic Operations
(Seers of the Throne)

O - Manray
© - The Fortress (SMG)
O - The Fens

© - Emeral® Scroll (Dead Wrens)
@ - Shangri-La (The Company)

@ - Putnam Estate A ’ e
@ - Jfie Combat Zone ool

B

Beacon Hill is neither trendy nor hip. On the contrary, its
aura of Puritanism casts a pall on anything that is not the
strict provenance of wealth and privilege.
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The Brotherhood of Ineffable Truth cabal maintains the
large, walled-in apartment building known as the Academy.

The north wing serves as the sanctum of the Exalted Knights
of the Gryphon cabal. See p. 37.
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unusual namber of old buildings and residences —now
missing in the material realm — appear in ephemeral form in
Twilight, as if they are ghosts of their former glories. Odder
still, they appear to be empty of any ghosts that might reside
in them, as if the buildings were at one time powerful anchors
whose ghosts have departed or been destroyed.

$
For decadés the North End was known for the part it played

in the Revolutionary War. The Old North Church (where
Paul Revere hung his. lanterns) is here, as are Paul Revere’s
house and Copp’s Hill Burying Ground — a very old cemetery
(see pp. 120-122). The North End’s narrow winding streets
represent the oldest sections of Boston and its historic city
center.

© - The Academy (Brotherfood)/
Temple of the Gryphon (Knighits)

@ - Lodge of the Eighit Chambers
(J(fuminated Pentad)

@ - Copp’s Mill Burial Ground

@ - Bunker JHill




Waves of immigration have changed the North End,
giving it a distinctly European flavor. Until Boston’s disas-
trous attempts at urban renewal in the ’50s razed much of the
North End to put a highway through town, the neighbor-
hood was also the home of a large and thriving Italian
community. While it’s still Boston’s “Little Italy,” it’s a
shadow of what it once was.

Thatsaid, the North End has been called the most European
neighborhood of one of America’s most European cities. Many
[talian immigrants still make the North End their home and
bring the culture of their homeland with them.

The many wharfs of the waterfront, including the Coast
Guard pier, are arrayed around the North End like pins
radiating from a pincushion.
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Located between Boston Common and the North End is
Boston’s downtown, an unremarkable collection of slightly
worn skyscrapers. The resonance of this area has been poi-
soned by construction and the fracturingof ley lines such that
many Hallows that once existed here have gone dormant.

The Dead Wrens (pp. 48-53) maintain a warehouse along
the waterfront, where they store their “booty” before trans-
porting it to their sanctum in Roxbury.
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Located on the top twa floors of a skyscraper in the
Financial District, the Lodge of Eight Chambers is the
sanctum of the Illuminated Pentad. See pp. 84-85.
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Since 1870, Boston’s Chinatown has been the first home
for many Chinese immigrants. Boston’s population of Chi-
nese immigrants is relatively small and not particularly well
connected; consequently, Boston’s Chinatown, unlike that
of many American cities, is far from being a tourist attrac-
tion. On the contrary, this neighborhood has been one of the
city’s problem areas for decades, the center of much of the
city’s sex trade and gang violence. Since the ’80s, however,
efforts to reclaim “the Combat Zone” have been making
headway, and Chinatown has benefited from that immeasur-
ably. But with the impact of the Combat Zone waning, the
business sector is now looking at Chinatown with a hungry
eye. Chinese buildings and businesses are now being bought
by developers and torn down to.make way for upscale
restaurants and hotels, and the Chinese who have lived in
the neighborhood all their lives are being forced to leave the
city for suburbs with smaller Chinese communities.
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In the 1970s, an urban blight seeped through Boston and
r grabbed a firm hold on several square blocks of the downtown
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area, most of which were in Boston’s Chinatown. Only the
Glass Slipper, a strip club, and a handful of adult bookstores
prospered at the time; most other businesses were forced out
of the neighborhood (if not out of business altogether) by the
high crime rate and the neighborhood’s expedited decay.
Drug dealing, prostitution, gang violence and other sorts of
violent crime were both widespread and blatant.

For many young mages, the Combat Zone was a thrill ride
or, perhaps, a game of chance. Paradoxes, it was noted, were
rare in the Combat Zone. It was clearly a Demesne, but no
one could determine its exact type, the realm or realms from
which itdrew its power. Likewise, the soul stones that formed
it could not be found, leading some to believe that the place
was a naturally occurring Demesne. Many young mages took
the ambiance of lawlessness as an open invitation to vigilan-
tism or just an excuse to let off steam. Sometimes these
mages’ efforts were directed at each other, but more often
they were directed at criminals who mistook the mages for
easy targets.

Eventually, this vigilantism attracted the attention of St.
Michael’s Promise (see pp. 98-102), a cabal of fundamental-
ist Catholic Banishers who started turning up to ambush and
kill mages who had the temerity to use magic openly.

Although some younger mages continue the tradition of
performing brazen magic here, the neighborhood has lost the
post-apocalyptic feel that made “patrolling the Zone” aritual
of mage-hood throughout the *70s and *80s; but the presence
of the Banishers makes the Combat Zone more dangerous
now than it was in decades past.

Story Hook:
Restoring the Land

For years the seedy neighborhood known as
the Combat Zone was renowned among
Boston's mages for its protection from Para-
doxes. Mages could cast vulgar magic with no
care, so long as Sleepers did not witness it. The
Combat Zone became something of a “poor
man’s Demesne” for those mages who didn’t
have the magic or the resources to create such
an area themselves.

For the last couple of years, however, the
mundane world seems to have crept in and
damaged the area. The Demesne’s Paradox

protection qualities seem to be fluctuating and
even disappearing. Some mages claim that
disruptions caused by the Big Dig destroyed the
harmonious flow of ley lines through the area
and disrupted the local feng shui.

If someone doesn’t do something about this

- soon, the area’s special qualities might disap-
pear. Complicating any attempt to reverse the
damage is the presence the cabal of Banishers
called St. Michael’s Promise, who are likely to
do anything in their power.to stop mages from
fixing the problem.

afton
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ore commonly known as “Southie,” South Boston is

populated largely by blue-collar Irish immigrants and their
descendents. It’s a toss-up whether there are more Catholic
churches or neighborhood pubs in the area, but Southie
seems to have gotten stuck in the late ’50s, and there’s not
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much todraw people to the neighborhood. Those with talent
or potential typically flee, moving up to Boston proper or
elsewhere, leaving the surly, pious souls of South Boston
trapped in their chronically worn neighborhood that feels
nearly 50 years out of step with the times. The tightly knit
community of South Boston is too conscious of outsiders
(some might say blatantly xenophobic) to be a comfortable
place for mages (or any other supernaturals) who do not have
a long history there. '

More recently, St. Michael’s Promise has taken to “cleans-
ing” any kind of supernatural activity that does pop up,
leading some mages to believe that the Banishers might be
based out of Southie and going to the Combat Zone to do the
majority of their hunting.
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Once something of a run-down neighborhood, Jamaica
Plain (or J.P. as it’s commonly called) has experienced a
major resurgence in recent years and now threatens to
become shamelessly trendy. The neighborhood has attained
an unusual balance of chic and shabby that makes it popular
with recent college graduates and landed gentry alike. The
neighborhood is also a bit farther from Boston than many
suburbs and sports its own large pond, which gives the area
the feel of a small town. While ].P. doesn’t have much of a
nightlife, it’s known for a great array of brunch spots.

Rorlondale

Residents who get priced out of Jamaica Plain-or West
Roxbury by a wave of yuppie invaders may find themselves
fleeing to the slightly grittier neighborhood called Roslindale.
Thisneighborhood is often touted as “the next hip neighbor-
hood,” but it remains more than a little rough around the
edges, despite a handful of rehabilitated houses and trendy
shops. Roslindale is one of the few truly ethnically diverse
neighborhoods in Boston. The neighborhoods of Roslindale
are so eclectic that it’s not particularly noteworthy to see odd
groups of individuals gathering or going about their mysteri-
ous business. The exact roughness that intimidates young
families facilitates a mage’s existence in Roslindale because
people know that it’s better just to mind their own business.

t exist in a vacuum. On the contrary, the
city is at the heart of a sprawling megalopolis that extends
north almost to New Hampshire and south most of the way
to Providence, Rhode Island. Focusing on Boston proper
would ignore many of the aspects that make Boston the
haven it is for the Awakened. Beyond Boston’s greater
metropolitan area are regions and towns that play an impor-
tant role in the stories that unfold in Boston proper. Below
are some of the suburbs and nearby communities that play
prominent roles in the daily lives of Boston’s mages.

cm@g

To the north and west of Boston, separated from the city
proper by the intervening Charles River, lies the highly
educated liberal bastion of Cambridge. In addition to Harvard
and MIT, Cambridge is home to a number of Buddhist

e

monasteries, New Age bookstores, alternative religious cen-
ters and similar places of importance to the area’s Awakened
community. The prevailing atmosphere is one of unbridled
intellectual exploration, and many who find themselves in
Cambridge for school find that they like it enough to stay.
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Ifany place could be considered to be a “watering hole” for
Boston’s (or, more accurately, Cambridge’s) supernatural
community, it would be the black-painted dance club and
bar called Manray. This isn’t where mages go to do business
(that would be the Emerald Scroll, in Roxbury); this is where
they go to cut loose with other like-minded Awakened folks.
The club’s halls, bars and dance floors have been the setting
for many meetings between those Twilight people who exist
neither as part of humanity nor removed from it. The club’s
Sleeper habitués are so colorful, so diverse and so jaded that
no mere oddity of appearance is likely to garner attention of
any sort. Suit drinks with Mohawk, straightedge chats with
burnout and witch chats with tech-geek, all with equal ease.
A mage needing to contact another mage — or possibly even
amember of one of Boston’s other supernatural communities
— could do so at Manray in relative safety. The place is well
known for its reputation as neutral territory, and individuals
come here from as far away as Connecticut and Maine to
conduct diplomatic missions in the environs of the club.

Manray’s unspoken rules are simple and quickly passed
around by word of mouth: No killing for any reason. No
fighting for any reason. No magic for any reason. The rules,
enforced if necessary by the cabals that frequent the place,
serve to keep everyone on an equal footing, and are even

. acknowledged (most of the time) by Harvard’s Seers of the

Throne. Mages have been known to interpret the no magic
rule as meaning no vulgar magic, but even in those cases
they’ll use spells typically only for communicating with
associates across the crowded bar or similar non-hostile
purposes. Anything else endangers the club’s value as a
diplomatic resource between the city’s supernatural factions,
and that would be a loss all the way around.

The truce zone is only official inside Manray itself, but
extends, unofficially, for a radius of “a few blocks,” however
that gets defined. The neighborhood outside the bar is
located between MIT and Harvard andilargely consists of
housing for students of those two universities.

The area outside the truce zone, especially the grungier
section west of Massachusetts Avenue, has seen some ugly
encounters, but police patrolling the area between Harvard
and MIT are somewhat more accustomed to seeing odd sights
than their counterparts in, say, Peoria or Duluth.
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The SMG cabal maintains a sanctum, a small brownstone,
on the MIT campts. See pp. 53-54.
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North of Cambridge lies the town of Somerville. There
was little to this suburb until after World War II, when
clapboard houses sprung up to provide housing for returning
soldiers and their young families. Somerville went into sharp
decline in the ’60s, and only recently has it truly begun to
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challenge the unflattering sobriquets “Slummerville” and
“Scummerville” thatitreceived during that period. Somerville
remains among the cheapest places to find housing in the
Boston vicinity, but now its vaguely decayed appearance is
being made “hip” by the presence of the young college
graduates settling there for the relatively affordable housing.
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Going northeast along the coast from Boston is one long
tendril of urban sprawl nourished by the presence of Route 1
and I-95. There is no appreciable gap between towns, and one
city bleeds into the next with little or no undeveloped land
interspersed until well beyond Salem. The communities found
along this corridor range from the typical working class town of
Peabody to the very wealthy community of Marblehead.

Jaqlent

Salem (short for “Jerusalem”) is 20 miles northeast of
Boston, up along the coast. Many of the events of the
American witch hunts that took place in the summer of 1692
actually took place in Salem Village, the site of modern
Danvers. Salem revels in its reputation as “Witch City
USA,” and capitalizes on that reputation every Halloween,
as visitors converge from up and down the eastern seaboard

b “

to get a taste of the town’s “spooky” ambiance.

Salem’s reputation as a witch city is so well known that it
spills over into the consciousness: of the Sleepers. The

unAwakened think nothing of Salem’s several witchcraft
shops and.occasionally go in for a book or a few exotic herbs
themselves. This pre-eminence of witches is aided by the
presence of the Ebon Noose. There is an unquestionable
concentration of would-be mages in the area, although they
show no signs of Awakening with more frequency than any
other population. Still, those who do Awaken are usually
already partially indoctrinated in the brand of magic prac-
ticed by the Ebon Noose.

Due to the large Awakened community and the relatively
small size of Salem, the Awakened politics of Saléem are
unusually incestuous, with many different cabals competing for
status and everyone knowing everyone else’s magical business.

>/ A
ﬂzﬂ 0, . z&)émz/.' K ) zlfmd/lw%}ltf 2
é A &

The Consilium convenes at Cormant House. See Appen-
dix Two: Boston in Mage: The Awakening, pp. 387-388.

Lsyot/zdum/.' ﬂ[/’/@ﬂl’élﬂtﬂi

The Ebon Noose cabal’s sanctumcan be found in the quiet
neighborhoods of Salem. See p. 78.

Danvery

The town once known as Salem Village abuts modern
Salem, and some say taints it. Danvers is best known for its
lunatic asylum, which, although closed down in 1992, still
remains a potent presence in the surrounding countryside.

Connecticut

o - dHecate’s Labrys
O - Benefit

@ - Cormant House (Consifium)/
Covenant (Ebon Noose)

o - La Maison Du Lion
(Sanguine Laurel)

© - Windiam Manor ir
{Gruveaiggers} ~ % )
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The asylum itself remains a potent Hallow and Stygian
Demesne.

Those who know Boston’s Awakened scene well know
that Danvers was, and remains, Tremere territory. There was
a time when the Tremere liches of Danvers posed a serious
threat to the mages of Salem, but that hasn’t been the case
since the mid-"90s. The closing of the asylum was a devastat-
ing blow to the death mages. Lacking an easy supply of souls,
many have left, while others succumbed to death. Nowadays,
the local Tremere avoid contact with the local Awakened
and anyone close to them, and keep a low profile in general.
Most local Tremere are solitaries who practice magic only
when necessary, lest they get found out. While this is unlike
the death mages, it's the only thing that allows them to
subsist unmolested by the Ebon Noose now that the Tremere
are so fragmented.

For more information on the Tremere of Danvers, see
Chapter Four.

if

About 30 miles northeast of Boston is Ipswich, among the
most picturesque New England villages in the common-
wealth of Massachusetts (its official designation). Its Colonial
architecture and photogenic steepled churches make the
town a popular place for tourists and photographers. It also
has the advantage of being less densely populated than many
of the area towns because of the presence of Willowdale State
Forest, the Parker River National Wildlife Refuge and the
Sandy Point State Reservation. Ipswich is often felt to be
“eerie” or “sad,” especially by the Awakened, and, though
some blame this sensation on the openness of its geography,
even those used to solitude agree that there’s something grim
or forlorn"about Ipswich that would be difficult to put into
words, much less explain.
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The Sanguine Laurel’s family estate can be found near

Ipswich. See pp. 72-73.
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Northeast of Salem is Cape Ann. On the large island at the
tip of the cape are two towns, Gloucester and Rockport. For
. a long time Gloucester was known as  America’s oldest
. fishing port. However, once the waters were all fished out,
the town’s fortunes changed. It now makes more money off
tourists coming to watch whales than it does from fishing.
Gloucester is a picturesque place, but it’s also the poster
town for the New England Gothic. It’s'a stormy place, and
the locals aren’t too fond of tourists, despite the money.
Gloucester is so clearly distinct from Boston that it may as
well be a thousand miles away.
Gloucester boasts a particularly thick tangle of ley lines
and Hallows, although the resonance tends to be, as some
mages have described it, “chilling” and “watery.”

QYéI/{(Tfl{/‘/I g (/[ )1///144 n \/‘:”(»{/[ﬂ/’

The Gravediggers maintain their sanctum in a forbidding
house on a windswept cliff overlooking the sea. See p. 43.
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To the west of Boston, Massachusetts opens up into a
dense mass of wilderness and rural areas dotted with small
towns. Many Bostonians go west only to attend concerts or
cultural events at the outdoor concert venue called
Tanglewood, but western Massachusetts has its share of
mages, some leading a solitary life amid the trees, others
creating Awakened communities in the larger cities.

Mages are clear on one thing: western Massachusetts is
dangerous. Those staying on the major roads are likely safe,
but the less-traveled paths are surprisingly dangerous. Indian
curses on Europeans, ruins of old Hallows, violently haunted
sites and, most dangerous of all, werewolf-claimed territory
(and the like) are relatively common in the dense wilderness

of western Massachusetts. Any mage looking for trouble will
likely find it.
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West by northwest of Boston proper lies the exurb of

Waltham. Among the Awakened, it’s known for one thing:
the Demesne and cabal farm known as Benefit.
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Benefit took shape as an experiment by a cabal of transcen-
dentalist mages over 150 years ago and has proved since then
that, with only the most minimal magical assistance, humans
can, in fact, live in total harmony with nature and benefit
materially and spiritually by doing so.

The cabal is led — some have said dominated — by a

" powerful apostate Thyrsus mage and midwife named Jack

Hawke. She, her husband Sandro (a Free Council mage and
professor at MIT) and a solitary Shaman named Argos form
a loose cabal united by a powerfully optimistic dream and
Jack’s inspiring charisma. They guide a community of Sleep-
ers who share their vision of communal existence with
nature. While the Sleepers are ignorant about Jack, Sandro
and Argos’ true natures as mages, the cabal does try to instill
in the Sleepers an acceptance of the wonder and possibility
of magic.

Jack is a fiery woman and the perfect embodiment of the
archetypal redheaded witch. She is passionate, alluring and
primal, a force of nature in her own right. She commands
respect through wit and beauty as well as through sheer
Awakened power. Jack’s dedication to those she lives with at
Benefit is unwavering. Although the commune has stayed
out of Boston politics for many decades, the members of the
commune are sorely tempted to take their utopian philoso-
phy to town now and present it as a viable and commonsensical
option to the inter-cabal squabbles that have plagued Boston’s
enlightened for decades. Jack and the others would have
done so already, but they would rather not if there’s any
chance that it might imperil their Demesne and community.
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Jack Hawke

Quote: Of course you'll do it. I just asked you to.
Path: Thyrsus '
Order: Apostate
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Background: Jack*has walked many roads. And as far as
she’s concerned, the stranger and more primordial, the
better. She has been, at various points, a dominatrix, a
midwife, a triathlete and, most recently, a mother of four
young children, and she pours all of her legendary passion
and zeal into everything she does.

Description: Jack is a beautiful woman with long red hair
and ivory skin. Though she’s had four children, her triathlon
training keeps her lithe. She often has a roguish twinkle in
her eye.

Storytelling Hints: Jack is a woman with a powerful
primal nature. When others agree with her, all is well. If
others stand athwart her, they become a problem to sur-
mount, whether through sheer charisma or stony
determination. Jack is used to being obeyed, and those who
do otherwise face Jack’s temper (which is just as elemental
and passionate as every other aspect of her).

Abilities: _ ,

Animal Training (dice pool 8) — Animals love Jack, and
she’s adept at training them to accomplish simple tasks for
her. She’s had good luck using these techniques on some of
the less brilliant members of Benefit as well._

Birthing Children (dice pool 9) — Jack is an experienced
midwife. Not only can she deliverbabies, but she knows how
to tend to the mother before and after the delivery.

Herbalism (dice pool 7) — Well acquainted with herbs
and their effects on living creatures, Jack can brew a variety
of potions from tonics to abortifacients to sleeping potions to

powerful aphrodisiacs. With time and the proper ingredi-
ents, she.can replicate the effects of most prescription
medications.
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Quote: Of course I can do that. I'll write the code right now.
Path: Acanthus
Order: Free Council

Background: Too brilliant for his peers to understand as a
child, Sandro turned to books and computers for companion-
ship. His self-imposed exile served him well, as he was the
ideal candidate for MIT when he graduated from high school
(at the age of 16). He Awakened just after getting his PhD in
computers, and he loves mixing his knowledge of computers
with his ability to perform magic.

Description: Sandro is a tall bear of a man with long hair
and a bushy beard. His constant smile radiates from his eyes.

Storytelling Hints: The soothing yin to Jack’s fiery yang,
Sandro is a warm, shy, easygoing man. If there are problems
with other members of Benefit, he often plays good cop to
Jack’s bad cop. It’s one of the things that makes their
marriage work so well.

Abilities:

Hacking (dice pool 10) — A professor of computer
systems at MIT (with a hint of the rogue about him), Sandro
is a past master of hacking and computer systems.
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Internet Research (dice pool 8) — Sandro has written his
own search engine that puts anything outside the Depart-
ment of Defense to shame. Given enough time, he’s able to
track down anything on the web—and a lot of stuff thatisn’t
technically on the web, but thatstill exists somewhere on the
Internet.

VC’/(‘I
( Quote: The only way to find out for sure is to try it.

Path: Thyrsus

Order: Apostate

Background: Though you can’t tell now, the mage called
Argos was reared in a very strict Southern Baptist household
in Texas. It chafed him, and he was miserable nearly every
day of his adolescence. Every rule, every denial, every thou-
shalt-not stifled him and made him yearn for a freer, more
experimental way of living. He read voraciously, so he knew
that there were other ways of living in the world than the
stunted path his parents made him walk. Every uptight
neighbor and judgmental peer made him resent that way of
life all the more. Hisnative brilliance got him in to MIT, and,
when he left home, he shrugged off his family and their
Christian beliefs like the heavy chains he found them to be.
And, along with them, he shrugged off Sleep. He Awakened
within a month of arriving in Boston, and a vision nudged
him in the direction of Benefit. _

Description: Argos is a stunningly handsome man with
dark hair, a lean, hirsute physique and the look of the
Mediterranean about him. He is rarely seen without a wag-
gish smile upon his face.

Storytelling Hints: If Jack and Sandro are the queen and
king of Benefit, then Argos is the crown prince and jester
wrapped up in one. He is an enthusiastic champion of
Benefit’s countercultural values. Argos is boisterous and
friendly, and no one would ever peg him as Benefit’s head
security man. He considers it his job to be aware of every-
thing that might affect Benefit and its members, and he’s
quite accomplished at gathering such information.
Abilities:

Stealth: (dice pool 8) — Argos is an accomplished sneak.
He knows the positioning of every strategic vantage point
and cubbyhole in Benefit.

Seduction (dice pool 9) — Argos is a libido on legs,
though he’s quite charming and pleasant about it. While he’s
more attracted to men, he’s been known to cross over and
dally with the other sex as well.
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'wo hours’ driv Boston, arrayed along the [-91
corridor, lie the nearby cities of Amherst and Northampton.
These two cities create one of the larger breaks in the lush
greenery of western Massachusetts. This area contains five
separate colleges and universities, referred to as “the five-
college schools” of Smith College, Mt. Holyoke College,
Ambherst, University of Massachusetts Amherst and Hamp-
shire College. The ¢oncentration of so many colleges in a
small and relatively sparsely populated area gives the whole
place a strong college-town feel. Furthermore, Smith and
Mt. Holyoke are women-only schools and contribute to the
area’s strong feminist ambiance.
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The cabal that resides here is women-only and fairly
radical about it. Hecate’s Labrys is composed of one Thyrsus
shaman, one Obrimos theurgist and one Mastigos warlock.
They are all affiliated with the Mysterium, but they want as
little to do with the local Consilium as possible. The cabal is
very involved in the community, keeping human energies in
balance just as they do natural ones.
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Quote: You just walked into an all you can eat buffet of
trouble.

Path: Thyrsus.

Order: Mysterium

Background: With a father who rarely came home from
the office and 4 mother who passed her waking hours in a
Valium haze, Tisiphone was reared primarily by her five older
brothers. She was, and remains, a tomboy because of this, and
is by far the most physical member of her cabal.

Description: Tisiphone is a full-figured woman in her
early 30s. Her features are rounded, cherubic even, and she
smiles often. She dresses colorfully and with great flair.

Storytelling Hints: Tisiphone is a boisterous woman.
While she’s usually quite jovial, she can be violent when she
gets angry. She’s surprisingly strong for her size, especially
when she augments her strength through Life magic.
ABILITIES:

Fisticuffs (dice pool 8) — If Tisiphone’s brothers taught
her one thing, it was how to fight, and she can brawl (and

~ wrestle) with the best of them.

Carousing (dice pool 7) — Tisiphone is by far the most
social member of her cabal, and she’s quite adept at having
a good time (even though she does get a bit loud at times).
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Quote: Don’t make me come looking for you.

Path: Mastigos

Order: Mysterium

Background: Stryx has always seen the world from a
different perspective, and that’s always interfered with her
ability to' interact with those who do hot see the world
through the same odd lens. Being the black sheep of her
family was only the beginning. That has had the effect of
alienating her from most of the rest of the world, and for years
she wondered if anyone else had ever been as horribly alone
as she was. Once she Awakened, however, everything
changed. She was able to find others who saw the world from
the same perspective she did. While she’s a much happier
woman than she used to-be, she still wears the grim expres-
sions of a loner out of simple habit.

Description: Stryx is an unattractive, older woman with a
gaunt face and a large, beaked nose. She wears a grim,
determined expression on her face most of the time and
rarely smiles. She dresses practically in sturdy pants and,
generally, plaid shirts.

Storytelling Hints: In her late 50s, Stryx is the eldest
member of Hecate’s Labrys, and, like the owl from which she
takes her name, she is also quite wise. She is the cabal’s decision
maker, conscience and judge. While she’s very empathetic and
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warm with members“of her cabal, she’s cold and closed to
others, making her seem distant, possibly even cruel.
Abilities:

Shadowing (dice pool 7) — In tune with the predator she’s
named after, Stryx has a talent for tracking others without
them ever sensing her.

Detect Lie (dice pool 9) — Stryx is a very shrewd woman.
Even without magic, she can sense most lies that have not
been hidden with magic.

Quote: Of course he’s stupid,
he’s a man.

Path: Obrimos

Order: Mysterium

Background: From the
outside, Obsidi Anne’sfam-
ily looked like the very
epitome of the wholesome
American family: good in-
come, nice house, three kids
and apicketfence. It wasall
a lie. Her mother was a
functional alcoholic, her
father forced his incestu-
ous affections on her for
most of her adolescence
and her brothers were
arrested for dealing
heroin shortly after
graduating from high
school. Anne went to
Smith College and studied
architecture. She Awakened
while studying for a particu-
larly difficult test, and she’s
been active in the women’s
Awakened community ever
since. She still sees the
American Dream as a big lie,
but since she joined the
Mysterium she’s found
truths much more interest-
ing to focus on than mere
resentment.

Description: Obsidi Anne
is in her early 40s, and, although
shehasveryattractive features, she deliberately dresses frumpily
and keeps her hair cut in a very short flattop to prevent being
seen as sexually attractive.

Storytelling Hints: In her heart of hearts, Obsidi Anne is a
critic and a judge; though she tries to channel these tendencies
to the cabal’s purposes, she can still be a bit relentless in her
fault-finding. However, this eye for flaws helps her in her own
work, by showing her where problems are so she can correct
them. Obsidi Anne is the most zealous separatist in the cabal.
She would rather not deal with men at all, in any way.
Abilities:

Detect Flaw (dice pool 9) — Finding fault is a talent for
some. Obsidi Anne is quite adept at detecting flaws, whether

in the craftsmanship of an item, in magical formulae or in the
plans of her enemies. _

- Repair (dice pool 7) — Obsidi Anne understands mechani-
cal objects onan intuitive level, and she can feel how they want
to be put back together. Once she’s taken a device apart and
reassembled it, it'll work better than it ever did before.
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»  Boston sits on the ocean, but
6 parts of Massachusetts extend far-
. ther into the Atlantic. All of

Cape Cod and the two wealthy
resort islands, Nantucket and
Martha’s Vineyard, lie east of
Boston.
The waters off Boston
have a longer history of
shipping than most of the
rest of the country. There
are a number of old
wrecks off the Massa-
chusetts coast and no
shortage of rumors of
ghost ships — some quite
notorious.

p rovincelown

At the very end of the
somewhat conservative
Massachusetts cape lies a
small town where Boston’s
puritanical tendencies are
cast off like the heavy bur-
den they are. The drive
to Provincetown (or P-
town, as it’s known) is
three hours from Boston.
Taking the ferry from
Boston Harbor reduces
the time to one hour.
Provincetown began as
an artist colony and
now functions as a
trendy and somewhat libertine
/ getaway for bohemians, gay men
and party animals of all persuasions
from throughout New England. Provincetown has a pro-
nounced decadent carnival atmosphere throughout the
incredibly busy summer-vacation season, but, from No-
vember through March the place shuts down, leaving
only the year-round residents to deal with the desolation,
darkness and storms of ‘winter. While Provincetown is
not home to any mages year-round, the Awakened are
just as drawn to the “anything goes” atmosphere as any-
one else, and magical confrontations have erupted more
than once as two antagonistic mages have bumped into
each other on Commercial Street (the town’s main street)
or out among the ocean dunes surrounding the town.
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CABALS

Isought into the future, to see how you might best conduct the
affair at the secret Consiliar gathering, brother. Oh, yes, 1 know
all about it. Don’t act surprised.

1 know you'll believe me when 1 tell you that there is no
outcome. All paths lead this benefit, at the expense of ours. T
Nemean will own all of us and ours, in the cndl.)

There is . . . one path, however, that is less damaging than
others, although it creates consequences of its own. Do this:
when Culsu offers you the jeweled goblet, refuse it. Yes, a
jeweled goblet — it is old, something that mirrors the past on the
surface of its wine. 1 don’t know where he got it, and I don’t wish
to know. He will then offer it to a newcomer, one 1 do not know.
Let this happen.

It is the best of all outcomes, brother, although I cannot divine where

it shall lead in the end.
— Blanchefleur, mage of the Sanguine Laurel cabal

o l@f@&m&j ) aﬁ
oston is the result of far more than the

The taste and feel of the Awakened lifeN
character of the city’s neighborhoods. Boston’s mages participate in a patchwork culture
that is the product of hundreds of yeats of cooperation and conflict as well as a strained
diplomacy halfway between the two. The net result of all this Awakened history and
culture is an ample accretion of tradition.

The weight of tradition is particularly heavy in Boston. How a mage observes the city’s

rules isjust asimportantas her observance of them atall. Time-honoredrituals are the only

reliable means the mages of Boston have found to lubricate factional conflicts, and all of
Boston’s many cabals have very specific ways that these rituals are to be carried out and
specific ways in which they'are never to be catried out. The vast majority of the traditions
observed in Boston were established by the Stone Assembly cabal that held dominance
over the area’s mages for 300 years. Although the Stone Assembly hasn’t been in power
since 1917, tradition has been slow to change, and, even the mages of the Ebon Noose,
who have the power to change the status quo, lack much desire to do so, as they are so
accustomed to “the way things are done in Boston” that they rarely think to update or
reinterpret certainold traditions (unless itunequivocally suits their best interests to doso).

Those Awakened familiar with the etiquette and protocols of Boston will be able to
interact withmost of the other Awakened of the city with little or no problem if they make
the effort. Those Awakened who don’t know the rules (or ignore them), however, are
destined to run afoul of them eventually, and conflict is the inevitable outcome for
strangers who wander into the city.

Overall, Boston is an unusually formal — some might say uptight — city with regard to
its social customs. This is true of Sleeper society and doubly true with regard to the
Awakened. Cutting corners in social interactions or forgetting to observe small instances
of etiquette will have consequences eventually if the offender is too obtuse to note his faux
pas and change his behavior accordingly.
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1 looked upon the scene before me—upon the mere house, and the simple landscape fea-
tures of the domain—upon the bleak walls—upon the vacant eye-like windows—upon a
few rank sedges—and upon a few white trunks of decayed trees—with an utter depression
of soul which I can compare to no earthly sensation more properly than to the after-
dream of the reveler upon opium—the bitter lapse into every-day lite—the hideous drop-
ping off of the veil.

— Edgar Allan Poe, “The Fall of the House of Usher”

Qiizz,%/d Crientation ( Tnitiation )

When a Sleeper comes to the end of her slumber and finds
herself on the threshold of Awakening, the mages of Boston go
out of their way to see to it that she is properly welcomed into
the fold. The scores of colleges, universities and assorted other
institutions of higher learning in the Boston area bring many
young, questioning people on the verge of Awakening into the
city, and Boston’s cabals take great pride in helping to ease
these newly Awakened mages into the magical community.

The larger cabals patrol the universities, colleges, bars and
other youth hangouts, watching for any sign of an Awaken-
ing. If a cabal does happen to identify a newly Awakened
mage (before another cabal gets to him), they begin the
process of indoctrination, hoping to initiate him into one of
their orders. While this is, overall, a blessing for the young
mage, it can also be a burden, as it makes sure that new mages
are pulled immediately into the highly politicized milieu of
Boston’s Awakened community. .

This doesn’t have too many consequences early on, asa kind
of amnesty is extended to young mages for the first year after
their Awakening. On one hand, they’re not taken very seri-
ously, but, on the other hand, no mistakes they make in this
time (unless motivated by sheer malice) will get them banished
or otherwise punished. However, the city’s magical renegades
obviously have no intention of observing this period of amnesty
so a young mage still needs to be on her toes.

The Seers of the Throne keep a close watch on the student
body of Harvard, and are quick to act if any Consilium mage
tries to meddle in the affairs of any freshly Awakened student
before the Seers can claim him. The SMG cabal at MIT
keeps an eye out for fresh converts among that campus’
intelligentsia.
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Whatever Boston’s magical community’s perception of
itself, it has a pronounced reputation for unfriendliness,
arrogance and outright hostility toward outsiders. A mage
moving to Boston will be an outsider for several years before
his alien status is re-examined, and then only if he has been
making a tremendous effort to establish himself among the
city’s Awakened. Few mages have a place in Boston’s Awak-
ened community that they didn’t carve for themselves through
diligent effort and social finesse.

Boston’s mages scrutinize wandering mages for suspicious
behavior, and “suspicious behavior” is defined very broadly
in Boston. Local mages are exempt from some of this; the
magical community in general is not large, and it’s likely that
any mages from the New England area are at least known of.
Those mages who visit often, say from Salem or Northampton,

o

are likely to be ignored; although they are not locals, they are
known quantities and subjected to somewhat less scrutiny.

Mages from outside New England or anyone else who is a
complete unknown will be watched very closely, their be-
havior scrutinized for any hint of trouble. Outsiders who
cause trouble will be given one warning before they are
politely, but firmly, told to leave. “Trouble” is another one of
those words that is broadly defined by Boston’s mages, but, as
a general rule, vulgar magic in front of Sleepers, Artifact-
theft or -smuggling, aiding and abetting renegade mages,
magical attacks of any sort on Sleepers or against established
sanctums are all considered serious trouble. One of Boston’s
main cabals, most likely members of the White Putnams or
the Ebon Noose, will arrange a little téte-a-téte to clarify
things for the offending intruder. Further infractions lead to
banishment for the recent arrival (at the very least) and
probably something much harsher (especially if executed by
one of the Consilium’s Sentinels).

Mages don’t have to participate in Boston’s loosely knit
Awakened community. A small minority don’t involve

" themselves, preferring to dedicate themselves monkishly to

their arcane studies, but those who do take advantage of the
large community of mages find that Boston offers its mages a
great deal. Becoming part of the community is difficult, but,
once a mage has shown true character and proved himself,
he’s likely to be tolerated, if not warmly welcomed.

Cmégfgf 6(9/%({/7

The Atlarrtean Orders are strongly represented in the
Boston Consilium, and one of the customs observed by all
five orders (to varying degrees) is that of the caucus. Some
orders take a more freeform view of the affair, while some are
much more rigidly traditional about it.

Perhaps surprisingly, the Silver Ladder’s approach to its
caucuses is lackadaisical at best, as it is the Nemean, ac-
knowledged as the most powerful and influential member of
the Ladder in or around Boston, who calls them. The
Hierarch doesn’t like to call for a caucus more than once a
season, if he can at all help it. To his mind, the interests of
the Silver Ladder are adequately addressed by the Secret
Concord, which is, of its nature, exclusionary. He can,
however, be persuaded to call the willworkers of his order to
gather more often, if a pressing reason (or a worthy bribe) is
offered. At any caucus of the Silver Ladder, the Nemean sits
back, like a bloated spider in the center of its web, and allows
lesser mages of his order (who are typically also members of
the Ebon Noose) to make his points and express his opinions.
Only when one of those points or opinions is challenged does
he rouse himself and “put the meeting back on track” (which
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is to say, bully any dissenters into agreeing with him). The
end result is that little gets accomplished, and those not in
the Hierarch’s corner, or his pocket, almost always leave
feeling utterly dissatisfied.

In contrast, the Mysterium’s caucuses, convened at 8 .M.
on the 15th of every month (barring emergency), are rigidly
ordered affairs. Called by Potestas of the Brotherhood of the
Ineffable Truth (and held in a large forum on the first floor
of the Academy), such caucuses benefit from a great deal of
planning and decades of tradition. Since Aurem’s appoint-
ment to the office of Potestas’ Provost, he calls the gatherings
to order, and then turns the floor over to his former mentor.
Of course, the Brotherhood is well represented in the caucus,
as is the Sanguine Laurel. The Company, despite being a
Mysterium cabal, has almost never attended. Irrespective of
Potestas’ open disdain for “Vision’s maggots,” he never fails
to extend them an invitation; his sense of obligation to his
order permits no less. Some of the Mysterium members found
in other cabals attend often (such as Seraphim of the
Gravediggers), while others almost never do (like Ahriman
of the Ebon Noose). The agenda is determined solely at
Potestas’ discretion, though items may be submitted, in
writing, for his consideration for a given month’s caucus by
the first of that month. (And, unless he has a good reason not
todo so, he almost always includes such items somewhere on
the agenda). Typical items up for discussion include Atlantean
lore, paranormal occurrences in and around the city and
(whenever Potestas feels he ‘can get away with it) increasing
the Mysterium’s political power within the Consilium.

The caucuses of the Adamantine Arrow are held at
Windham Manor, called to order by Reinga of the
Gravediggers and presided over by Ferrum, leader of the
Exalted Knights of the Gryphon. Despite her high standing,
Hydra no longer actively involves herself in her order’s
politics, preferring to leave such matters to the young. On
rare occasions, she is persuaded to take a stand on an issue,
and, at such times, others do well to heed her, given her great
wisdom and the breadth of her experience. Ferrum calls for
a caucus bimonthly (usually sometime during the third week
of the month), unless events would seem to indicate that one
should be called during an “off” month. Ferrum, as chairman
of the caucus, makes his own points first (unless Hydra has
something to say, in which case, he defers to her), and then
opens to floor to others, in descending order of importance.
(In the case of Arrow willworkers of equal standing, Ferrum
first favors members of his own cabal, then Gravediggers,
then everyone else). Common topics for discussion include
the defense of the Consilium, the Duel Arcane and other
martial acts of willworking and what position, if any, the
Adamantine Arrow as an order should represent in the
Consilium’s politics. At least once a year, Ferrum likes to put
on an exhibition of the Duel Arcane, inviting any and all
mages of the Arrow to observe or, even better, participate.

The Free Council’s infrequent caucuses are called by
either Davy Jones of the Dead Wrens or Eleggua of the SMG.
Were a third power-player in the Free Council to emerge
locally, it is also likely that any caucuses she called (so long
as they were not convened frivolously or too often) would
also be attended. Usually, such gatherings are only held
when someone has a point to make or a problem to address,

one that encompasses the interests of the order as a whole.
Davy usually holds his caucuses at sea, well away from “prying
eyes and spying ears,” while Eleggua simply opts for the use
of the Fortress. In either case, the caucus always starts out
with the presiding willworker bringing up whatever issue
prompted the caucus in the first place, followed by.an open
forum, in which all attending willworkers are free to express
opinions, bring up issues of their own and otherwise make
their voices heard. Favor trading is not as common at these
caucuses as it is among those of other orders. Since the
Emerald Scroll already exists in no small part for precisely
that purpose, the members of the SMG are usually happy to
briefly talk business at one of their parties.

Culsu, of the Shadow Chorus, calls the caucuses of the
Guardians of the Veil, but she has done so only a handful of
times since her cabal made its presence known in the city.
There is no appointed hour for such gatherings; instead,
Culsu appears to other Guardians when they are alone and
names a time and a place. When (and if) the Guardian goes,
apair of shining metal double doors awaits and, behind them,
a descent into the Oubliette (see p. 58). Culsu typically uses
such meetings as an opportunity ‘to disseminate cryptic
advice or warnings to a broader audience than usual, know-
ing that such information will quickly make the rounds along
the rumor mill. She does not allow discussion of other
matters until she has said all she needs to say, and usually tries
to terminate the caucus almost immediately after she has said
her piece. To her thinking, such gatherings are to be used for
her purposes, not for the banal politics of other, lesser
willworkers or as the Awakened equivalent of a flea market.
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& The Boston Consiliumis typical of such bodies, presided over
by a single Hierarch, who is advised (and, occasionally, op-
posed) by the Consilium’s other Councilors. Each Councilor
(the Hierarch included) is served by a Provost, and a Herald
carries word to the Awakened, both locally and abroad. The
local Sentinels are perhaps the only unusual aspect of the
Consilium, organizationally speaking, as there seems to be a
large number of them for a Consilium not at war. This is likely
indicative of the Hierarch’s propensity for brutal displays of
power whenever he feels that his authority is being challenged.

At the head of the Consilium sits its Hierarch, the Nemean,
of the Ebon Noose. Chain Parris, of the White Putnams, serves
as his Provost, demonstrating both unity within the Secret
Concord and the superior station of the Ebon Noose within
that pact. Councilor Potestas of the Brotherhood of the Inef-
fable Truth hasfora Provost his one-time apprentice within the
Mpysterium, Aurem. Numa, of the Sanguine Laurel, is another
of the Consilium’s Councilors, represented by his Provost and
niece, Ranae. The Gravediggers’ reclusive master, Hydra, also
acts as a Councilor. The public leader of the Gravediggers,
Reinga, acts as her Provost. Arathnos, of the Ebon Noose,
serves intermittently as the Hierarch’s Herald.

Although Ferrum of the Exalted Knights of the Gryphon is
probably the most widely esteemed of the Consilium’s Senti-
nels, the Nemean has made it clear that Anacaona de Xaragua,
of his own cabal, is to serve as their leader. Despite this
assertion, however, the Hierarch is wise enough not to put the
two in proximity to one another whenever such can be helped.
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Beyond “the Axe,” Tiamat and Nebuchadnezzar of the Noose
are employed as Sentinels. Eve and Hades, of the Gravediggers,
are also Sentinels of the Consilium. In addition to the “formal”
Sentinels, most of the remaining members of both the Exalted
Knights of the Gryphon (through an agreement brokered
between the Brotherhood and the Noose) and the Gravediggers
act as “backup” Sentinels when needed.

The Nemean maintains his power largely through a com-
bination of scare tactics and a hands-off philosophy of rule:
He is normally roused to act only by immediate and forceful
threats to his authority. When such a threat emerges, how-
ever, he uses the massive power bloc encompassed by the
Secret Concord (about a third of Boston’s Consilium
willworkers) to leverage such action as he desires, usually
action of a harshly punitive variety. Despite Potestas’ and
Numa’s common ties of order, they do not usually ally with
one another. The concerns of the Brotherhood of the Inef-
fable Truth and the Sanguine Laurel are distinct enough
from one another that the two Councilors maintain their
distance. Ultimately, Numa is simply too apolitical to get
that involved. His interests are. far better served by the
Nemean’s comparative laziness than they ever would be by
Potestas’ industrious nature or that of his student and obvi-
ous successor, Aurem. Instead, Numa and Hydra typically
constitute a solid base of support for the status quo.

Potestas is the Nemean’s only true rival for control of the
Consilium, and he is sufficiently crafty to sway the opinions
of Numa and Hydra just often enough to constitute a genuine
challenge to the Hierarch’s power. Unfortunately, the
Nemean cannot simply dispose of such an influential and
well-respected (not to mention powerful) figure. After all,
Potestas too can effectively call upon the combined might of
two cabalsin time of need. Fortunately, no one (save perhaps
for the local Guardians of the Veil, who are largely persona
non grata) wants to see a war between factions, and so the
state of affairs has boiled down to a political deadlock that
heavily favors the Nemean.

Thereisa (largely fair) perception that Boston’s Consilium
is something of a “boy’s club.” For most of its history, male
willworkers have held a disproportionate amount of sway
over local Awakened politics. Perhaps it is a holdover from
the old Stone Assembly’s traditions or maybe just evidence
of far too much chauvinism among most of the city’s power-
players. In the end, though, the Consilium’s one female
* Councilor (Hydra) doesn’t appear to be in‘any way bothered
by the state of affairs; the one time it was brought up to her,
she frankly confessed that she’d never before considered the
matter, and had no intention of starting to. On the other
hand, Khumeia, of the Illuminated Pentad, freely exploits
the gender bias angle (among all of the other angles she can
scrounge up) for whatever foothold she can manage to build
from it in her quest to become Boston’s fifth Councilor.

Generally speaking, the Ebon Noose is supported by the
White Putnams, the Gravediggers and the Sanguine Laurel,
while the Brotherhood of the Ineffable Truth enjoys the
backing of the Exalted Knights of the Gryphon and, often
(for the sake of diminishing the Noose’s overall power) that
of the [lluminated Pentad. The Shadow Chorus almost never
throws its support behind anyone (not openly, at any rate),
and the Dead Wrens do their best to remain apolitical. The
Company and the Special Media Group barely know enough
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about the Consilium’s politics to get involved, even if their
respective members wanted to (which they don’t). Occa-
sionally, this balance is disrupted (usually by the
manipulations of either the Nemean or Potestas), but that is
an infrequent occurrence.

The Library of Elders

Probably the most complete library of philo-
sophical and arcane works in the New World,
the Library of Elders was collected by the mages
of the Stone Assembly during their reign. While
the mages of the Assembly are gone, local
legend claims that the product of their many
quests and hard work remains. The problem is,
nobody knows where it is. At least, nobody is
saying where it is. If any mage does know its
location, it’s ‘one of the best-kept secrets of
Boston. Judging from the number of mages who
have sought it but come up empty-handed,
however, it's a good bet that the library is still
hidden, waiting for someone to rediscover it.
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When magic entefs the picture, so does the possibility of
crimes committed against Sleepers (and other mages) that
unAwakened authorities can do nothing about. The temp-
tation to use magic for questionable purposes is strong even

* among the most ethical willworkers. Maintaining order

among mages is difficult, but no city with a large Awakened
population can exist without attending to such duties. Bos-
ton still uses the system put in place by the Stone Assembly
over 300 years ago, modified by the Guardians of the Veil’s
Emerald Scroll cabal during its reign of power. The Consilium
has made a few changes here and there to keep up with
modern concepts of justice, but, overall, the system works
much as it did a century ago.

A mage who feels she has been harmed, cheated or other-
wise ill-used by another mage has recourse to the Consilium
Council. "A mage who feels that one of his fellows has
wronged a Sleeper may lodge a complaint on behalf of the
unAwakened.

The plaintiff voices her accusations and provides any and all
salient evidence to the Councilors or the Provosts. After a brief
review of the details (and possibly a subtle spell or two), the
plaintiff is told if her case has merit or not. Unlike public
servantsin the Sleeping world, the Consilium won’t waste time
investigating frivolous accusations. Plaintiffs who make ran-
dom or frivolous accusations are dismissed, but are reminded
that they can always fall back on the Duel Arcane.

The case is then called to trial, with both parties called
before the Council to present their cases and accept the
Council’s judgment. If necessary, the Consilium will desig-
nate an independent investigator (often a cabal) to examine
the case, even traveling to the scene of the crime, to magi-
cally scrutinize all evidence and draw a conclusion as to
which party is telling the truth.
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For the most part, punishment consists of the redress of the
wrongs. The offending party must somehow make right by the
victim. Extreme crimes or the refusal to accept the Consilium’s
demands for redress can result in magically imposed oaths or
geases (for a period dependant on the severity of the crime —
from one day to one year or even longer).

Banishment

A mage who has proven herself unable to interact in a
healthy, constructive way with her fellow mages is banished
from the city for a period of time. The rationale for this goes
something like this: It reflects well on a mage to live in the
most civilized Awakened community he can be a part of.
Doingso provides him with higher-quality magical resources,
more enlightened peers and a better social environment. A
mage banished from such a city has revealed himself to be
unsuitable for such status, undeserving of the benefits of
living in such a community. Likewise, the civilized members
of that community have earned the right to live free of such
unenlightened individuals.

A mage who does not accept his banishment and stays in
Boston or returns before the completion of his term of
banishment, is dealt with by the Consilium’s Sentinels.
These mages generally comprise some of the most accom-
plished combatants in the city, and they work together to
track down mages breaking their banishment. These po-
tent Sentinels overlook any differences they may have to
work together, because keeping the peace among the city’s
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Awakened is considered extremely important by the mem-
bers of all cabals.

While Boston’s policy stipulates that these mages can do
anything they see fit with mages breaking banishment (in-
cluding kill them), more often the Sentinels devise creative
magical means of dealing with the criminal. In the past, for
example, an offending mage was placed in adeep, nightmare-
plagued sleep for thé duration of his banishment, while
another was transformed into a sparrow. The specifics change
from instance toinstance, but the effects are always the same:
the mage is no longer a danger to Boston.

Banishment may last for any length of time. Crimes may be
punished by as little as a month’s banishment, which can be
immensely aggravating to a mage who wants to come back,
because it means he has to decamp from Boston, only to
move everything back to the city again in a month.

A mage banished from Boston may not reside in Boston
and has 24 hours to leave town before the local mages can
hunt him down. A banished mage may not have a residence
in Boston, may not enter the city for any reason, may not
claim affiliation with any Boston cabal and may not target
any resident of Boston with magic. If the banished mage
owns a Hallow, this becomes the property of whomever
claims it first—although the mage can petition the Consilium
for the Hallow’s return upon his re-establishment. Whether
or not he gets it back depends on how useful he can make
himself to the Consilium.
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For the most part, Boston’s mages know better than to
resort to blatant or unstructured magical conflict. On those
occasions when the Awakened of Boston find themselves
dealing with “irreconcilable differences” that they cannot or
would rather not take to the Consilium, the Duel Arcane is
the time-honored method of conflict resolution. For rules on
the Duel Arcane, see Mage: The Awakening, pp. 286-289.

Though the Ebon Noose is the most powerful cabal in
Boston, much of the local etiquette and custom of the Duel
Arcane was established by the gentlemen’s club of the Stone
Assembly. For those hoary old patriarchs, the Duel Arcane
was little more than an extension of Sleeper dueling, or what
they called in jest “the Duel Mundane.” .

All Boston cabals are expected to conduct the Duel Atcane
according to the default established by the members of the
Stone Assembly in the early 18th century. While it’s possible
to ask for an exception to this tradition, such exceptions are
rarely made. Furthermore, the one seeking this suspension of
tradition had better have a better reason for wanting the
change than ignorance of Bostonian customs.

C‘,/fzzﬂeifa

There was a time when etiquette and honor carried more
weight than they do in the modern era. [t was in that age that
the Stone Assembly codified Boston’s rules and traditions
regarding the Duel Arcane. Some of these rules seem out-
right bizarre to those who've never before been saddled with
such expectations, but Boston’s mages are quite happy to
take the high moral ground where the Duel Arcane is
concerned, and those who violate these points of etiquette
risk banishment or at least a severe loss of face and social
standing for having done so.

Mages who have Awakened and learned magic in the
Boston area will, almost unavoidably, be familiar with these
customs, either through word of mouth, lectures from mas-
ters or by witnessing Duels Arcane firsthand. Those mages
from outside the area, however, will have no understanding
of what is expected of them and will need to be heavily
coached if they are to successfully and honorably fight a Duel
in Boston.

Following are some of the key points to participating in the
Duel Arcane. Unless otherwise specified, these rules are
applicable within the bounds of Boston, Brookline and
Cambridge. Other local towns (Lexington, Quincy) use a
variant of Boston’s Dueling etiquette, but the particulars
vary. Towns farther from Boston — and therefore less shaped
by three centuries of the Stone Assembly’s hegemony —
(including Salem and Northampton)-have established en-
tirely different systems of etiquette determined by their own
dominant cabals.

Renegades — Unless renegade mages (Tremere or Scelesti,
for example) ask for the Duel Arcane, they are to be treated
as rabid -animals, and not mages. Renegade mages are not
allowed the option of the Duel Arcane. The Duel Arcane is
for honorable men, and, more often than not, renegades have
entered into a Duel only if they believed they have some way
of cheating. There is, therefore, no dishonor in turning down
a Duel with a renegade mage. An mage may opt to enter into
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the Duel Arcane with arenegade, but doing so and expecting
her opponent to fight fairly is naive.

Spectators — In Boston, the Duel Arcane is considered a
publicspectacle (akin to the public humiliations and punish-
ments of the 17th century, like dunking or the pillory), and
it is not to be fought in secrecy. If two members of the
community want to engage in such behavior, they should be
willing to do so before a community of their peers in order to
ensure fair and honorable combat. Duels Arcane between
high-profile mages are almost certainly watched by a large
majority of Boston’s'mages, and the Duels’ participants are
always closely watched for even small signs of weakness,
dishonor or new magical understanding.

The Salute — It is customary before the Duel commences
for the two mages to make some gesture of salute to each
other. This may be done in a myriad of ways, from bowing,
shaking hands or simply nodding the head. This is a sign of
respect for one’s opponent and an indication that one
intends to conduct oneself honorably on the field of battle.

Acknowledging Defeat — Unless'a Duel is very close, it
is considered more honorable for a Duelist who is close to
defeat to concede the Duel Arcane rather than force his
opponent to go through the motions of vanquishing him.
Younger mages are given more leeway with regard to this, but
a more experienced mage who refuses to show this courtesy
to his opponent is considered petty or immature.

Offering Advice — It is expected that a mage who defeats
another in fair combat will give the other mage advice on
improving his Dueling technique, provided he dueled hon-
orably. More than any other point of etiquette, this is the one

~ that modern mages have the most difficulty accepting. How-

ever, in the age when Boston’s rules for the Duel Arcane were
established, a mage’s civility was considered at least as
important as winning the Duel, and any victor lacking the
noblesse oblige to help a defeated opponent was considered
a poor winner and lacking in honor.

ARl

Distinct from the etiquette of the Duel Arcane, which
stipulates tradition and niceties, the rules of the Duel Arcane
represent laws of the Duel that must be observed, lest one or
both parties be punished.

Just Cause

The Duel Arcane is a serious matter and not something to
be engaged in lightly. Frivolously challenging another to the
Duel Arcane is considered very bad form, and those who do
it with too much frequency are given warnings. If the
warning has no effect, the serial Duelist is banished from
Boston.

Setting

Within the confines of Boston, Brookline and Cambridge,
the Duel Arcane may only take place indoors, away from the
eyes of Sleepers. Dueling out-of-doors is an egregious viola-
tion of tradition and potentially punishable by banishment
of both Duelists.

The Second

Mages entering the Duel Arcane pick a “second” as a
witness to the Duel and as a means of ensuring a fair combat.
The second’s primary purpose is to see to it that the Duelist
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isn’t unfairly ambushed. The second’s other purpose is to see
to it that the Duelist has an ally at the Duel who can take the
Duelist home (or to a hospital) should he lose. In cities that
allow for Duels to the death, the second is responsible for
returning the Duelist’s body to his family or friends. Last, the
second can act as a stand-in for the Duelist, should he be
unable himself to Duel. (But his opponent can refuse and
postpone the duel until the Duelist is capable).

By custom, a mage can ask anyone in his cabal to be his
second. In practice, asking someone to be a second in the
Duel Arcane is an enormous favor, akin to asking someone to
be the executor of one’s estate or bear one’s child. It’s possible,
and perfectly appropriate, to ask the most powerful member
of one’s cabal to be one’s second. It’s equally possible and
appropriate for that mage to say no. Consequently, a mage is
likely to ask only his closest friend or most trusted ally to be
his second in the Duel Arcane.

To the Death

Dueling to the death is strictly forbidden within the limits
of Boston and Cambridge proper. Beyond the municipal
boundaries of those cities, however, mages are free to do what
they feel they need to do. Ignoring this rule can result in
banishment for the survivor.
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Throughout the history of local Awakened politics, most
of the willworkers of the Adamantine Arrow adopted a.very
simple position: its members served the dominant regime,
standing at the right hand of whoever was in charge. For a
long time, this meant supporting the Guardians of the Veil.
With the ascension of the Silver Ladder, the majority of the
Arrow smoothly transitioned their loyalties and those scant
few who did not either eventually died out (one way or
another) or departed for greener pastures. For those who
remained, affairs of state mattered little, so long as the Arrow
were not kept from the execution of their sacred duty.
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Servmg as the mailed fist of-the Bro
Ineffable Truth (pp. 62-68), the cabal known as the Exalted
Knights of the Gryphon (so named for the mythical beast’s
attributes of vigilant strength and courageous loyalty) is
devoted above all else to mastery of the mystic arts of war and
the Duel Arcane. Claiming descent from a number of the
“Duelist cabals” that were particularly popular in some
Awakened circles in western Europe during the 17th through
19th centuries, the Knights are, nevertheless, the product of
modern ambitions. Due to unspecified pacts with the Ebon
Noose, the services of the Knights are available to the Ebon
Noose — Ferrum, the cabal’s leader, serves as a Sentinel of
the Consilium — via the Brotherhood.

Founded by the Arrow mage known as Ferrum upon his
defeat of his mentor Apollonia, the cabal finds its purpose in
the elementary precept that mysticism and intellect alone
are insufficient for the Awakened to survive, thrive and,
ultimately, reclaim their rightful place as the sorcerer-kings
of the Earth. Decision making for the cabal is by consensus,
withirreconcilable differences resolved, rather unsurprisingly,
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through the use of the Duel Arcane. However, orders issued
by either Potestas or Aurem of the Academy (p. 62) are
obeyed without hesitation or question, per oaths sworn by
every member of the cabal (part of the terms of their
continued use of the Academy’s resources). This loyalty has
already cost the life of Ares, youngest of the Knights and
Ferrum’s little brother.
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Occupymg the nor wing of the building that houses the
Academy, the Temple of the Gryphon (also known simply as
the Temple) is the barracks, drilling field and school for the
Exalted Knights. The cabal has living quarters in the Temple,
allowing its members to be on hand, should there be trouble;
at least two members must be present at all times (unless the
cabal as a whole is sent away on a mission). The Temple is
spartan, with basic amenities and few real luxuries, though
the Dueling room has exquisite architecture, reminiscent of
Moorish structures just prior to the Spanish Reconquista.
Other chambers are less interesting, emphasizing the austere
warrior lifestyle of the Knights.

The Temple contains no Hallow of its own, but the
Knights have Mana bestowed upon them once a month by
the members of the Brotherhood (see “The Oath of the
Knights,” below). The library is nowhere near as grand as
that found in the Academy, and contains information on a
very narrow range of subjects (the Awakened in warfare and
the Duel Arcane).

The Oo’rh' of the Knights

This oath has been taken by every member of
the Exalted Knights of the Gryphon, sanctified by
the Fate magic of Vajra, a former member of the
Brotherhood of the Ineffable Truth only recently
returned to his native India. The exact wording
of the oath is as follows:

I, [cabal member’s full given namel, known among the
Awakened as [cabal member’s shadow name], swear to honor
and defend the willworkers of the Brotherhood of the Ineffable
Truth, and to faithfully serve Carlo Fendi, called Potestas,
and Zachary Harcourt, called Aurem. I vow to perform any
task demanded of me by either of these two men or any other
offered authority over me by one of them. My obedience shall
be given first to Potestas, then to Aurem and then to any other
given leave by one of these two to command me.

In exchange for this service, I shall be given leave to
access the resources of the Brotherhood in time of battle,
and I and my companions shall have from the Brotherhood
40 measures of Mana for each full cycle of the moon. In
addition to this, I shall be given quarters, in which to live
and to hone my skills, by the Brotherhood, and enjoy the
freedom to peruse its library of lore.

Should I defile this sacred vow in time of peace, and forsake
my honor for lies, then let me be outcast from my cabal,
branded with shame and banished from the Boston Consilium.
Should I turn my back upon this oath in time of battle, thenmy
life is forfeit, and may I perish in direst agony, as an example
of the fate of those who swear falsely.
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This vow was sworn under a Fate 4 “Sanctify Oath” spell
(see Mage: The Awakening, pp. 157-158). While the
language of the oath specifies all sorts of terrible consequences
for breaching it, these are a matter for the Brotherhood and the
other Knights to enforce.

Note that this pledge is not written down or
recorded in a permanent form, since it reveals

the real names of the parties involved. 1t is
considered a breach of the oath to reveal those

names o anyone.

Ferrum ( @zr@ﬂ//zzzm Seutinel”)

Quote: To say that the strong should serve the weak is like
asserting that the farmer should plow for the oxen. Power conveys
responsibilities, of course, but to abase oneself as a slave before
one’s lessers is not among them.

Background: Andrew Cain was born to both loving and
wealthy parents living in an upscale town north of Boston.
His childhood was a happy one, shared with a brother two
years his junior. He attended fine schools, and was always a
popular youth, surrounded by friends and hangers-on. His
Awakening at the age of 16 was, in many ways, the ultimate
expression of his natural good fortune and forceful personal-
ity. After Andrew’s eyes were opened to the truths of the
world, he was taken in by the willworkers of the Academy
(under the guise of a school for “exceptional students”) and

38

I

= O
<3N
Z X, Ny
f { (‘(;:’;ef {«/ =
i e
o | )

given an education in his unique new abilities. His parents
were thrilled that his brief “troubled phase” was quickly
surmounted. Four years later, his younger brother, Derek,
joined him. During this time, Andrew came under the
tutelage of Apollonia, one of the mages of the Brotherhood
of the Ineffable Truth, and seemed slated for the fast track to
success within that august cabal.

As he came into his own within the Academy, however,
Andrew became fascinated with the Duel Arcane and the
ethic of personal might espoused by manyantiquated Awak-
ened scholars— not merely power for its own sake, but power
asa vehicle to perfection of the self. Reflecting upon his own
life, Andrew came to see the ways in which he had squan-
dered the near-boundless strength he already possessed and
devoted himself to honing his abilities. He took the shadow
name Ferrum (“Iron”) to proclaim his martial focus and his
battle prowess. In 1999, at the age of 20, he defeated his
teacher in a Duel, demonstrating the heights to which his
philosophy had raised him, and gathered up a few of the
Academy’s most promising students, his younger brother
among them, to serve as a cabal of gentlemen warriors.

Ferrum received the news of his brother’s death two years
ago with stoic silence and watched impassively his parents’
descent into despair, over what they had been told was a
“gruesome motorcycle accident,” culminating with their
suicides just over a year ago. He has nightmares, of course,
and sometimes looks at their pictures and cries, but he puts
on an unyielding facade for Potestas and Aurem, and for his
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Dark Matter (+), Alter Accuracy (-+), Armor Piercing (>++);
Prime — Dispel Magic (+), Squaring the Circle (++)
Mana/per Tum: 13/4 '
Weapons/Attacks: _
Type Damage  Size  Special Dice Pool
Brawl B) - — 6 .
Artifact Sword 3(L) 2 8 again 11

cabal. In Ferrum’s darkest hours, he wonders if this, the
eradication of all human weakness (that which binds him to
the crude and contemptible Fallen World), is not all for the
best. He maintains a small personal Hallow in West Newbury,
near where he grew up, with which he supplements the Mana
given to his cabal by the Knights’ pact with the Brotherhood.

Description: Ferrum is a painfully handsome young man,
with his long, black hair falling freely down his shoulders and
back, giving him the bearing of a warrior of old. His ice-blue
eyes look forcefully and unflinchingly upon any who meet his
gaze. He stands tall and proud, always impeccably attired in
dark, expensive suits. His voice seems almost too deep for his
angelic countenance, and he usually speaks quite softly but
with the simple confidence of a commander who is used to
giving orders in the heat of battle and being obeyed.

His Nimbus manifests as a warping in the air around his
body, as though from intense heat.

Storytelling Hints: Ferrum, put simply, takes no shit from
anyone. He bristles when even the likes of Potestas and Aurem
talk down to him, though his oaths of loyalty and service,
married to an antiquated sense of Duelist’s honor, enable him
to check his anger while still saving face. On occasion, melan-
choly over what he has lost overtakes him, and he retreats into
solitude, but, just as often, he meets his sorrow head-on and
refuses to yield an inch to it, though he often becomes more
short-tempered than usual during such times.

Dedicated Magical Tools: Steel wand
Real Name: Andrew Cain
Path: Obrimos
Order: Adamantine Arrow
Mental Attributes: Intelligence 3, Wits 5, Resolve 4

Armor: 5/4 (reinforced clothing and “Unseen Shield,”
Forces )

Tanshien’s Thormn (Artifact «se«++)
Durability 6, Size 2, Structure 8

Mana Capacity: Maximum 11

This sword is a long, single-edged weapon with
a very slight curve along the blade, which, along
with the guard and pommel, appears to be of .
mirrored white gold, set with glyphs of a pearl-like
substance, unknown even to‘the most erudite
scholars of Atlantean lore. The hilt is wrapped in
metallic wire of a very pale gray-blue hue. The
Arfifact originated in Arcadia, and provides
extraordinary good fortune to any stroke of the
sword (a persistent Fate 3 “Superlative Luck”
effect; see Mage: The Awakening, p. 156).
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Quote: Fight if you can, run if you must, but never submit

Physical Attributes: Strength 3, Dexterity 5, Stamina 3
Social Attributes: Presence 3, Manipulation 2, Composure 4
Mental Skills: Academics (Classics) 3, Crafts 2, Investiga-

while there’s still life left in you.
Background: Born the daughter of two hardworking par-
ents in Revere, just north of Boston, Adrianna Reilly had

tion 2, Medicine 3, Occult 3, Science 1

Physical Skills: Athletics 3, Brawl 3, Firearms 1, Lar-
ceny 2, Stealth 1, Survival 2, Weaponry (Swords) 4

Social Skills: Intimidation (Physical Threats) 4, Per-
suasion (Seduction) 3, Socialize (Formal Events) 2,
Streetwise 2, Subterfuge 2

Merits: Artifact, Disarm, Fast Reflexes 2, Fighting Style
(Kung Fu) 3, Hallow 1 (Personal), High Speech, Language
(Latin), Library (Shared; The Awakened in Warfare, The
Duel Arcane), Quick Draw (Weaponry), Resources 5,
Sanctum (Shared) 1, Status (Consilium 3, Order 4), Striking
Looks 4, Weaponry Dodge

instilled in her from a very young age the notion that there
wasaright way and a wrong way to live, and that honest labor
was its own reward. Her parents were decently devout, and
they wanted their daughter to be more faithful than they, so
they took turns bringing her to church on Sundays, and made
certain that she attended a Catholic school. None of that
turned out to be particularly helpful to her when her father’s
younger brother began sexually abusing her at the age of 11.

Adrianna was meek by nature, and her uncle played on
that to make her feel that what was happening to her was a
shameful secret and something she had brought on herself.

W

Willpower: 8 She kept quiet and prayed for release from the anguish she
Wisdom: 6 was feeling. Truly convinced that her abuse was her own
Virtue: Fortitude fault, she begged God to help her to be someone worthy of
Vice: Wrath not being preyed upon. After years of being answered only by
Initiative: 9 her own muffled sobs, she concluded that God wasn’t going
Defense: 5 to answer, and took matters into her own hands. A typewrit-
Speed: 1'3 ten letter saying only, “I'm so sorry” was found next to where
I-qultl';- 8 he lay, facedown, on his own kitchen table, a pistol in his
Gnosis: 4 hand and about a dozen photographs of his tearful, 19-year-

old niece in various states of undress. The young woman
confirmed heruncle’s depredations, and no one much seemed
to care whether or not he had taken his own life. At the very
moment he was lowered into a pauper’s grave, his family
unwilling to see to even the final disposition of his corpse,
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Arcana: Forces 4, life 3, Matter 3, Prime 2

Rotes: Forces — Nightsight (+), Unseen Shield (-+), Teleki-
netic Strike (-+), Energetic Attack (---+); Life — Cleanse the
Body (+), Self-Healing (-+), Honing the Form (-*+); Matter —




Adrianna found herself in a place of perpetual dusk, at the
foot of a great tower of lead, where no winds blew and no
sound disturbed the silence.
After her Awakening, Adrianna retreated into herself.
Her new senses and abilities frightened her, and she didn’t
know what to do with them. She was in such a staté that
Potestas found her, during one her rare forays out of the
house. She was living in her parents’ basement, trying to
forget the world in darkness and solitude. He brought her to
the Academy and arranged for Ferrum to train her. The
young warrior taught her to seize the world by the throat, to
fear nothing and to destroy those who would subjugate her.
She became to him the sister he never had, and a potent
addition to his cabal. Now, known as Archer, the Exalted
Knights’ gunman, she locks away the pain of her years-long
abuse, drowning it out with the report of her pistols.
Description: Archer is tall and slender, perhaps a bit too
thin. She is pretty, but has a hollow, haunted look to her that
most find at least a little unsettling. Her blond hair is worn
short and spiky, and she has a scar that starts at the middle of
her hairline and drops to just above her right eyebrow. She
often smirks, but, for the most part, no trace of her smile
reaches her blue-green eyes. Archer usually dresses in boots,
heavy jeans, T-shirts and a leather jacket from under which
she seems to be able to produce numerous pairs of firearms
when needed.
Archer’sNimbusappears as rapidly condensing frost, cling-
ing to her hair, skin and clothing. While her Nimbus is
active, her breath is also visible, as if from the cold.
Storytelling Hints: Archer is, in many ways, still defined
by the abuse she suffered as a child and young woman. She
allows no one to get too close to her, save perhaps for Ferrum,
who taught her to harness her rage and pain and use them as
weapons, but knew nothing of helping her to surmount the
feelings. Despite what she may believe, and despite his best
intentions, he did her no favors in the long term. She is at
least somewhat distant even with her other cabalmates, and
her inner life is a constant and desperate struggle not to
succumb to despair. The mindset that helped her to survive
a traumatic youth followed by a cold and ominous Awaken-
ing and a life of tightly leashed rage is threatening to rob
Archer of her humanity.
Dedicated Magical Tools: Pocket mirror
Real Name: Adrianna Reilly
~ Path: Moros

Order: Adamantine Arrow

Mental Attributes: Intelligence 2, Wits 3, Resolve 4

Physical Attributes: Strength 2, Dexterity 4, Stamina 2

Social Attributes: Presence 2, Manipulation 2, Composure 5

Mental Skills: Academics 2, Crafts (Gunsmithing) 3,
Investigation 2, Medicine 1, Occult (Ghosts) 2, Science 1

Physical Skills: Athletics 2, Brawl 1, Firearms (Pistols,
Rifles) 5, Larceny 2, Stealth 3, Weaponry 2

Social Skills: Intimidation (Interrogation) 2, Streetwise 2,
Subterfuge 1

Merits: Ambidextrous, Fast Reflexes 1, Gunslinger, High
Speech, Language (Latin), Library (Shared; The Awakened
in Warfare, The Duel Arcane), Quick Draw (Firearms),

Resources 2, Sanctum (Shared) 1, Status (Consilium 1,
Order 2) ;

o

Willpower: 9

Wisdom: 4 (Depression, Inferiority Complex)

Virtue: Justice

Vice: Wrath

Initiative: 9

Defense: 3

Speed: 11

Health: 7

Gnosis: 2

Arcana: Death 3, Matter 2, Space 2, Spirit 1

Rotes: Death— Soul Marks (+), Corpse Mask (++), Devour-
ing the Slain (+++); Matter — Dark Matter (+), Alter Accuracy
(--%; Space — Omnivision (), Apportation (-); Spirit —
Exorcist’s Eye ()

Mana/per Tum: 11/2

Weapons/Attacks:
Type . Rage  Cip Sze Spedd
light pistol  2(1) 20/40/80 1741 1 —

Amor: 3 ("Entropic Guard,” Death +*)

DicePool
12
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Quote: Is that all you've got?

Background: David Sasaki never quite fit in. He was the
only Asian American kid in his class in elementary school,
the son of two second-generation Japanese Americans. His
parents tried to instill in him a respect for his cultural
heritage, but he was having none of it. Likewise, he found it
hatd to make friends, as his ethnicity made him an easy target
for the petty cruelties of the other children. Eventually, he
stopped trying to make friends entirely. David slacked off in

. school and spent almost all of his time alone. His parents first
became angry, and then worried, as their only child retreated
more and more into himself.

Upon graduating from high school, he drifted from job to
job, never settling down. Working as an overnight clerk at a
motel north of Boston, his third such job in as many years, he
heard a crackling explosion, as a transformer outside was hit
by lightning. Curious, he stepped out to look at the wreckage
from arespectful distance, and was suddenly overwhelmed by
a feeling of dread. Another bolt is coming, he realized, and if I
don’tcatchit, itwill killme. Without understanding why he did
so, David reached out hishand, even as every hair on his body
stood on end, and saw a key, wreathed in golden flame,
suspended in the air, just beyond his fingertips.

David awoke in the ICU, with the doctor telling him that
he was extraordinarily fortunate to have survived. David was
too busy making sense of the things he had seen and heard
while unconscious to pay much heed. Soon after, drawn by
the second-page newspaper story David’s experience had
earned, Ferrum contacted him and, learning of his Awak-
ened nature, offered to take him in and teach him of the path
of the Obrimos ahd the way of the Adamantine Arrow.
Adopting the shadow name Ikazuchi (“Thunder”), David
discovered that he finally understood his purpose, his place,
in things: a warrior who has spurned his roots, a master of the
elements, forged by lightning and tempered by magic.

Description: lkazuchi is a handsome man,'if not remark-
ably so, possessed of rugged good looks. His hair is cut very
short, and he wears neat, thin sideburns. He usually dresses
in fashionable clothes that tend toward the formal, clothing
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suitable for clubbing*in upscale establishments. There is a
certain air of distance in his demeanor, though, an almost
palpable sense of isolation. His voice is low and gravelly, as
though somewhat unaccustomed to speech. He has few
distinguishing' mannerisms, save perhaps for his tendency for
silence and stillness.

His Nimbus appears as a wreath of tiny electrical arcs or
Lichtenberg figures (fernlike branches of electricity) coming
off his body.

Storytelling Hints: lkazuchi is fairly unfriendly, far more
interested in his inner life and his personal quest for perfection
than in any external relationships. To him, people are just
means to ends. Even Ferrum, whom Ikazuchi considers about
the closest person he has to a friend, is a stepping stone on his
path to dominion over the elements. Of course, he is quite
capable of being polite and well mannered, but there is a
coldness in even his kindest words, a vague sense that those to
whom he speaks are little more than inanimate objects to him.

Dedicated Magical Tools: Pocket knife
Real Name: David Sasaki :

Path: Obrimos

Order: Adamantine Arrow

Mental Attributes: Intelligence 3, Wits 3, Resolve 2

Physical Attributes: Strength 2, Dexterity 3, Stamina 2
) Social Attributes: Presence 1, Manipulation 3, Composure

Mental Skills: Academics 2, Computer1, Crafts (Repair) 2,
Medicine 1, Occult 1, Science 2 :

Physical Skills: Athletics 1, Brawl 2, Drive (Motorcycles)
2, Stealth 1, Weaponry 2

Social Skills: Expression 1, Intimidation (Staredowns) 2,
Streetwise 1, Subterfuge 2

Merits: High Speech, Iron Stamina 2, Language (Japa-
nese), Library (Shared; The Awakened in Wartare, The Duel
Arcane), Resources 3, Sanctum (Shared) 1, Status (Consilium
1, Order 1)

Willpower: 6 -

Wisdom: 5 (Narcissism

Virtue: Temperance

Vice: Pride

Initiative: 7

Defense: 3

Speed: 10

Health: 7

Gnosis: 2

Arcana: Forces 3, Matter 1, Prime ‘2

Rotes: Forces — Nightsight (+), Influence Electricity (--),
Call Lightning (+); Matter— Alter Conductivity (+); Prime —
Dispel Magic (+), Squaring the Circle (-*)

Mana/per Tum: 11/2

Armor: 3 ("Unseen Shield,” Forces **)

(9»{ 141/45 v

Quote: This world belongs to the bold.

Background: Born Jennifer Hanson, the girl who would one
day become the warrior Cathubodva had a childhood that was
anything but normal. Since she could first speak, she talked of
things hiding at the corners of vision and in the shadows, but
she was not afraid of them. Quite the contrary, she considered
them friends. When she was 19, while dreaming, she followed

a great black raven to a towering tree, where the shadows
revealed themselves and spoke to her. Soon after, she was
discovered by the willworkers of the Academy while experi-
menting with Spirit Arcanum magic and taught to use her
abilities. She particularly identified with the Gaulish Celts, her
mother’s remote ancestors. Upon the completion of her train-
ing, she took the shadow name Cathubodva, which means
“Battle Raven,” a goddess of war and death.

When the Exalted Knighthood was convened, Cathubodva
was the first one Ferrum invited into the cabal. In many ways,
she is the only Knight he considers to be (nearly) an equal. Her
fury in combat is matched only by her bluster (whether on the
field or off it), though the Knights (with the notable exception
of Ikazuchi) find it to be an endearing characteristic. She is the
Knight who chafes most at the control of the Brotherhood and
the proxy authority of the Ebon Noose.

Description: Cathubodva has an athletic but voluptuous
build. Her wild mane of dark brown hairfalls over black, almond-
shaped eyes. She usually wraps her breasts in a simple swatch of
dark cloth in lieu of a shirt or blouse and wears tight-fitting
studded leathers, both a jacket and pants, that seem more like
armor than clothing. When out and about, she wears heavy
boots, but almost always goes barefoot in combat when able to
prepare forit, preferring tofeel the earth directlybeneath herfeet,
and often shrugs off her jacket, trusting to her skills above any
mundane protection. When expecting a fight, she sometimes
paints her exposed skin with Celtic knot work patterns.

Her Nimbus appears as a tremendously intricate pattern of
writhing pale blue knotwork, weaving around her body at a
distance of about six inches.

Storytelling Hints: Cathubodva is every inch the warrior-
maiden of old and is a firm proponent of the time-honored
martial tradition of boasting. What’s the point of accomplish-
ing great things, she reasons, if you keep such accomplishments
to yourself? She seeks ways'to bring the Knights out from under
the Brotherhood’s thumb, without violating the spirit of her
cabal’s oaths (which, even were they not enforced by magic,
would be extremely important to her). She is cunning and
crafty, but prefers to leave the deep thinking to others; let them
chronicle history while she is busy making it.

Dedicated Magical Tools: Knife, Celtic tattoos (Life
magic)

Real Name: Jennifer Hanson

Path: Thyrsus

Order: Adamantine Arrow

Mental Attributes: Intelligence 2, Wits 3, Resolve 3

Physical Attributes: Strength 3, Dexterity 3, Stamina 3

Social Attributes: Presence 3, Manipulation 2, Composure 2

Mental Skills: Crafts (Weaponsmith) 3, Medicine (Emer-
gency Care) 3, Occult 3

Physical Skills: Athletics 3, Brawl 2, Survival 3, Weap-
onry (Spears) 4

Social Skills: Animal Ken 3, Intimidation (Bluster) 3,
Persuasion 2, Streetwise 1

Merits: Disarm, Destiny 3 (Bane: “A man with a blade of
shadows”), Fast Reflexes 2, High Speech, Iron Stamina 1,
Language (Breton), library (Shared; The Awakened in
Warfare, The Duel Arconreg, Sanctum (Shared) 1, Status
(Order 1), Striking Looks 2

Willpower: 5
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Wisdom: 7 help gain an audience with the Brotherhood of the

Virtue: Faith . Ineffable Truth or even lend some much-needed
Vice: Pride backup in a perilous situation.
g;?$£.; Of course, an outspoken critic of the Duel Arcane
Speed: 11 (perhaps a Free Council mage or one of another order
Health: 8 ‘who personally finds the practice barbaric and
Gnosis: 2 distasteful) will discover that the Knights hold nothing
Arcana: Fate 2! Life 2, Spirit 2 but scom fog him, unless he is capable of proving his
Rotes: Fate — Quantum Flux (+), Exceptional Luck (+): Life strength in other ways. Indeed, should such a

— Cleanse the Body (+), Self-Healing (++); Spirit— Spirit Sight character need access to the Brotherhood of the

(+), Ephemeral Shield (-+) Ineffable Truth, the Knights may actually actively

" Mana/per Tum: 11/2 work to stymie him and foul any relations he might

Weapons/Attacks: . have with them, using their close ties to the more
Type Damage Size ‘Special Dice Pool venerable cabal to deny him access. Given that the
Brawl (B) - = 5 : Knights serve in many ways as a buffer between the
Spear  3() 4 +1 Defense 11 Brotherhood and the rest of the Awakened commu-
Armor: 2 ("Organic Resilience,” Life +*) nity, such efforts can end up costing the character

valuable time and may even get him flatty denied an
audience. To prove his worth, he may be required to
defeat a Knight in the Duel Arcane. (How exactly he
will manage to do so is his problem, as far as the
Knights are concemed). Or, he may be administered
a test of strength (which is apt to encompass physical
prowess, mystic might and strength of character).

Story Hook —
The Duellists

If any of the characters display an interest in the
Duel Arcane, the Knights may well invite such
individuals to swap stories, trade lore and perhaps
even spar. The Knights are always on the lookout for ]

new techniques to use in their Duels, and they are N
interested in the philosophies practiced by other j e ( Cri ﬂ»}/f 94
Duelists, both masters of the art and novices alike. If )
a character acquits herself particularty well (either in
terms of her knowledge of the Duel Arcane or her
performance during one), she will find herself with
the respect of the Knights and perhaps, in time, their
- friendship. For such a character, the Knights may
prove willing to share old knowledge (especially
regarding famed Duelists or Awakened warriors),

For nearly 300 years, on and off, there has been a cabal in

- the Boston area using a bronze ouroboros as its calling card.
Killing has been its business. If any Awakened know for
certain whether or not such cabals trace a straight line of
descent from master tostudent, they are not saying. The most
recent such fellowship to operate locally is known as the
Gravediggers. Like their predecessors, the Gravediggers an-

We protect them from A strange lot, but they

their own naiveté. _._\L]fp tethemselves.

Their claims of royalty
mean nothing fo us. y

Eat, drink and make The\f e:{Iink of
merry, for tomorrow yo I.

may die.
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-.' -\ o = p
= "K ‘< 7
r g The Brotherhood heeds them, and so - v g
%‘ shall we. There are worse lords to Rel 'U‘mémgime of
s 3 serve in this world. .
L9
g ]




\k

W

swer to the Consilium and address threats to the stability of
Awakened affairs in a discrete but permanent fashion.

[t is said that membership in the cabal requires all manner
of oaths, as well as elaborate induction ceremonies. Further-
more, it is rumored that an induced near-death experience is
the final test for prospective members, and that failures
watch as impotent shades as their corporeal forms are de-
stroyed by magic. Most Awakened doubt such rumors,
dismissing them as part of the Gravediggers’ carefully crafted
mystique. In whatever case, they must certainly be good at
their jobs, as two members of the cabal are empowered to act
as Sentinels for the Consilium, and all but one of the rest are
often brought along on the Hierarch’s “martial errands.”

The Gravediggers' Oath
The Gravediggers made dire vows when they
first came together as a cabal, vows that were .
sanctified by Hydra. Violation of the
Gravediggers’ oath is punished by-a Fate 2 "The
Evil Eye” spell (see Mage: The Awakening, pp.
151-152). The vows are as follows:

] shall keep sacred the bonds between the
living and the dead. 1 shall bring death where it
js needed, and tend jt where it grows. ] shall
never forget my responsibilities as a shepherd of
the dead, and will defend Windham Manor fo

the last.against all enemies, no matter their
origin or their strength. 1 will not betray my

fellows, or may ] be fed to the sea, devourer of
the wicked, and my bones come fo rest in the
lightless depths, from which there js no succor.

(/[ )1/1%/: n vf[ Aner
( ;574/1(‘2’7{%/0&571;(@ eoeo ./f (alliy 99O )

Windham Manor is perched on a sea cliff in Gloucester. A
network of caves extends beneath the house, carved into the
rock by millions of years of tides. A sprawling graveyard is
located at the back of the property, overlooking the water, but
it is almost completely overgrown. The house itself is badly in
need of repair in a number of places, with the roof sagging here
and there, and water leaking into some of the upstairs rooms.
Footfallsfromno Earthly tread are often heard in the night, pale
lights sometimes dance among the graves and the roar of the
ocean in the caves below occasionally sounds like tormented
moaning, especially on moonless nights. .

Windham Manor’s Hallow (a 4-dot shared Hallow) is found
in the sea caves, which are accessible from the dank, dripping
recesses of the house’s basement. The progress is treacherous,
and no light gets down there (save perhaps for that carried by
unquiet spirits), so those seeking to harvest Mana must bring
their own illumination. In the depths of the caverns, black salt
crystals, infused with tass, grow with almost unnatural swiftness
on strangely carved and half-submerged altars of unknown
purpose. In recessed shelves; beneath a great, corroded bronze
ouroboros, rest a number of human skulls, each of them
belonging to a member (whether by blood or by marriage) of

the Windham family. Carved into each skull is a pattern of
sigils, a cipher that has been passed down through the genera-
tions, that, translated, constitutes the Gravediggers’ library
(Ancient Horrors of the Sea, Hauntings, Local Conspiracies,

Old New England Families).
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“Quote: You young folks seem to have taken a wrong turn
somewhere. Surely, you weren’t trying to get here, were you? No,
surely not. Please, allow me to direct you back to the main road.

Background: Eugenia Windham is the last of the
Windhams, having buried her younger brother, Byron, five
years ago. She has been Awakened for nearly as long as she
canremember, daughter of a house possessed more than a few
blessed with the “the gift.” Hers was the only generation in
recent memory to boast two mages (herself and Byron), and
her parents’ had none. Still, old Hephzibah Windham,
Eugenia’s grandmother, instructed her in the family’s secret
arts — the power to kill with a glance, to strike down the
enemies of the Consilium and to keep Boston and environs
safe for “lesser willworkers.” At the end of her instruction,
Eugenia took the name Hydra, the serpent that rises up from
each wound, stronger than before.

The death of Byron was the death of Hydra’s first cabal, the
Bleak Wind, as the other two members (both about 10 years
Eugenia’s 'senior) had already passed years before. It was
purely by chance that she had occasion to learn of Reinga, as
he summoned up one of the spirits of her ancestors, using an
antique silver goblet that had once belonged to the family.
The two made contact through spectral intermediaries, and
Reinga eventually brought his nascent cabal to Windham
Manor, whereupon dire oaths were sworn and the
Gravediggers were born.

The wisest and, by far, eldest member of the cabal, Hydra is
content to allow the younger, more dynamic mages to do the
field work and claim the lion’s share of the glory for themselves.
Onlyahandful of local willworkers, mostly Adamantine Arrow
mages and high-ranking members of the Consilium (in which
she serves as a remote and rarely heard Councilor), even know
that Hydra is a member of the Gravediggers. For the most part,
Hydra no longer leaves Windham Manor, whiling away what
hours are not spent counseling or using her powerful magics for
the other Gravediggers in caring for the house and the unquiet
shades that walk its halls and the caverns below. Though she
hasnot yet come up with asatisfactory way to broach the matter
to him, she is considering marrying Reinga, not out of any
romantic interest but instead to forge a direct line of inherit-
ance that her semi-departed kin will honor when she is gone.

Description: Hydra looks the part of a wealthy, kindly old
New England spinster. She dresses in clothing better suited
to the late 19th century than the early 21st and moves with
all the quiet dignity and grace of a proper, old-fashioned lady.
Her voice is soft and carries the deliberate quality of New
England aristocracy. She sometimes whispers softly to the
shades of the dead, which can be a disconcerting habit for
those not possessed of a sense for such things (or years of
familiarity with her). Despite her almost grandmotherly
bearing, Hydra is surrounded by a terrible sense of forebod-
ing, afeeling of clinging horror that closes in around all those

she deals with.



Her Nimbus manifests as an aura of shadows that ripples
outward from her aged frame, rustling her clothing like a
strong, circling breeze.

Storytelling Hints: Hydra is weary and jaded, and there isa
part of her that is eager to pass on and join her ancestors in the
next world. Still, she feels that the Gravediggers need het, and
she cannot rest until they are secure in their power and their
place in the hierarchy of the Consilium, perhaps by arranging
for Reinga to be elected Councilor in her place. She often visits
Byron’s grave and tries to find some trace of him in the realms
of the dead, but he seems to have passed on in peace, for
nothing, not even the faintest shadow of his spirit, answers her
call. After those times, she is maudlin, sometimes for days on
end, but does her best not to let it show.

Dedicated Magical Tools: Ornate hand mirror, deck of
playing cards (Fate magic)

Real Name: Eugenia Windham

Path: Moros

Order: Adamantine Arrow '

Mental Attributes: Intelligence 3, Wits 3, Resolve 5
Physical Attributes: Strength 1, Dexterity 3, Stamina 2
Social Attributes: Presence 3, Manipulation 2, Compo-

Mind — Aura Perception (+); Prime — Inscribe Grimoire (+)

Mana/per Tum: 14/5
Armor: 5 ("Entropic Guard,” Death -*)

//C eunga & [}//244:[ (ﬂ’ﬂt/{yz’ J/
dtéte: Ycéﬂ find your ghosts, or they find you. Either way,
there must come a reckoning.

Background: Thomas Moana is proud of his Maori heritage,
but prouder still of his duty as an intermediary between the
living and the dead. His parents died in a car crash the day
before his 18th birthday. The next day, they visited him while
he grieved, and he lapsed into a deep trance, during which they
guided him down among the dead, and placed a lead coin in his
hands, with which to buy passage to whichever world he chose:
that of the living or that of the dead. In the end, he chose both,
and Awakened to the power within him. Soon, after a brief
period of instruction in the ways of the Adamantine Arrow
from a wandering shaman, Thomas found himself in the
company of others, gifted like him, but not quite the same.

When he discovered Hydra, all of that changed. The
young man who had come to call himself Reinga (after the
name for the Maori underworld) saw in the much-older

sure 5 woman a kindred spirit, someone who could understand the
Mental Skills: Academics 4, Crafts (Sewing) 2, Investiga- weight he carried. When she proposed forming a cabal with
tion (Autopsy) 3, Medicine 2, Occult 5, Science 3 Reingaand his two friends, he was overjoyed. He had a family
Physical Skills: Athletics 2, Brawl 2, Frearms 1, Larceny again. Now, he is a warrior and a
(Sleight of Hand) 4, Stealth 3, Weaponry (Knives) 3 bringer of death. He is also a cus-
Social Skills: Empathy 2, Expression (Correspon- todian of the dead, A
dence) 2, Intimidation (Torture) 3, Persuasion 1, (,,‘ shepherding them A==/
Socialize 3, Subterfuge 3 PR asbest hemay, TS (“
Merits: Dream 3, Fighting Finesse (Knives), Yo ATz ) ﬁ -
Hallow (Shared) 4, High Speech, language Eﬁ)) "
A

(French, latin), Library (Shared; Ancient

Horrors of the Sea, Hauntings, Local A

Conspiracies, Old New England Fami- - ,-PR}

lies), Meditative Mind, Occultation 3 :

3, Resources 4, Sanctum (Shared)

5, Status (Consilium 5, Or-

der 3)
Willpower: 10
Wisdom: 5
Virtue: Hope
Vice: Envy

~ Initiative: 8

~ Defense: 3
Speed: 9
Health: 7
Gnosis: 5

. Arcana: Death 5, Fate g
4, Matter4, Mind1, Prime "
1 b

Rotes: Death—Speakwith 9
the Dead (+), Soul Jar (++), Ghost
Gate (+++), Haunting (++=+), Quicken |y
Ghost (s+=+); Fafe — The Sybil's [}l |
Sight (+),-Exceptional Luck (-+),
Monkey's Paw (+++), Sanc- e
tify Oaths (s+++); Matter — €
Craftsman’s Eye (+), Shape
Water (-), Armor Piercing
(+++), Raw Creation (e**);

oo




and aiding them in finding peace in the next world. He is
seen as a leader by the Gravediggers, and it is a role that
pleases him. He sometimes worries for Hydra, when dark
moods overtake her, but knows that the day is not long in

Health: 8

Gnosis: 3 _

Arcana: Death 3, Life 2, Matter 1, Prime 2

Rotes: Death—Soul Marks (), Entropic Guard (++), Quicken

Corpse (+++); Life — Cleanse the Body (+), Self-Healing (-+);
Matter— Dark Matter (+); Prime — Dispel Magic (+), Unseen

coming when he will lead her to her final rest, and her house
will finally have peace and closure.

Description: Most people are intimidated by Reinga’s ap- Spy (+)
pearance. His features are blunt and severe, and his head, save Mana/per Turn: 12/3
for a braid at the back of his scalp, is clean-shaven. Almost all Weapons/Attacks: _ . .
of the exposed skin of his head, his face included, is covered in Type Damage Size Special Dice Pool
traditional Maori tattoos. He often goes shirtless, revealing still Brawl  (B) - - 7 '

more tattoos on his chest, shoulders and back. A few whale-
bone talismans hang around his thick neck on leather cords. He
favors loose jeans, belted tightly at his broad waist, and goes
barefoot as often as he can. In colder weather, he wears thick
sweaters and sneakers (boots in the snow).

Reinga’s Nimbus reveals itself as a spray of sea mist and a
slight darkening of the area immediately around him.

Storytelling Hints: Reinga is stoic but not taciturn. He is
actually a rather eloquent speaker, a fact that some find off-
putting, given his appearance. He loves Hydra like a dear old
aunt and would do almost anything to protect her. He takes
his role as the de facto leader of the Gravediggers seriously,
but he keeps Hydra’s involvement with the cabal a secret by
her request. Were she to ask for a position of public leader-
ship, he would happily cede it to her. He tries to be a friend
to the dead, but recognizes that not all of them need the same
sort of friendship. With the living, he is somewhat more
reserved, knowing that the Consilium could, at any time,
send the Gravediggers tokillanyone, and, given the Nemean’s
flair for the perverse, the marked mage may well be someone
Reinga likes.

Dedicated Magical Tools: Mirrored cigarette case, finger
bone (Death magic)
Real Name: Thomas Moana
Path: Moros _
Order: Adamantine Arrow
Mental Attributes: Intelligence 3, Wits 3, Resolve 3
Physical Attributes: Strength 4, Dexterity 3, Stamina 3
Social Attributes: Presence 3, Manipulation 2, Compo-

sure 3

Mental Skills: Academics 2, Crafts 2, Investigation 2,
Medicine 3, Occult (Ghosts) 3, Politics 1, Science 1
Physical Skills: Athletics (Swimming) 3, Brawl 3, Larceny
2, Stealth 2, Survival (Fishing) 3, Weaponry 3

Social Skills: Animal Xen 3, Empathy 2, Intimidation 3,

P
7 /.
S emé/ Ain

Armmor: 3 ("Entropic Guard,” Death ++)

uote: You have no secrets. I know your sins and they are
many, and now you must answer for them.

Background: Robert Hale started calling himself Sera-
phim some time before his Awakening, or, at least, he’s fairly
certain that he wasn’t yet Awakened when he first adopted
the name. Even as a child, he heard the voices of angels,
commanding him to do this and that. Sometimes, the things
they told him to do didn’t seem very nice, but Robert was a
good Catholic boy, and good Catholic boys did as angels bade
them. Sometime around the age of seven, he stopped telling
his parents that many of the things he did were charged to
him by a heavenly authority. He had gotten tired of spank-
ings on account of the truth.

As a teenager, he studied Judeo-Christian theology, both
mainstream and heretical. It was at that time he began to use
the name Seraphim, seeing himself as a messenger, herald
and helpmeet of the powers that demanded his loyalty and
service. One of his angels, faceless and terrible, brought him
before a mountain, shot through with cracks from countless
gnarled roots. He scaled that mountain, to find a great forest
atop it, where he drank from a cup of carved basalt, and.so
Awakened to the power within him. He wandered for two
years, unable to shut out the voices. At last, a strange old
sorcerer in the wilds of Maine found him; the older willworker
taught him that the beings he spoke with were not angels, or,
if they were, then no angels found in any book, holy or
otherwise, that he had ever laid eyes upon. Thus trans-
formed, Seraphim’s faith nevertheless survived, though he
sees his relationship with the divine in a somewhat different
light now, and knows that the name he chose for himself
years ago is the right one.

Description: Seraphim is a tall, lean man. His straw-

Persuasion 2, Streetwise 3, Subterfuge 1

Merits: Destiny 3 (Bane: “lifeless and undying, it will
come to claim that which you call your own.”), Fighting
Style (Boxing) 3, Hallow (Shared) 4, High Speech, lron
Stamina 2, Language (Maori), Library (Shared; Ancient
Horrors of the Sea, Hauntings, Local Conspiracies, Old New
England Families), Sanctum (Shared) 5, Status (Consilium
2, Order 2), Strong Back

colored hair spills down around his shoulders and frames his
face. A few days’ growth of beard is on his cheeks and chin.
He is soft-spoken and almost never raises his voice in anger,
which makes his sentences of death all the more chilling to
hear. He favors dark clothing, especially his long, unadorned
coat (which allows him to somewhat more credibly produce
objects out of thin air). He always maqves as though with
purpose; there is little wasted motion in his actions, regard-

w:lslggge; 6 less of what he is doing.

Virtue: (fho rity His Nimbus manifests as a soft radiance and luminous,
Vice: Envy half-seen, falling feathers that fade away as they float down
Ini ﬁc;ﬁve- 6 and slowly away from him. :

Defense;' 3 Storytelling Hints: Seraphim stopped being a vehicle for
Speed: 12 the petty desires of spirits long ago and resolved to become an
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angel, or the closest thing he can to such. To that end, he

seeks out hidden lore and attempts to shed what he perceives

as his human frailties — physical, spiritual and ethical alike.

As he sees it, those spirits he has put in bondage will one day

constitute his court. That he has had to become accustomed

to killing seems natural to him now; creatures like those into

which he is metamorphosing have been granting and taking

life since before mankind first tamed fire.

Dedicated Magical Tools: Pocket Bible

Real Name: Robert Hale

Path: Thyrsus

Order: Mysterium

Mental Attributes: Intelligence 3, Wits 2, Resolve 4

Physical Attributes: Strength 2, Dexterity 2, Stamina 3

Socgal Attributes: Presence 2, Manipulation 4, Compo-
sure

Mental Skills: Academics (Theology) 4, Computer 1,
Investigation (Artifacts) 3, Medicine 3, Occult (Angelic
Phenomena) 4 :

Physical Skills: Athletics 1, Brawl 1, Drive 1, Weaponry
(Swords) 3

Social Skills: Animal Ken 2, Empathy 3, Expression (Flute)
3, Infimidation 3, Persuasion 1, Socialize 1, Subterfuge
(Hiding Emotions) 3

Merits: Dream 5, High Speech, Holistic Awareness, Lan-
guage (Arabic, Aramaic, Hebrew, latin), Occultation 1,
Resources 2, Sanctum (Shared) 5, Status (Consilium 1,
Order 2), Weaponry Dodge

Willpower: 8

Wisdom: 5 (Narcissism)

Virtue: Faith

Vice: Lust

Initiative: 6

Defense: 2

Speed: 9

Health: 8

Gnosis: 3

Arcana: Life 3, Prime 1, Spirit 4

Rotes: Life—Healer's Trance (+), Self-Purging (++), Healing
Heart (-+); Prime — Supemal Vision (+); Spirit — Spint
Tongue (+), Lesser Spirit Summons (:+), Greater Spirit Sum-
mons (+++), Spirit Guardian (++*)

Mana/per Tum: 12/3

Armor: 4 ("Ephemeral Shield,” Spirit +*)
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Quote: We're not here to listen to your excuses. We're here
because it’s already too late for you.

Background: Layla Walker lived a fairly uneventful life
through her childhood and young adulthood. She was active
in sports and very popular, but nothing about her was truly
exceptional. Despite that, for years she wandered in dreams
and visions to a tower woven of great stone serpents, in the
middle of a primordial wilderness. While she was a junior in
college, Layla took severely ill, and was unconscious for days.
During that time, she made her longest, and final, journey to
that tower, in which she took up a jagged and razor-edged
book of obsidian, calling herself Eve, after the biblical first
woman, full of power and potential.

o

She met Reinga through mutual Sleeper acquaintances, and
the two got along famously, right from the start. He helped her
as best he could to get a handle on her magic and inducted her
into the Adamantine Arrow. When he started looking for
willworkers to bring together as the Gravediggers, she was a
natural choice and the first person he contacted. While hot-
tempered and not exactly the peacemaker of the cabal, Eve
contributesagreatdeal to the vitality that holds the Gravediggers
together and impels them onward as a group.

Description: Eve is a beautiful woman in her mid-20s,
with arich, coffee-colored complexion. She wears her black
hair in scores of thin braids, and almost always wears a leather
choker, ornamented with pieces of bone. She dresses simply,
in clothing suitable for combat. Her demeanor is passionate,
and her emotions run strong, whether for good or for ill. She
speaks with authority, but without arrogance, and expects
people to listen to her when she’s talking about something
she knows.

Storytelling Hints: Eve is temperamental, but her heart is
in the right place. Sometimes, her darker emotions get the
better of her; she can be a real bitch at those times, but the
Gravediggers are well aware of her foibles by now, and just
give her room and time to blow off steam. Only Hydra is
immune to her temper, as Eve sees the older woman in a
grandmotherly light. Eve’s abruptness and blunt honesty can
be seen as rudeness by those who don’t know her.

Her Nimbus appears as crawling and slithering phantom
vines that rise up from the ground to entangle themselves
around her legs and torso.

Dedicated Magical Tools: Knife

_ Real Name: Layla Walker

Path: Thyrsus

Order: Adamantine Arrow

Mental Attributes: Intelligence 2, Wits 4, Resolve 3

Physical Attributes: Strength 2, Dexterity 4, Stamina 3

Socgal Attributes: Presence 3, Manipulation 2, Compo-
sure

Mental Skills: Academics 1, Crafts (Leatherworking) 2,
Investigation 2, Medicine 4, Occult 2, Science 1

Physical Skills: Athletics 2, Brawl (Kicks) 4, Drive 2,
Firearms 1, Larceny 1, Stealth 2, Survival 3, Weaponry
(Knives) 2

Social Skills: Animal Ken 3, Empathy 1, Intimidation 3,
Persuasion 2, Streetwise 1

Merits: Fast Reflexes 1, Fighting Style (Kung Fu) 4, Fleet of
Foot 2, High Speech, Resources 2, Sanctum (Shared) 5,
Status (Consilium 2, Order 1), Striking Looks 4

Willpower: 6

Wisdom: 7

Virtue: Justice

Vice: Wrath

Initiative: 7

Defense: 4

Speed: 11

Health: 8

Gnosis: 2

Arcana: Fate 1, Forces 2, life 3, Spirit 2 -

Rotes: Fate — Quantum Flux (+); Forces — Nightsight (-),
Influence Fire (-+); Life — Healer's Trance (), Organic
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Resilience (++), Healing Heart (+++); Spirit— Second Sight (+),
Gossamer Touch (-+)

Mana/per Tum: 11/2

Weapons/Attacks:
Type Damage Size Special Dice Pool
Kick  (B) - = 7

Armor: 3 ("Organic Resilience,” Life )
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Quote: Truly, 'msorry thatit’s come to this, but we each have
our roles to play. Are you of a mind to go peacefully, then? No,
I thought not.

Background: Since childhood, Ronald Napier had to get
used to the idea of looking down on people. It was difficult for
him, as he was shy by nature. Some kids liked to pick fights
with him, attacking him in numbers and laughing as the
gentle youth ran home, crying. The one time he stood up for
himself, he broke another boy’s arm and was severely pun-
ished. He learned to keep his strength to himself after that
and not to harm those who would try to-hurt him since they
were, almost without exception, ignorant and cowardly. It
was a mindset that served him well, until the night he got
word that his mother had been killed and his father critically
wounded by a burglar.

Ron fell into a deep depression, somehow féeling that he
had failed. He spent months looking for answers at the
bottom of a bottle, and, one morning, as the sun rose, came
to a realization: some people, according to their actions,
deserved to be hurt. That night, Ron heard screaming in an
alley near his apartment building. He investigated, and
found a young man standing over a woman he had just
stabbed to death. Ron remembers only that his fists fell
repeatedly on the man (he still has a scar on his right palm
from the killer’s knife), and that he then stood over two
bodies, while gray lightning split the mad, roiling black
clouds and a heavy rain fell.

Strangely, the coroner concluded that the killer had seem-
ingly died of a coronary, despite no evidence of heart disease,
heavy drug use or any other telltale symptom of such an end at
his young age. For some reason still unknown to Ron, he was
taken by Culsu, of the Shadow Chorus; dubbed Hades and
taught the ways of both the Path and order. At the end of his
instruction, she released him to find his own way. He went
without a cabal for some time, five years ago accepting Reinga’s
offer of alliance in a new cabal. Now, Hades serves the
Gravediggers as both looming executioner and voice of con-
science, protecting the innocent from things they were not
meant to know and evils that were never meant to befall them.

Description: Hades towers over most people, with a mas-
sive, powerful build. His wiry, black mane of hair and
bristling beard lead most people to think that he is an
ignorant brute, but his manner of speech shows him to be a
man of some intelligence, if not an intellectual. He dresses
simply, in clothes that are easily repaired or replaced, often
shopping at Army/Navy surplus stores. His tread is heavy and
ponderous, but he can be quite agile when need be.

Hades’ Nimbus reveals itself as flickering crimson light from
below, as if from distant flames or the glow of churning magma.

Storytelling Hints: Hades is a calm, gentle man by nature.
He doesn’t like to hurt people, but now recognizes that some
people (and some things) in this world understand only the
language of violence. Still, he tries to find a peaceable
solution whenever the opportunity presents itself. He is still
somewhat shy, and prefers to let others (usually Reinga) do
the talking, though he will step in and speak if he feels that
his opinion is not being adequately represented.

Dedicated Magical Tools: Lead pipe
Real Name: Ronald Napier
Path: Moros
Order: Guardians of the Veil
Mental Attributes: Intelligence 3, Wits 2, Resolve 3
Physical Attributes: Strength 5, Dexterity 3, Stamina 4

Social Attributes: Presence 2, Manipulation 1, Composure
3

Mental Skills: Academics 2, Crafts 1, Investigation 1,
Medicine (First Aid) 1, Occult 2 )

Physical Skills: Athletics 2, Brawl 4, Stealth 1, Survival 1,
Weaponry (Axes) 3

Social Skills: Animal Ken (Dogs) 2, Empathy 2, Expression
2, Intimidation 1, Persuasion 1, Socialize 1

Merits: Brawling Dodge, Fighting Style (Boxing) 2, Giant,
High Speech, Sanctum (Shared) 5, Status (Consilium 2,
Order 1), Strong Back

Willpower: 6

Wisdom: 8

Virtue: Charity

Vice: Sloth

Initiative: 6

Defense: 2

Speed: 13

Health: 9

Gnosis: 2

Arcana: Death 2, life 2,;Matter 2, Prime 1

Rotes: Death — Forensic Gaze (+), Decay (-); Life —
Cleanse the Body (+), Self-Healing (-+); Matter — Detect
Substance (+), Steel Windows (++); Prime — Discern Phan-
tasm (+) _

Mana/per Tum: 11/2

‘Weapons/Attacks:

Type Damage Size  Special Dice Pool
Brawl (B) - . 9

Great axe 5(1) 4 9 again 14

Armor: 2 ("Unseen Aegis,” Matter ++)

Sfory Hook —
Target of Liquidation

Someone important to one or more of the
characters (preferably a Sleeper, someone who
has apparently done nothing to warrant death)

has been targeted by the Gravediggers. Since
Reinga is a reasonable man, and not particularly
happy about this assignment, he seeks out the
cabal and offers them a chance to get the job
called off. The only catch is that it comes down
directly from the Nemean, who is not often
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inclined to change his mind once he has decided
that someone needs to die. He won't discuss his
reasons for the killing, though he will entertain
pleas to spare the individual's life — a situation
made all the more frustrating by the fact that the
characters likely lack the means to figure out
why he wanted the target killed in the first place.

The Gravediggers know that the Nemean
regards the individual’s continued existence as
“potentially dangerous.” Perhaps divinations or
omens have led the Nemean to such a conclu-

sion. Perhaps he’s simply lying, and the un-
known third signatory of the Secret Concord
desires this person dead for reasons not dis-
closed. The sentence of death may have come
down for very nearly any reason — maybe even
to test the loyalty of the Gravediggers to the
Consilium. The members of the cabal also know
that the Nemean wants the person killed quickly,
and they are actually chancing his wrath by
granting this stay of execution. They won't go
out of their way to mention that latter fact to the

characters, but anyone who knows anything of
the Hierarch is well aware that he is not apt to
react well to any delay.

?’0 r‘(%fa M/ZCL/

The Free Council in Boston is, as everywhere, an eclectic
band of willworkers, counting among its numbers radicals,
crackpots and malcontents alike. Once, their war with the
local Guardians of the Veil laid low the Guardians’ hege-
mony over Boston’s Consilium, but times have changed and
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Their sense of obligation

the Council’s fortunes have also waned. In recent years,
these mages have existed on the fringes of society, neither
influential nor outcast. For the most part, they prefer things
that way, free of power and the responsibility it entails. There
are exceptions to the rule, of course, but the order’s members
know that the Silver Ladder isn’t going to compromise its
clout in any way and that, if it did, it would be the Guardians
of the Veil who took the first crack at them. As the Free
Council see it, it is far safer, and wiser, to keep the low profile
they’ve been maintaining in and around Boston.
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Pirates and vagabonds, the Dead Wrens do their collective
best to remain out of the struggles of the Awakened. While
the cabal considers itself a member of the Consilium, the
Wrens only reluctantly involve themselves in politics. After
all, there’s little profit to be made there if you'’re a little fish,
and one never knows if and when the Guardians of the Veil
may attempt to extract a pound of flesh from the easiest
nearby target that presents itself. Instead, this cabal of
miscreants eats, drinks and makes merry, driving back the
shadows with laughter, and doing what they can to make
peace with those shadows that fail to flee.

The nominal ringmaster of the Dead Wrens’ sanctum, the
Emerald Scroll, is the modern-day buccaneer, Davy Jones
(see Mage: The Awakening, p. pp. 383-384 and p. 389, for
details on both Davy and the sanctum). In addition to the
Scroll, the Wrens maintain some dock space along Boston’s
waterfront (see “Downtown,” p. 23), in order to have ready
access to the sea.
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Quote: Ifit’s ‘Avast!” and ‘Yo-ho!’ you're looking for, thenit’s
Davy you're after. If you're in the mood for strong spirits, then
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you want Annie. If you need — what? Oh, me? I just kinda sit Merits: Barfly, Contacts (Coast Guard, Dock Workers,
around and soak up the local character . . . Port Authority), Hallow (Shared) 3, High Speech, Language
(Spanish), library (Shared; Local legends, Witchcrait,

Background: Antonio Aceveda was never comfortable Haunted Ships), Resources 2, Sanctum (Shared) 5, Status

with the spotlight. Given the choice, he always preferred to

be the sidekick to a more capable and charismatic person. In (O‘rgﬁf lgwer 5
elementary school, Antonio ran with the good-natured Wisgo m: 7
troublemakers and took more than his fair share of the blame . -
for their mischief when things went wrong and none of the V!nue: Charity
credit when they went right. In high school, he was the long- V].C?: ].'USt
suffering but high-spirited fall guy for the popular kids. Right }:I)?f]:{?:: 36

around graduation, he did some soul-searching and came to

terms with the notion. Without the inclination or the grades Speed: 10

to enter college, Antonio took up working on the docks in Healﬂ‘: 8

Boston, and was content, if not really happy, for a time. Gnosis: 1 ) . .

Like Davy’s, Antonio’s Awakening came at sea, but his Arcana: Fate 2, M]r_‘d 1, Prime 1, Space 1, Time 2 i

involved a near-death experience by way of drowning. It was Rotes: Fate —Reading the Outmost Eddies (+), Fortune’s
Protection (-+); Mind — Third Eye (+); Prime — Discemn

Phantasm (+); Space — Finder (+); Time — Temporal Eddies

(), Temporal Dodge (-+) :

Davy who fished him out of the ocean. As Antonio was
regaining consciousness, Davy, decked out in pirate finery

that somehow made Antonio think of Moby Dick, asked him
his name. Antonio could only think.to quip, “Call me
Ishmael.” The name stuck, becoming Antonio’s shadow
name. Since then, he has been Davy’s devoted sidekick and
the glue that holds the Dead Wrens together.

Description: Ishmael is a trifle scrawny and a bit shorter
than average, but with a scruffy and somewhat roguish look
that some find appealing. His badly bleached hair is tangled
from long hours at sea, and he rarely finds the time to properly
maintain his thin mustache and the narrow strip of beard just
under his lower lip. His dress is flamboyant, but not as much
as Davy’s, and Ishmael instinctively and comfortably falls in
behind the other mage’s lead.

His Nimbus manifests as a dappling of light all over and
around him, as though from tropical sunlight reflected from
gentle waves.

Storytelling Hints: Ishmael is a perpetual henchman, and
he’s quite good at the role. Furthermore, he’s only truly
comfortable when in the shadow of a more dynamic figure.
Being in the spotlight as the butt of a friendly joke or when
explaining his role in someone else’s brilliant plan works fine
for him; being the life of the party or the one coming up with
the brilliant plan, on the other hand, just isn’t his style. He’s
also got the best handle on all of the Dead Wrens’ disparate
interests, though he would never knowingly betray that
confidence.

Dedicated Magical Tools: Cell phone
Real Name: Antonjo Aceveda
Path: Acanthus
Order: Free Council
Mental Attributes: Intelligence 2, Wits 3, Resolve 2
Physical Attributes: Strength 2, Dexterity 3, Stamina 3
Soc?ial Attributes: Presence 3, Manipulation 3, Compo-

sure
Mental Skills: Academics 1, Computer 1, Crafts 2, Inves-
tigation 1, Medicine (First Aid) 1, Occult 2, Science 1
Physical Skills: Athletics (Swimming) 2, Brawl 1, Drive 2,
Firearms 1, Larceny 2, Stealth (Crowds) 3, Survival 1
Social Skills: Animal Xen 1, Empathy (Motives) 3, Persua-
sion 3, Socialize (Bar Hopping) 2, Streetwise 4, Subterfuge
(Spotting Lies) 2

Mana/per Tum: 10/1
Armor: 2 ("Temporal Dodge,” Time +*)
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Quote: Storm’s comin’. Bad one, too.

Background: Laura Passius loved to listen to her mother’s
stories of her ancestor, “Rabid Annie” Shaw, whom she was
told was a pirate who sailed the Spanish Main. Of course, as
she got older, Laura learned that “Rabid Annie” was likely
nothing more than a bedtime fable made up to put a hyper-
active tomboy to Sleep with tales of high-seas adventure.
Somehow, that struck the young girl as terribly unfair and, at
the age of nine, she resolved to become Rabid Annie when
she grew up.

Laura had no one particularly qualified to teach her about
sailing ships, so'she taught herself through a combination of
books, television and raw intuition. Her peers laughed at her
in middle school and high school, but she didn’t particularly
care for their opinions on much of anything, anyway. When
she finally dropped out during junior year and ran away from
home, she booked passage on a ship bound for Europe and
spent some time in a sleepy fishing village in Greece, learn-
ing the unglamorous basics of her self-appointed vocation:
knot work, predicting the weather and the like.

She doesn’t speak of her Awakening, but returned to
America a willworker, going by the name of her imaginary
ancestor. She drifted for a few years, only settling down in
Boston after meeting Davy Jones at sea. (Both were in stolen
boats at the time). Her brewer’s skills, picked up here and
there; made her an instant hit with the newly formed Dead
Wrens, and she was quickly voted in as a member. Since
then, she has been with the Wrens, and has been Davy’s on-
again, off-again lover.

Description: Had her life taken a different course, Rabid
Annie might have been a very pretty woman. Though
weathered by sun and sea, she’s still handsome, despite
looking well older than her 30 or so years. No one is quite
certain of her ethnic background judging by her appearance
alone, but it is obvious that at least some of her ancestry is
Mediterranean. She habitually wears a heavy, leather long
coat (once black and now a dark and battered brown), and is
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often clad in leather pants, engineer’s boots and tight:fitting
shirts. When at sea, far from the eyes of the authorities, she’s
known to keep an ornate cutlass belted at her left hip.
Rabid Annie’s Nimbus shows as aflickering of afterimages,
like stutters of her movement, lagging behind her in space.
Storytelling Hints: Rabid Annie fancies herself a ' mod-
ern-day pirate, rather than one in the traditional mold, like
Davy Jones. She prefers her two speedboats and small mod-
ern yacht to any old-fashioned schooner or sloop. She isn’t
terribly practical, but is far more so than Davy, and can make
him see reason when others fail to — a role she has comfort-
ably adopted within the Dead Wrens. Annie is also a veteran
carouser and can drink any of the Wrens (and most people
besides) under. the table.
Dedicated Magical Tools: Silver hipflask
Real Name: Laura Passius
Path: Mastigos
Order: Adamantine Arrow
Mental Attributes: Intelligence 2, Wits 4, Resolve 3
Physical Attributes: Strength 3, Dexterity 3, Stamina 3
Socgal Attributes: Presence 2, Manipulation 3, Compo-
sure
Mental Skills: Crafts (Brewery) 2, Medicine 1, Occult
(Nautical Phenomena) 1, Science 1
Physical Skills: Athletics (Swimming) 3, Brawl (Dirty
Tricks) 2, Drive (Speed Boats) 2, Firearms 1, Larceny 3,
Stealth 1, Survival 1, Weaponry 3
Social Skills: Animal Ken (Birds) 1, Empathy 1, Intimida-
tion (Bluster) 2, Persuasion (Fast-Talking) 2, Socialize
(Carousing) 2, Streetwise 2
Merits: Allies (Smugglers) 1, Direction Sense, Familiar
(embodied macaw; see below), Hallow (Shared) 3, High
Speech, Imbued ltem 4, Language (Greek), Library (Shared;
Local legends, Witchcraft, Haunted Ships), Resources 2,
Sanctum (Shared) 5, Status (Order 1), Toxin Resistance
Willpower: 6
Wisdom: 5 (Irrationality)
Virtue: Hope
Vice: Envy
Initiative: 6
Defense: 3
Speed: 11
Health: 8
Gnosis: 2
Arcana: life 2, Mind 2, Space 3
Rotes: Life — Sense life (+), Organic Resilience (-+); Mind
— Third Eye (-), First Impressions (-+); Space — Spatial
Awareness (+), Untouchable (-+), Portal (+++)
' Mana/per Tum: 11/2

Weapons/Attacks:
Type Damage Size  Special Dice Pool
Imbued cutlass  3(1) 2 * 9

* Rabid Annie’s imbued cutlass can be used to cast the
Prime 3 “Celestial Fire” spell as a contingent power (in
addition to serving as a normal cutlass).

Armor: 3 ("Untouchable,” Space +*)
Mister Higgins, Annie’s Macaw Familiar

The familiar spirit known as Mister Higgins takes the form
of a particularly large and colorful macaw. For the most part,

o

he keeps his silence and acts the part of an ordinary animal
when around those outside Annie’s cabal. Occasionally,
however, especially around Sleepers (particularly if he’s mad
at Annie for something or just feeling perverse), he likes to
say things that have no business coming out of a parrot’s
mouth. While he knows that his mischief will earn him
something foul for dinner, the comedic value is (usually)
worth the price.

Beyond his questionable sense of humor, Mister Higgins is
rather wise and well versed in'many paranormal secrets, as
well as'a keen student of human nature. His insights into
potential business partners (often whispered into Annie’s ear
while she steps away to grab a few drinks for people) have
proven quite valuable to the cabal in more than one in-
stance. .

Mental Attributes: Intelligence 2, Wits 3, Resolve 1

Physical Attributes: Strength 1, Dexterity 4, Stamina 2

Socgol Attributes: Presence 2, Manipulation 4, Compo-
sure

Mental Skills: Occult 3

Physical Skills: Athletics 2, Brawl 1, Larceny 1, Stealth 1,
Survival 1

Social Skills: Empathy 2, Persuasion 3, Subterfuge 4

Willpower: 3

Max Essence: 10

Initiative: 6

Defense: 4

Speed: 15 (flight only; species factor 10)

Size: 2

Health: 4
~ Armor: 3 (Annie’s “Avoidance Tactics” spell, Space =)

Influence: Cunning 2

Numina: Innocuous, Reaching

Ban: Mister Higgins may not refuse any food offered to
him, no matter how unpleasant or dangerous it may be.
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Quote: Where's your taste for adventure, boy? Better to die
young, in the jaws of something unspeakable, than at home, in
bed, surrounded by weeping faces!

Background: Damien Charles 111 lived a reasonably hum-
drum lifesup until graduate school in aréhaeology. He was
cataloguing a dig site in the Cambodian jungle when the
visions came to him. His team thought he had fallen ill, and
he ranted about a “book of stone, covered in vines” and “an
ancient evil.” They confined him, but his strength seemed
almost unnatural. He broke the ropes that had been used to
bind him, and disappeared into the wilds. Two years after all
efforts tofind him had ceased, he emerged, having at long last
bested the dark spirit he sensed.

Charles wandered the world aimlessly, stumbling upon
adventure after adventure, and began to fancy himself a
modern-day Menelaus, who learned the secrets of safe pas-
sage across the seas from the god Proteus, adopting the name
as his own. He met up with Davy Jones in Iceland; both men
were searching for the same piece of Viking treasure, only to
find that it had been looted perhaps a century before. Despite
the difference in their respective ages, the two men hit it off




sturdy boots. In warmer weather, he sheds the coat, revealing
worn jeans and light, comfortable shirts. Somewhere along

7. %

. the line, he started smoking a pipe, and now boasts an

The Seal of NGI_'KhedO] impressive collection of themg, oftzrf cycling a new one into

(A[T]fOCT ‘"') use every two weeks or so. Smiles come easily to him, and his

Durability 5, Size negligible, Structure 5 peals ‘of laughter can be hard booming over all. but the
stormiest seas.

Mana Capacity: Maximum 11 : His Nimbus manifests as phantom scenes of ancient battles,

This jvory pendant is elegantly carved info the perceived just around him, seen as though through a swirling fog.

stylized image of a grinning hyena’s head, and is Storytelling Hints: Menelaus wants to sail the seas, find
considered by some scholars to have once been treasure, fight monsters and otherwise do all the things
the personal seal of the Atlantean exile Nar- heroes in ancient tales do. He’s a seasoned traveler and

: : knows a little something about most any port of call. His
L ) 1l 1 g VP
]g;iiogf ?hg?ﬂ?faméf 1;/:1(:105\2%(]): 1? ;gﬁreooc?&gg;hae academic background makes him knowledgeable, and his

thin cord of some sort. (Currently, it is wom on a experiences make him wiser than he often lets on. He sees
- !

slim leather thang). The seal is believed fo have Davyasayounger brother— or perhaps even ason (even he’s
‘sinated in Pand C nd all s b not sure which) — and asa comrade-in-arms, a fellow seeker
?g%] no?wiepullg 'feoor)fhglr’zp jnr:jl':jr;’ i?pr:ss?xss ]OSI" h?r?]rer. of the world’s mysteries. The rest of the Dead Wrens are all
’ e i bi ly paternal light.
a contingent Mind 2 “First Impressions” effect (see se?; 151 =5 tn;/{m }gulo :lrs ylp ? gma I‘C’I . 1
Mage: The Awakening, p. 208) that is activated Y. G T
o o . Real Name: Damien Chatles 1]
by touching the pendant lightly, whether directly

. Path: Thyrsus
or through clothing. Order: M‘; Serum

Mental Attributes: Intelligence 4, Wits 3, Resolve 3
Physical Attributes: Strength 3, Dexterity 2, Stamina 3
Social Attributes: Presence 4, Manipulation 2, Compo-

grandly, and Menelaus returned to Boston with the younger
willworker, eager to offer his knowledge and experience to

the Wrens, a task he performs with the same gusto he devotes SUI{:e::)] tal Skills: Academics (Archaeology) 4, Crafts (Ship-
to all the pursuits of his colorful life. wright) 2, Investigation (Artifacts) 4, Medicine 2, Occult

Description: Menelaus looks like an old salt now, witha  (Syperstitions) 3

weatherworn face, a thick beard, gray-streaked hair and a Physical Skills: Athletics 2, Brawl 2, Firearms 1, Larceny 2,
nose swollen from one too many old breaks. He dresses  Steqlth 1, Survival 2, Weaponry 1
simply, favoring heavy, Social Skills: Empathy 1, Intimidation 1, Persuasion 1,
dark wool coats (to Socialize 2, Streetwise (Ports) 3, Subterfuge 1
ward off the Merits: Contacts (Black Market, International Ship-
ocean’s chill) ping), Direction Sense, Encyclopedic Knowledge,
and _ Hallow (Shared) 3,
- High Speech, Lan-
.~ guage (Ancient Greek,
— Arabic, Cambodian,
Cantonese, Filipino, ltal-
ian, latin, Portuguese,
Spanish), Library (Shared;
Local legends, Witchcraft,
Haunted Ships), Resources 3,
Sanctum (Shared) 5, Status
(Consilium 1, Order 2)
Willpower: 6
Wisdom: 8
Virtue: Hope
Vice: Gluttony
Initiative: 5
Defense: 2
Speed: 10
Health: 8
Gnosis: 3
Arcana: Fate 2, Life 3, Spirit
4, Time 2

o
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Rotes: Fate—Flight of Birds (+), The Butterfly Effect (++); Life
—Healer's Trance (+), Body Control (++), Control Median Life
(+++); Spirit— Spirit Tongue (+), Peer Across the Gauntlet (),
Harm Spirit (++), Spirit Road (---); Time — Perfect Timing (+),
Divination (s*)

Mana/per Tum: 12/3

Armor: 4 ("Ephemeral Shield,” Spirit +*)

éyiz/z/ktm/

“Quoote: I shall have it for you at the appointed hour, but in
exchange, you must do for me those favors we agreed upon. Do
we have a bargain? Good. Then let our pact be sealed in blood.

Background: Sunjata doesn’t remember where he comes
from, anymore. He has vague recollections of a great battle
at sea, with cannons roaring and men with swords, but knows
that such memories cannot be. And, yet, so many things are
alien to him. Cars and computers baffle him, but the sea is
comforting: it is eternal, and, when the winds blow just right,
from east to west, there is a hint of memory, just on the edge
of his consciousness, that he cannot quite get hold of. It is
enough for him, though; it has to be.

Sunjata found the Wrens when the cabal was vacationing
in Jamaica. He knew where to look for them, and that he
needed to find them (but not why) — and could not recall
what he was doing on the island or how he had gotten there.
After a few bottles of spirits, Sunjata and the Dead Wrens
came to the agreement that he should join the cabal. Davy
called it “good fortune,” and everyone left it at that. Since
coming on board, Sunjata has tried to encourage the rest of
the cabal to take a more active hand in the Consilium’s
politics but has thus far met with little success, despite his
own inroads into the local power structure.

Description: Sunjata is a towering, muscular man. His
hair is worn in long, thick dreadlocks, and his complexion is
adeep, rich brown, contrasting sharply with the white gleam
of his perfect teeth when he flashes one of his dashing,
dangerous smiles. Gold hoops dangle from his earlobes.
When on land, he wears one of his many tasteful suits. (He
claims that the garb, combined with his wild mane of hair
and looming height, serves to put others off balance). At sea,
he dresses far more simply: jeans and little else, save in the
most frigid weather. His voice is a low, dignified rumble, and
his pronunciation of all of the languages he’knows is flawless
and eerily unaccented.

Sunjata’s Nimbus is the image of a ghostly lion, sometimes
appearing as the great cat’s head and mane around his own
head and shoulders, and sometimes weaving around from
behind him to curl its lips back in an unheard roar.

Storytelling Hints: At his core, Sunjata is a lost man,
without a past and disconcerted at the prospect of what the
future holds. He is aware that his name (which he somehow
knows was adopted, not his real name) means “Hungry Lion”
and, beyond that, has only a few flashes of images and some
inexplicable memories. Two are scents (jasmine and pine),
and the other is a short sentence (a sibilant voice hissing the
words, “I know where she is,” in German). He wants to see
the Dead Wrens take on a position of prominence and
influence, in the hopes that doing so will enable him to
discover more about who he really is, but he is coming to

o

believe that such is not truly why he is here, now, with Davy
and the rest.
Dedicated Magical Tools: Antique gold Indian Madras

Presidency Star Pagoda coin (with five-pointed star)

Real Name: Unknown

Path: Acanthus

Order: Silver Ladder

Mental Attributes: Intelligence 3, Wits 2, Resolve 3

Physical Attributes: Strength 4, Dexterity 2, Stamina 4

Socgol Attributes: Presence 3, Manipulation 4, Compo-
sure

Mental Skills: Academics 1, Crafts 2, Investigation 1,
Occult (Witchcraft) 3, Politics 3

Physical Skills:" Athletics (Distance Running) 2, Brawl
(Grappling) 4, Survival 2, Weaponry 2

Social Skills: Animal Xen 2, Empathy 2, Intimidation 3,
Persuasion 2, Socialize 1, Streetwise 1, Subterfuge (Misdi-
rection) 3

Merits: Arfifact 4, Brawling Dodge, Fighting Style (Boxing)
1, Giant, High Speech, Language (English, French, German,
Portuguese), Sanctum (Shared) 5, Status (Consilium 2,
Order 1), Striking Looks 2

Willpower: 6

Wisdom: 5

Virtue: Justice

Vice: Greed

Initiative: 5

Defense: 2

Speed: 11

Health: 9

Gnosis: 2
~ Arcana: Death 1, Fate 4, Time 3

Rotes: Death— Grim Sight (+); Fate—Reading the Outmost
Eddies (), The Evil Eye (% Fortune's Protection (-+), Super-

lative Luck (-++), Sanctify Oaths (+++); Time — Perfect Timing
(+), Shifting Sands (++*)

Mana/per Tum: 11/2

Armor: 4 (“Fortune’s Protection,” Fate )

Story Hook —

Pandora’s Box

The Dead Wrens need to get rid of a relic of
some sort, and quickly. They're willing to pay
handsomely (in whatever commodities the
characters desire, within reason) to see the jtem
taken from them quickly and quietly, and
disposed of with a minimum of fanfare. The
Wrens have put the object in a locked box that is
constructed to ward against mystic scrutiny (a
Space 2 “Ward” spell; Potency 5), and Davy
Jones would like to see the box remain sealed.
They seem to be in an awkward position with
the object, and will offer to increase their price to
seemingly unreasonable amounts, so long as no
questions are asked, the chest is not opened and
the characters never speak to anyone of having
performed any such service for the Dead Wrens.
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Naturally, any*number of parties could want
the box’s:contents for any number of reasons. If
the characters accept the terms of the deal, it is
likely that whatever the Wrens offer the charac-

ters probably isn’t enough for the amount of |
trouble this parcel is going to cause them. It may

be that the box contains the soul stone of a
powerful Scelestus, an Arfifact associated with
the reign of the Guardians” regime in Boston or
even something connected to the Secret Concord
(some object or shred of writing that may shed

some light on the details of that grim pact).

Depending upon what you want to put inside

that box, the characters could end up hunted by
the Ebon Noose, vengeful ghosts or monstrosities
that beggar the imagination.

% \ Zm;z/fz% >Z;{ y/

ting in and around MIT, t Special Media Group
(or the SMG for short) is considered a “rogue” cabal, operat-
ing completely outside the auspices of the local Consilium.
For the most part, though, neither side bothers much with
the other. The SMG is beneath the Nemean’s notice, and
the SMG takes especial care not to tread on any toes. Of
course, given the cabal’s particular focus, it is perhaps
unsurprising that the SMG has more than its fair share of
discretion. While using magic to fleece casinos elsewhere in
the country isn’t strictly illegal, it is the sort of thing that can
geta person killed, even by Sleepers who don’t know the half
of why the house lost most of those last few big hands.
The SMG does more than gamble, however. Its members
are also devoted to the idea of reducing the universe and all
its variables into predictable strings of code. After all, if the

’ “':) They think we're beneath them, but
.‘ AR .,‘ AL they've sampled our wares in the past.
'ﬁ‘ 3

Dcmgerous cmd'ﬁgly
t useful, if you know
: how fo treat them.

They've never given
cause to fear or hate thém'

%

They've got

serious ajtitude
prob?%

IWe keep out of their business and
expect the same courfesy in return.

e,
ST e g
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AJ@; d bw\\fercsted in.
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SMG can master the nuances of cosmic motion, free will and
destiny, then nothing, absolutely nothing, is beyond their
power. While that exalted goal is a long ways off (not that the
SMG readily admit as much), they have managed to inte-
grate the use of computers into their magic in ways that no
one else in the area has seen before.

JZ«/CZZM/’J) ( &»{//(z‘zzméa ze ... \zfuzn;z/ ...
Hallew ®®®)

The SMG’s sanctum, called the Fortress, is located in a
small brownstone near MIT’s campus. The cabal uses the top
two floors for living space, the ground floor for parties and the
expansive basement as offices to coordinate their
moneymaking operations. Despite the foreboding name, the
Fortress is comfortable and well appointed. Each member of
the cabal decorates his or her private quarters according to
taste, but the common areas are all furnished in an elegant,
minimalist fashion with vaguely Asian overtones.

The sanctum’s Hallow is located at the top of the stairwell
leading to the roof. Light sources, natural or otherwise, grow
dim there, taking on a faint reddish tinge, causing the
spiderwebs in the upper recesses of the stairwell to sparkle
like thin strands of rust-colored pearl. The webbing, har-
vested, boiled, dried and then crushed into powder, yields up
tass (a 3-dot shared Hallow). The SMG’s Library is con-
tained almost completely on CD-ROM and covers the
following topics: Casino Operating Procedures, Chaos
Theory, Computer Coding, Computer Engineering and
Mathematics.

Ce
( . .
uote: It's a common misconception that the odds favor the
house. In redlity, the odds favor the party that controls them. In
your standard scenario, that would be the house, but this isn’t
your standard scenario.

We might have some things

History says that they should
“be our enemies. What are
they planning?

They pay fair prices
and deliver what gg
they promise., 2 i

All right, fora bunch §
of geeks

&~ L J i
We don't deal much

with them, and that
suits us fine.
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Background: Justin Hill always had'a genius for' math-
ematics. He .understood numbers far better than he
comprehended people. His parents worried about him, of
course. Other than his introversion and social awkwardness,
however, he seemed perfectly normal. He was picked on a
good deal as a child, but, as he grew into a teenager, hislong,
gangly limbs began tofill out and his baby face narrowed. The
dissonant mishmash of his childhood features metamor-
phosed into these of a strikingly handsome young man.

Justin’s social skills grew with his confidence, but he never
forgot his love of numbers. He doesn’t speak of his Awaken-
ing, but, based on conversations, the other members of the
cabal suspect that it took place right around his high school
graduation, or,maybe a couple of years later. He has never
named the mage who brought him into the Free Council, but
the rest of the SMG strongly suspect that Justin got (or at
least refined) many his views on mathematics, probability
and the universe from that individual. However, Justin’s
decision to use all of that knowledge in-a gambling scheme
to fund his research was patently all his own. He took the
name Eleggua (one of the Yoruba orishas, a god of crossroads
and possibilities), mainly because he thought it sounded
cool, but, years later, he has grown into the moniker, demon-
strating wisdom and understanding far beyond his years.

Description: Eleggua is of slightly taller than average
height, with a lithe build. He shaves his head and touches up
his goatee every day, and so always appears impeccably
groomed. His suits are custom tailored and the best that
money can buy. Even his casual clothes are expensive and
tasteful. He projects an aura of calm confidence and almost
never gets flustered. Though during discussions of subjécts he
finds interesting Eleggua can grow quite animated.

Eleggua’s Nimbus manifests as harshly glowing sigils, or-
biting his head like a crown at a distance of about one foot.
These sigils look like mathematical calculations, but the
characters are of completely unknown origin.

Storytelling Hints: Eleggua is a habitually cool and col-
lected person. Long hours spent considering mathematical
problems beyond all save the most brilliant of minds have
taught him patience and given him a degree of intellectual
detachment that makes him come off as suave and sophisti-
cated. Some find it a bit infuriating (as he does his best to
maintain a veneer of tranquility during even the most tense
situations), but others find it appealing; a sure sign of his
powers of reason. However, sometimes, when discussing
topics dear to him, some of Eleggua’s inner geek resurfaces,
and he demonstrates an almost child-like eagerness.

Dedicated Magical Tools: PDA
Real Name: Justin Hill
Path: Mastigos
Order: Free Council
Mental Attributes: Intelligence 5, Wits 4, Resolve 3
Physical Attributes: Strength 2, Dexterity 3, Stamina 2
Social Attributes: Presence 4, Manipulation 3, Compo-

sure 4

Mental Skills: Academics 3, Computer (Hacking) 5, In-

Social Skills: Empathy (First Impressions) 3, Intimidation
1, Persuasion (Fast-Talking) 2, Socialize (Casinos) 2,
Streetwise 2, Subterfuge 3

Merits: Barfly, Eidetic Memory, Hallow (Shared) 3, High
Speech, library (Shared; Casino Operating Procedures,
Chaos Theory, Computer Coding, Computer Engineering
and Mathematics), Resources 4, Sanctum (Shared) 6,
Status (Order 2), Striking Looks 2

Willpower: 7

Wisdom: 7

Virtue: Prudence

Vice: Greed

Initiative: 7

Defense: 3

Speed: 10 -

Health: 7

Gnosis: 3 -

Arcana: Fate 2, Mind 3, Space 3, Time 2

Rotes: Fate — Winds of Chance (+), Shifting the Odds (++);
Mind — Aura Perception (+), Emotional Urging (-+), Multi-
Tasking (-++); Space — Finder (+), Scrying (-+), Multispatial
](De)rcepﬁon (+++); Time —Momentary Flux (+), Flip of the Coin

Mana/per Tum: 12/3
Armor: 3 ("Untouchable,” Space +*)

e
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Quote: Did you know that Sleeper scientists have already
managed to transform inert matter into raw information? Give it
tenyears, tops, and they’ll figure out how to return it to its original
state. If thatisn’t a sure sign of the rightness of our theories, I don’t

- know what is.

Background: How Harold Dunn Jr. was born to his
parents was anybody’s guess. The son of a tall, hefty, bellig-
erent and none-too-bright construction worker and his
game-show-addicted ignorant harridan of a wife, “Harry Jr.”
was frail but remarkably intelligent. Of course, Harry Sr.

wanted a son he could toss the football around with, a son
who would accomplish all of the athletic and career highs
that he himself had missed out on, and so his boy became an 5

object of scorn, ridicule and resentment. Young Harry man-
aged to get a full ride to MIT and left all of that behind him,
vowing never to return to the unfortunaté surroundings with
which he was cursed as a child.

Harry was brilliant in school, and entertained hopes of
scoring some ridiculous government contract and living the
high life. However, graduation came and went, and he had
no such luck. Instead, he worked an unrewarding drone job
and scribbled out his theories in his free time. It was in this
manner that he began to delve into a mathematical equation
so complex and encompassing that its resolution led him to
atower of iron, where he scribed his name with a pen of steel.
Eleggua, who knewHarry in passing from prior meetings, saw
his newfound potential, and, despite their very different
personalities, the two discovered common ground in com-
mon interests. It took only a matter of weeks for Eleggua to
convince Harry to join the Free Council, and a few days after

vestigation (Scientific Experiments) 3, Occult 2, Science
(Theoretical Mathematics) 5

Physical Skills: Athletics 1, Brawl 1, Drive 2, Frearms 1,
Larceny (Sleight of Hand) 2, Stealth 2

o

that to partake in the gambling scam. Soon after, he adopted
the shadow name Knave. He had once heard that it was an
archaic way of referring to the jacks in a deck of cards. Now,
he is the somewhat asocial nerve center of the SMG’s




operations, though the life he sought continues to elude him,
not on account of lack of opportunity, but instead due to his
own awkwardness with people.

Description: Knave looks like a classic early "90s high school
nerd who has finally managed to become a bit distinguished.
He’snothandsome, but he’s also not unattractive. Knave could
easily be any of a million anonymous souls, equally at home in
a financial district, a computer lab or an Atlantic City.casino.
He dresses well but simply, favoring turtlenecks and light
blazers when around the Fortress and standard “clueless tourist”
garb when working over the casinos.

His Nimbus shows as a narrow column of stark, pale
green light, casting a sickly illumination on him and his
immediate surroundings.

Storytelling Hints: Knave isn’t incredibly interested in
people, but he gets around that hang-up in one of two ways.
Either he’s working some unfortinate dealer and keeps his
mind on the numbers, or he’s trying to get laid and keeps his
mind on that. Naturally, he has a good deal more success with
the former than with the latter. He has a somewhat terse
bearing with those who are obviously considerably less intelli-
gent than himself. Despite his occasionally abrasive demeanor,
his interactions with the other members of the SMG are all
cordial, since they’re the only real friends he’s ever had.
Eleggua, however, is the only one who can disagree with Knave
and get him to concede a point.

Dedicated Magical Tools: Digital watch

Real Name: Harold Dunn Jr.

Path: Mastigos

Order: Free Council

Mental Attributes: Intelligence 5, Wits 5, Resolve 2
Physical Aftributes: Strength 2, Dexterity 2, Stamina 2

3 Social Attributes: Presence 2, Manipulation 2, Composure
Mental Skills: Academics 2, Computer 5, Investigation
(Puzzles) 4, Occult 1, Science (Non-Fuclidean Geometry) 5
Physical Skills: Drive 1, Frearms 1, Larceny 1, Stealth
(Crowds) 3 '
Social Skills: Empathy 1, Persuasion 1, Socialize 1, Subter-
fuge (Misdirection) 4
Merits: Dream 1, Eidetic Memory, Hallow (Shared) 3, High
Speech, Library (Shared; Casino Operating Procedures, Chaos
Theory, Computer Coding, Computer Engineering and Math-
ematics), Occultation 1, Resources 4, Sanctum (Shared) 6,
Status (Order 1)

Willpower: 5

Wisdom: 7

Virtue: Fortitude

Vice: Envy

Initiative: 5

Defense: 2

Speed: 9

Health: 7

Gnosis: 2

Arcana: Mind 5, Prime 1, Space 2
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Rotes: Mind—Third Eye (+), Incognito Presence (++), Multi-
Tasking (++), Befuddle (++++), Network (+=++); Prime — Dispel
Magic (+); Space — Omnivision (+), Scrying (--)

Mana/per Tum: 11/2

Armor: 5 ("Misperception,” Mind **)

(Bblige

stte: Gimme a sec and I'll have those projections for you.
Hmmm. I'm notliking the odds here. I suggest you get out while the
getting’s good.

Background: Adler and Rolanda French did their best to
raise a normal boy, or so they lamented almost constantly to
young Norman, their third-born child. His obsessions with
computers, roleplaying games and magazines in which scant-
ily clad women got in swordfights with alien overlords were
aperpetual embarrassment to the family, with its aspirations
to respectable society. For his own part, Norman didn’t care
what his family thought, and was more than happy to carry
on in whatever manner made him happiest. Everyone
breathed a sigh of relief when Norman finally packed up and
made for the East Coast, to attend MIT.

Eleggua followed the threads of possibility and saw great
potential in Norman. Eleggua engineered events that helped
to guide Norman toward the edge of Awakening, but it was
the young man’s own desire for more that saw him through
the perils of the Watchtower of the Golden Key. For his
shadow name, he chose Babbage, to honor one of the men
whose work set the foundations for modern computer tech-
nology. Now, Babbage works for the SMG as an operations
coordinator, keeping the other members of the cabal ap-
prised of one another’s doings when “on the job” (via one of
Knave’s telepathic “Network” spells).

Description: Babbage is'a stereotypical nerd. He wears
faded T-shirts that advertise for his favorite MMORPGs. He
is scrawny, but has a small gut from too much takeout and
soda. His personal grooming skills could use a great deal of
improvement, and he sometimes forgets to shower for a day
or two. He no longer gets more than the occasional outbreak
of acne, but his cheeks are scarred from years of skin prob-
lems. He looks like he hasn’t had a day of sun in a decade,
which is not quite true, but he is also prone to sunburns
whenever he gets more than two or three hours of strong
direct sunlight during the warmer months.

Babbage’s Nimbus is revealed as a transparent, coiling
" crimson dragon, winding around his body and trailing rib-
bons of swirling flame.

Storytelling Hints: Babbage fancies himself a creature of
two worlds. On the one hand, he is a technological savant
and, on the other, a literal wizard, like out of the games he
played in his parents’ garage with his friends in high school.
His reflexes and mental reaction time are sufficient to keep
up with three real-time games on three different monitors,
and he often expects others to think and act just as quickly.
He prizes his time spent on online gaming and has no people
skills whatsoever, but Eleggua and Knave can keep him in
line (and working). with regular “pep talks” (which are
usually halfway between scoldings and inspirational speeches).

Dedicated Magical Tools: Nintendo Gameboy
Real Name: Norman French
Path: Obrimos '

Order: Free Council

o

Mental Attributes: Intelligence 4, Wits 5, Resolve 1

Physical Attributes: Strength 1, Dexterity 4, Stamina 2
4 Social Attributes: Presence 1, Manipulation 2, Composure

Mental Skills: Academics 3, Computer (Online Gaming)
5, Investigation 2, Occult 3, Science (Probability) 4

Physical Skills: Firearms (Video Games) 2, Larceny (Se-
curity Systems) 3, Stealth 1

Social Skills: Expression (Online) 2, Subterfuge 2

Merits: Contacts (Online Gaming Community), Fast Re-
flexes 2, High Speech, Iron Stomach, Language (Spanish),
Resources 3, Sanctum (Shared) 6, Status (Order 1?

Willpower: 5 -

Wisdom: 6 (Fixation)

Virtue: Prudence

Vice: Sloth

Initiative: 8

Defense: 4

Speed: 10

Health: 7

Gnosis: 1

Arcana: Forces 3, Mind 1, Prime 2, Time 1

Rotes: Forces — Tune In (+), Transmission (++), Transform
Energy (++); Mind — One Mind, Two Thoughts (+); Prime —
Supemal Vision (+), Squaring the Circle (++); Time — Perfect
Timing (+)

Mana/per Tum: 10/1

Armor: 3 ("Unseen Shield,” Forces +*)
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Quote: Easy money . . .

Background: No one imagined that Elizabeth Hague
would grow up to be a pretty woman. It even took her by
surprise when, sometime during high school, her baby fat
melted away and her frizzy, mousy hair began to yield to all
of the work she had done on it. Around that time, she started
experiencing weird “hitches” in time, lingering senses of déja
vu that lasted for days, and an uncanny sense for things that
were about to happen. Everything came together when she
was 21. Her grandmother, for years a willworker, gifted her
with an antique silver pocket watch, and explained to her
that time and the immutability of fate were lies. Her grand-
mother served as a mentor, guiding Elizabeth through her
Awakening.

Soon after, Elizabeth felt — more than realized — that her
path lay elsewhere and departed for the East Coast. She took
the shadow name Rennard (“Fox”), and wandered for a few
years, settling on Cambridge after spending an evening in
conversation with Eleggua. She rounded out the SMG’s
membership to four, adding an intuitive element that the
cabal lacked. She cares little for the SMG’s work of trying to
decode the universe, but does greatly enjoy time spent at
casinos, seeing the whole thing as an exciting and dangerous
game. She and Eleggua are occasional lovers, but they are by
no means exclusive to one another.

Description: Rennard is a wholesome-looking, pretty
woman in her mid-20s to whom laughter comes easily. She
wears little or no makeup, making no effort to conceal the
tiny network of crow’s feet at the corners of her eyes, and
typically pulls her wavy, light-brown hair back into a pony-
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tail. She likes to wear comfortable clothing, and often
wanders around the Fortress in sweatpants and an oversized
T-shirt, supplemented in colder weather by thick, colorful
socks and a sweatshirt. When out and about, she tends
toward simple; functional clothes, like jeans, sneakers and
any of her old, slightly threadbare sweaters.

Her Nimbus is formed of glittering silver motes of light that
revolve around her, flickering like stars.

Storytelling Hints: Rennard is playful and imaginative,
seemingly very much out of place among the other, scientifi-
cally minded members of the SMG. But she gets by on a
healthy dose of charm and an infectious sense of joy — even
Knave is hard-pressed to remain his usual intellectually
elitist self around her. The SMG’s casino operations really
are nothing more than a game to her, and she doesn’t mind
saying so.

Dedicated Magical Tools: iPod
Real Name: Elizabeth Hague
Path: Acanthus
Order: Free Council
Mental Attributes: Intelligence 2, Wits 3 Resolve 2
Physical Attributes: Strength 2, Dexterity 4, Stamina 2
Sociial Attributes: Presence 4, Manipulation 4, Compo-

sure
Mental Skills: Computer 2, Crafts 2, Investigation 1, Occult
3, Science 1
Physical Skills: Athletics 1, Brawl 1, Larceny 2, Stealth
(Darkness) 2, Survival 2, Weoponry (]mprowsed) 1
Social Skills: Animal Ken (Cats) 2, Empathy 3, Expression
2, Persuasion 3, Socialize 2, Streetwise 1, Subterfuge 3
Merits: Barfly, High Speech, Imbued ltem 6 (her
randmother’s antique silver pocket watch, with a Time 5
“Stop Time” confingent power; see Mage: The Awakening,
p. 267), Resources 3, Sanctum (Shared) 6, Status (Order 1),
Smkmg Looks 2
Willpower: 6
Wisdom: 7

Too much

testosterong.
¥ %
§ They're in charge of the big club.
N Whatever.
N
(o)

—~J<ondsb\kc" Losers.

Virtue: Hope

Vice: Lust

Initiative: 8

Defense: 3

Speed: 11

Health: 7

Gnosis: 2

Arcana: Fate 3, Mind 1, Spirit 1, Time 2

Rotes: Fate — Winds of Chance (+), Fortune’s Protfection
(++), Superlative luck (--); Mind — Third Eye (+); Spirit —
Coaxing the Spirits (+); Time — Temporal Wrinkles (¢),
Auvgury ()

Mana/per Tum: 11/2

Armor: 3 ("Fortune’s Protection,” Fate =)

Story Hook —
Ticking Clock

The SMG's illegal gambling activities have been
confirmed, but not by any Sleeper authorities.
Instead, the Seers of the Throne Scorpio cabal
(see pp. 106-108) is hunting them. These danger-
ous willworkers are having trouble making
headway, but it is likely only a matter of fime
until.the SMG is tracked back to the Fortress.
Rather than going to the Consilium with this
problem (since the Hierarch's response is
anyone’s guess, but apt fo be unpleasant), the
cabal seeks out the characters and practically
begs for their help. The SMG can offer money,
Mana or favors, fo be repaid in the future (per-
haps the most valuable commodity of the three).

The characters can deal with the problem in
one of a few ways. They could, of course, offer

.%

Can | learn your secret

Creepy, like an oid guy offering
candy atthe picwground

These guys know
how to purry

Jesus Freaks.
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their assistance to the SMG. If the characters
- succeed-in thwarting the Seers (one way or
another), the SMG will be eternally grateful, and
consider the characters to be allies and, indeed,
treasured friends. The characters could also
report the SMG to the Nemean or another
Councilor (as anything that brings down the
scrutiny of the Seers of the Throne on the
Consilium is'bad for everyone). Provided that the
SMG survives the experience, they will forever

e

regard the characters as enemies. Other solu-
tions are also possible, but time is of the es-
sence, so the characters must think quickly.

arch of Boston’s Consilium among its ranks, and wielded
great influence over Awakened affairs in the area. Once,
but no longer. Dethroned by a war with the willworkers
of the Free Council, the Guardians were forced to watch
their authority gradually dissolve. Of course, internal
divisions, as well as overly ambitious manipulation of
Sleeper secret societies and, perhaps, a measure of
willworking on the part of the cabals of the Secret
Concord similarly contributed to the order’s downfall.
Now, the order finds itself with no more respect or power
as a whole than that afforded to the “trash” of the very
order that laid them low, mages whose continued exist-
ence in Boston mocks the Guardians’ lost glory.

41 to the 15\4d traditions of the previous local

Guardians of the Veil, the Shadow Chorus plays its hand
close to its vest. Its members mask themselves in any
Awakened dealings, save perhaps (if rumor is to be be-
lieved) when dealing with the leadership of the Consilium,
or maybe just when in the presence of the Nemean
himself. The Chorus is the most roundly distrusted of the
cabals associated with the Consilium. The masks cer-
tainly do little for the Chorus’ trustworthiness, as do the
(mostly short-lived) Sleeper cults, fortified with subtle
feats of Awakened magic, that crop up around causes
seemingly important to the cabal. Also, the Chorus is
known to offer its aid cheaply or (apparently, at least)
free as well as giving unsolicited clues. to other cabals
regarding such things as the whereabouts of lost Hallows
or Artifacts.

At times, unmasked individuals claiming to be mem-
bers of the Shadow Chorus (and offering knowledge and
advice) appear to willworkers in and around the city. Of
course, no name has the same face attached to it more
than once, and there are those who wonder if these
people truly are the mages of the Chorus, or even people
at all. For their part, the Shadow Chorus says nothing
either to confirm or deny the suppositions.

=
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The creation of Februs’ Space Arcanum Portal magic, this
hidden stronghold of the Shadow Chorus can normally only
be accessed through the personal residences of the cabal’s
members. Naturally, the locations of these points of access
are unknown to the Awakened community at large, though
sometimes a doorway (always a pair of double doors) is
opened elsewhere — usually ina graveyard, under a bridge or
somewhere beneath'the earth. These doors are invariably
elaborate, of shining black metal — though the designs upon
them vary from manifestation to manifestation. The doors
are always set into the ground, and a long, shadowed flight of
stairs descends' from them, eventually culminating in the
convoluted morass of corridors that encompasses the sanc-
tum. Most visitors claim to have seen a dimly lit chamber in
which the Shadow Chorus was seated high above them,
although one or two have described some manner of cavern-
ous scriptorium.

Allegedly, deep within the Oubhette lays the corpses of
willworkers long dead (a 5-point shared Hallow). According
to the rumor, each night at moonrise, the gaping mouths of
the desiccated bodies must be filled with a mixture of wine,
rare herbs and blood — tass, which becomes saturated with
Mana. None who speak of this have ever seen the Shadow
Chorus’ Hallow, however, so the story remains just that. The
library of the Oubliette is said to be adjacent to the scriptorium,
accessed through a secret passage. The subjects referenced
therein are: The Abyss, Ghosts, Local Awakened History,
Monsters and Thanatology.

(Ol

Quote: Most speak, a very few listen, and the barest fraction
understands . . .

Background: As is the case with all of the members of the
Shadow Chorus, nothing is known of the true identity of
Culsu, named for an Etruscan demoness, the guardian of the
gates to the underworld. One hint allegedly dropped by the
Nemean is that this shadowy figure is a wealthy and influen-
tial heiress, numbered among Boston’s elite, but no one has
been able to concretely track that rumor, back to the mage.
If asked directly, the Nemean smiles mysteriously and nei-
ther confirms nor denies saying anything of the sort.

Description: Culsu wears a grotesque theatrical mask in
all Awakened dealings. She (for Culsu at least seems, by
voice, mannerisms and build, to be female) has chosen for
her image that of a hideous, snarling, fanged hag, the mask
seemingly cut from gleaming black stone or metal. Her black
robes are voluminous and billowing, her hood deep and
shadowed and the black gloves on her hands are of form-
fitting leather. Forithose rare few who have caught a glimpse
within the cowl, Culsu’s eyes seem to be either green or blue
— though one or two mages claim that they are red. Her
voice is soft and quiet, and her words are usually both cryptic
and'carefully chosen.

Culsu’s Nimbus projects itself as crawling shadows that
move against the light, creating ominous shapes on the walls,
floor and ceiling.
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Storytelling Hints: Culsu projects an image of omni-
science. By choosing the times and circumstances of as many
of her interactions as possible, she is able to seem virtually all
knowing. Her advice and clues are obviously part of some
larger scheme, but, thus far none — not even the wisest and
most powerful mages of the Consilium — have been able to
figure out what it is for certain. Whatever Culsu offers has a
price, but never the obvious one. Often such a cost is paid not
by the one who accepts her aid, but instead by his or her
friends, allies and associates, whether they know it or not.

Dedicated Magical Tools: Mask
Real Name: Unknown
Path: Moros
Order: Guardians of the Veil
Mental Attributes: Intelligence 4, Wits 5, Resolve 3
Physical Attributes: Strength 2, Dexterity 2, Stamina 2
Socsial Attributes: Presence 2, Manipulation 4, Compo-

sure

Mental Skills: Academics (Research) 3, Investigation
(Puzzles) 5, Medicine 2, Occult 4, Politics 3

Physical Skills: Larceny 3, Stealth (Shadowing) 4, Weap-
onry (Knives) 2

Social Skills: Empathy (Emotions) 3, Intimidation 3, Per-
suasion 2, Socialize (Awakened Gatherings) 3, Streetwise
2, Subterfuge (Lying) 4 ,

Merits: Dream 3, Fidetic Memory, Hallow (Shared) 5,
High Speech, Language (Latin), Library (Shared; The Abyss,
Ghosts, Local Awakened History, Monsters and Thanatol-
0gy), Meditative Mind, Occultafion 3, Quick Draw
(Weaponry), Resources 4, Sanctum (Shared) 10, Status
(Consilium 3, Order 4)

Willpower: 8

Wisdom: 6

Virtue: Hope

Vice: Envy

Initiative: 7

Defense: 2

Speed: 9

Health: 7

Gnosis: 4

Arcana: Death 4, Fate 3, Matter 1, Mind 3

Rotes: Death— Shadow Sculpting (), Suppress Aura (=),
Ghost Gate (+++), Revenant (++++); Fate — Interconnections (+),
The Evil Eye (-+), Superlative Luck (++); Matter—Dark Matter
(+); Mind— Aura Perception (+), Memory Hole (-+), Augment
the Mind (+++)

Mana/per Tum: 13/4

Armor: 4 (“Entropic Guard,” Death )
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( Quote: What ails you? Speak truthfully, and perhaps I might

recommend a balm for your pain.

Background: Angerona’s history is truly unknown. Even
the ranking willworkers of the Consilium claim to have no
knowledge whatsoever of her background. Her shadow name
is taken from a goddess of secrecy, a reliever of pain, a
protector or any combination of the three. As to the name’s
significance, she will not say, only that it carries some clue as
to her nature and her chosen task.

Description: Angerona’s mask is cut from what appears to
be alabaster, and depicts the face of a serene, attractive

woman with' her mouth closed and bound. Her robes are
midnight blue and billow out with the slightest movement.
Her only exposed flesh is her hands, which are long-fingered
and delicate. She speaks quietly, with a note of compassion,
whether offering aid or promising terrible consequences for
foolish actions. .
Angerona’s Nimbus appears as entangled threads, wrapped
around her body and fading into invisibility perhaps two feet
or so from her.
Storytelling Hints: Of all of the members of the Shadow
Chorus, Angerona is probably the most kind-hearted and
benevolent. Like Culsu, she chooses her encounters carefully
so as to give the impression of tremendous knowledge.
Unlike Culsu, Angerona at least appears to offer her aid for
unselfish ends. She is also the member of the Shadow Chorus
likeliest to be seen alone, though always in some dark and
out-of-the-way place.
Dedicated Magical Tools: Silver key
Real Name: Unknown
Path: Acanthus
Order: Mysterium
Mental Attributes: Intelligence 3, Wits 4, Resolve 3
Physical Attributes: Strength 2, Dexterity 2, Stamina 2
Soc‘ial Attributes: Presence 2, Manipulation 4, Compo-
sure

Mental Skills: Academics 3, Computer 2, Investigation
(Puzzles) 3, Medicine 4, Occult 4, Politics 2, Science 3

Physical Skills: Frearms 1, Larceny (Pickpocketing) 2,
Stealth 4, Weaponry 1

Social Skills: Animal Ken 2, Empathy 3, Expression 2,
Intimidation 2, Persuasion (Inspirational Speeches) 3, So-
cialize 2, Streetwise 1, Subterfuge 3

Merits: Hallow (Shared) 5, High Speech, Language (Latin),
Library (Shared; The Abyss, Ghosts, Local Awakened His-
tory, Monsters and Thanatology), Occultation 2, Resources
4, Sanctum (Shared) 10, Status (Consilium 1, Order 2)

Willpower: 7 :

Wisdom: 7

Virtue: Charity

Vice: Pride

Initiative: 6

Defense: 2

Speed: 9

Health: 7

Gnosis: 3

Arcana: Fate 4, life 3, Prime 1, Time 2

Rotes: Fate — Interconnections (+), The Perfect Moment
(++), Lucky Coin (>*+), Probable Cause (+++); Life — Sense life
(+), Self-Purging (-+), Healing Heart (-++); Prime — Analyze
Enchanted Artifact (+); Time — Temporal Wrinkles (),
Postcognition (++)

Mana/per Tum: 12/3

Armnor: 4 (Fate 2 “Fortune’s Protfection”; see Mage: The
Awakening, p. 152)
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Quote: One way or the other, you will be cleansed. Tell me,
are you afraid to die? .
Background: Februs is the most overtly sinister mem-
ber of the Shadow Chorus. He seems to delight in making
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others uncomfortable — fitting for a man who has taken
his name from a god of death and purification (later
known as the patron deity of malaria). It is clear that most
of the leaders of the Consilium, the Nemean included, do
not much care for this man.

Description: Februs appears to be of average height and
build. His mask is of a frowning old man, fashioned out of
what seems to be cracked and pitted, mottled-gray stone. His
elaborate, many-layered robes are of an extremely dark
brown. His hands are covered with black leather gloves, and
his feet with black leather boots of an antiquated style. His
voice is a menacing rasp, sounding almost as though it is
being whispered directly into the ear of the listener.

His Nimbus is a cloud of large, reddish-black flies that
issues from within his robes and clusters, soundlessly, in the
air close to his body.

Storytelling Hints: More so than any other member of
his cabal, Februs goes out of his way to disturb people. His
aid is always very obviously a double-edged sword, and he
seems to take no end of joy in forcing others into situa-
tions in which they must choose between evils. While he
rarely appears to others outside of the presence of the rest
of the Shadow Chorus, Februs is known to send his words
to others with magic, occasionally even into the hearts of
their very sanctums.

Dedicated Magical Tools: Mask
Real Name: Unknown
Path: Mastigos :
Order: Guardians of the Veil ;
Mental Aftributes: Intelli-

gence 4, Wits 3,
Resolve 4

Physical Attributes: Strength 2, Dexterity 3, Stamina 2
Soc.;{al Attributes: Presence 2, Manipulation 5, Compo-
sure
Mental Skills: Academics 3, Crafts 2, Investigation 4,
Occult (Conspiracies) 4, Politics 3, Science 2
Phsésical Skills: Larceny 3, Stealth (Shadows) 4, Weap-
onry
Social Skills: Empathy (Motivations) 3, Intimidation (Veiled
fThrecilts) 4, Persuasion 2, Socialize 1, Streetwise 1, Subter-
uge
Merits: Dream 2, Fidetic Memory, Hallow (Shared) 5,
High Speech, language (Ancient Greek, lafin), Library
(Shared; The Abyss, Ghosts, Local Awakened History, Mon-
sters and Thanatology), Occultation 3, Resources 4, Sanctum
(Shared) 10, Status (Consilium 1, Order 1), Toxin Resistance
Willpower: 8
Wisdom: 5
Virtue: Temperance
Vice: Wrath
Initiative: 7
Defense: 3
Speed: 10
Health: 7
Gnosis: 3
Arcana: Death 1, Mind 4, Prime 1, Space 5
Rotes: Death — Soul Marks (+);: Mind — Aura
. Perception (+), Alter Aura (-+), Universal Language
(+++), Breach the Vault of Memory (++++); Prime —
© Inscribe Grimoire (+); Space — Correspondence
(+), Scrying (-+), Portal (-+), Suspension
# (+++), Hide Space (
Mana/per Turn: 13/3
Armor: 4 ("Misperception,” Mind ++)
Notes: Februs has grimoires con-
taining the following rotes: “Alter
Aura” (Mind 1; see Mage: The
Awakening, p. 207) and “Hide
Space” (Space 5; see Mage: The
Awakening, p. 242).
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Quote: I know
whatyouwant, and
it is within my
power to offer it to

you.
Background:
Discordia,
named for the
Roman incarna-
tion of Eris, is
almost never seen
without another
member of the Cho-
rus. She plays the part
- of the devil on one’s
shoulder, offering gifts
that must eventually culminate in strife. She is en-
couraged in this by Februs, while Culsu and Angerona
work to curb her tendencies. Because Discordia exists in the
shadow of other members of the Chorus, so to speak, she is a
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genuine cipher, virtually without an individual identity of

her own, save as a purveyor of chaos-inducing temptations.
Description: Discordia’s mask looks to be wrought of

white gold, and depicts a beautiful woman, most often with

= eyes half-closed and full, lush lips curved upward into a
mischievous smile. The mask is occasionally known to at
least appear to change expression, sometimes within a single
conversation. Her robes are of the darkest red, and she wears
boots and gloves of the same shade. Her voice is deep and
husky, with a note of malicious playfulness about it.

Discordia’s Nimbus is a brilliant, silver-white flame that
limns her form, curling lazily in the air, with leaping sparks
that spin off into the air and dissipate.

Storytelling Hints: Based upon her actions, it seems that
Discordia wants to see the Consilium collapse into turmoil.
She is kept in check by Culsu and Angerona, but sometimes
manages to let some secret slip out that could potentially
threaten the balance of power. (Why the Nemean hasn’t
done anything about her is anybody’s guess, but some suspect
that she is, in fact, acting on his authority.) Of course, just to
keep people guessing, she is known to offer the rare bit of
harmless information, no strings attached.

Dedicated Magical Tools: Talisman pendant with written
parchment, ruby pendant (Prime magic)

Real Name: Unknown

Path: Obrimos

Order: Mysterium

Mental Attributes: Intelligence 4, Wits 4, Resolve 2-

Physical Attributes: Strength 2, Dexterity 2, Stamina 3

Socgal Attributes: Presence 4, Manipulation 4, Compo-
sure :

Mental Skills: Academics 3, Computer 2, Crafts 1, In-
vestigation 3, Occult 3, Politics (Scandals) 3, Science 2

Physical Skills: Athletics 2, Brawl 1, Larceny (Sleight of
Hand) 2, Stealth 3

Social Skills: Empathy (Motives) 3, Expression 2, Persua-
sion 3, Socialize 2, Streetwise 1, Subterfuge 2
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Vaguely admirble in
their loathsomeness.

‘When they step out f
under their masters’ shadows,
they will truly learn to'fly:
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‘q‘o decades of glory.
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Merits: Hallow (Shared) 5, High Speech, Language (Latin)
1, Library (Shared; The Abyss, Ghosts, Local Awakened
History, Monsters and Thanatology) 2, Occultation 2, Re-
sources 4, Sanctum (Shared) 10, Status (Consilium 1, Order1)

Willpower: 5

Wisdom: 6

Virtue: Fortitude

Vice: Gluttony

Initiative: 5

Defense: 2

Speed: 9

Health: 8

Gnosis: 2

Arcana: Forces 2, Matter 3, Prime 4

Rotes: Forces — Read Matrices (+), Control Sound (¢*);
Matter — Dark Matter (+), Transmute Water (-+), Plasticity
(+=+); Prime — Discemn Phantasm (+), Activate Enchanted
ltem (++), Controlled Dispellation (-++), Marionette (=+=+)

Mana/per Tum: 11/2 :

Armor: 3 ("Unseen Aegis,” Matter ++)

Magic Shield: 4 ("Magic Shield,” Prime **)

Story Hook — Who's Who

The Shadow Chorus is a genuine unknown
quantity. Great power will rest in the hands of
the cabal that figures out the truth behind who is
the Shadow Chorus. It is taken for granted that
the Hierarch and perhaps the Councilors know
who the members of this cabal are, but all of
that could be an elaborate ruse, concocted to
keep the scrutiny of the “usurping” Silver Ladder
at bay. It may be that the Nemean hires the
characters (rather than going through the Ebon
Noose, for the sake of plausible deniability) to
dig into the pasts of the members of the Shadow
Chorus, just to be certain they're on the level (or,

Perhaps ou; two fellowships
ave somking in common.

. Essentially beneath notice, &
save as pawns. 5

Wise in the ancient /
ways, they are best,
avoided. = ]

One day, they will pay for
the insults their predecessors
heaped upon our Order.

A chain is no stronger
than its weakest link.
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at least, as on the level as they seem to be).
Perhaps the other Councilors don’t actually
know who the members of the Chorus are, and
want them investigated. Or, of course, the
characters may simply take the matter into their
own hands and pry into those secrets on their
own initiative. '

Perhaps the willworkers of the Chorus are all
involved in city government, living secret Awak-
ened lives. Or, maybe they're a cabal of homeless
vagrants with inexplicable resources. The truth
behind their identities will help to define the real
agenda of the Shadow Chorus and, just as
importantly, the motivations behind the cabal’s
actions. For instance, the chosen heirs to the
secrets of the old regime of the Guardians of the
Veil will have an entirely different perspective on
local politics than a group that migrated to Boston,

who see only a power vacuum in the local
presence of that order.

For long years, Boston’s Mysterium has played its hand in
a significantly different manner than the Adamantine Ar-
row, but to much the same effect. Rather than serving the
victor in local political struggles, the Mysterium maintains
an amicable and somewhat distant neutrality, willing to offer
kind words of support — but little else — to the dominant
regime. In recent times, this has led to occasional clashes
with the Nemean (who would prefer to see his constituents
a bit more fearfully compliant), but the two dominant cabals
of the order (the Brotherhood of the Ineffable Truth and the
Sanguine Laurel) have maintained a degree of solidarity.
Thus, the order has retained the credibility required to
successfully voice dissent on the few occasions on which its
leadership has felt it necessary to do so.

j@%fy@ 0 ofife Tuchible T rutf

. & The Brotherdod of thieTneffable Truth claims i illustri-
ous line of descent from a variety of powerful Mysterium
cabals in England, France and Germany, one or two of which
have persisted for centuries. Of course, nowadays all of that
means precious little to the willworkers of Boston as a whole.
Itdid, however, serve to give the Brothers’ predecessor cabals
a position of strength, a prestigious lineage of generations of
mentors that Potestas capitalized upon in 1956, when he
founded a cabal of his own. In 1978, when Ariadne, the
Master of the Academy (and, effectively, the leader of its
governing cabal), succumbed to old age, Potestas was there
to deftly maneuver his own cabal into the pre-eminent
position within the shared sanctum.

Since that time, the Brotherhood has more or less con-
trolled affairs at the Academy, though internal struggles
between the cabal’s two most powerful members — Potestas
and his onetime student Aurem — have become ever more

o

frequent, as the elder master wanders deeper into his twilight
years. To outsiders, though, the cabal presents a front of
solidarity that is only just a little bit frayed around its edges.
Neither of the two masters wants non-members to perceive
more division than is absolutely unavoidable, lest the
Brotherhood’s authority slip. For the time being, the issue is
effectively moot, given the short leash on which the Exalted
Knights of the Gryphon have been placed, but, as Aurem has
been known to point out, “That allegiance is just one spell
away from dissipating like fog at sunrise.”
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The stronghold of the Brotherhood of the Ineffable Truth,
the Academy is a place of rigorous discipline and esoteric
study. It is a bastion of mystic scholarship in a fallen world.
On the outside, the building isnondescript—alarge, walled-
in apartment building in the Beacon Hill area. The north
wing has been offered to the Exalted Knights of the Gryphon,
and serves as their sanctum. However, within the Academy
proper, tasteful opulence abounds. Most of the décor tends
toward dark colors: reds, purples and greens dominate, ac-
cented by gold or silver. All of the flooring on the first level
is of marble (black, white or a combination of the two), and
a number of the rooms boast lavish wood paneling, stained
into rich, dark hues.

Each day, when the sun reaches its zenith, one or more of the
members of the Brotherhood light scores of candles located
around a massive orrery on the top floor of the Academy (a 5-
point shared Hallow). Mana condenses as tass in the melted

- wax. For the most part, Potestas and Aurem control the flow of

Mana, and, between them, always set aside the Exalted Knights’
allotted portion, in honor of their bargain with the warrior
cabal. Naturally, the Academy’s library is expansive, encom-
passing the better part of the second floor. Walls were long ago
knocked out to allow for asingle, tremendously huge repository
of knowledge, with the shelves arranged along arcane patterns
(Ancient Ruins, the Awakened in Politics, Cryptozoology,
Goetia and Numerology).

('_/qr[gmg r( @ﬂ/{ﬂ”«m(gﬂ wncilar)

Quotex Do you think yourself wise, young one? Important?
Powerful? You are none of these things. You are a whelp with
delusions of grandeur. Allow me to illustrate to you your insuffi-
ciencies.

Background: Potestas has been at the Academy for as long
as anyone can remember. He is seen as akin to the sea, both
tempestuous and eternal. Despite his obvious desires to the
contrary, he has never and, at this point, will never hold the
office of the Hierarch, though he has been a Councilor
through the reign of the Nemean. It is a position Potestas has
held since early in'the ascension of the Nemean and from
which the Nemean could not dislodge him, despite the
other’s efforts. Potestas is the loyal opposition, devoted to the
Consilium, even as he stands against the power of the Ebon
Noose and the White Putnams.

Potestas has a lot of ties among Boston’s Awakened, more
than anyone else cares to admit. Some believe that he has at
least one spy in all but one or two of the other cabals of the
area, though this is almost certainly an exaggeration. He is a




master of misdirection, keeping enemies at one another’s
throats and leaving allies guessing as to his true capabilities
and motivations. Despite Potestas’ inability to wrest control
of the Consilium away from the Noose, the Nemean regards
him as hisonlycredible rival, the one man who can challenge
the will of the Hierarch and get away with it.
Potestas’ Demesne is located within his private sanctum,
hidden somewhere in Concord. It is but a single chamber,
opulently appointed and two full stories underground.
Potestas’ soul stone is hidden within an ever-burning font of
silver-white flame (manifested through the Prime Arcanum,
and inflicting aggravated damage upon those that touch it).
Description: Potestas is a tall, lean man with'an intimidat-
ing presence. Now in his mid-80s, he looks as though he
keeps standing solely on account of his unwillingness to yield
to age or weakness. His beard and receding white hair are
worn short, and his face is a network of wrinkles, deepening
toshadowed grooves when he frowns in displeasure, which is
often. He invariably wears fine suits, often in black, dark gray
or dark blue, and uses a small, glittering black gemstone of
unknown composition (he claims it is Atlantean) as a tie
tack. His grammar is impeccable, though he always sounds a
little hoarse. His instinct is to talk down to others, and he
holds it in check with great difficulty (and then only when
he truly wishes to). :
His Nimbus manifests as a roiling tempest of seething
energy, draped over his body like a kingly cloak and blazing
brilliantly around his head like a crown. i
Storytelling Hints: Potestas believes that wisdom con-
veys the right to power, not the other way around. He is
tremendously disappointed with the fact that he was never
able to successfully break with the Mysterium’s unspoken
policy of remaining a second-tier power in Boston, but
pretends to be far more bothered by it than he actually is. In
his eyes, only a fool laments that which has already come to
pass, unless he somehow possesses the power to change it.
Instead, Potestas works on establishing a firm position for the
next generation of the Academy, from which they might
chip away at the influence of the area’s Silver Ladder in
general and the Secret Concord in particular. He is con-
nected to many willworkers in the city, but has nowhere near
the information network he has led others to believe. In
truth, he finds great amusement in watching others scramble
to figure out who his spies and informants are.
Dedicated Magical Tools: Watch with mirrored case
Real Name: Carlo Fendi
Path: Obrimos
Order: Mysterium
Mental Attributes: Intelligence 6, Wits 5, Resolve 5
Physical Attributes: Strength 2, Dexterity 2, Stamina 2
Socsial Attributes: Presence 4, Manipulation 3, Compo-
sure

Mental Skills: Academics 6, Investigation 4, Occult (Se-
cret Societies) 5, Politics 5, Science 4

Physical Skills: Brawl 2, Drive 1, Firearms 1, Larceny 1,
Stealth 2, Survival 4, Weaponry (Swords) 3

Social Skills: Expression 3, Intimidation 4, Persuasion 4,
Socialize (Awakened Society) 2, Streetwise 1, Subterfuge 5

Merits: Contacts (Academia, Occult Community) 2, Ei-
detic Memory, Hallow (Personal) 2, Hallow (Shared) 5,

High Speech, Language (Ancient Greek, French, German,
Hebrew, Latin, Mandarin, Russian, Spanish, Turkish), Li-
brary (Shared; Ancient Ruins, the ‘Awakened in Politics,
Cryptozoology, Goetia and Numerology), Resources 5, Sanc-
tum (Personal) 5, Sanctum (Shared) 7, Sleepwalker Retainer
4, Status (Consilium 5, Order 5)

Willpower: 10

Wisdom: 6

Virtue: Fortitude

Vice: Pride

Initiative: 7

Defense: 2

Speed: 9

Health: 7

Gnosis: 6

Arcana: Fate 2, Forces 4, life 3, Matter1, Mind 3, Prime 5,
Space 2

Rotes: Fate — Quantum Flux (+), Shifting the Odds (-*);
Forces — Control Sound (+); Kinetic Blow (), Personal
Invisibility (-=+), Control Velocity (-+++); Life — Sense Life (-),
Self-Healing (-+), Honing the Form (--+); Matter — Dark
Matter (+); Mind — One Mind, Two Thoughts (+), Mental
Shield (-+), Augment the Mind (+++); Prime—Dispel Magic (+),
Magic Shield (-+), Celestial Fire (+++), Supernal Dispellation
(+=+), Siphon Mana (s+==+); Space — Correspondence (+),
Conceal Sympathy (++), Scrying (++)

Mana/per Tum: 15/6

Armor: 4 ("Unseen Shield,” Forces +*)

Magic Shield: 5 (Prime =)

Grimoires: In his Demesne, Potestas has grimoires (see
Mage: The Awakening, pp. 220-221 for rules on grimoires)
containing the following rotes: “Personal Invisibility” (Forces
«++), “Augment the Mind” (Mind --+), “Celestial Fire” (Prime
+++) and "Supemal Dispellation” (Prime «+-*).
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Quote: As far as we can tell, the protocol in ancient Atlantis
for such a situation would — what? Because that is what is
written. Well, naturally, such accounts are shrouded in symbol-
ism and deliberate occlusion. Now, where was I?

Background: Aurem is Potestas’ oldest surviving student,
and he has inherited much of the elder willworker’s conten-
tious nature. Aurem is arrogant like his teacher but perhaps
not quite as abrasive and blatant in his elitism. Potestas took
the newly Awakened man under his wing while on a trip to
Cambridge, England, while there to visit with an old associ-
ate he had met during the Second World War. Over time,
Potestas and Aurem, so similar in personality, have come to
clash overanumber of issues and Aurem, long in his mentor’s
shadow, began to push for increased control over the Broth-
erhood. His appointment to the position of Potestas’ Provost
in 1990 has furthered his ambitions in some respects, and
stymied them in others.

Now, the two divide control of the Brotherhood between
them, as well as control over the Exalted Knights of the
Gryphon. Still, Aurem is keenly aware that his day will only
truly come when Potestas is out of the picture. Such knowl-
edge pains Aurem on one level, but he comforts himself with
the understanding that Potestas’.vision of the rise of the
Academy is bigger than any one person and the old man
would want his onetime student to prosper by his demise.
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Until that day, however, Aurem bides his time and hones his skills in
the constant duel with Potestas for mastery of the Academy.
Description: Aurem is a stately older man, now in his mid-60s. His
features are severe, and his dark brown skin is creased from long years
spent squinting over old tomes. His gray hair is neatly trimmed at all
" times, as is his goatee. He tends toward suits in browns, beiges and
grays, and walks with an unadorned cane of brass and ash. Increasingly,
. he is forced to resort to glasses with small, rectangular lenses and gold
frames when reading. His British accent is undiminished by time and,
depending upon his exact tone, makes all he says sound haughty,
sophisticated or-both.
His Nimbus appears as bolts of golden lightning, radiating outward
from him and licking at every surface within 10 feet of his body.
Storytelling Hints: Well aware that Potestas’ days in this world are
few now, Aurem is getting all of his affairs in order, so as to best
 capitalize upon what he knows will be left to him when the older mage
passes. Like Potestas, Aurem wants to see the Mysterium rise to
become the dominant order of the region, and he knows that he’s got
at least another good decade, maybe two, left in him, barring ill
fortune. Further, he’s willing to set up anotheér, a generation or two
down the line, if need be, to assume leadership of the Consilium. His
patience and calculation are reflected in his speech and his manner-
isms, as is his great intellect. As he intends to disband the Brotherhood
upon Potestas’ death, Aurem is ever mindful of the doings of talented
willworkers who might be persuaded to join him.
Dedicated Magical Tools: British coin marked with a pentagram,
sapphire ring (Prime magic)
Real Name: Zachary Harcourt
Path: Obrimos
Order: Mysterium
Mental Attributes: Intelligence 5, Wits 4, Resolve 4
Physical Attributes: Strength 3, Dexterity 2, Stamina 3
Social Attributes: Presence 4, Manipulation 3, Composure 4
- Mental Skills: Academics 5, Computer 2, Crafts 2, Investigation
. (Research) 4, Medicine 2, Occult 5, Politics 4, Science 2
Yy Physical Skills: Athletics 2, Brawl 2, Drive 1, Stealth 1, Weaponry
(Swords) 3 _
==Y Social Skills: Empathy 2, Expression 2, Intimidation 3, Persuasion
A :\» y 3, Socialize 3, Subterfuge (Lies) 4
“ 5~ Merits: Dream 3, Hallow (Shared) 5, High Speech, Language
(Ancient Greek, French, Hebrew, Latin, Spanish), Library (Shared;
Ancient Ruins, the Awakened in Politics, Cryptozoology, Goetia and
Numerology), Resources 4, Sanctum (Personal) 2, Sanctum (Shared)
=] 7, Status (Consilium 4, Order 4)
Willpower: 8
Wisdom: 7
Virtue: Prudence
Vice: Pride
Initiative: 6
Defense: 2
Speed: 10
Health: 8
Gnosis: 4
Arcana: Fate 2, Forces 4, Life 2, Matter 2, Prime 4, Spirit 3
| Rofes: Fate — Interconnections (+), The Evil Eye (++); Forces — Read
#1 Matrices (+), Unseen Shield (s+), Telekinesis (g Levitation (+++); Life
| — Pulse of the Living World (+), Self-Healing (++); Matter — Discemn
ase] Composition (+), Steel Windows (+); Prime — Dispel Magic (+),
v {| Squaring the Circle (++), Celestial Fire (-++), Siphon Essence (+++); Spirit
'] — Spirit Tongue (), Peer Across the Gauntlet (-+), Reaching (-+
Mana/per Tum: 13/4
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Armor: 4 ("Unseen Shield,” Forces +*)
Magic Shield: 4 (Prime +*)

u{/'m lonia

Quote: What was that you wanted again, an anatomical text?
Did you know that a trauma to less than one percent of the human
body can be fatal, if properly executed? Sorry, just a bit of trivia.

Background: Talia West has gone by the name Apollonia
for so long, she sometimes needs to think about what she was
called before. A exceptionally violent Awakening at the age
of eight that left her parents dead brought her to the atten-
tion of Marduk, one of the founding members of the
Brotherhood. As she had no other family, he adopted her as
hisdaughter and educated her in the ways of the Obrimos and
the Adamantine Arrow. She had a natural talent for destruc-
tive magics, and, upon the completion of her studies (just
after her 16th birthday), she was offered a place in the cabal.
After Marduk’s death in 1980 (a mysterious demise that has
never been adequately explained), she became the foremost
warrior of the cabal. :

Her greatest accomplishment during her time with the
Brotherhood is also her greatest failure. The martial prodi-
gies Ferrum and Ares were her students, and their potential
seemed limitless. Potestas mused that they might well be the
infusion of new blood needed to catapult the cabal into a
dominant position with the Consilium. Then came Ferrum’s
break and the founding of the Exalted Knights of the Gryphon.
Two years ago, Ares perished while on a mission for Aurem,
straining the-bonds of trust, if not loyalty, that held the
Knights to the Brotherhood. Since that time, Apollonia has
pulled back from martial pursuits. She is still the chief
defender of the Academy proper, but whiles away much of
her time in the library, learning any path other than war.

Description: Throughout her youth, Apollonia was con-
sidered cute, if not beautiful. As the years have gone on, her
girlish good looks have faded, though she still looks a bit
younger than her age. She is a little shorter than average,
with a toned, athletic build. These days, she favors pantsuits,
tailored for both style and ease of movement. She is soft-
spoken (a fact that takes many off guard, considering her
order) and is just the slightest bit awkward in normal social
interaction.

When Apollonia’s Nimbus manifests, she seemingly bursts
into blue flames and is wreathed in a brilliant tapestry of
snaking tendrils of fire.

Storytelling Hints: Apollonia is tired of studying the arts
of battle. It began with her defeat at her apprentice’s hands.
He simply wanted it more, and she knows that now. Still, a
sense of duty holds her to her martial pursuits; and she will
not fail the Brotherhood, even if it means continuing on at
a task that no longer gives any sense of joy or fulfillment.
Also, she carries a good deal of guilt over Ares’ death.
Perhaps, she muses, if she’d trained him better, he’'d still be
alive today. Despite these doubts, she puts on a stoic front
and has been doing so for so long that even the most astute
observer would have a hell of a time seeing through it.

Dedicated Magical Tools: Knife
Real Name: Talia West
Path: Obrimos
Order: Adamantine Arrow

Mental Attributes: Intelligence 3, Wits 4, Resolve 4

Physical Attributes: Strength 3, Dexterity 4, Stamina 3

Soc?ial Aftributes: Presence 3, Manipulation 2, Compo-
sure

Mental Skills: Academics 3, Computer 1, Investigation 1,
Medicine 3, Occult 2, Science 2 .

Physical Skills: Athletics 3, Brawl (Grappling) 4, Drive 1,
Firearéns 2, Larceny (Security Systems) 3, Stealth 3, Weap-
onry

Social Skills: Intimidation 2, Persuasion 1, Socialize 1,
Subterfuge (Concealing Emotions) 4 :

Merits: Danger Sense, Fast Reflexes 2, Fighting Style
(Kung Fu) 4, Hallow (Shared) 5, High Speech, Iron Stamina
2, Language (Latin), Library (Shared; Ancient Ruins, the
Awakened in Politics, Cryptozoology, Goetia and Numerol-
ogy) 1, Occultation 1, Resources 4, Sanctum (Shared) 7,
Status (Consilium 2, Order 3)

Willpower: 7

Wisdom: 7

Virtue: Temperance

Vice: Envy

Initiative: 7

Defense: 4

Speed: 12

Health: 8

Gnosis: 3

Arcana: Forces 5, life 3, Prime 2

Rotes: Forces — Nightsight (+), Influence Electricity (=*),
Personal Invisibility (-++), Energetic Attack (-+++), Radiation
(e++++); Life — Cleanse the Body (+), Self-Healing (-+), Honing
the Form (+++); Prime— Analyze Enchanted ltem (+), Squaring
the Circle ()

Mana/per Tumn: 12/3

Armor: 5 ("Unseen Shield,” Forces **)

Magic Shield: 2 (Prime )
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Quote: The master’s safety comes before all other concerns.

Background: Nothing about James Cochran’s life was
easy. Sired by an unknown father upon an unfit mother and
born into bad circumstances, James grew up poor and lonely.
His temper got him into trouble all the time, and his mother,
too busy getting drunk or high, never had any time for him.
He ran with the worst crowds and first killed a man at the age
of 15, in a crime that was never solved. He was bound for an
early grave and would’ve found it, had he not Awakened at
24, after being shot twice in the stomach and left for dead in
a Roxbury tenement building that was then set ablaze.
Standing before a vine-covered statue of a towering dragon,
he took up a white-hot tablet of stone and embraced the
source of his power and his rage, mending his wounds and
escaping from the inferno virtually unscathed.

Atlas, one of the founding members of the Brotherhood,
discovered James shortly thereafter, unable to master his new
magic. Atlas brought him to the Academy, where James
learned to control the fury that roiled within him. Not long
afterward, Atlas passed away, and the fierce loyalty that
James, now Draco, had given him transferred to Potestas.
Since that time, Draco has been the master’s personal body-
guard, accompanying Potestas on all of his (now infrequent)
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forays out of the sanctum — a shadow of menace that lurks
nearby, reminding others of the consequences of lifting a
hand against the aged lord of the Academy.

Description: Draco is of average height, but his entire
frame is wiry, corded muscle. His blond hair is cut very short,
so as to provide no grip for an enemy. He seems perpetually
tensed and on the edge of violence, a storm held in check by
will alone. He dresses well, but practically, in clothing that
won’t inhibit his movements in a fight. His voice is a low
growl, but the vulgarity and slang of his youth have been
almost completely suppressed, replaced by a much cleaner, if
not far more expansive, vocabulary.

His Nimbus manifests as a deep crimson glow in his irises
and plumes of smoke rising from his body, as though his
internal temperature has suddenly climbed so high that his
clothing is smoldering.

Storytelling Hints: Before the Brotherhood came into his
life, Draco never belonged to anything of substance. No one
ever looked out for him, and no one really cared whether he
lived or died. Atlas was the father figure Draco never had.
With Atlas’ passing, Potestas became the center of Draco’s
world. He has killed for the old master, and would gladly lay
down his life for him. He willingly leaves the defense of the
Academy as a whole to Apollonia; he’s well aware that she
is far better suited to the task, anyway.

Dedicated Magical Tools: Wooden pen, emerald ring
(Prime magic)

Real Name: James Cochran

Path: Thyrsus

Order: Adamantine Arrow

Mental Attributes: Intelligence 2, Wits 4, Resolve 4
Physical Attributes: Strength 4, Dexterity 4, Stamina 4
Social Attributes: Presence 3, Manipulation 1, Composure 2
Mental Skills: Academics 1, Medicine 2, Occult 1,
Physical Skills: Athletics 3, Brawl (Boxing) 5, Drive 2,
Frearms (Pistols) 2, Larceny 4, Stealth 1, Weaponry 1
Social Skills: Intimidation (Physical Threats) 4, Streetwise 3
Merits: Fast Reflexes 2, Fighting Style (Boxing) 5, High
Speech, Jron Stamina 3, Resources 3, Sanctum (Shared) 7,
Status (Consilium 1, Order 1)

Willpower: 6

Wisdom: 5 (Suspicion)

Virtue: Faith

~ Vice: Wrath

Initiative: 6

Defense: 4

Speed: 13

Health: 9

Gnosis: 2

Arcana: Life 3, Prime 3, Spirit 2

Rotes: Life— Cleanse the Body (+), Organic Resilience (-+),

e

Quote: The world is what you make of it.

Background: Born to Awakened parents, Cybele Connelly
grew up well aware of the paranormal world. Her mother, a
skilled diviner, knew that Cybele would one day also wield
the power of the Awakened, and so her training as a mage
began long before she actually was one. When she recently
Awakened as a Moros, however, neither her mother (an
Acanthus) nor her father (a Mastigos) felt that they could
adequately educate her in the use of her magic. Cybele was
sent to a friend in the Mysterium, Vajra, a member of the
Brotherhood of-the Ineffable Truth. Now, her schooling and
induction complete, she has opted to stay in her teacher’s
place, as he departed the cabal to return to his native India,
that he might spend his last years with family.

Cybele took as her shadow name the aspect of the goddess for
whom she was named in her aspect as a stone. The idea of
divinity concealed within base matter appealed greatly to her,
and she has become the Academy’s foremost alchemist. Nei-
ther Potestas nor Aurem has anything bad to say about her (a
true rarity, especially for a mage of the young generation). She
is the most sociable and outgoing willworker of the Brother-
hood and the only one with more than a purely mercenary
interest in the happenings of the modern Sleeper world.

Description: Agdos is an attractive young woman of
average height and slight build. She dresses comfortably and
is almost never without her leather jacket. When riding her
motorcycle, she often wears leather pants, but she much
prefers jeans. Her red hair is worn long and unbound, and she
is quick to smile, though her grin often makes her look like

- she’s up to something. She has the alchemical symbol for the

Sun tatteoed on the inside of her right forearm in black ink.
She speaks with confidence, and her tone always conveys a
note of good humor.

Agdos’ Nimbus is a wild aura of prismatic light that outlines
her body, encompassing almost every color imaginable.

Storytelling Hints: Agdos has been a part of Awakened
society all of her life. Despite this, she enjoys the world
outside of the Academy’s doors. For example, she’s the only
member of the cabal able to speak with any authority on
what’s currently showing in movie theaters. When not
actively going about the business of the Brotherhood, she
spends a lot of time riding her motorcycle-and doing the sort
of things normal people do. This isn’t to say that she in any
way shirks her duties; she is always certain to put the needs
of the cabal ahead of her outside interests.

Dedicated Magical Tools: Lead coin
Real Name: Cybele Connelly
Path: Moros
Order: Mysterium

Mental Attributes: Intelligence 4, Wits.2, Resolve 3

Physical Attributes: Strength 2, Dexterity 3, Stamina 2

Social Attributes: Presence 3, Manipulation 2,
Composure 3

Mental Skills: Academics 2, Computer 2, Crafts 4,
Occult 2, Politics 2, Science (Metallurgy) 3

Honing the Form (**+); Prime — Supemal Vision (), Magic
Shield (-+), Celestial Fire (-+); Spirit — Second Sight (+),
Ephemeral Shield (--)

Mana/per Tum: 11/2

Armor: 3 ("Organic Resilience,” Life )
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Physical Skills: Athletics1, Brawl 1, Drive (Motorcycles) 3,
Frearms 1, Survival 1

Social Skills: Animal Ken (Dogs) 2, Empathy 1, Persua-
sion 2, Socialize 1, Streetwise 1, Subterfuge 1

Merits: Barfly, Contacts (Club Scene) 1, Familiar (embod-
ied mastiff; see below), High Speech, Language (Latin),
Resources 3, Sanctum (Shared) 7, Status (Consilium 1,
Order 1), Striking Looks 2, Stunt Driver

Willpower: 6

Wisdom: 7

Virtue: Temperance

Vice: Pride

Initiative: 6

Defense: 2

Speed: 10

Health: 7

Gnosis: 2 "

Arcana: Death 1, Forces 1, Matter 3, Prime 1

Rotes: Death — Grim Sight (+); Forces — Nightsight (+);
Matter— Discern Composition (+), Unseen Aegis (++), Repair
Object (+++); Prime— Analyze Enchanted ltem ()

Mana/per Tum: 11/2

Amnor: 3 ("Unseen Aegis,” Matter ++)
s Cerberus, Agdos’ Mastiff Familiar

Cerberus is a large black mastiff. He is a particularly fit
example of his breed and loyally follows at Agdos’ side when-
ever she brings him out. He is extremely protective of her,
though not aggressive or unfriendly. In fact, Cerberus likes to
play and is very outgoing, though he doesn’t know his own
strength and has been known to bowl others over when he gets
excited. For this reason, and despite his Ban, Agdos doesn’t
often let him play with, or around, children.
Mental Attributes: Intelligence 1, Wits 3, Resolve 3
Physical Attributes: Strength 4, Dexterity 3, Stamina 3
Social Attributes: Presence 2, Manipulation 1, Composure 3
Mental Skills: Investigation 3
Physical Skills: Athletics 2, Brawl 4, Stealth 1, Survival 2
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Social Skills: Intimidation 4, Persuasion 2
Willpower: 6

Max Essence: 10

Initiative: 6

Defense: 3

Speed: 14 (species factor 7)

Size: 4

Health: 7

Influence: Loyalty 2

Numina: Innocuous, Wilds Sense

Ban: Cerberus may never intentionally cause harm to a
living creature, unless directly ordered to do so by his master.

Story Hook —

Allies and Agendas
The Brotherhood seeks to enlist the aid of
the characters’ cabal in their efforts to make
inroads into the power structure of the Boston
Consilium. Potestas knows that, if he is
fortunate, he may have a decade left in him,
and he wants Aurem to be able to come out
swinging, politically speaking, immediately
after his mentor’s passing. Given the esteem

and influence Potestas possesses, he knows
that the Nemean will be hard-pressed to act
directly against the Brotherhood, lest the
Nemean risk consolidating the city’s
Mysterium and any .allied willworkers (or find
himself thwarted by any of the spies for
whom Potestas is infamous).

Potestas will be happy to play the cabal for
fools, if that-is what they prove themselves to be.
He will sucker them in with promises of money,

- ‘_gi\:iWould be kings.

® Honorable,
if anfiquated.

Foolish louts, barely woﬂh? o)
even confempt.

Crushed beneath the
Hierarch's iron heel.
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magical aid or lore, and leave them holding the
bag in an obvious play that weakens the standing
of the Ebon Noose. Of course, he'll be much
happier if the characters’ cabal prove themselves
competent, as they are apt o make better long-
term allies for the Brotherhood that way. The
Brotherhood will go so far as to offer to back one
of the characters’ in his petition for a role in the -
Consilium (such as Sentinel or Herald) , and may

be able,to be convinced to back a character’s play
for Councilor (though they won't offer the latter),
so long as the alliance favors the Brotherhood.

j 2 C/f/f an

A band &f mefry miscreants, the Company is essentially an
Awakened conspiracy devoted to utter dominion over the
New England criminal community — from the most es-
teemed of made men to the lowliest pusher pedaling crack in
the vestibule of an abandoned tenement. Slowly but surely,
the willworker calling himself Vision, the driving force
behind the Company and the cabal’s founder, has built the
groundwork of this invisible empire. While it will take years
at least to cement his hold (if indeed such a thing ever
happens), he has certainly come closer:to making it happen
than any before or since. An especially impressive feat is that
19 out of 20 of his operatives don’t even know who they work
for and the other one can’t point to any criminal activities in
which Vision himself is directly involved.

The Company functions as a squad of Awakened merce-
naries, dealing in favors, connections, illegal activities and
“exotic commodities” in exchange for access to libraries, tass
and such. No one likes the mages of the Company, but few
can utterly dismiss the Company’s potential usefulness. Vi-
sion is always careful to never allow “his” people to become
beholden to any one interest, and also maintains a strict
policy of neutrality in matters involving rival cabals, as he
has no wish to be a casualty in the struggles of the Wise.

574/////17144 (. éyfzxzdzzm/éyzé@ ® ./J (allin ®®)

he Company’s shared sanctum, Shangri-La, is tucked
away near the Ruggles stop on the MBT A’s Orange Line, just
next door to Northeastern University in Roxbury. Located
in a rundown but otherwise unremarkable tenement build-
ing, the sanctum also serves the cabal as living space. The
heat and plumbing work intermittently and the place is
rather hot during the summer, so Vision'spends as little time
there as possible, but the other members of the cabal are
sufficiently strapped for cash and/or lazy that they’re perma-
nent residents.

In the darkest recesses of the building’s basement lay the
skeletons of hundreds, or perhaps even thousands, of rats.
Each day, one of the willworkers of the cabal gathers up two
fistfuls of these bones and grinds them into powder, in a
process that yields up tass (a 2-point shared Hallow). No
Library is to be found in Shangri-La. Vision is the only
member of the cabal with any appreciable access to any useful
lore, and he hoards such knowledge for himself. Two Sleep-

o

walker Retainers serve as permanent staff, acting both as
security and as a buffer between the cabal and its customers.

/) ?;jm/zf

Quote: Been having bad dreams, Rebecca? Remember to pay
what you owe. I'm not a forgiving man, and you can’t begin to
imagine what I'm capable of doing to those that test my patience.

Background: The man who calls himself Vision was born
Timothy Novak to parents whose mixed ancestry included
between them Hungarian, Romany, Turkish, Cherokee,
Irish, Hindi, Greek, Italian, Basque and Russian blood.
Timothy’s early years were years without roots or traditions
of any sort. The Novaks moved often for just over the first 17
years of their son’s life, and he never made any good friends
or became attached to anyone. A latchkey kid, Timothy
didn’teven become particularly close to either of his parents.
He was a perpetual outsider, without any opportunity to fit
in anywhere. After a while, he lost the desire to fit in.

Timothy’s teenage years were an attempt at rebellion, but
no one noticed or cared. By the time he made an impression
on the locals, it was time to move again. His parents were
unbothered by his strange clothes and bad attitude, chalking
it up to “a phase.” Finally, the family settled in the Midwest.
Timothy made his high school graduation with a class he had
known since the end of winter break. He promptly left home
and struck out for New England, a place he remembered
relatively fondly from the two times he’d lived there. He
integrated himself into the Boston and Providence club
scenes, and became a purveyor of high-quality designer party
drugs. Then, about four years ago, he suddenly stopped

~ dealing all the drugs he was known for and went almost
completely underground, becoming a myth of the local
nightlife. He re-emerged as Vision, and began selling stranger
concoctions, brews that put the imbiber into trance states
with amazing hallucinations and vistas very nearly outside of
the human experience, which he claimed were “designer
dreams.”

Today, Vision is regarded among most of New England’s
willworkers as an extraordinarily useful and resourceful cock-
roach, hidden in the dark and impossible to kill. He knows
very nearly everyone, and, if he doesn’t know a given
individual, he definitely knows someone who does. He has
learned which politicians’ kids are hooked on something
scandalous and who among local movers-and-shakers shares
a bed with whom, with or without a spouse’s knowledge or
consent.

Description: Vision isa clean-shaven man who looks to be
of Middle Eastern descent, with long black hair that’s some-
where between badly tangled and almost dreadlocked, and
dark circles under his eyes, as though he’s strung out on drugs
or hasn’t slept in a week.

Vision’s Nimbus'is a pool of blood that wells up from under
his feet, leaving bloody prints in his wake if he walks while
it is manifested.

Storytelling Hints: Vision’s goals are simple: he wants to
run New England’s drug trade and, from there, branch out
into the better part of the region’s underworld, all without
ever having to directly involve himself in criminal affairs
(something he considers himself past and that is now “be-
neath” him). To thatend, he hasdeveloped an extraordinarily




extensive and lucrative network of contacts and connec-

tions. Without much exaggeration, it has been said that

Vision can get word on anything that transpires within the

Greater Boston Area within 15 minutes of it happening,

should he choose to put in a bit of effort.

Dedicated Magical Tools: Watch with a pentacle design

Real Name: Timothy Novdk

Path: Mastigos

Order: Mysterium

Mental Attributes: Intelligence 4, Wits 2, Resolve 3

Physical Attributes: Strength 2, Dexterity 2, Stamina 2

Socgal Attributes: Presence 2, Manipulation 4, Compo-
sure '

Mental Skills: Investigation (Dreams) 3, Medicine (Phar-
maceuticals) 4, Occult 1, Politics (Scandals) 2, Science
(Biochemistry) 2

Physical Skills: Brawl 1, Frearms 1, Larceny 4, Stealth 2

Social Skills: Empathy (Personalities) 1, Intimidation 2,
Persuasion 3, Socialize 2, Streetwise 5, Subterfuge 4

Merits: Allies (Drug Culture 4, Gangs 4, Vice Squad 3),
Contacts (Drug Culiure, Gangs, Police, Politics), Hallow
(Shared) 2, High Speech, Library (Personal; Mystic Narcot-
ics), Resources 3, Sanctum (Shared) 2, Sleepwalker Retainer
3, Status (Order) 1, Toxin Resistance

Willpower: 6

Wisdom: 3 (Narcissism, Suspicion)

Virtue: Fortitude

Vice: Greed

Inifiative: 5

Defense: 2

Speed: 9

Health: 7

Gnosis: 3

Arcana: life 2, Mind 4, Prime 3, Space 3

Rotes: Life — Cleanse the Body (+), Self-Healing (-+); Mind
— Aura Perception (), Mental Shield (+), Sleep of the Just
(+++), Dream Traveler (-++); Prime — Supernal Vision (*),
Counterspell Prime (++), Disguise Resonance (+++); Space —
Correspondence (+), Scrying (-+), New Threads (-*)

Mana/per Tum: 12/3

Armmor: 4 ("Misperception,” Mind )

j[/{/// man
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éuote: Can’t you hear them? They’re asking us to join them.
All they want is to taste your flesh, to bathe in your blood. It’s not
such a terrible price to pay, once you get used to it . . .
Background: Hangman is a shaman, a modern primitive
priest of ancient spirits, experiencing the invisible world
through altered states of consciousness created by ritual
narcotics and ecstatic pain. He just doesn’t happen to be a
very goodshaman. Hangman’s idea of sacramental hallucino-
gens falls a bit far on the side of bad street drugs and his use
of sacred agony is more a testament to his sadomasochistic
nature than any real affirmation of faith. While there are
certainly ways one could live Hangman’s life and perform the
role of intermediary between humanity and the spirits well,
he hasn’t found any of those ways yet and displays little
interest in looking for them.

This willworker deals with dark spirits, extracting what he
needs from them through a combination of bribery, threats
and promises that he sometimes keeps and sometimes ne-
glects (or else simply forgets about). Hangman has slowly
been building up a lot of enemies in the unseen world this
way, but he lives for the moment. When the consequences of
his actions come home to roost, he will likely find the support
of his “friends” in the Company vanishing rapidly into the
woodwork. Until that day, however, he serves as the
Company’s intermediary with the Shadow Realm.

Hangman is a creature of desires and is relatively easy to
control through them, provided one understands the com-
plexion of Hangman’s particular needs. He uses the influence
given him by his membership in the Company to indulge his
tastes in dispensing and receiving pain, and to feed a decade-
long drug habit spawned by an early inability to cope with
what his Awakening revealed to him. While currently a sad
excuse for a mage, Hangman is a soul in need of help and a
genuine friend. Anyone who actually manages to break
through the mage’s bitter and defensive demeanor to actu-
ally deal with him like a human being may well earn a friend
for life. Or an albatross she can’t shake.

Description: Hangman is tall, rail-thin and looks every
inch the junkie he is. He shaves his head, but often forgets to
do so for days on end, leaving him with fuzzy stubble on his
scalp. He also sports some patchy chin whiskers. He wears
ripped-up jeans and T-shirts (often threadbare and stained),
supplemented by a beat-up leather jacket in colder weather.
When it’s warm, he occasionally goes barefoot, even out-
doors. On occasion, when badly strung-out, Hangman
sometimes neglects to shower. He doesn’t even bother at-
tempting to conceal the track marks on his arms.

His Nimbus manifests as primal-looking pictographs of grim
and terrible scenes, seemingly etched into his exposed flesh.

Storytelling Hints: Hangman wanders the world in a daze
of drugs and twisted perceptions. He attracts the attentions
of many of the most malicious sorts of spirits, and they don’t
hesitate to play with his senses and his emotions. He is often
confused, groggy or both, and spends up to 16 hours a day
asleep for days on end when he’s at his worst. When he is
lucid, Hangman says extremely disturbing, even frightening,
things, and then he loses himself in a narcotic oblivion, in an
attempt to forget the horror that lurks just beyond the edges
of reality.

Dedicated Magical Tools: Paperback book (“How to Tell
Your Children About Drugs”)

Real Name: Brian Cook

Path: Thyrsus

Order: Mysterium

Mental Attributes: Intelligence 3, Wits 2, Resolve 1

Physical Attributes: Strength 1, Dexterity 2, Stamina 4

Soczial Attributes: Presence 3, Manipulation 3, Compo-
sure

Mental Skills: Crafts 2, Medicine 1, Occult (Spirits) 3

Physical Skills: Brawl 1, Larceny 2, Stealth 2, Survival
(Shelter) 1, Weaponry 1

Social Skills: Empathy 2, Intimidation 2, Persuasion 2,
Socialize 1, Streetwise (Scoring Drugs) 3, Subterfuge 1
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Merits: Dream 2, Hallow (Shared) 2, High Speech, Iron

Staminal, Occultation 1, Sanctum (Shared) 2, Status (Order

D

Si

Willpower: 3

Wisdom: 4 (Depression, lrrationality)

Virtue: Faith

Vice: Gluttony

Initiative: 4

Defense: 2

Speed: 8

Health: 9°

Gnosis: 1

Arcana: Death 1, Fate 1, Life 1, Spirit 2

Rotes: Death— Speak with the Dead (+); Fate—The Sybil's
ght (+); Life — Pulse of the Living World (+); Spirit — Spirit

Tongue (+), Peer Across the Gauntlet (-+)

o

Mana/per Tum: 10/1
Armor: 2 ("Ephemeral Shield,” Spirit +*)

Corey

Q{ibte: I told you before, it’s $600 a hit. So, you can either
reach in your wallet, and we can do business, or you can fuck off
and hope I don’t have Jay over there teach you a painful lesson
about wasting my time.

Background: Born Louise Harrington, the girl who would
come to call herself Mercy came from a troubled home, in
which a revolving door admitted all manner of men that her

70

mother tried to pass off as father figures. Some were merely
unpleasant, while others could scarcely be called human.
Louise ran away at the age of 15 and eventually ended up in
Boston, working as a small-time independent prostitute. She
Awakened at the age of 21 during a heroin overdose, and lost
what little ability she had to cope with the real world shortly
thereafter. Vision changed all of that.

The manipulative willworker discovered Louise wander-
ing the streets of Roxbury. He took her in and christened her
Mercy, mostly because he liked the sound of the name. He
inducted her into the Mysterium and helped her clean up. To
this day, Mercy wonders whether he did it out of any regard
for her or what he thought she could eventually do for him.
Truth be told, even Vision has never figured that out for
certain. She has served him loyally since then, unaware of
any other way to live. For better or for worse, Mercy’s fate
belongs to Vision now.

Description: Mercy’s looks are and have always been a bit
on the plain side. She cakes on pale makeup and goes for a
certain trampy chic that some people find attractive and
others, repulsive, and she manages to convincingly pretend
that she doesn’t give a damn either way. Her hair is naturally
dark brown, but it has been bleached enough that it’s now a
frizzy yellow-white ruin. She favors blood-red lipstick and
heavy dark eye shadow but wears clothes that could almost
pass for a professional wardrobe — a thin veneer of civility
over the Company’s unsavory practices.
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Her Nimbus appears as a deathly pallor to her flesh, and
hazy, indistinct shapes, little more than humanoid distor-
tions in the air moving behind and just around her.

Storytelling Hints: Mercy fancies herself the den mother
of the Company, the “legitimate businesswoman” of the
cabal. In truth, her aggressively nihilistic demeanor ends up
making her attempts at professionalism especially laughable.
Her self-esteem issues (a number of which have their.origins
in her unrequited near-love for Vision) contribute heavily to
her undiscerning promiscuity, and she’ll hit on very nearly
anything with a pulse.

Dedicated Magical Tools: Bone pendant
Real Name: Louise Harrington '

Path: Moros

Order: Mysterium

Mental Attributes: Intelligence 2, Wits 3, Resolve 2

Physical Attributes: Strength 2, Dexterity 3, Stamina 1

Social Attributes: Presence 2, Manipulation 4, Composure 2

Mental Skills: Investigation 2, Medicine 1, Occult1 (Urban
Legends), Science 1 :

Physical Skills: Athletics 1, Brawl (Dirty Tricks) 2, Frearms
1, Larceny (Pickpocketing) 3, Stealth 2

Social Skills: Animal Ken 1, Empathy 2, Intimidation 1,
Persuasion 3, Socialize 1, Streetwise (Shelter) 3, Subterfuge 2

Merits: Allies (Prostitutes 1), Contacts (Drug Dealers,
Homeless, Prostitutes), High Speech, Resources 2, Sanctum
(Shared) 2, Sleepwalker Retainer 1, Status (Order 1)

Willpower: 4

Wisdom: 5 (Inferiority Complex)

Virtue: Hope

Vice: Gluttony

Inifiative: 5

Defense: 3

Speed: 10

Health: 6

N
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Gnosis: 1

Arcana: Death 2, Fate 1, Matter 2, Space 1

Rotes: Death — Speak with the Dead (+), Touch of the
Grave (-+); Fate — Reading the Outmost Eddies (+); Matter—
(Cgoﬂsman's Eye (+), Unseen Aegis (++); Space— Spatial Map

Mana/per Tum: 10/1
Armmor: 2 ("Unseen Aegis,” Matter -*)

A {V/{ é;?/l

Quote: I know where there’s a good party. Wanna come
along?

Background: Avalon was born Sun Halloran (a lamen-
table first name for which he has never forgiven his hippie
parents) in upstate New York, but went by “Sonny” when-
ever he could. He received nodiscipline of any sort as a child,
and his parents encouraged him in the fantastic visions he
saw from the age of about four. Shortly after his seventh
birthday, in the early summer, he became lost in the woods
behind his family’s house, and returned two days later. His
parents had only scarcely noticed his absence. As time went
on, he turned ever more capricious and somewhat callous,
but his mother and father wanted him to “find his own way”
in life, and whim became his morality. When Sonny was 20
and still living at home, he felt a call drawing him back into
those woods, and found his way through a great tangle of
silver thorns. He emerged a new man.

He had already taken to calling himself Avalon when his
mentor, another walker on his path, a woman named Tita-
nia, gave him a modicum of instruction in the abilities he
now possessed. Shortly thereafter, he left home and made his
way to Boston. His wastrel lifestyle soon landed him in the
worst slums in the area, which is where he first made Vision’s
acquaintance. In Avalon, Vision saw the charisma to keep

They've got a good
racket going.

~orcult, >
or maybe both.¢

L

All the Sunday Masses in the

world won't make them any
better than us.
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drawing in new customers. In Vision, Avalon saw a place to
crash, a ready source of recreational drugs and someone to
back him up if things went poorly.

Description: Perhaps the only way to adequately de-
scribe Avalon is to say that he’s a pretty man. His dark
brown hair falls in waves down past his narrow shoulders,
and his cheeks and chin are often darkened by just the
faintest shadow of a beard. He smiles easily, and many
think him quite friendly when they first meet him, given
his confident charm. He usually wears a beat-up biker
jacket, jeans and T-shirts. When around the sanctum,
however, he often foregoes a shirt, revealing a tattoo that
starts at his neck and works its way down to the small of
his back of a pack of wolves running down a stag.

His Nimbus appears as'a pattern of faintly luminous
gray webbing, clinging to his exposed skin.

Storytelling Hints: Avalon is about as insincere and
self-serving as they come. He and Vision understand one
another quite well by this point, and both are completely
comfortable with the business arrangement that they’ve
got. Avalon likes to toy with both Hangman’s and Mercy’s
emotions, but there is no true malice in his actions —
only the wicked glee of an amoral child. Avalon feels that
roping others in to become addicted to Vision’s concoc-
tions is something of a game, and Avalon plays with an
almost innocent abandon. )

Dedicated Magical Tools: Crystal rod, pair of metal
dice (Fate magic)

Real Name: Sun Halloran

Path: Acanthus

Order: Free Council

Mental Attributes: Intelligence 2, Wits 2, Resolve 2

Physical Attributes: Strength 2, Dexterity 4, Stamina 2

Social Attributes: Presence 5, Manipulation 4,
Composvure 3

Mental Skills: Crafts 2, Occult 3, Science 1

Physical Skills: Athletics 1, Brawl 1, larceny 1,
Stealth 3, Survival 2, Weaponry 1

Social Skills: Animal Ken 2, Empathy (Emotions) 4,
Persuasion (Fast-Talk) 3, Socialize 3, Streetwise 3, Sub-
terfuge (Hiding Emotions) 4

Merits: Barfly, High Speech, Sanctum (Shared) 2,
Status (Order 1), Striking Looks 2
* Willpower: 5
* Wisdom: 5

Virtue: Fortitude

Vice: Lust

Initiative: 7

Defense: 2

Speed: 11

Health: 7

Gnosis: 3

Arcana: Fate 4, life 1, Mind 2, Time 3

Rotes: Fate—The Sybil's Sight (+), The Perfect Moment
(++), Superlative Luck (-++), Probable Cause (++++); Life —
Pulse of the Living World (+); Mind— Aura Perception (+),
Emotional Urging (-+); Time — Temporal Eddies (), Flip
of the Coin (-+), Acceleration (-++)

Mana/per Tum: 12/3

Armor: 4 ("Fortune’s Protection,” Fate «*)

o

Story Hook —

Bad Dreams

Someone known to one of the characters
(maybe a friend, relative or co-worker) has been
having incredibly bad dreams lately. She may
be addicted to one of Vision’s concoctions and
now is refusing (or unable) to pay him what she
owes. Since Vision is notoriously good at
covering the tracks of his willwork, it will be
difficult, at best, to pin anything on him. Even if
he were acting blatantly, the Hierarch isn’t apt to
care. Since the Company is a well-connected
cabal, it would be unwise to attack them
directly: a more diplomatic solution is probably
in order.

On the other hand, perhaps Vision has
absolutely nothing to do with these nightmares.
If none of the characters are particularly skilled

in the Mind Arcanum, Vision may be the only
one who would (for a price, of course) be willing
to assist with the problem. If someone like
Vision has to be brought in, though, the dreams
will likely have to be of such magnitude as to

~ constitute a significant quality of life issue.
Otherwise, whatever he charges for his aid is
likely to be too steep a cost.

j e/( f; kym'/wcé zm/ef

Heirs to the Circle of Alabaster, who were themselves heirs
to the Winding Serpent, who were, likewise, heirs to another
distinguished local cabal (and so forth, back through the area’s
history), the Sanguine Laurel is a fixture of Boston’s Consilium
politics. Without fail, the Laurel has served with honor and
distinction, seeing out the will of the Consilium, just as its
predecessors did before it.

The nominal head of the Laurel, Numa, acts as one of the
Consilium’s Councilors, advising the Hierarch often on mat-
ters of ancient lore and relations with willworkers from outside
of the area, especially those from western Europe and those
North American lands first colonized by Europeans. It is widely
acknowledged that the Sanguine Laurel boasts among the most
comprehensive libraries of knowledge pertaining to Atlantis
and the genealogies of the Awakened.

‘—.%4}»( uﬁ’[&l 2fen /{Z/{/gf/\}//'(f‘/[/ ( Sanctum Size eeoo ./
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The“House of the Lion” has been the stronghold of the Léon
family since they fled en masse from France during the Terror.
Located in Ipswich, the sanctum is a sprawling estate, complete
with manor house, carriage house, servant’s quarters and a
stable. The grounds are immaculately kept (By many of the
Proximi of the family and by other trusted servants who value
discretion above scandal and know when to forget what they
may have seen or heard). The house itself is grand and glorious,
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reflecting a wide variety of styles of décor, though tending
toward 17th and 18th century French, as well as a smattering
of Artifacts believed by the family to be remnants of the
Atlantean culture.

In the center of the hedge maze behind the house, there
grows on a white marble obelisk an ivy-like flowering plant of
unknown origin, one which the family maintains was first
cultivated in Atlantis (a 5-point shared Hallow). The small,
multicolored, jewel-toned blossoms grow in winter and in
spring, and persist through driving hail, fierce winds and severe
droughts. No bee visits the plant, and it sheds no pollen. The
petals of one flower may be consumed as tass for a single point
of Mana, or two or three flowers’ worth may be steeped in hot
water, creating a fragrant tea, for the same effect. The family’s
library is in the vaults below the estates, with the most precious
tomes being kept in airtight, climate-controlled cases. The
library contains informationon the following subjects: Atlantis,
Awakened Lineages, Legendary Artifacts, Local Spirit Courts
and the Mysterium. ’

N uma ( @ﬂ/{ silzuin @M/{(‘//ézf J/

Quote: Atlantean, you say? Please allow me to have my
associates verify that. If your claim is genuine, then I will have my
secretary draft you a check. Ifitis not, then I hope for your sake that
you are simply ignorant and not deliberately trying to deceive me.

Background: Corbus Léon was born into a family of
willworkers and Proximi, latest in a line that claimed (truth-
fully or otherwise) unbroken descent from the sorcerer-kings of
Atlantis. Upon his Awakening at the age of 20, he was named
heir to the rule of the family and given leave toforma cabal with
the handful of other willworkers of his generation. Taking the
name Numa (after Numa Pompilius, the legendary second king
of Rome, a man said to have been of great wisdom, spiritual
strength and moral conviction), he formed the first incarnation
of the Sanguine Laurel with his half-sister Hildegard, and his
cousin Grimoald.

Now, nearly 30 years later, Grimoald is dead, having been
killed while abroad by what many family members in the know
believe was a powerful Banisher, but Hildegard still remains by
Numa'’s side, along with her daughter and son-in-law, both of
whom are also willworkers. Since the death of his uncle Osric,
Numa watches over the family, eager for the birth of another
child fated to Awaken. While waiting, Numa searches for
shreds of lore regarding lost Atlantis, seeking clues as to the
origins of his house and the secrets of the long-vanished rulers
of an undiminished world, a pursuit balanced by his responsi-
bilities as a Councilor to the Consilium. Beyond the shared
sanctum of his cabal, Numa maintains another, personal sanc-
tum hidden in the Shadow Realm (a Spirit 5 “Spirit Manse”;
see Mage: The Awakening, p. 256). '

Description: Numa is a tall, regal man with handsome
features. He wears his wavy blond hair long and his beard full but
neat. His clothing is expensive and tasteful, giving him the
bearing of royalty. He laughs rarely, but, when he does, good
humor seems to burst forth from some long-denied part of him.
More often, he is solemn, even pensive, though outsiders rarely
perceive that side of him. Instead, they see the haughty noble-
man, the unbreakable pillar at the center of the Léon family.

Numa’s Nimbus manifests as blazing, electric blue
Atlantean. glyphs on the palms of his hands, shining so
brightly that even gloves and clenched fists cannot quell
their brilliance. _

Storytelling Hints: Worry consumes Numa’s dark and
lonely hours. He wonders if another Awakening will occur in
his family during his lifetime; thus far, the omens have not
predicted one. He is, therefore, at times a cloying patriarch to
his family, but he truly loves them and wants what is best for
them, whether they understand it or not. He sincerely believes
that he and his family descend from the Awakened kings of
Atlantis and considers it a sacred task to discover all he can
regarding that ancient nation. He is concerned for his niece’s
future, considering her unfortunate origins, and does what he
can to be certain that he will leave behind a better and stronger
house than the one he inherited, for her sake.

Dedicated Magical Tools: Willow wand, diamond cufflink
(Prime magic), wolf tooth (Spirit magic)

Real Name: Corbus Léon

Path: Thyrsus

Order: Mysterium

Mental Attributes: Intelligence 4, Wits 3, Resolve 4

Physical Attributes: Strength 3, Dexterity 3, Stamina 3

Social Attributes: Presence 5, Manipulation 3, Composure 5

Mental Skills: Academics 4, Computer 2, Investigation 3,
Medicine 4, Occult 5, Politics 4, Science 2

Physical Skills: Athletics 2, Brawl 2, Stealth 1, Survival 3,
Weaponry (Axes) 3

Social Skills: Animal Xen 4, Empathy 3, Expression 2,
Intimidation (Veiled Threats) 3, Persuasion 3, Socialize
(Awakened Society) 4, Subterfuge 3

Merits: Artifact 8, Contacts (Museums), Familiar (embodied
raven; see below), Hallow (Shared) 5, High Speech, Language
(French, German, ltalian, latin), Library (Shared; Atlantis,
Awakened lineages, Legendary Artifacts, Local Spirit Courts,
the Mysterium), Resources 5, Sanctum (Shared) 7, Sleepwalker
Retainer 5, Status (Consilium 5, Order 4), Striking Looks 2

Willpower: 9

Wisdom: 7

Virtue: Faith

Vice: Envy

Initiative: 8

Defense: 3

Speed: 11

Health: 8

Gnosis: 5

Arcana: Life 4, Prime 4, Spirit 5

Rofes: Life — Sense Life (+), Self-Healing (++), Transform
Self (-++), Supreme Honing (+++); Prime — Supernal Vision
(+), Activate Enchanted ltem (), ley lines (=), Siphon
Integrity (++=+); Spirit — Spirit Tongue (+), Peer Across the
Gauntilet (-+), Greater Spirit Summons (::+), Road Master
(....), Sp]nf Courf (.-.n)

Mana/per Tum: 14/5

Weapons/Attacks:
Type Damage  Size Special  Dice Pool
Large Ax* 3 (L) 3 9 again 12

* “Imadrillan,” enhanced item; see below

Armor: 5 ("Ephemeral Shield,” Spirit «+++)
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Jmadrillan, Ancestral Axe of the

]-éon ]:ijly (Artjfocf O-o-oa..)
Durability 7, Size 3, Structure 10

Numa is the custodian of Jmadrillan, the

ancestral axe of the family. Potentially dating
back from the time of Atlantis (indeed, its fitle is
believed to be an Atlantean term meaning “Star
That Casts No Shadow”), the weapon is made
enfirely of a single piece of thaumium and can
store up to 5 points of Mana. (f rolls 10 dice for

its reflexive counterspell.)

Numa-almost never brings the weapon out,
save for ceremonial occasions. He has not

actually used it in-combat in more than 15 years.

The perfectly mirrored metal has a fluid, almost
organic appearance, and is completely un-

marred by any chipping or scratches.

Shadow, Numa’s Raven Familiar

Shadow has been by Numa’s side for decades now. This
familiar takes the form of a large black raven, with eyes like
polished onyx. He is capable of a full range of human vocal
sounds and often holds lengthy conversations with his hu-
man friend. Shadow is none too shy about talking with others
either, provided that Numa doesn’t need to himito play the
part of an ordinary animal. He spends a good deal of time
away from the mage’s side, seeking knowledge, some of
which he shares and some of which he keeps to himself.
Mental Attributes: Intelligence 3, Wits 4, Resolve 4
Physical Attributes: Strength 1, Dexterity 3, Stamina 2
Social Attributes: Presence 3, Manipulation 3,
Composvure 3
Mental Skills: Investigation 3, Occult 3
Physical Skills: Athletics 2, Brawl (Eye Gouges) 3,
Larceny 3, Stealth 1, Survival 2
Social Skills: Empathy 3, Intimidation 1, Persuasion 2,
Subterfuge 2
Willpower: 7

- Max Essence: 10
. Initiative: 6

Defense: 4

Speed: 14 (flight only; species factor 10)

Size: 2

Health: 4

Influence: Secrets 2

Numina: Innocuous, Harrow

Ban: Shadow must pursue knowledge of a secret once he

is aware of its existence.

Blinckefler
Quote: Welcome to the House of Léon. Please, have a seat and
enjoy our hospitality while I see if my brother is available.

Background: Born Hildegard Léon, the woman who now
calls herself Blanchefleur has lived a sad, unfortunate life.

o

From a young age, she understood that she was to be chattel
in ritualized breeding between houses with the blood of
willworkers, in particular after her Awakening at the age of
18. However, when she became pregnant out of wedlock less
than ayear later, the European families of mages and Proximi
interested in her pedigree started looking elsewhere. Her
daughter Jessica was born to little fanfare in the family’s
estate. After the birth, Blanchefleur was politely ignored by
all save her half-brother Corbus and her cousin Grimoald,
who remained close by her and watched over Jessica as if she
were his own.

For just over a decade, she was happy in the first incarna-
tion of the Sanguine Laurel with her brother and her dear
cousin, but Grimoald’s death on the day of her 31st birthday
devastated her. For Jessica’s sake, Blanchefleur has held
herself together, but it has been a long, difficult struggle.
Now, she is the matron of the family (despite the fact that a
number of relatives are her elders, some of them by 30 or more
years) — the solemn, dignified hostess of a house built on
secrets as old as time, and some more recent.

Description: Blanchefleur is a graceful lady of about 50,
once lovely and now with a mature, but slightly faded,
beauty. Her honey-blond hair spills in lustrous waves over
hernarrow shoulders, and her green eyes sparkle with wit and
intelligence. She dresses well, in clothing suitable to a
traditional modern lady of taste and high station. She moves
slowly and purposefully, never flustered, save by a threat to
her half-brother or daughter. Even her warmest smile con-
veys a measure of sorrow.

Her Nimbus appears as a rain of fine, shimmering sand,
pouring down on her from out of the ether and originating

" perhaps two feet or so above her.

Storytelling Hints: Blanchefleur takes the role of hostess
very seriously, as it gives her something meaningful to cleave
to, a task that aids the family, especially now that her
daughter is, of necessity, growing away from her. Blanchefleur
is the seer of the Léon household as well as its mother, though
her visions are increasingly grim of late. She wonders if it is

that the fate of the family is in doubt, or simply that she now
half-brother dearly, and there is little she would not do for
Dedicated Magical Tool: Glass fountain pen
Physical Attributes: Strength 2, Dexterity 3, Stamina 2

Mental Skills: Academics 3, Crafts 2, Investigation 2,

dwells almost exclusively upon dark matters and such are g 4
him; for her daughter, though, she wouldkill or die. No crime

Real Name: Hildegard Léon

Path: Acanthus

Order: Mysterium :
Social Attributes: Presence 4, Manipulation 4,

Occult 4, Politics (Behind the Scenes) 4

Physical Skills: Larceny 2, Stealth 2, Weaponry 1

Social Skills: Animal Ken 3, Empathy 4, Expression (Sing-
ing) 5, Intimidation 1; Persuasion 3, Socialize 4, Subterfuge

reflected in her manifestations of the power. She loves her

is too great if it preserves her precious Jessica. !
Mental Attributes: Intelligence 4, Wits 4, Resolve 2

Composure 3 ’ \i
(Concealing Emotions) 3

#



Merits: Dream 4, Hallow (Shared) 5, High Speech, Lan-
guage (French, Latin), Library (Shared) 2, Sanctum (Shared;
Atlantis, Awakened lineages, Legendary Artifacts, Local
Spirit Courts, the Mysterium), Sleepwalker Retainer 4,
Status (Consilium 1, Order 1), Striking Looks 2

and affection, despite the fact that such a thing was always
mentioned only asa rumor, and then in hushed tones by the
senior members of the family. She figured out that Shadow
the raven could talk when she was eight, even though he had

Willpower: 5

Wisdom: 7

Virtue: Charity

Vice: Lust

Initiative: 6

Defense: 3

Speed: 10

Health: 7

Gnosis: 3

Arcana: Death 2, Fate 4, Time 4
Rotes: Death — Speak with the Dead (+), Entropic Guard

been expressly forbidden to do so in front of her. For no
greater reason than that she felt like it, she had mastered
Latin, virtually-without instruction, by observation and
solitary study, by the time she was 10. When she was 12, she
knew to whom she had been promised, though no one ever
mentioned a word of it to her face.

Her Awakening at the age of 19, spurred on by a deathly
illness that resisted all magical attempts at healing, was a
surprise to most, but the family took it in stride. She adopted
the shadow name Ranae (“Resurrected”), and made prepara-
tions for her wedding. Her marriage was a tearful thing, a
bitter time that reminded her of how little choice she had in

(++); Fate — The Sybil's Sight (+), The Perfect Moment (++),
Grant Fortune's Protection (s+), Probable Cause (++++); Time
— Temporal Wrinkles (+), Shield of Chronos (), Shifting
Sands (++), Prophecy (=)

the circumstances of her own life. Still, matters have im-
proved with time, and she is finally managing to get out from
under-what she considers to be the crushing scrutiny of her
eternally grieving mother. Three years ago, she was named

Mana/per Tumn: 12/3 :
Armor: 4 (“Fortune’s Protection,” Fate +*)
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Quote: Look, my mother and uncle aren’t around, so we can
scrap the ‘House of Usher’ bullshit and talk like
normal people. y

Background: Jessica Léon always ]
knew a lot more than others gave her
creditfor. When she was
six, she knew why . %y )
Grimoaldtreated /2 \\ vy /
her with such > € '/"ﬁi y
kindness U

her uncle’s Provost and now, at the age of 30, she feels as
though she were coming into her own in the family.
Description: Ranae looks like a plainer version of her
mother, 20 years younger, but with curly black hair rather
than blond. Ranae dresses much more simply, usually in
jeans and‘comfortable shirts with one of her many pairs of
boots. Her bearing is not
that of a pensive noble-
B woman but instead of a
person of modern times.
Her voice is deeper and a
bithuskier than her
mother’s,and she
is much more
used to the
notion of
raising
her tone
(and ap-
plying a
little vulgar-
ity) if need be.
Her Nimbusre-
veals itself as a
rolling mist,
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parted occasionally, here and there, by unseen figures.
Storytelling Hints: Ranae’s life has, up until recently,

been one of compromises. Only in the past five years or so has

she had the freedom to exert her will over her own actions.

While she at first resented her arranged marriage, she has,

over time, come to care for Hrothwulf very much, despite the

awkward circumstances of their union, and she now wants to

have a child. She has not yet told either her mother or her

uncle, though she suspects that they somehow know, regard-

less. Her devotion to her family is much more specific than

the noblesse oblige of the two senior members of the cabal, and

she is much likelier to go out of her way for those she

personally cares about.

Dedicated Magical Tool: Golden locket with Atlantean

runes

Real Name: Jessica Léon

Path: Thyrsus

Order: Mysterium

Mental Attributes: Intelligence 3, Wits 4, Resolve 3

Physical Attributes: Strength 3, Dexterity 2, Stamina 3

Socgol Attributes: Presence 2, Manipulation 2, Compo-
sure

Mental Skills: Academics (History) 2, Computer 2, Inves-
tigation 1, Medicine 2, Occult 3, Politics 1, Science 1

Physical Skills: Athletics (Distance Running) 2, Brawl 2,
Drive 1, Firearms 1, Stealth 1, Survival (Shelter) 2

Social Skills: Animal Ken 2, Empathy 1, Intimidation 1,
Persuasion 2, Socialize 1, Streetwise 1, Subterfuge 2

Merits: Hallow (Shared) 5, High Speech, Language (French,
German, Latin), Library (Shared; Atlantis, Awakened Lin-
eages, legendary Artifacts, Local Spirit Courts, the
Mysterium), Resources 4, Sanctum (Shared) 7, Sleep-
walker Retainer 2, Status (Consilium 4, Order 2)

Willpower: 6
Wisdom: 7
Virtue: Justice
Vice: Wrath
\ Would-be puppeteers, clinging
j to shadows.
|
5% #
! L%
o

Their respect for the old fra
ditions is laudable; thejr
combatiy i

Their task is an unenvi-

able one, though they
do not complain of it.

We will support them until a
better altemative presents itself.
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. A@Eer%ory and power.

Initiative: 5

Defense: 2

Speed: 10

Health: 8

Gnosis: 2

Arcana: Life 2, Spirit 2, Time 2

Rotes: Life — Analyze life (), Self-Purging (-+); Spirit —
Spirit Tongue (+), Lesser Spirit Summons (-+); Time — Perfect
Timing (+), Flip of the Coin (-+)

Mana/per Tum: 11/2

Armor: 2 ("Ephemeral Shield,” Spirit «+)
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Quote: I do what is needed. Some days, that means making
war and, others, it means making dinner.

Background: Anselm Gruenberg was born into a dis-
tinguished family of Proximi, sworn in service to the
Mysterium near the Black Forest in Germany. His house
was a well-connected one, enjoying good relations with
Consilium Heralds from far and wide, and, at his birth, a
powerful Acanthus foretold the circumstances that would
lead Anselm toward the Awakening. His parents assidu-
ously followed the pattern that was laid out for them. At
the age of 17, however, their son, feeling confined by a
potential he wasn’t even certain he possessed, ran away
from home. Two weeks later, he Awakened during a
terrible, unseasonably early snowstorm and, shortly there-
after, returned home. His value to the house to which his
troth was pledged grew, but the pact stood; he would take
the name of Léon, and any children born of the union

~ would not be Gruenbergs.

When he was 20, Anselm, now calling himself
Hrothwulf (for a long-dead, perhaps legendary, ances-
tor), came to America, and became the guest of the family
into which he was fated to marry. When he was at last
joined to Jessica (Ranae), Numa offered the two a place
in a new incarnation of the Sanguine Laurel, a position

Surely, there must be some-
thing more to them than the,

Insightful and resourcefu
if irreverent.

o~ L {

J@N

Faith is a splendid thing,

in moderation.




gladly accepted by both. Now, a decade after first arriving
in this country, Hrothwulf is comfortable with his new
house, happy with his marriage and considered a valuable
part of the Léon family and of the Sanguine Laurel.

Description: Hrothwulf is a tall, broad-shouldered
man. His features are strong and plain, but he has a
certain warmth and kindness in his demeanor. His dark
brown hair and beard are both cut short, though he
occasionally lets them get a bit scruffy between trims. He
usually wears rugged clothing, suitable for a lifelong
outdoorsman, but cleans up quite well when need be. His
German accent is still thick after 10 years in America,
and his voice is deep and sonorous.

Hrothwulf’s Nimbus is a silvery radiance, like the light
of a full moon, falling upon him and twisting his shadow
into primal images of the hunt.

Storytelling Hints: Hrothwulf is a simple man with
simple values. He is devoted to his new family (especially
his wife), loves to spend time out in nature (he weekends
in the forests and mountains of New Hampshire and
Maine at least 10 times a year) and believes that there is
right and there is wrong. He defers to Numa and
Blanchefleur in most things, and to Ranae in virtually
everything. Hrothwulf rarely offers his counsel unless it is
asked, and, on most occasions, seems quite happy to
blend into the scenery. He is very eager to be a father,
though he worries at how much Blanchefleur is likely to
meddle. i

Dedicated Magical Tools: Gold pentacle pendant
Real Name: Anselm Léon -

Path: Obrimos

Order: Mysterium

Mental Attributes: Intelligence 2, Wits 3, Resolve 3

Physical Attributes: Strength 3, Dexterity 2, Stamina 4

Social Attributes: Presence 2, Manipulation 2, Compo-
sure

Mental Skills: Academics 2, Crafts 3, Investigation 1,
Medicine 1, Occult 2

Physical Skills: Athletics (Climbing) 3, Brawl 3, Drive 1,
Firearms 1, Stealth 1, Survival 4, Weaponry 1

Social Skills: Animal Ken 2, Empathy 1, Intimidation 1,
Socialize 1
e~ Merits: Direction Sense, Fighting Style (Boxing) 2, Fleet of
(> Foot 3, High Speech, Language (English, Latin), Resources 3,
Sanctum (Shared) 7, Status (Consilium 1, Order 1)

Willpower: 7 ' '

Wisdom: 7

Virtue: Prudence

Vice: Sloth

Initiative: 6

Defense: 2

Speed: 10

Health: 9

Gnosis: 2

Arcana: Forces 2, life 2, Prime 1, Spirit 1

Rotes: Forces —Nightsight (+), Invisible Object (++); Life —
Cleanse the Body (+), Organic Resilience (-+); Prime —
Supernal Vision (+); Spirit — Coaxing the Spirits ()

Mana/per Tum: 11/2

Amnor: 2 ("Unseen Shield,” Forces +*)
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Story Hook —

Potential Suitors

One or more characters of distinguished
deeds, considerable power and/or notable
pedigree among the Awakened may be ap-

proached by Numa, Blanchefleur or both, and
extended an invitation to marry into the Léon
family. The house is fading, crumbling with the
years, and an infusion of new blood may be just
what'it needs to rise up out of its sad plight. Of
course, neither of the two older willworkers will,
initially at least, entertain the notion of allowing
a member of their family to marry out. Such is a
possibility, however, provided that concessions
are made (providing a firstbomn child to the
Léons, as well as allowing any later-born child
that Awakens to receive instruction from Numa
or his successor, for instance).

While most modern-bomn individuals are apt
to cringe at the notion of an arranged marriage,
brokered like nothing more than a mercantile
contract, there are considerable potential
benefits to accepting the family’s offer. Atlantean
lore and Artifacts can be made available, and
access to power, knowledge and connections
well outside the borders of the Consilium is at
Numa'’s beck and call. Trusts can be established
and new accounts opened, or servants bestowed
(potentially facilitating a sudden purchase of
high levels of Resources or Sleepwalker Retain-
ers). Of course, accepting a union with the Léon
family is not without a price, as Numa will seek
to exert his will over his new kin, and
Blanchefleur will certainly try to play the part of
. the meddling matron.

(Coer Sitrer 2 e

Since 1906 and the signing of the Secret Concord, the
Silver Ladder has come to effectively dominate Awakened
affairs in Boston and its surroundings. After a long period of
waiting in the wings, the order saw vulnerability in the
fragmentation of the “mystery cults” and “hermetic societ-
ies” propagated by the Guardians of the Veil and moved in
to exploit it. In the intervening years, the once almost
exclusively Silver Ladder White Putnams have gradually
seen defections to the Mysterium, though the cabal’s agenda
remains solidly in line with the Ladder (at least for the time
being). The Ebon Noose is, was and likely ever shall be the
true face of the order in the area, while the Illuminated
Pentad is a newcomer to the arena of the Ladder’s politics.

Tfebon)/Voore

The cabal that masters the Boston Consilium’s destiny,
the Ebon Noose has a long and illustrious pedigree that

CHAPTER TWO: CABALS | 77 {



stretches back centuries. Long associated with powerful
willworkers and perilous, left-handed magics, the Noose is an
object of wonder, awe and not a little bit of fear. This
tradition carries on into modern times, personified by such
dangerous mages as the Nemean, Hierarch of the Consilium
and Anacaona de Xaragua (see Mage: The Awakening, pp.
388-389 and pp. 382-383 for details on these willworkers).

The Noose is treacherous and mysterious, one of the two
partners in the Secret Concord and, to all appearances, the
dominant party in that arrangement.. Terrible signs and
omens follow in the wake of the cabal’s works, and many
sinister acts of magic in local history seem to bear the seal of
past members of the Noose. Such terrible Artifacts and
enchantments often resurface after decades, even centuries,
of being lost to time and obscurity. Those who offend the
Noose do so at their own risk, for over the years most of those
offenders have vanished and become the urban legends of
Boston’s Awakened community.

Of course, the Noose and its fellow Silver Ladder cabal, the
White Putnams, constitute only two-thirds of the dread Secret
Concord. No one outside of those two cabals knows precisely
who (or what) the third signatory was. In fact, it is widely
speculated that the Nemean is the only living willworker of the
cabal to know the Concord’s most terrible secret.

4 .
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The sanctum of the Ebon Noose, the structure known as
the Covenant has stood, in one form or another, for well over
three centuries. Located in Salem, its current incarnation is
a small stone-fronted home in the quiet, well-wooded lanes
of Salem’s upper-middle-class residential neighborhood. The
Covenant stands on the site once occupied by a structure
that was little more than a barn, the location chosen by the
first members of the Noose to set foot on American soil. The
house is quiet and rarely sees use by more than one or two of
the willworkers of the cabal at a time, though someone stops
by at least once a day to harvest the Hallow’s Mana.

The Hallow (a 5-point shared Hallow) is located deep
within the old well around the back of the house, now
overgrown with vines. A rope and bucket is used to draw up
a milky white water that smells vaguely of earth and old
blood. Each bucketful of water is rich with tass, and may be
drawn up at any hour, up to five times a day. The library of
the Ebon Noose is located on the second floor of the house,
all of it contained in a single room that is, floor to ceiling,
packed with shelves. In it can be found exhaustive informa-

after the primordial water goddess of ancient Sumeria, shaper
of monsters and demons.

Now, Tiamat is a sticking point between the Ebon Noose
and the Brotherhood, and she does her best to avoid mem-
bers of her former cabal and their servants, the Exalted
Knights of the Gryphon — not because she fears them, but
instead to prevent any ugly confrontations that could endan-
ger the delicate balance of the Consilium. She stays out of
politics, whiling away her time with research intended to
create permanent alterations to life, an endeavor with which
she has not yet had an appreciable success. Still, she is
Marduk’s student, and his persistence is carried on in her.
She does not mean to fail. Tiamat maintains a small, but
highly secure, private sanctum along the Salem waterfront.

Description: Tiamat is a stately woman in her mid-40s,
dignified and graceful. She is a bit heavyset, and with a severe
cast to her features, plainly the sort of woman who is accus-
tomed to being heeded. Her wavy, copper-red hair is cut to
medium length and is shot through with streaks of gray. She
wears formal clothing for most occasiohs, preferring skirt suits.

Her Nimbus makes her appear as though she is underwater,
with her hair and clothing shifting lazily in the air as she
moves, as if with the currents.

Storytelling Hints: Tiamat found the Ebon Noose, a
fellowship among whom her most dangerous and unappeal-
ing Life Arcanum experiments would go virtually unnoticed,
to be a far better vehicle for her ambitions than the Brother-
hood. Furthermore, the pre-eminent station of the Noose
gives her access to research materials beyond even those
available to her at the Academy. She has little patience for

~ foolishness, though a respectful tongue goes a long way to

winning her good favor.

Dedicated Magical Tools: Polished stone marked with a
pentacle
Real Name: Eleanor Fergussen
Path: Thyrsus
Order: Adamantine Arrow
Mental Attributes: Intelligence 4, Wits 3, Resolve 4
Physical Attributes: Strength 2, Dexterity 2, Stamina 3
Social Attributes: Presence 2, Manipulation 3, Composure 4
Mental Skills: Academics 3, Investigation 3, Medicine

(Veterinary) 4, Occult 3, Science (Biology) 5

Physical Skills: Firearms 1, Survival 3, Weaponry 1
Social Skills: Animal Xen (Training) 3, Intimidation 2,

Persuasion 1, Socialize 2, Subterfuge 2

Merits: Eidetic Memory, Hallow (Shared) 5, High Speech,

tion on the following subjects: History of the Ebon Noose,
New England Legends, Paganism and Spirits.

(7;2{»141‘ ( (gﬂ/g[ lum J/wzz’z'/w/ )

language (lLatin), Library (Shared; History of the Ebon
Noose, New England legends, Paganism, Spirits) 1, Re-
sources 3, Sanctum (Personal; Size 2, Security 3), Status
(Consilium 2, Order 3)

Quote: You have no sense of how to speak to your elders, child, W!llpower: 8 Wy
but, rest assured, I am more than happy to teach you some Wisdom: 5 (Fixation)
manners. Virtue: Faith

Background: The willworker whonow calls herself Tiamat V].C?: P ride
was once known as Rubida (after the Rubido, the final stage Initiative: 6
of material transformation in the creation of the Philosopher’s Defense: 2
Stone). She was, at that time, a member of the Brotherhood Speed: 9
of the Ineffable Truth, a onetime student of Marduk. In the Health: 8
early 1990s, however, for reasons known only to herself and Gnosis: 4

the Nemean, and perhaps Potestas, she left the Brotherhood, Arcana: Forces 2, life 4, Mind 1, Spirit 4

bringing her research with her and renaming herself Tiamat,

o
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Rotes: Forces— Nightsight (), Unseen Shield (++), Cleanse Order: Silver Ladder
the Body (+), Control Base Life (), Tampering Median  Mental Attributes: Intelligence 2, Wits 3, Resolve 2
Features (-+), Trigger the lizard Brain (--); Mind—0One  physical Attributes: Strength 2, Dexterity 2, Stamina 2
Mind, Two Thoughts (-); Spirit— Spirit Tongue (-), Ephem- Social Attributes: Presence 2, Manipulation 4, Composure 2
eral Shield (+-), Spirt Road (), Spirit Guardian (+++) Mental Skills: Academics 1, Computer (Data Recovery) 2,
Mana/per Tum: 13/4 Crafts 1, Investigation 2, Occult 1, Politics 2

Armor: 4 ("Ephemeral Shield,” Spirit ) Physical Skills: Drive 1, Firearms 1, Larceny 1, Stealth 1
3 /m%}l{%f (OusilionHore /{3/ ) Social Skills: Empathy 1, Persuasion (Fast Talking) 3,

: _ Socialize (Awakened Society) 2, Streetwise 2, Subterfuge 3
Quote: The Hierarch will see you now. Please leave any Merits: Fleet of Foot 2, High Speech, Language (ltalian),
weapons or enchanted objects with me. Resources 3, Sanctum (Shared) 2, Status (Consilium 3,
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Background: Matthew Palladino has always beenasuck- Order 1)

up and a crony. Even as a boy, he attached himself to those
who were tougher and more important. On some deep level,
he understands that his Awakening was a fluke, a single
instance of individual distinction in a life that is otherwise
distinguished solely by his association with the accomplish-
ments of greater men. Of course, this makes him the Nemean’s
fondest admirer and most devoted subject. '

Shortly after his Awakening, he delved into whatever
“Atlantean lore” he could find (thinking the pursuit “cool”),
took a liking to a term, Arathnos, that he found in one such
book, and claimed it for his shadow name. He alleges that it
means “Honored Herald,” but more serious scholars of the
ancient civilization can find no other mention of the word and
consider the reference to be of dubious veracity. Still, the
Nemean, for all of the abuse he piles on the younger mage, does
seem to allow him to undertake many of the duties of a personal
attendant and secretary. At times, this means that Arathnos
gets to act like an important functionary in front of visitors but,
far more often, it means that he gets woken up at 3:30 in the
morning to fetch the Nemean a prime cut of filet mignon when
the Hierarch is up late and feeling hungry. On the handful of
occasions that the Nemean has found a need for a Herald, he
has permitted Arathnos to serve in that capacity.

Description: Arathnos is on the short side and wiry. He
wears his hair short and bleaches it nearly white. A small
patch of dark brown beard grows from the tip of his chin, and
he wears asilver ring in his right eyebrow. He dresses casually
but well, and likes to wear leather coats during cooler
weather. He exudes the condescending confidence of some-
one who feels that he can just run and hide behind someone
much scarier if things go south. He also has a tendency to
speak just a little louder than a situation warrants.

Arathnos’ Nimbus manifests as spectral chains draped
across him, trailing off into nothingness, perhaps three feet
or so from his body.

Storytelling Hints: Arathnos, first and foremost, tries to
anticipate the desires of the Nemean and act upon them. He
does this because of the measure of prestige it earns him and
because his comfortable lifestyle is predicated upon the
Hierarch’s good favor. Arathnos is well aware that others
mock him behind his back, but they don’t have access to the
halls of power — not like he does. His smugness is a thin
facade layered over his insecurities, and clever manipulation
(rather than ham-fisted mind games, which he usually sees
right through) can go quite far with him.

Dedicated Magical Tools: Pocket knife
Real Name: Matthew Palladino
Path: Acanthus

Willpower: 4

Wisdom: 6

Virtue: Prudence

Vice: Envy

Initiative: 4

Defense: 2

Speed: 9

Health: 7

Gnosis: 1

Arcana: Fate 2, Life 1, Spirit 2, Time 1
Rotes: Fate —Reading the Outmost Eddies (+), Exceptional

Luck (++); Life — Analyze Life (+); Spirit — Second Sight (+),
Gossamer Touch (++); Time — Perfect Timing (+)

Mana/per Tum: 10/1
Armor: 2 ("Fortune’s Protection,” Fate )
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Quote: Has it lost its way? Is it looking for help? It has come
to the wrong place . . .

Background: The Nemean knew Ahriman before either
was a member of the Ebon Noose, as both Awakened at around
the same time and place. Of all of the members of the cabal,
Ahriman is the only oné left who knew the Nemean .as
Savham. While the Nemean’s path has been one of ambition,
Ahriman’s has led him into darkness and horror. For decades,
he has been fascinated by death and the unquiet shades of the
dead, as well as the Abyss and its denizens. His obsessions have
led him to ask questions, forcefully at times, of a number of
willworkers in league with dark powers, even to torture two
Scelesti to death for the knowledge they possessed.

Ahriman’s mind has steadily fragmented under the weight
of the terrible secrets he has learned, but he persists in his
studies, no longer sure of exactly why he started in he first
place. He is wise in many awful ways, and is an object of dread
for most mages of the Consilium, and so he is still of some use
to his old friend, the Nemean. For his own part, Ahriman is
aware of his madness and does his best to combat it, certain
that he never meant to truly lose himself in his self-appointed
task. For the time being, he holds together and he seems to
have sufficient will to remain relatively lucid for the foresee-
able future, but no one is truly certain when one of his
tangents of research will drive him over the edge. As a
precaution (and to preserve the influence of the Thyrsus and
Acanthus in the cabal), Ahriman holds no political power
within the Noose, which is exactly the way he prefers it.

Description: Ah