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Where do they
come from?

The dust
Where do they ¢0?
The grave.

Does blood stir in
their veins?

No: the night
wind...

What hears with
their ear?

The abyss hetween
the stars

Ray Bradbury,
Something Wicked
This Way Comes
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Puppetry Junkie

Quote: [ swear, this is the last Skinride, then I'm off it. Just
wanna feel the rush one mare time, that’s all. | swear it....

Prelude: You were a prostitute and small-time thief. All
that mattered was making enough money to support your
heroin addiction and your baby girl. The life didn’t bother
you that much; you did what you had to do in order to get by.
You'd never done anything big — no grand theft, no murder
— but you knew you could do anything you had to do. God
knows, there were people you'd seen who deserved killing.

It seemed particularly ironic when you were arrested, tried
and convicted for a brutal murder that you honestly hadn't
committed. The old “thoughts are a sin too” catechism came
back to haunt you. You laughed all the way to death row, and
even the priest couldn’t figure out why. You weren't laughing
when they gave you the lethal injection, though, or when
your eyes closed for the last time and your heart stopped.

A Reaper brought you to the Citadel and left you there
in the Silent Legion's tender care. You tried to fit in for a
while, but all you could think about was heroin. You knew
you shouldn’t need it, but that didn’t matter. You didn’t just
need it, you wanted it. You were in love with it. When you
were alive, there was no other feeling as good — not sex, not
money, not sunshine, not music. Now that you were dead, it
was more true than ever. Everything in the Shadowlands was
dull, muted, damped, muffled. You wanted to feel again! You'd
rather fall to Oblivion than live in this half-world.

After a little experimentation, your daughter’s foster-
parents were easy enough to control. Once again, you felt the
wind on your face. You even deliberately burned the wife's
hand in a candle flame, just to feel the sensation. It was won-
derful — but it wasn’t enough. You started seeking out junk-
ies and addicts and riding them. It was glorious; you were home
again.

Concept: You're a junkie through and through. In life,
you cared only about heroin and your daughter. Not much
has changed, except that Skinriding itself has become your
new addiction.

Roleplaying Notes: You want your fix. You want to wear
a new body and feel a new drug in its veins. Care for your
daughter when possible, but sensations distract you. Pay lip
service to your Legion and, if they find you, to the Guild, but
you don'’t give a damn about the details.

Relics: Needle, length of rubber hose, blackened spoon
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Quote: Come on, where else are you gonna find soulforged
stuff like this so cheap? Hey, I'm cool with the Anacreon — no
way do you get in trouble for toting this.

Prelude: You hated the idea of getting a job just like ev-
eryone else’s. You weren't cut out to be a desk jockey. You
didn’t want to punch a time clock or keep regular hours. You
didn't want to pay taxes. Instead, you moved from place to
place and conned people out of their money. You sold nonex-
istent real estate. You convinced investors to back your café,
your retail computer store, your gaming company and your
cookbook club, and you ran out with the money every time.
Keeping one step ahead of the law was a game you played
with skill and precision.

[t was a woman who tripped you up, in the end: You slept
with the wrong man’s wife and earned yourself a faceful of
buckshot for your efforts. The sucker didn’t even give you a
chance to buy him off!

Your introduction to the Shadowlands was quick and
messy. The Hierarchy picked you up. At first, you were sure
you'd ended up on the wrong side of the law at long last: They
just gave you a job and forgot about you. It was a desk job,
and it was utterly frustrating. To keep yourself occupied, you
spent more and more time watching the Quick, and you found
a new pleasure in Skinriding them and touching the world
with their fingers.

Your Marshal found out about your extracurricular ac-
tivities, somehow. Instead of throwing you to the forges, how-
ever, she offered you a new job. She needed people to track
down the Puppeteers and fight them with their own weap-
ons. She needed someone who could correct the damage the
Guild did in the living world.

You jumped at the chance. You'd be able to keep your
own hours, work in the field, and continue some of your
Skinriding, all with the blessing of the government. You
wouldn’t have to worry anymore about the law. You were more
than happy to turn in a few worthless Renegades for such privi-
lege.

Concept: You're a Hierarchy Puppeteer. You use your skills
to catch Puppeteers and turn them over to the forges. Con-
ning Renegades is generally more dangerous than conning
little old ladies out of their life savings, but that just makes
existence a touch more interesting.

Roleplaying Notes: You hate regular schedules and rou-
tines. Everything should be new and interesting, fresh and
constantly exciting. The best thing about your job is that it
takes you to places you'd never see otherwise. You feel little
or no guilt about betraying the confidence of the Renegades
you befriend; it’s their own fault for believing you.

Relics: Three-piece suit, soulforged stiletto, notepad, pen
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And if those who think you are worthless contradict you, and if
those whom you call your friends abandon you, and if they want to de-

stroy you because of your precious ideas: what is this obvious danger,
which concentrates you inside yourself, compared with the cunning en-
mity of fame, which makes you innocuous by scattering you all around?

— Rainer Maria Rilke, “[Ibsen]” (Stephen Mitchell, transla-

tor)

Richard McConnaughey

I wanted to do good for people. | knew I couldn’t fix all
of the world’s ills, but at the same time, I knew that I could at
least make a dent in them.

It started when | was young; television was just becom-
ing popular — going from a luxury to the beginning of a com-
monality — and [ was fascinated by this new medium’s possi-
bilities.

I began with puppets. At first, they were a means to an
end (that end being “getting on the air somehow”), but they
quickly became a passion overriding everything else. | had a
tiny show, twice a day on a local station. People noticed, and
before long, I graduated to commercials. I created some of the
first entertaining advertisements. People noticed me, but it
wasn't enough. | wanted to put a smile on everyone’s face.
There were things | was willing to do for my art that I'd never
have done otherwise.

Guildbook: uppeteers
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1 did everything 1 could for my little shows and commer-
cials: writing the skits, directing, painting the backgrounds. |
wanted to do things no one else had ever done. To me, it
wasn't work — it was beauty. My wife and I eventually had
several wonderful children. Observing them, finding out what
they liked and how they learned, was what convinced me to
work on a true children’s show.

Some of my friends in the Guild tell me I reached chil-
dren all over the world, that my work made a difference. |
only hope they're right. With the talents [ collected, I made a
movie with both puppets and real actors, and [ made them do
things no one had ever dreamed of before. More movies and
shows followed, and [ managed to put smiles on the faces of
millions of children (not to mention a few grownups, as well).
I even dared to hope that, when 1 died, the world would be a
little better than I had found it.

One day, I checked myself into a hospital. I felt a little
ill, but I didn’t expect anything serious; Lord knew I'd fought
off bugs before. This time was a little different, though —




hours later, | was dead, and a slaver Reaped me. He didn’t
get far with me, though, as he was attacked almost im-
mediately by a Puppeteer who took me with her in-
stead. Along the way, she told me what a difference
my work had made to her as she was growing up. It was
humbling, somehow.

So many years of
manipulating pup-

emotions paid off
on this side of
the Shroud. I
found Puppetry
to be a natural

my life’s work;
people were
my new me-
dium. 1 didn't
care about Guild
politics, at first; |
just wanted to do my
work. | watched over
my company from the
Shadowlands
helped out my

old friends when I thought they might need a
hand. Then, someone in the Guild decided |
could be doing something more useful, more
L4 ¥} productive. Around the same time, my

company hired someone new who used a
few too many words like “profit” and “mar-
ketability.” It became obvious he didn’t care
= about the vision that had made my work
. great. | couldn’t leave my company then.

A}

[ was going to make a simple protest. |
was just going to refuse to leave what was
important to me. Somehow, it nearly turned
into a civil war, with factions forming;
people who'd grown up to my work backed me, and
some others backed the Guild official. In the end,
the official was ousted, and I got stuck in his place —
mostly due to apathy on the part of his supporters, I sus-
pect, rather than the number of mine. It wasn’t what I wanted,
but it did get me the results I'd wished for. 1 was more or less
in charge of my own actions, and | even had some influence
over other people’s work. The first thing I did was to have
someone in the company manipulated into firing the new
marketing man. [ have more responsibilities now, but more
control as well, and it’s worth it.

I don't care what the Hierarchy says; you can'’t tell me
making people happy is a crime or that making the world a
better place is wrong. I've ignored the rules all my life, doing
things they said couldn’t be done. I don't intend to stop now.
Some in the Guild tell me I'm a fool, that what ’'m doing can
only lead to my own destruction, but what else can [ do? |
have an obligation to do what I can for the children.

Briitte Gebater

Let me ride on the Wall of Death one more time
You can take your chances on the other rides
But this is the nearest to being alive

Oh, let me take my chances on the Wall of Death

— Richard Thompson, “Wall of Death”

In my living days, I was a contemporary of Sigmund Freud.
[ even studied under him, for a year; the man was a genius
(even if he did have an obsession with sex). As part of my
student work, [ experimented with the process of psychoanaly-
sis and discovered that I liked it. I liked listening to people’s
innermost thoughts. [ liked knowing whar they did when no
one else was looking. | liked hearing about their perversions
and their sicknesses. | would listen to their accounts and dream
that I was the one doing the things they spoke of. It was the
next best thing to being there.

It all came crashing down far too soon, of course. | died
of pneumonia, an inglorious death. A patrol from the Skel-
etal Legion reaped me, and I was taken back to Vienna’s
Necropolis for processing. | worked at a Hierarchy desk job,
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but I couldn’t stay away from the Quick. I loved being able to
watch them when they were alone; it was better than listen-
ing to it. Then, | met someone who said he could teach me
how to get even closer. He said I could watch from the inside,
and even feel what the Quick were experiencing. I thought
I'd found Heaven; I'd be able to live other people’s perversi-
ties. The only catch was that I'd have to turn on the Hier-
archy and give the Puppeteers Guild any information |
could on the bureaucrats. Well, that was an easy
choice to make.

Joining the Puppeteers Guild was like going
home. It was a whole organization of deviants and voy-
eurs. | understood these people — they were a lot like
me, and I'd been trained to study and treat them. Even
better, they were fairly easy to manipulate. [ rose through
the ranks with ease, while spending my spare time Skinriding
serial killers, rapists, child molesters, junkies and every brand
of pervert I could find. | spent my time in the Guild learning *-
what made the members tick and what their buttons were.
My experience with psychoanalysis had made me a good lis-
tener, and what people wouldn’t tell me themselves, I could
find out through observation and listening to others.

The Guild political structure is a tough one to figure
out; it resembles disorganization, but that’s mostly a ruse.
I've convinced, helped, blackmailed and fought my way
up it over the past several decades, but the view is no less
confusing from where [ sit now. It's hard to tell, but  don’t
think I'm all that far from the top anymore. I'm maybe
one or two levels below that group of counselors who
serve Marionette herself, and [ plan to be a member of
thar group by the end of the next decade. I'm sure I could
do it sooner, but that would mean curtailing my explo-
rations among the Quick, which I have no desire to do.

Speaking of joyriding the Quick, I've found that

Skinriding the dregs of humanity isn’t enough any-
more. My tastes have—ahem—degraded, and the
small perversities don't quite cut it. It can be hard to
find a rapist or murderer on short notice. I don’t have
the time, these days, to follow likely prospects around.
I have a few helpers who find people for me, but
even that takes me only so far — and I'm not sure
how much I can trust my helpers. My Shadow’s made
a few good points about that, you know.

These days, I help things along: I find people _
who've slid a bit down the path to corruption and /"/#U&l'q
give them a helping shove the rest of the way. ! ]
I've broken a few people this way, but as far as |
can tell, I'm just speeding up a natural process.
It goes against what [ was taught, but [ long ago
gave up heeding my upbringing in favor of sat-
isfying my tastes.

.
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RﬂS uﬁn show that you cannot trust scholars; they never know a true
p genius when they see one. If only I could have continued to
Rah! Rah! Rasputin! Lover of the Russian (Queen! advise the Tsarina Alexandra, my beloved Russia would never
There was a cat who really was gone! have fallen, and those Godless Bolsheviks would never have
Rah! Rah! Rasputin! Russia’s greatest love machine! come to power. Alas, thanks to those fools at court, so pa-
Tocoiis:sn B e Be st ool thetic they could not even get an assassination straight, [ was
S SO Ow Ne Ci ed on!

taken from the Romanov family when they needed my ad-
vice the most.

Once | was finally dead, | realized that God must have

a higher purpose for me. It is up to us, those whom God
decides must linger after death, to save all men from
damnation and Oblivion. People these days, they have
no fear of death or God or Hell anymore. It is all this
science nonsense, filling their heads with silly stories
about apes and atoms...but [ digress.
Once | knew what had happened and that |
was chosen, | met other wraiths. Some of them
were as bad as the courtiers in the palace. All
of St. Petersburg seemed to be in the hands of
fools who were as stuffy and blind as the ¢
mortal ministers. They had obviously lost
their way, and many seemed glad that I was
among them, instead of living any longer.
Then, finally, I met a man who
made sense. Misha, he was called.
Here was a man who truly knew God’s
will, and to prove it, he could place
his very soul in the bodies of the liv-
ing. He showed me how I could see
through the bodies of mortals, but,
more importantly, he told me of the
fight we must make against those
who would keep separate from the
living those Dead whom God has
chosen. It was Misha who told me
how the men of science were lead-
ing mankind astray, away from God
and faith, and that this folly was
damning men’s souls to Oblivion
when they died. It was then that |
began to understand God’s plan
for us more fully. I had been cho-
sen to make sure that man did not
forget about demons and devils
and follow the men of science to
Hell. Within months, | joined
with those others who were
given the power to move the
bodies of the living, and we be-

gan our great work together.
Alas, I was not in time to stop
those foul murderers from kill-

ing the Tsar, but some things

— Boney M., “Rasputin”

Good day. [ am Rasputin. Of course, you have
heard others make that claim. You may have
laughed and said, “No, Rasputin is dead,” —
as if that would stop me. You may have said,
“No, I've met Rasputin, and you are not he.”
You may have been right, but you were prob-
ably wrong, because | have been many
people. | am everywhere!

What, you find that hard to
believe? You laugh like that
bunch of stupid Cossacks who
strutted and pranced in Tsar
Nicky’s court. They thought
poison would stop me.
When that didn't work,
they thought bullets
would stop me. When
that didn’t work, they
thought hitting me over

the head and dumping
me in a frozen river would
stop me. Hah! That only +
made it easier. No one can
stop Rasputin now, because
Rasputin can be anyone! Not
just mortals either, no! In my
travels, | have been half-a-
dozen different vampires,
three mages, four ghouls,
seven gypsies, and more
mortals than I can count. [t _

>

is Most amusing to get two
clans of vampires con-
vinced that the infamous
Rasputin is one of them.
You should see the argu-
ments!

So, where to begin?
My life as a mortal is
written about in all the
history books. Such
scandalous things they
write there! They say I
was mad, insane, fa-
natical. It just goes to
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are more important even than kings.

Much as it pains me, I can no longer pay attention to my
beloved Russia alone. Everywhere, the living people must stop
listening to the nonsense of the politicians and scientists, and
remember their fear. They cannot be saved if they think there
is nothing after death to be saved from. Even the vampires
and the mages need to be convinced, for they do not see the
truth. This is the purpose that I was chosen for, and this is the
crusade | have dedicated myself to. They must know that
Rasputin is still here, and he will not be silenced, not even by
death, for he speaks the truth.

Colin Grant

A window on the stars
The journey of the few
Watching it all survive
It'sall I can do

— Runrig, “Canada”

Do you know what it is to be homesick for a home that
no longer exists? It is the bitterest thing I have known in my
two-and-a-half centuries.

In 1745, our bonny prince returned to Scotland to claim
the throne that had been stolen from the Stuarts. In that same
year, | was born in a small village on the banks of the river
Dee. By the time | learned to walk, the rebellion was over,
the prince was fled and my father was dead. With such auspi-
cious beginnings, I should have known better what my exist-
ence was to be.

You must understand that, though my life was hard in
those early years, it was happy. I loved my mother and my
brothers and sister, and together, we managed to get through
the hard times. I still remember what our house looked like,
where the hearth, the door and the table were. [ still remem-
ber how it smelled in summer, when my mother hung herbs
up to dry, and [ remember the face of Mrs. Rennie in the next
house, as she and mother gossiped while they hung the wash-
ing out to dry. Most of all, I remember the countryside, with
its gorse-covered fields by the side of the river.

[ was 17 when I took my first steps down that final road,
though I didn’t know it at the time. Work was scarce, and my
family needed money. There was war in Europe and a need
for soldiers both there and in the American colonies. I was
young and foolish, and I believed it would be a good thing to
be a soldier having great adventures while [ also earned money
for my family. For the first three years, | was lucky and didn’t
see much action, and | wasn’t away from home for more than
a few months. Then, they sent us to the New World, and my
luck changed.

The French and the Indians were making trouble in the
colonies, and, as a result, our orders were to protect settle-
ments in Ontario. The small towns and villages made me miss
home, for the people were so like those I'd left behind, and it

was as if I'd found home again in this harsh, untamed place.
Things went well enough for several months, then the worst
happened.

It wasn’t much of a battle, mind you. There were barely a
dozen of us, just doing a bit of scouting at one of the smaller
settlements. I think it was the Huron in the pay of the French
who attacked us, but it hardly matters now. Whoever they
were, they knew the land, and they knew how to fight men
with muskets. They took us by surprise and slaughtered us.
We tried to fight them off, but there were too many of them,
and they had muskets as well. The best we could do was buy
time for the settlers to make a run for it down to the creek.

After the initial volley, all we could do was bayonets,
which wasn’t good enough. John fell first, with a musket ball
in his belly. I saw Jimmy go down as well, and Andrew; both
bloody ends, but mercifully quick. [ think I was the last stand-
ing, though I can't be sure. Suddenly, it was quiet, and there
were three of them in front of me. I knew that the most I
could do was to make this more costly for them. 1 brought
another one down, but at the same time, one of their knives
sprouted from my chest. The last thing I saw was the cabins
burning, William and Jean's house, and Donald’s home be-
yond. I thought, what a horrible waste it all was, all their
work gone in the space of an hour. We'd put up such a pitiful
show of defense, and in half a year, no one would remember
this battle or this place, too small even to have a name yet.

I stayed, and I remembered. There weren't many other
ghosts in the area back then. The colonies were small still,
and, even in death, we stayed clear of the natives. They had
their ghosts as well, but we kept a respectful distance from
one another. They stayed away from the burned-out cabins, |
stayed away from their burial ground, and we got along just
fine.

Eventually, new settlers came along. I learned to Skinride
on my own; [ seemed to have a natural talent for it. At first, I
just watched, but I didn’t have the patience to keep to watch-
ing long. Even though these people were not my kin, and this
place was not my home, it was still my duty to protect them.
I may have been given thar duty by a government that I never
liked or trusted, but I'd be damned if I was going to have died
in vain. By the time the Guilds, the Hierarchy and all that
went with them showed up in any force, I was well accus-
tomed to my new existence.

I found the others, the Puppeteers, when they arrived. If
you know what to look for, you can tell when other people
have been Skinriding, and so [ found them. It turned out that
the Guildsmen and 1 were like-minded enough, so I joined
up. What's the point of sitting idly by and watching, when,
with a little help from you, others can avoid the pain you've
been through? The devil take Charon, if he hasn't already,
and his blasted Code of the Dead! If it’s such a good thing,
then why is every great house or castle in Scotland said to be
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haunted? No harm has come of that, nor shall any come from
what we do for the living ones we love.

[ went home once. Travel is difficult for the Dead, but I
had to see my home again. It was a disappointment. When [
finally got there, there was no home to see — just a few foun-
dation stones and a new paved road heading west. It seems
that sheep were more important than people to those who
owned the land, and the people had been moved
out to make room for the animals. [ don’t know
why, but | was angrier than I'd ever been. |
wanted to tear up the paving stones
on the road, |
wanted to go to
the nearby rail
line and tie the
rails in knots. I wanted to
take the soft, fat men in
suits and make them understand
what really mattered. 1 didn't.
There is a limit to what you can
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do through a borrowed body, es-
pecially if you care what condi-
tion you leave the body in, and
no matter what they say, it’s still
not as satisfying as doing it
yourself. I did what I could
through the best hosts 1 could
find, then [ left.

It was that trip that made
me think of the Risen. We Pup-
peteers have always made it a
policy to help them, and help

wraiths who wish to Rise. It brings the living and the Dead
closer, as they should be, and it gives people a second chance.
[t’s a second chance I could never have, for my body had long
since rotted to naught, but it’s a chance | vowed to make cer-
tain was available to whomever | met who needed it. If the
Legionnaires don't like it, that'’s what the soulforged bayonet
is for, and if anybody who wants to stop me died anywhere in
Canada, then he'd best pay close attention to his Fetrers
I've probably pulled a few dozen out of the grave. |
can’t tell you exactly how many, but it’s been enough
to make a difference. More than that, for a century
I've been teaching others in the Guild how to use
the Ancient Arts. My students and 1 make sure that
the Guild Reaps our consorts; we owe it to the Quick
for [h{fil’ i’]ﬂ]p. :md wg L’nn\'«‘ l]u'm
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well enough to trust them.

Some say | take too many

risks, but the fact is that
the Guild is stronger in my part
of the world than anywhere else, and
we have made a difference in the Skinlands. The
Deathlords can put that in their pipe and smoke
it, and they can stay the Hell out of my work while
they're at it.
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duty to our fellow wraiths and to ourselves, we can eventually
deprive Oblivion of its lifeblood. Once we have done that,
we can contemplate what steps we must take to attack our foe
in its stronghold.

To accomplish these ends, we Pardoners must strive to-
ward self-perfection. Who pardons the Pardoner? Like our
fellow wraiths, we suffer the ravages of temptation and fall
prey to the lures of our own Shadows. We, too, must undergo
the rites of cleansing. We cannot afford to allow the knowl-
edge we possess to exist without some monitoring body. In
fact, we match our vigilance over the souls of others with an
equal attention paid to ourselves. As Pardoners, we help one

FIRST EXERCISE: Picture a blank sheet
of paper. Imagine someone writing a series of
obscene comments on it. Erase those words.
See the same person scrawling new marks on
the paper you have just cleaned. Erase the new
obscenities. Continue this process for the next
thirty minutes or until you grow weary of the
repetition.

This exercise simulates the work of a Par-
doner.

SECOND EXERCISE: Imagine yourself
standing on an island surrounded by a dark
abyss. The ground beneath your feet is solid,
but everything else, everywhere you look, roils
with formless, lightless chaos. As you stand
transfixed by the pregnant emptiness around
you, the abyss widens by a tiny fraction. Your
island shrinks by a corresponding degree. You
somehow know that you possess the means to
restore the lost ground, and you do so, thus
forcing the abyss to retract its hold on your
small sanctuary. You relax your vigilance for a
second, and the abyss reasserts its claim. Once
more, you draw upon your resources and your
will to push it backward. You realize that you
can never fully relinquish your effort, or else
your island will disappear and plunge into the
yawning pit, and it will carry you with it.

Can you afford to give up the fight simply
because it seems to be hopeless? This battle
is the one all Pardoners face.

THIRD EXERCISE: This exercise requires
a partner. Seek out another wraith making the

another remain steadfast in our duty. We guard against abuses
of the trust placed in us by our petitioners. We study together
and share our insights with one another. In this way, we grow
more attuned to our calling and better able to perform our
vital task.

For those of you who demonstrate a sincere desire to join
our fellowship, elaborations on these purposes will come later
in the retreat. For now, we have outlined our major tasks and
given you a glimpse into the heart of our organization.

retreat, preferably someone you did not know
before coming here. Make a brief confession to
your partner by telling her the details of some
small transgression. Ask her to assign you a pen-
ance in order to cleanse that fault from your
soul. Do the same for her. Carry out the pen-
ance given to you. (Your partner is, likewise, to
perform the duty you assigned her.)

Afterward, compare your approaches with
each other. Was one of you more severe than
the other? Did the penance fit the transgres-
sion? This exchange happens frequently among
the members of our society.

Note that this exercise is not a true Casti-
gation; these mock penances do not affect the
state of your
Shadow. Nev-
ertheless,
please make
certain one of
the retreat
monitors is
nearby in case
this exercise
inadvertently
awakens ei-
ther your own
Shadow or
that of your
partner.




Meditations from the
Inner Lantern

Betoutta here! Half the time, these guys can't find their own backsides, much
less save the Underwarld. Hey. here's another riddle for you. Whadda you give 8
Pardoner for Christmas? A mop and broom. so he can clean up the whale Under
world!

Humble, ain’t they?

Fourth Meditation: Qur Dealings

Consider the services we Pardoners perform for Stygia
and the Shadowlands. Now, think of Restless who have need
of our ministrations. We do not exaggerate when we say that
the demand for our talents necessitates our maintaining a pres-
ence throughout the Underworld.

The Hierarchy of Stygia acknowledges our right to exist
as a group and accords us a place within its ranks. The Le-
gions who battle Spectres and other Tempest-spawned crea-
tures have desperate need of us. Indeed, most patrols have
their own Pardoner or Pardoner-trained confessor. As active
members of the Legions, not only do we see to the well-being
of our comrades, but we engage the Spectral armies directly.
Our participation in the affairs of Stygia pervades every level

FIRST EXERCISE: Think of as many differ-
ent groups of wraiths as you can. Go over each
group in your mind, and examine your attitude
toward those wraiths. Arrange them in your mind
according to your feelings about them, from the
ones you feel most positive toward, to the ones
who instinctively arouse your dislike or even your
hatred.

As a Pardoner, you must be prepared to min-
ister to all wraiths, regardless of your personal
feelings. First, however, you must know what
those feelings are. Meditate for at least thirty
minutes upon your prejudices.

SECOND EXERCISE: Imagine that a wraith
from the group you most dislike approaches you
and asks you to Castigate her Shadow. Can you

of society. Even Deathlords and Anacreons seek Castigation

from us to subdue their Shadows. Those who act as Pardoners

to the rulers of the Underworld carry a great burden and an
even greater responsibility.

We cannot point to one place as central to our society.

We try to go wherever we are needed. In Stygia, for example,

we have several Chapter Houses, where we gather for retreats
such as this one and share our skills and insights with one
another. We also have a strong presence in most major
Necropoli. From those bases in the Shadowlands, we branch
outward to cover as much of the Underworld as possible.
Wherever there are wraiths, there are Pardoners.

As a group, we have few friends, but we have fewer en-
emies. We do not boast when we emphasize that no wraiths,
however self-sufficient they may be, can do without the at-
tentions of a Pardoner, from time to time. Even Renegades
and Heretics need someone to cleanse their Shadows — and
we do not think the Deathlords would thank us were we to
allow those souls to drift down to Oblivion.

In brief, we stand at the crossroads of wraithly society.
Most who know us only as Pardoners fear and respect us, for
they know their souls’ well-being depends on our care. Some
actually enjoy our company, for we share a common hope for
the future. However, no one can afford to oppose us. They
realize what awaits the soul whose Shadow remains too long
unshriven.

separate your personal feelings from your duty
toward this petitioner?

If you cannot do so, you should think long and
hard about whether you are truly suited for a
Pardoner’s vocation. Go over, in detail, how you
would answer the needs of your imaginary Suppli-
cant. Spend at least thirty minutes on this prob-
lem.

THIRD EXERCISE: Imagine that a powerful
wraith comes to you and asks for assistance in
your role as a Pardoner. How will you react to an
important Legionnaire? To a member of a
Deathlord’s personal staff? To a leader of a Her-
etic Cult? How does this reaction differ from the
one in the previous exercise?

Here's a hint: It shouldn’t.
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Meditations from the
Inner Lantern

Whoa. Bust my butt! Ya know what these guys are really sayin’, doncha?
They got the real power, and we're just supposed to get over it.

“Scuse me a minute. Gotta roll aver and play dead.

o

fth Meditation: Our Future

If you have paid close attention to the previous medita-

tions, the information presented in this final passage should
contain few surprises. Our goals remain constant, though each
individual’s methods of achieving them may differ. As Par-
doners, we act as agents of light in a realm of shadows. What,
then, do we hope to achieve, ultimately?

We have already made our goals clear to you. If we seek
anything, it is the ability to achieve those ends with certainty,
so that we might strengthen our ability to stem the growth of
Oblivion in Stygia and in the Shadowlands. We foresee an
expanding role for our society’s services in answer to an in-
creasing demand for the works we provide. Our lanterns shine
throughout the Underworld, but we cannot afford to relax
our guard or become complacent. To keep up with our great
enemy, we must grow in numbers. We must continue to work
with all elements of wraith society, even those who do not
believe they need our cleansing or our counsel.

If you are not already one of us, your attendance at this
retreat indicates that you have at least a passing interest in
our work and that you recognize its importance. Those of you
who decide to join the Society of Pardoners will shape our
future. Your goals and aspirations will leave their marks on
us, just as surely as your encounters with darkness will leave
their mark on you.

To understand fully where we are going, you must first
look backward at where we have been. Only then do the fu-
ture plans and aims of our society become clear.

Class dismissed.

FINAL EXERCISE: Reflect carefully upon
what you have learned about yourself and about
our society. Have you achieved your purpose in
coming here, or do you wish to acquire a more
intimate understanding of what it means to be a
Pardoner? Imagine that you stand before a door.
Opening that door will change you forever, but
once you have passed its threshold, you cannot
retrace your steps and go back the way you
came. You can turn away and return to your old
life, or you can step into the life of a Pardoner,
but you must choose one or the other. There is
no middle path.

If you choose to remain on the outside, your
time at this retreat has come to an end. If you

elect to enter the doorway, your journey has just
begun.

Meditations from the
Inner Lantern

Yeah, think real hard about all this. And don’t forget to buy my book, Buildwraiths Amang Us: Trae Secrets of the Pardoners. It's real cheap.
Hey. would /steer you wrong?







Only take heed to thyself, and keep thy soul diligently, lest thou forget the

things which thine eyes have seen, and lest they depart from thy heart all the
days of thy life; but teach them thy sons, and thy sons’ sons.

— Deuteronomy 4:9

“Postulants, this seminar is open to attendance only by can-
didates such as yourselves: ones who have pledged their intent to
join our order. Whraiths who have only a cursory intevest in our
association have no need to know all of our history. You are of-
fered this glimpse into our past, a glimpse that, of necessity, pulls
no punches, for you must understand who we truly are. To do
that, you must first learn who we once were.”

Sister Rapture smiled upon hearing the familiar start to
the lecture Brother Tenacious had given to so many new groups
of Apprentices. She could picture him, his eyes bright with
enthusiasm, as he strutted back and forth behind his lectern
and tried to give the Postulants a sense of the Guild's history.
Perhaps this will give him some new insights, she thought, as she
placed the transcript she carried onto his meditation mat.

She sat nearby, waiting for the former priest to finish his

precious seminar. However Sister Acceptance fared, Sister

Rapture and Brother Tenacious would be responsible for lead-
ing the Guild during the foreseeable future. Acceptance had
thought it only proper that the wraith who might become the
next Guildmaster read the last confession of his predecessor.
Acceptance herself had asked Rapture to show Tenacious the
transcript so he could familiarize himself with events he was
too young to remember. If he became Guildmaster, he would
need to know some of the legacy she left behind.

Sister Rapture sighed, finally letting her exhaustion
emerge. Slowly, she rose and left the chamber. Brother Tena-
cious was the only member of the Guild who ever came to
this chamber. He would find the transcript when he finished
his seminar.

Chapter Two: The Pardoner's Tale (History) 89
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Sometimes, it seems to me as if my mortal
life was only a dream, a momentary adventure
that precedeed my true existence. | can barely
recall that time, now. My fathers face has faded
from my memory, aned even the language | spoke
has long since given way to more modern
tongues. The beginning of my time as one of
the Restless is far more dear to me, and that,
after all, is what concermns us.

1 hope that my recollections of the many cen-
turies which followed my death will serve the
Guilel, and | hereby freely tell them to you, my
Purifier as my last confession. You know what
it is that | must do. I | do not retun from that
journey you shall have to decide who among
youis to be leacler now. As abways, my thoughts
will be with you, anel my blessings are given to
whatever decisions you make in my absence.
We have changed so through the years that |
sometimes wonder if even |, who was here when
we began, recall us correctly. | fear that | may
paint too glowing a picture of our accomplish~
ments and fail to mention enough of owr foibles.
Nonetheless, | hope what follows is as acou-
rate a portrayal as | am capable of giving.

Hear now my last confession.

When | was very , | once asked my
father why we needed priests and priestesses.
He told me that were gifted with acute
insights ane that people therefore sought them
to act as go-betweens, to shield orelinary folk
from the raw temor of dealing with the goels.
Priestly men aned women showed their people
the right paths by revealing the ones pleasing
to the goels. They also helped people atone for
wrongful acts, pardoning their transgressions
and often assigning them tasks or penalties to
put things right again. Such deansings were un-
dertaken because they pleased the goels anel
returnee the wrongeloer to the good graces of
the community.

Although | aclmired an who would staned
and ask for the goels divine aid to bring others
into the goeds good graces, | realized with re-
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swear that thisis transcription
of the final conf on of Inachus
of lecenae. sfer Accep-
s was the in-
oepl"on of the Parcloners, and she
has led our Guild for i'he past halt
rsxtaHeve follows her freely
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aret that | was fated for a different role. As an
only child, | woulel be married into a good family
to bind a treaty or gain a higher position for my
dan. | wonder even now if the goels hearel my
prayers and let me die so that | could serve as
a priestess after all

1 believe that we who became Purifiers were
among those spirits who brought with them into
the Deadlands knowlecdge of the right path
Some among us spoke with stillHiving shamans,
to guide them through their neardeaths aned
return them, deansed of impurities, to the world
of the Quick. Many daim that such was the true
beginning of our order As for myself | know only
what | have witnesseel.

The Origins of
the Puri f;lel’s

Miy first memory of the Underworldis of wan-
AMng aimlessly through a gray landscape, de-
void of all features save for myself and other
suffering souls, who moaned in despair | sought
desperately for some evidence that this misery
woulel not constitute my existence until the end
of time/ | diel not want to number among the dim
shapes who fed on the blooed Oclysseus had
offered at the eclge of the worlel Others joined
me, and we took confort from one another

When Charon emerged from NMycenae and
maele his way down the River of Death, we joy-
ﬁdlyfoﬂowed%wereamang‘l’heﬁrs‘ttosei
foot on the lsle of Sormows, aned we saw the
builcing of Stygia from its humblest beginnings.

Soon thereafter | saw what my work wouled
be. | embraceed Charonis great effort to assist
the Restless in crossing over the Sunless Sea
to the Far Shores and finding peace. Most of
all, | took to heart the Lacly of Fates worels to
Charon. Help others to find their true light within!
Wraiths among us who shared similar views
bandled together to speak of our hopes and
the work we were doing We hae no official
name, nor were we a society. We were merely
frienes who came together out of a comumon in-
terest.

With the unleashing of Oblivion during the
Sundlering, many of the Restless were marked
by great darkness. Our Shacows hael been
within us all along, but now they spoke with
stronger voices. Whaiths who sucauwnbed to their




Shacdows blandishments fell from grace anel
coud not make the journey across the Sunless
Sea. They needed someone to act as an inter-
cessor for them, deansing them and soothing
their Shadows enocugh to enable these Rest~
less to seek the Far Shores.

1 discovered within myself as did many oth-
ers/ the ability to see the stain of impurity within
such wraiths, Concerned for their well-being, |
tried instinctively to reach out and help rid them
of the darkness within. No one was more sur~
prised than | when | succeeded Hunrying to the
others with whom | had sharedl visions ane gues-
tions, | revealed what | had done. Some among
them haed also helped others quiet or overcome
the Shadow within,

Ve realized what a great gift we hael been
gven. We could look within the sous of other
wraiths and see the hrking darkness that fes-
tered there. From that awareness, it was but a
smailll step to confronting the Shadow and strip-
ping away as much of its power as we coulel
We perfected our techniques and deansed
wraiths sent to us by the ones we had
helpeel We called ouwrselves Purifiers, and slowly
our fame spread throughout the Unelerworlel

Once we were certain that owr deansings
worked, | went to Charon and told him of our
powers, knowing it was the answer to dealing
with individuals too tainted to malke the cross-
ing For long clecacdles, he had sought some way
to help wraiths who were incapable of reaching
Tanscendence, W had given him a new weapon
in the battle against Oblivion. When | explained
to him that my friends ane | hael takken the name
Purifiers, he asked me to become his personal
confessou

We joined the Shining Ones, working along~
side them to identify those Restless too
troubled to pass onward. Whaiths we deansecd
took their places among the ones whojj
over the Sunless Sea. The Shining Ones wel-
comed us among them, granting us chambers
within their temples where we coulel worke with
those in need of our services. Some of the nevdy
Dead petitioned us to let them join and leam
our rites of purification.

Centuries passed as we dedicated our
selves to our work, while Stygia grew wp arouned
us. Owr numbers grew ane were needed, for
many more Restless began to amrive. Among

them was one who in life, was known as



Hippocrates. We took him into our company aned
taught him what we knew:

The Oath

We hael long since found that owr calling
alloweel us to peer within other wraiths ane fer-
ret out their deepest secrets Thus far we hael
relieel wpon one anothers honesty and willing-
ness to help others to keep our members from
using what they learmed against wraiths they
deansed Some, however were not worthy of
such trust. In a few cases, we had to oust a
member who tried to profit from others secrets
Now knowing too well that such powers as we
possessed led to hubris, we took counsel to-
gether From our meeting came a decision, codi-
fied by Hippocrates, to bane together in a
sworn society to teach each other to pass owr
knowleclge on to worthy candidates aned to
swear an oath that we would use owr art only
to help never to harm

i The Goleen
Age

During this time, which was a golelen age
for Stygia, our society grew ane prospereel
Charon granted us our own house, a dwelling
where we could go to rest from our labors or to
take troubled wraiths for counseling Gratefud
Restless filled our coffers with their offerings,
and our fame spread throughout Stygia. Some
of my fellows askee me to become the leacdler
of our society but | refused After all, my time
was almost wholly taken wp in advising Charon.
Now | wish that | had never agreed to take on
that burden. Though | sought only to help him, |
was the agent of our Guilels greatest crime. But
1 must wait to tell that story in its own time.

As the world across the Shrouel changed,
sa toa dic the Restless who came among us.
Of particdar interest to us were the Fishers, a
new sect whose members began ariving in the
Underworld with some frequency. Their under-
standing of the etemal conflict between light
wledqeoﬁ'l'he

gricness ingledsed oul K

braced our society joining us as fellow seekers.
Others went their own way but souglt owr help
ane friendship. The Fishers soon became the
largest sect in the Underworlel

The First Great
Mlaelstrom

The First Great Maelstrom engsted from the
Labyrinth, sparked by Romes collapse. As Pu-
rifiers, we joined Stygias clefenders and quelled
their Shadows. Some among us instinctively uti-
lized owr skills to ward off the Spectres inun-
dating the city much to the amazement of the
wanriors who stood with us, Thus, we fended off
the onrush of the Maelstrom

Although we were not acknowledged to
have tamed the tide, we certainly did our part
to keep the Spectres from awakening the
Shacdows of Stygids armies. Haed we not cdone
sa | fear that our haven in the Underworle woulel
have fallen under the first combined assaudt of
Shacdows and Spectres. Many Restless woulel
argue that it constitutes overweening pricle to
attach such importance to our ministrations on
the field of combat, but | believe those wraiths
fail to note owr effectiveness against the worst
that the Maelstrom coudd throw at us. i is not
pricle to acknowledge that one has a useful
talent — or that the talented are capable of
areat feats

In the aftermath of this first storm, Stygian
society was reshaped, ane our society adapted
to meet those changes. When Charon became
emperor ane his chosen became Deathlords,
they placed wraiths undler the dominion of dif-
ferent Deathloreds accoreding to the manner of
each souls demise. Some among us, induding
the Purifiers, Nlhuelris Artificers, the Mnemoi with
whom we worked to heal the memories of Rest
less we deansed, anel many more, were not re-
guired to reamange ouwrselves in that manner Owr
skills were more useful and easily accessed
when we apart from the crush of souls,
separate from (but adllied withl Stygics rnders.
These groups took the title o‘F Freewmiths. 'lb










































































































"Tis an easier matter to raise the devil than to lay him to rest

again.
— Erasmus

A Question of Fthics

Ithough most Pardoners seem unaware of
it, their calling makes many Restless ner-
vous. Naturally, no wraith likes to be re-
minded how fragile her hold on herself
might be. Pardoners, by the very nature
of what they do, elicit thoughts about
Shadow takeovers, Spectral temptations,
Harrowings and Oblivion. Ironically, no wraith in her right
mind dares speak her true feelings concerning the Pardoners’
vocation to the Pardoners she meets. She needs them too
badly, for those Restless who call out her greatest fears are
also the only ones capable of cleansing her soul of her Shadow’s
taint, thus holding Oblivion at bay.

Eventually, most Restless manage to overcome their fears
enough to allow themselves to be Castigated, and they form
bonds of trust with one or two Castigators. Other Pardoners,
though seen as necessary (and sometimes even as saviors) are,

paradoxically, still regarded with some suspicion — though
this suspicion is never even whispered where a Pardoner might
hear.

The most common fears expressed by other wraiths are
given below:

[raining

While it is general knowledge that Master-level Pardon-
ers Castigate the Deathlords and other high ranking officials
of the Hierarchy, many wraiths fear that their own Castiga-
tions are being handled by half-trained, fumble-fingered neo-
phytes. Just as some Skinlanders refuse to entrust their health
to young doctors, some of the Restless Dead will not parron-
ize a Pardoner unless she appears to be old and speaks ar least
one dead language. Such trepidatious wraiths have no under-
standing of the fact that all Pardoners undergo rigorous train-
ing before being allowed to practice. Even Journeyman-level
Pardoners are usually more than capable of handling most

Shadows.




& AW F 7

Revelations and Blackmail

One of the most frightening and potentially humiliating
acts a person ever performs is to trust someone else with her
innermost secrets. Fears, weaknesses, dark desires — all are
made known to any Pardoner worth the title during a Casti-
gation. In effect, the wraith strips naked, then waits to see if
she is contacted by a blackmailer using the secret photographs
taken by the Pardoner.

All Guild Pardoners let each client know that they have
taken an oath not to reveal to anyone else anything they learn
during a Castigation session. The Guild thus tries to ensure
that a wraith undergoing Castigation receives treatment from
practitioners whom the Guild has trained, rather than ones
who have no controls or sanctions held over them. Memories
of the broken trust of the Mnemoi remain strong among the
Pardoners.

Despite self-policing and constant reassurances, however,
the Pardoners are always vulnerable to these suspicions. Per-
haps they always will be.

Blacklising

Every wraith needs a Pardoner, at least once in a while.
After all, who doesn't need help fighting off their own Shadow?
However, the sheer indispensability of the Pardoners leaves
certain paranoid wraiths wondering: What happens if you
annoy a Pardoner? Are you subsequently blacklisted? How
long will the soul-shrivers allow you to twist in the wind?

Understandably, many Pardoners are insulted by the no-
tion that they would be so petty as to withhold Castigation
for personal reasons. Every soul is important, they say, and
besides, Pardoner training teaches new Freewraiths how to
separate their personal feelings for their clients from their
professional duties.

Does that fact stop any of the whispers! Of course not.

Ancient Castigation Arts

 Mask Castigation

One of the Pardoners’ best kept secrets, this art allows
the Castigator to look behind a wraith’s mask or Moliated
form to discern who or what is really before her. Many wraiths
prefer to keep their true identities cloaked when they seek
Castigation. The Pardoner who uses this art can bypass most
attempts at disguise. The Guild sanctions its use in the belief
that knowing more about the client’s Psyche allows members
a greater chance of successfully cleansing his Shadow.
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System: The wraith rolls Perception + Castigate (diffi-
culty varies according to the expertise of the disguise, as de-
termined by the Storyteller). One or two successes allow the
Pardoner to discern whether or not a wraith is Moliated or
wearing a false face. Three or four successes enable the Par-
doner to see the target’s true visage. Five successes let the
Pardoner establish a wraith’s identity, as well as some hint of
her profession (e.g., Legionnaire, Artificer, Puppeteer). A
botch indicates that the Pardoner telegraphs her intent to
her target, and thus, suffers whatever consequences follow.
Spectacular botches result in 1 point of temporary Angst for
every 1 rolled above the first, because the Pardoner has looked
too deeply into her target’s Psyche. This art costs 1 Pathos to
use, and gives the user 1 point of temporary Angst.

 Transfer Angs

This art is available only to oath-bound members of the
Pardoners Guild. It allows the Pardoner to take the Angst she
removes from a Supplicant and transfer it to herself, tempo-
rarily holding it in check (unavailable to her Shadow) until
she can deposit it into an appropriate storage unit. The same
art enables the Pardoner to effect a second transfer of the
stored Angst, from herself into the intended storage recep-
tacle.

System: After using Purify to cleanse a wraith’s Shadow,
the Pardoner rolls Wits + Castigate (difficulty 8). For each
success, the Pardoner may hold in reserve 1 point of Angst
removed from her original target. This effect lasts for up to 12
hours; otherwise, the Angst is absorbed by the Pardoner’s own
Shadow. Once she reaches a site where she can unload the
Angst, the Pardoner must again use Transfer Angst to rid her-
self of the excess baggage by dumping it into a storage unit. A
botch on this roll immediately gifts the Shadow with the Angst
intended for transfer.

Use of this art to store collected Angst gives the user 1
point of temporary Angst, which cannot be stored. Transfer-
ring Angst from the user to the storage unit costs nothing.

e Mass Chastisement

Pardoners with the Legions have long used this art to
“bless” and absolve troops before battle, as a way of making it
more difficult for Legionnaires’ Shadows to gain the upper
hand during critical combat situations. Although the Pardon-
ers Guild still teaches it to their members, only those
Darksiders and Pardoners intent on working with the combat
troops of the Legions take the time to learn it, due to the
excessive toll it takes on the user.

System: The Pardoner must invoke this art before using
Purify on a group of wraiths. Each success on a Charisma +
Castigate roll (difficulty 7) allows the Pardoner to include
one additional wraith in her attempt to Purify. (For example,




two successes enables a Pardoner to Purify three wraiths with
asingle attempt). A simple failure indicates thar the Pardoner
is unable to effect a Mass Chastisement at the current time.
A botch prevents her from further attempts at simple Casti-
gation (Purify) for the remainder of the scene. If the roll suc-
ceeds, the Storyteller proceeds according to the guidelines
for Purify given in Wraith: the Oblivion.

Use of this art costs 1 Pathos per wraith affected, as well
as 2 points of Temporary Willpower. It also gives the user 1
Temporary Angst for each wraith involved.

o Shadow Screen

This odd use of Castigate enables a Pardoner to hide cer-
tain thoughts and memories from her own Shadow (and, to
some extent, from Spectres during Harrowings). When
Shadow Screen is utilized, certain thoughts and memories
(which must be determined before the art is used) are no longer
accessible to the wraith’s Shadow. The Shadow knows that
something’s being kept from it, but it has no idea what that
something might be.

This art has the side effect of making Screened memories
and thoughts hazy to the Psyche as well. Memories targeted
by this art become dim and half-recalled. Because neither the
Psyche nor the Shadow consciously thinks about these memo-
ries, they are very difficult for the Shadow to access during
Harrowings, as well.

System: The Pardoner must utilize this art immediately
after Castigating someone, in order for it to be effective in
blocking specific memories acquired during the Castigation.
Any success on a Manipulation + Meditation roll (difficuley
6) allows the Pardoner to screen her thoughts. Extra successes
make it harder for the Shadow to break through and notice
these thoughts.

A failed attempt merely means that the Pardoner has not
succeeded in hiding those particular thoughts; a botch makes
the ideas the Pardoner is trying to keep secret blazingly obvi-
ous to her Shadow, who may immediately attempt to initiate
Catharsis — even if the Shadow’s Angst does not exceed the
Psyche's Willpower. Use of this art costs 2 Pathos, whether it
is successful or not, and also gives the Shadow 2 Temporary
Angst. A botch results in the Pardoner’s gaining 1 additional
temporary Angst for each 1 rolled.

If there is great need for the Pardoner to remember these
hidden details, this art can be reversed for double its normal
cost. However, this action is likely to let the Shadow in on
those messy details as well.

e Shadow Summons

This use of Castigate enables a Pardoner to call forth
another wraith's Shadow for a brief time. While the Shadow

remains out of Corpus, the wraith falls into a state that re-
sembles Slumber. The summoned Shadow appears as a nega-
tive image of the wraith, connected to the Psyche’s Corpus by
a thin thread of darkness. The marks of Oblivion show up in
greater detail on this Shadow-form, which makes it much
easier for a Pardoner to “read” the Shadow’s strength. In the
past, this art made it possible for a Pardoner to examine the
Shadow more closely and also to achieve a greater effect in

attempts to Castigate it. Since the disappearance of Charon,
both the use and the teaching of this art have fallen out of |

favor.
System: The Storyteller secretly rolls the Pardoner’s

Charisma + Castigate (difficulty equal to the Shadow’s Per- |

manent Angst rating). A single success is enough to wrench
the target’s Shadow out of her Corpus for one turn. Each ad-
ditional success adds another turn to the length of time the
Shadow remains separated from its Psyche. The target must
be willing to have her Shadow drawn forth from her, since
any conscious resistance to Shadow Summons will only in-
crease the Shadow’s Angst rating.

A botch on Shadow Summons severs the connection
between Psyche and Shadow, which has an extremely delete-
rious effect on a wraith. Should this catastrophe occur, the
targeted wraith must roll against each of her Passions (diffi-
culty 6) every hour. If she should ever roll against all of her
Passions and not achieve a single success, she immediartely
vanishes from the Shadowlands, with none of the display usu-
ally observable during Transcendence. The wraith's Psyche
and Shadow can be recombined by being brought into physi-
cal contact with each other. At this point, the Shadow rolls
Permanent Angst against the Psyche’s Permanent Willpower
(difficulty 6); if the Psyche gets more successes, the two are
reintegrated. If not, the two remain separated.

Use of this art costs 5 Pathos and 2 Willpower, and it ¥

gives the Pardoner 2 points of Temporary Angst.

e Shadow Wrack

Developed by the Darksiders and used by the most skilled
and trustworthy Pardoners only, this art allows direct Casti-
gation of Spectres. It reduces their Angst and strengthens the
sliver of Psyche that still remains within them. Shadow Wrack
forms the basis for the theory of Spectre redemption, and con-
stant research is done to “improve” this power, in hopes of
producing a safe, practical method of redemption.

The actual procedure is an exhausting one and requires a
Pardoner to maintain absolute control over her own Shadow
during the entirety of the process. In addition, the Spectre
must be subdued or restrained in some fashion to ensure that
it does not attack the user of the art during the process. The
danger is, in fact, so great that Shadow Wrack remains a
seldom-practiced form of Castigation. Not only is it difficult
to capture and hold Spectres long enough for a Pardoner to
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attempt Shadow Wrack properly (most Spectres prefer sui-
cide), but the risks of failure simply are not worth it.

System: An advanced form of Purify, Shadow Wrack re-
quires that the Pardoner engage in an extended struggle with
the target Spectre. The Pardoner rolls Charisma + Castigate
(difficulty equals the Spectre’s Being). Each success reduces
the Spectre’s Angst by 1 and provides the target’s Psyche with
1 point of Composure, Complete redemption of the Spectre
can be reached only when the Spectre’s Psyche gains a Per-
manent Composure of 10, thus allowing the Psyche to take
control once more. Needless to say, this result requires an
exceptional number of rolls, and dictates that multiple ses-
sions be spent in attempts to redeem the Spectre. Few wraiths
have the Pathos resources to carry a redemption through from
beginning to end without resting and recharging, as the Art
costs 4 Pathos and 1 Willpower per attempt, and gives the
Pardoner 1 Angst per attempt, as well.

During the period in which the Pardoner battles the Spec-
tre, the Pardoner must remain totally focused on her rarget
and, thus, is vulnerable to attacks from her own Shadow or
from any Spectres who may be lurking nearby. A botch dur-
ing any one of the extended rolls immediately throws the
Pardoner into a Harrowing, with the Pardoner's highest-rated
Passion as the quarry.

New Castigation Arts

* Attunement

This new art allows a Pardoner to “tag” certain Shadows
and make them more receptive to future Castigation attempts.
Made popular by the advent of behavioral modification
therapy, Attunement works best with wraiths who visit the
same Pardoner regularly. Once a Pardoner attunes herself to a
particular Shadow, her attempts to Castigate that Shadow are
more likely to succeed. The Attunement eventually wears off,
unless it is renewed periodically, and it does not affect Casti-
gation attempts by a Pardoner other than the one responsible
for the Attunement.

System: The Pardoner rolls Perception + Castigate (dif-
ficulty equals the target’s Willpower). A success reduces the
difficulty of Castigating the affected Shadow by 1 until the
Attunement wears off; the number of successes dictates the
length (in weeks) of the effect. A botch means that the Par-
doner cannot identify the Shadow well enough to place a tag
on it, and that he must study it further before attempting an-
other Attunement roll.

This art costs 1 point of Pathos. Botching an Attunement
roll feeds the targeted Shadow 2 Angst.

o Storm Quell

This art lets a Pardoner call upon his own Shadow to
help him oppose the Spectres ravening within a Maelstrom.
Unlike Coax, in which a Pardoner responds to his Shadow’s
initiative, a Pardoner using Storm Quell may compel his
Shadow to assist him with whatever powers it possesses.

System: The Pardoner rolls Charisma + Castigate (diffi-
culty 7). One success enables the Pardoner to force his Shadow
to provide him with Shadow Dice or any of its Thorns, which
can then be used against the armies of the Maelstrom, but
only once. Additional successes increase the number of times
the Pardoner may so compel his Shadow. The Pardoner may
use this art as many times in succession as he has Pathos to
spend. Use of this art costs 2 Pathos, and gives the coerced
Shadow 1 point of Temporary Angst.

Botching a Storm Quell roll attracts the attention of all
the Spectres in the vicinity, who swoop to attack the Par-
doner. These attacks will not be broken off until either the
Pardoner is destroyed or the attacking Spectres are.

Merits and Flaws

he Pardoners’ special knowledge of the
Shadow’s wiles and ruses and their under-
standing of each wraith’s inner darkness
give many of them an edge in their battle
Il against Oblivion. Unfortunately, there are
also potential drawbacks in knowing the
enemy too well. While other wraiths may,
with the Storyteller’s permission, benefit or suffer from these
special characteristics, they work best with Pardoner charac-
ters or in conjunction with the Castigation Arcanos.

Beginning characters may take up to 7 points of Flaws to
increase their freebie points. Alternatively, up to 7 points of
Merits may be purchased with freebie points. The guidelines
in the Wraith Players Guide provide additional information
on the choice and use of Merits and Flaws.

Storm Warning ( point Meit)

You have an early warning system that alerts you to the
imminent presence of either Spectres or Maelstroms. Storm
Warning is similar to the Merit: Danger Sense, but is specific
to creatures of the Labyrinth. It does not alert you to attacks
by Legionnaires, Renegades or other wraiths — even ones
under the influence of their Shadows.

You must state that you are activating this “sixth sense”
in order to use it. Storm Warning doesn’t pinpoint the loca-
tion or nearness of the danger from Oblivion, but it does give




you an approximation of how soon the attack will come and
the relative strength of the attackers. Once activated, the ef-
fects of this Merit last for approximately thirty minutes. Over-
use of Storm Warning (such as utilizing it more than once or
twice per session) can lead to its malfunctioning at a critical
moment. (“Uh, no Bob, | don't sense any Spectres around

here. Bob? Bob?”)

You have great spiritual purity, which allows you to uti-
lize your higher consciousness to fight off the ravages of
Oblivion. With this merit, you begin the game with 2 points

in Eidolon. Furthermore, this Merit reduces the difficulty of
all Purify (Castigate ®® ) rolls by 1.

Prejucicial Castigation (2 point law)

There is a particular group of wraiths you will not Casti-
gate. Perhaps you dislike their politics, or their looks, or maybe
they just plain scare you. Whatever the reason, you never
accept jobs cleansing their Shadows. If forced to do so, the
difficulty of all Castigation rolls goes up by 2.

Possible targets for this sort of bias include: Members of
certain Guilds, Members of specific Legions, Heretics, Ren-
egades, Legionnaires, men, women, etc.

Repulsive Technique (2 point flaw)

The method you use in your Castigations is truly beyond
the pale. Worse than mere torture, what you inflict upon the
wraiths who come to you for Castigation makes even other
Pardoners sick. Other Guild members tend to watch out when
you are Castigating folks (just to make sure things don’t get
out of hand, you see), and they may even attempt to inter-
vene if you go too far. Social interaction rolls with any Rest-
less who knows of your reputation are at a +2 difficulty.

Sympathizer § point [law)

You sympathize with the Shadow-eaten and understand
that you are as potentially corruptible as they. Try to protect
Spectres from being destroyed, for you believe they can be
redeemed, given enough time and attention. This attitude
doesn’t make you popular with most of Stygian society (in-
cluding a few people within your own Guild). Your social rolls
for interaction in Guild affairs are at a +2 difficulty.

Chapter Five: The Art of Castigation
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instruments of Chastisement
(Common, Level wo

A long-standing arrangement with the Artificers Guild
supplies Scourges with these implements used in Castigation.
Whips, flails and truncheons are the most popular Instruments,
but other types are available.

System: Use of these weapons lowers by 1 the difficulty
of any roll for the arts related to Castigation.

ron Lantern (Rare, Level Three)

This lidded lantern, which looks very similar to the trade-
mark lantern of every Pardoner recognized by the Guild, cre-
ates a 20-foot circle of light in which the Pardoner may work
with reasonable assurance of safety. Although the Iron Lan-
tern is always carried on the Pardoner’s person or hung out-
side her place of work, it is typically activated only when a
Pardoner has reason to believe that she needs additional pro-
tection during a Castigation.

System: Opening the lid of the [ron Lantern exposes the
light inside. The circle of light emanating from the open lan-
tern duplicates the effect of Housecleaning (Castigation
eeee) The lantern’s light is powered by the Pardoner’s Pa-
thos. Each point of Pathos the Pardoner spends provides one
half-hour’s worth of illumination. The Pardoner must spend
a permanent point of Willpower to attune the lantern to her-
self. Until the lantern is attuned, it may not be used.

Soul Lantern (Luxary, Level Three

Called a “lantern” to disguise its true purpose, this arti-
fact resembles its namesake in size and shape only. Soul Lan-
terns reside in secure rooms within each Chapter House of
the Pardoners Guild. Usually, as a safety precaution, no more
than one of these objects can be found in any single location.
Soul Lanterns act as containment units for Angst collected
by Pardoners during their Castigations. Periodically, a trusted
Pardoner bears a Soul Lantern to the main Chapter House in
Stygia, where its contents are emptied into the Angst Battery
(see below).
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System: Each Soul Lantern can hold up to 100 points of
Temporary Angst. Once it has reached this limit, any attempts
to use Transfer Angst to pour more Angst into the Lantern
simply result in the expulsion of Angst into the surrounding
vicinity. A Pardoner must place her fingers on the Soul Lan-
tern while she transfers her collected Angst into another ves-
sel. Otherwise, the transfer fails.

Breaking the Lantern releases all of its contained Angst
into the immediate vicinity, and the Shadows of wraiths
caught in the blast will absorb as much of the floating Angst
as they can. So, if a full Lantern explodes when there are two
wraiths nearby, each wraith’s Shadow sucks down 50 points
of Temporary Angst (which then gets converted into 5 points
of Permanent Angst, which makes things very interesting).

Angst Battery (ingular, Level five

This massive containment vessel resides in the lowest
chamber of the Pardoners’ main Chapter House in Stygia.
Observers have commented that it resembles nothing so much
as an enormous iron lung. The purpose of the battery is simple:
It stores Angst transferred to it from Soul Lanterns. Lord
Nhudri himself created the Angst Battery for the Pardoners
before the breaking of the Guilds (though it is doubtful that
even he guessed its true purpose). Conceived by a brilliant
Pardoner called Brother Generous, the great storage vessel
was intended to remove excess Angst from the Underworld
and eventually reshape the stuff, through the art of Castigate,
into Pathos. In essence, his plan was to take “pollution” and
recycle it as abundant energy. Unfortunately, Spectres took
Generous before he discovered the exact art that would ef-
fect that change.

His successors in the Guild have posited that the battery
might be usable as a weapon. Their theory is that even Spec-
tres might find an abrupt overload of Angst deadly. Told that
the device possesses “almost infinite” capacity to store Angst,
the Guild has brought Soul Lanterns to the Angst Battery
and emptied them into it for centuries.

Nobody's fools, the Pardoners realize that they are po-
tentially sitting on enough Angst to blast apart most of Stygia
should the battery ever overload or rupture. This possibility is
why they struck an extremely expensive bargain to acquire
an unusually large portable Nihil, which they stored under
their main Chapter House, right next to the battery. A cadre
of specially trained Pardoners watches the battery. Guard duty
lasts only a few hours for each group, so they will remain vigi-
lant. If the battery shows signs of weakness or disruption, these
Guildwraiths are charged with sounding an alarm, unleash-
ing the Nihil and dropping the battery into the Tempest.

Despite these precautions, there is a serious problem with
the battery. The “almost infinite” containment unit recently




began showing signs of reaching its storage capacity. Leaders  nuclear engineers into their ranks, in hopes that these highly
of the Guild are concerned, for an examination of the battery  trained experts can repair the damaged machine or purge it
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Pardoners

¥ Your sins cry to me from the depths

§  of your Shadow. Yield to me, and I will grant
you absolution and healing. If you resist, [ will
still aid you. It's just going to hurt a lot more.

Puppeteers

S Hiya, bunky. Guess what? You're a passenger in your own

body right now, so sit back and enjoy the ride. I've been watching

% you for a while, and it's pathetic. So I think it's time that this dead
5 man showed you how to live. Hope your credit cards aren’t maxed

out, 'cause we're gonna need 'em.

s Getting Crowded in Herel

T\ The Puppeteers: renegades who challenge Charon’s Law every time they practice
I their powers of possession. The Pardoners: confessors and healers of the Dead,
', 'but they harbor a terrible secret. Both groups work toward what they see as
" the ultimate good for the Underworld — but would any other wraith agree if
% he knew what these Guilds are hiding?
Guildbook: Puppeteers and Pardoners is the fifth in the continuing
1. series of Guildbooks for Wraith: The Oblivion. The first Guildbook to
7 contain two Guilds under one cover, Puppeteers and Pardoners includes
© everything — new Arcanos Arts, Merits, Flaws, Artifacts, Histories
"7y and more — that you need to play a fully realized member of either

¥

1 B of these Guilds.
Guldhook: Puppeteers and Pardoners contains: 4%
® The real reason the Puppeteers turn the Risen loose ‘

upon the world
e The hidden link between the Pardoners and

Charon’s destruction
e New uses for Puppetry and Castigation,

and much more!
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