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Never will they be entitled to broad daylight, to real sun.
But, remote in their limbos, they cause curious disasters which
are the harbingers of new beauties.

— Jean Genet, The Thief’s Journal
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Confent Warning

This book deals explicitly with abusive people, activities, and
cultures. Not to glorify them but to expose them.

This book features graphic depictions and discussions involving
abuse of children and adults, trauma, war, bigotry, blasphemy,
torture, human trafficking, sexual violation, and other forms of
human malignancy.

This is your chance to turn back now.

Things only get worse from here, and while we handle such
subject matter with maturity and sensitivity, we strongly encourage
readers to consider their limits before going forward.
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Evil Is
Not a Toy

The world must tremble upon learning of the crimes we have committed. Men
must be made to blush and feel ashamed as belonging to the same species we do.
I demand that a monument be raised to commemorate this crime and signal it to
the whole world and that our names should be graven upon it by our own hands.

— Saint-Fond, from Juliette, by the Marquis de Sade

[ promised long ago that [ would never release a Players Guide to Nephandi.
This isn’t one.
Here’s why.

One of my earliest memories involves my fascination with a pretty tile on our
kitchen counter. When I asked my mother what it was for, she did something I
couldn’t see, took me by the hand, lifted me up, and held my hand to the plate.

It was a ceramic hot plate. I was three or four years old.

When I screamed and pulled my hand away from her, Mom said, with chilling
calm, “Now you know why you should never, ever touch that plate.”

I love my mom, but that was a fucked-up thing to do to a toddler. She meant
well, I guess, and she says she doesn’t remember it now. I do, though. I can’t forgetit.

About five years later, my family lived next door to a family called the Dunlaps.
My ssister and I were good friends with their kids. Some evenings, though, we would
sit at the dinner table and listen to screams and smashing sounds coming through
our townhouse wall. A few times, my father went over to have a word with Mr.
Dunlap. Most nights, we would sit around the table and pretend not to hear the
guy beating the shit out of his wife and kids. Like I said, their daughter and I were
friends. One day, we were messing around with a tape recorder and she made some
“jokes” that, in hindsight, strongly implied that her father was molesting her as
well as beating her. Such a thought was totally alien to me when I was eight. I no
longer have those tapes, and 'm really glad I can’t hear them with my middle-aged
ears. The memories are bad enough.

Evil is Not a Toy
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My childhood friend’s older sister spent some time in juvie. When I was
around 11 years old, I asked her why. She told me how she and another girl and
had been angry at a classmate of theirs. And so, they held the girl down, pulled
up her skirt, and poured bleach into her vagina. The sister laughed when she told
me this. I realize now she was a literal psychopath. Last I knew, she was in prison.
I never found out why, and I’'m glad not to know.

In college, one of my best friends, his then-girlfriend, and a mutual friend
of ours spent a summer living in a cabin with a charismatic dude who thought of
himself as a budding Aleister Crowley. I don’t know the details, but I know that
summer involved grave-robbing, group sex, prodigious amounts of drugs, and a
systemic program of psychological, physical, and sexual abuse. My friend did not
speak for nearly six months after he came home, and his former personality was
shattered. His girlfriend disappeared soon after they returned. The mutual friend
later beat his own girlfriend into unconsciousness, came after her children (who
locked themselves in the bedroom and called the cops), abducted her mother, and
forced her to drive him out of the city at knifepoint. He’s now in prison too. I have
no idea what happened to the guy who was behind all this...but I suspect he’s still
out there somewhere, and I'm sure he’s done this to other people.

In ashittyapartment complex my now ex-wife dubbed Domestic Abuse Central,
we got to listen to drunk fathers and drugged mothers beating their children, each
other, and anyone else unfortunate enough to be within reach. I wound up in a
lot of brawls back then, and I was lucky to escape that situation without being
arrested, seriously injured or killed. That same period saw another friend choked
out by a boyfriend who tried to rape her, traded for drugs by a girlfriend, and
stalked by both parties. Later, the ex-boyfriend tried to run her over with his car,
and the ex-girlfriend threatened to burn down our building after the friend moved
in with us...something one of our neighbors almost did one night when he had a
psychotic break and set fire to his apartment. His next-door neighbor was beaten
into a coma by some pals with a baseball bat, another neighbor was shot and killed
by his wife’s boyfriend, and our upstairs neighbor beat and raped a woman he’d
brought home from a bar. We had him locked up, but her screams that day were
not something you can ever forget.

There’s more...so much more: the “tough love rehab” where my non-druggie
girlfriend was tortured for four months and her brother was driven to slow-motion
suicide; a similar camp where my sister was beaten and sexually abused by the
“counselors” in charge, and where her roommate committed suicide with a piece
of glass; the atrocities I learned about in my time with Amnesty International and
as a political activist for almost 40 years; the woman slammed through a plate-glass
window by “pro-life” demonstrators during a showdown outside a women’s clinic
in Washington, DC; the former gaming buddy who got caught renting a friend’s
child out for sex on the internet. If I wrote about all the shit I've witnessed just
in my own life, the results would seem impossible to believe. But I lived them.
They were real.

Evil, too, is real.
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I’'m not talking about painted Satans and otherworldly conspiracies. I mean
the horrific things that go on right next door. Sometimes, we pretend to not to
see them. Sometimes we try to stop them. Most often, we don’t even know about
them. And so, to many of us, evil become a joke. Worse still, it seems cool. Fun.

Desirable.

This book is personal. Personal in the sense that it’s rooted in real-life expe-
riences and observations, and personal in that I, as the author, employ a more
direct voice than usual throughout this book.

Why! Because horror is personal. Evil is personal. Abuse and the triumph over
itare personal, and so rendering those things in a blandly impersonal way robs them
of impact and importance. To truly understand the Fallen and their effect on our
fictional World of Darkness, I feel it’s necessary to bring you, the audience, eye to
eye with the real-life fallout from the metaphorical evils the Nephandi represent.

Personally, I faced evil in the hallway of an apartment building where a drunk
ex-Marine with bloody fists justified beating a woman so badly the cops had to carry
her out on a stretcher. I saw it in the eyes of a mob with tire irons and at least one
knife, who closed in on me when they thought I was a drug addict. Sure, I've read
books and seen movies, but the evilest things I can imagine came through in the
jokes of my childhood friends and the laughter of a teenage kid who gang-raped
a girl with bleach.

Evil is not a toy.

It’s the kid up your block who dresses like a ninja and brags about how he
plans to break into girl’s rooms and attack them and then cut their throats. It’s
the boyfriend of your sister who says he’ll assault your girlfriend just for fun, then
holds you down and beats your ass just to show you that you can’t stop him from
doing it. This isn’t four-color evil, and if you’re looking for a little comfort-food
sadism then put this book down and go look elsewhere.

Evil can be sexy. It can be cool. It’s often powerful because any and every
tactic, to evil, is fair game.

But it doesn’t look like bug-eyed monsters. It looks like us.

It lives in a mother’s good intentions and a father’s drunken force. And then
it walks down the streets alongside us, and only when it jumps out at us do we
even know it’s there.

That’s why I wrote this book.
That’s where this comes from.

That’s why there’s not a character sheet at the end of this book. I can’t stop
you from playing a Fallen mage if you choose, but I'm not going to encourage you
to do so.

This book is not a player’s guide for fictional monstrosities.

It’s a warning about real monsters who are already here.

Evil is Not a Toy
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Intfroduction:

Eatfters of
the Weak

Compassion is the vice of kings: stamp down the wretched & the weak: this is the law of the strong.
— Aleister Crowley, The Book of the Law

You are prey.

Prey to the gods, to mortality, to your own weakness. Prey for the
Eaters of the Weak.

And you don’t even know that yet.
But you will.

“Nephandi,” people call them. Raving idiots in black robes
chanting blasphemous hymns to Otherworldly masters. Some say
they were exiled. Or purged. Or nothing to worry about at all.
They’re just goons with a fixation on death metal, cutting up kitty
cats in homage to ludicrous ideas.

Suckers.
That’s exactly what they want you to think.

Your ignorance makes them wise. Your hatred makes them strong.
Your fear of everything and everyone around you cuts you off from the
herd and serves you up on a paper plate, one more meal for aspiring gods.

Trolling

You expect you'll see them coming. You assume you're immune.
You figure there’s nothing they can say or do that will turn you from
your righteous path.

And you are deeply fucking wrong.

The Eaters of the Weak are here. Among us. Possibly
right next to you. They’re your sweethearts. They’re your
mentors. They’re your parents, your friends and neighbors, your

reflection.

Those folks might not be initiated Nephandi. You might not have
gone through the Cauls yourself. But trust me, and hear my words:
You’re doing exactly what they want you to do.

They’re winning, is my point.
This is the Fallen Age, and we’re all on the menu.

Wake up or be consumed.

the Void

To the uninitiated, the mages referred to as Nephandi are
blood-drenched tentacle-fetishists, worshipping distant gods of
chaos and destruction. According to some accounts, they were
driven out beyond the Horizon sometime between the mid-
20th century and the early 21st. Rumors of an “Avatar Storm”
(which, in your chronicle, may or may not have occurred) place

the Fallen out among the stars, their unquenchable evil living
out an H. P. Lovecraft fever dream. Still other rumors put them
in charge of everything from 4chan to the Technocratic Inner
Circle. Gibbering through the deepest shadows of the World
of Darkness, they grow horns and gut whatever virgins they can
find. These metaphysical serial killers boastashoot-on-sight status

Introduction: Eaters of the Weak 13




among every other Awakened group. Even the Mad despise the
Fallen, and these rampaging demon-fuckers embody the flipside
of Ascension: an ideal devoted to eternal ending of all things.

So, who are the Fallen, anyway? Behind the caricatured
facade they use to misdirect their reality-bending rivals, who are
these people whose devotion to malignancy might potentially
end the world as we know it and usher in oblivion?

The sad fact is they're people just like us.

Oh, sure — some of them do hack up vagrants and bathe
themselves in blood. The extravagantly stupid ones paint targets
on themselves by trying to act out Cannibal Corpse album cov-
ers, and the most metaphysically charged Nephandi grow too
bizarre to survive long in earth’s Consensus Reality. Those are
the Nephandi people see.

The most accomplished Eaters of the Weak, however, are
the ones you don’t see unless you know what to look for: The
ones running companies and cults, pulling political strings,
setting virtual warfare in motion, and simply getting us to hate
each other just a little bit more than we already do.

That's what makes them so damn dangerous: Not wild
magicks (though they command some) or Lovecraftian beasties
(though they have a few of those as well), but the fact that they
understand us all so damned well. Humanity is a disease in love
with its own reflection, and the Fallen know this to be true.

People like to think that evil is the Other, a snarling face of
barbarism stamped across the features of the alien. But evil, in
fact, looks like us. Is us, when we put aside our empathy. We'll talk
more about evil soon enough, but for now just realize that people
suck and the Nephandi excel at convincing us to suck even worse.

Such evil is a human prerogative. It’s as close as your reflec-
tion and as vivid as the comments section on any website you
can name. We are the ultimate invasive species, cloaking our
condition under projections and myths that, gods forbid, look
nothing like us, oh no. We seek out evil in them and those people,
chasing the truth before us with a prayer. The true evil, though,
is in us all along. The more we deny it, the stronger it grows.

Humanity prospers in spite of itself. Man’s natural predator
is other humans. When we combine our efforts, we create mi-
raculous horrors and horrific miracles. Human history is written
in blood. The end of our species, most likely, will not come by
way of angry gods or an exploding star but by mankind putting
a gun in its mouth and firing just because we can.

It’s a precious gravity that holds our world intact — a hope
for abetter future and a determination to bring that future about.
The driving force of Mage’s Ascension War derives from an ideal
that we can rise above our self-destructive urges and become
the angels we always dreamed we might be. The fault lines in
that dream come from selfish blindness, the lure of power, and
the traumas that bind us to our private pain. When stressed,
we often break apart. Dreams shatter. Despair pours in. Ideals
become fanaticism. The center, as Yeats said, cannot hold, and
that precious gravity instead becomes an undertow.
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Sociopathy Chic vs.
Clinical Sociopathy

Are Nephandi sociopaths? No. Clinical sociopathy
— detailedfurtherin Chapter Two —isaninvoluntary
mental condition. The Fallen behave callously butthat
behavior is a conscious choice, not a neurological
condition.

Throughout this book, however, we'll use the term
“sociopathy chic” to describe behavior that mocks
and demolishes empathy. In this context, we're
referring to choices of philosophy and behavior,
not to the neurological condition known variously
as psychopathy, sociopathy, or ASPD (Antisocial
Personality Disorder).

Afew passages refer to “clinical sociopathy.” In this

book, that term reflects a person who does have
that internal lack of empathy but may or may not
choose to behave like the proverbial psychopath.
That lack of empathy does not itself make a person
into a monster, and plenty of human monsters have
an innate sense of empathy but choose not fo use it.

The distinction between clinical and chic, in thisbook,
divides people who have a condition they cannot
control from folks who choose to toss empathy out
the window for fun, profit, and fashion’s sake. A
politician who guts environmental protections and
waves away the human cost indulges in sociopathy
chic — he might have the clinical condition, or he
might not, but in either case he acts with disregard
for the effects of his action on other people.

For more about the clinical condition, see
“Psychopath, Sociopath, Narcissist or Fallen2” on
page XX.

Nephandi personify a metaphysical gravity well, drawing
everything toward ultimate annihilation. A malignant mass
feeding on human frailties, they pull in everything they touch.
Where other mages seek to exalt humanity, the Fallen help us
to debase ourselves.

We're doomed. They know it. And they want us to know
it, too.

Oh, they’ll seek personal power, sure. Many aspire to god-
hood of a sort, stepping outside the human ratrace and seizing
power through cosmic transcendence. Their dark enlightenment,
however, involves a predatory glee in humanity’s extinction.
There is no “better tomorrow” for us — that’s a lie. Instead,
there’s a gaping, voracious now that exists in the space between
self-delusion and self-destruction. That void is the beginning of
all things, and likewise is its end.

The Nephandic endgame is not a CGI monsterfest in
which titanic elder gods break through and stage an orgy of
madness across the earth. It's much simpler than that: They
want to destroy hope, gut compassion, feed on our future, and



make us love them for it. They're the hidden ringmasters of
global extinction, laughing as we make our world burn. They
turn extremity into virtue and empathy to ash. For them, the
war for reality is won when we hate ourselves and one another
so badly that no better reality is possible. Their aim, ultimately,
involves killing hope itself. Kill hope, and you kill the future.
That’s when the lights go out for good.

The Traditions, Technocracy, and Crafts, despite their
many flaws, strive toward the common good. The Nephandi
don’tbother. To them, there isno “common good.” Inits place
is a continued state of subjugation of the weak by the strong
under pretenses of justice. The only good worth striving for
is individual Descent: The state of ultimate Enlightenment
gained through wandering the Abyss and coming out the
other side as a newly elevated god. Like all ideals, of course,
this state of godhood may itself be just one further state of
delusion — a pretty thing to strive for but ultimately yet an-
other prison. The only true surety is that this Fallen world is
damned. And so, though Nephandi might quest toward an
ideal of dark transcendence, they know in a practical sense
that we're all fucked anyway and so they might as well have
a great time while they can before the lights go out forever.

Reality Check

The Book of the Fallen is not a simple gaming sourcebook.
It’s an exploration of human atrocity, a de-glamorization of evil
that seems too often glamorous. Its words and sentiments are
often racist, sexist, homophobic, sadistic, greedy, vain, treach-
erous, vile, and altogether repugnant to me. Those words should
in no way be construed as the honest sentiments of the authors. This

is not a player’s guide; in intention, at the very least, it’s very
much the opposite of that.

By the same token, it’s no mere monster manual, filled with
spooky enemies to kill. Evil is complex, and those dedicated to
it are even more so.

The Fallen are, of course, fictional. There isn’t actually a
conspiracy or six rewriting reality behind the scenes.

Or is there?

Especially when you’re dealing with a fictional game about
metaphysical reality wars, it’s sometimes hard to realize where
fiction ends, and reality begins.

The book inyour hands features real-life evils: abuse culture,
human trafficking, callousness as a fashion statement, and far,
far worse conducted not by shadowy maleficeans but by people
you might like, respect, or even love. Although there aren’t really
cabals of reality-warping mages dictating the fate of humankind,
the realities described in this book run deeper than cardboard
Satanists and their facile rituals.

The Nephandi personify what’s worst about ourselves.

Abuse and violence are innate elements of the human
condition... perhaps even of life on earth, and certainly of life
as we know it. Given the current state of upheaval, though, we
are — in real life — at a point of crisis in the human experiment.
Mage in general, and the Fallen in particular, are reflections of
that crisis in this age. On both an intimate and an epic scale,
this book shows how we really are being abused by people who
profit from our fear, and how we might, in fact, become those
people, too.

Mage’s “battle for reality” is fictional, yet also real.
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Themes: Predation, Abuse,

Horror, Evil, and Compassion

Fuck you, suckers — I've got mine! Although the
average Nephandus can weave esoteric expla-
nations for the philosophies that drive them
(see the Paradigms explored in Chapter Five),
the core of the Fallen Path can be summed up
simply: You're either predators or prey. The Fallen
prefer the former role, thank you very much.

As unapologetic predators of the mortal

and metaphysical worlds, the Fallen represent
that selfish urge to excel at the cost of others,
if only because otherwise someone else will excel at cost to you.
And so, the themes of this book involve the malevolent tactics
used by predators, the horrors ofimminent mortalityand human
cruelty, and the compassion the Fallen forsake, even though it’s
the cornerstone of human survival.

Predation

Eat or be eaten is a core ethos for Fallen folk. Everyone’s on
the menu, really, but some folks have a better spot at the table
and so they treat the rest of their world as meat and drink at the
banquet of the gods. Vampires and shapeshifters are predators,
certainly, with infernal spirits and malevolent aliens dwarfing
such entities in power and hunger alike. Humans, by such epic
standards, are cattle; Kindred even refer to them as “kine.”
Mages are a different breed, however, and Nephandi are the
apex predators among them.

The Nephandic Path toward their vision of Ascension is
carved from the bones of their prey and enemies. Essentially
a pursuit of selfgodhood, it posits a metaphysical arms-race in
which the only meaningful end is the domination of others
for the glory of the self. Certain Fallen may place their faith
in even greater predators, tossing their lot in with demons and
gods who they believe (perhaps rightly) are poised on the edge
of devouring our world; others seek ultimate transcendence
through the assumption of divinity by essentially eating a god
and taking his place.

Regardless of their personal beliefs, Nephandi are predators,
one and all. In the ancient tongue of Bhat, the mythic Eden of
earthly domination, their name means “the Eaters of the Weak,”
and they take that title seriously.

Abuse, Metaphor
and Reality

For predators and preyalike, the most common tool of dom-
ination involves abusing another party in order to gain control
over them. Such abuse can be as blatant as a slap across the face,
or assubtle as pervasive love-bombing aimed at isolating a person
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from outside influence. Nephandi excel at a wide spectrum of
abusive techniques, using the ones that seem most effective for
the job at hand. Thus, the Fallen can seem like generous friends
and kindly lovers — the most awesome folks you’d ever want to
meet...until the moment you seem to be slipping the leash of
their control, at which point anything goes.

The Book of the Fallen presents an ugly metaphor of abuse
on an intimate yet cosmic scale. But it also provides a toolkit for
dealing with abuse. In the face of all that’s going down in the
world, a game about reality-wizards might feel absurd.

But yet...

Hope is fundamentally absurd. So much so that, to the
Fallen, hope is a lie that needs to be purged.

That’s what abusers do: They try to crush hope.

It’s all about power. Who has it, who doesn’t, how we
claim it, and what we do with it. And because so much of Mage
is about power, certain mages believe that the ultimate power
involves destroying hope.

What is Abuse?

What do we mean here by abuse? A systemic pattern of
dependence, isolation, exploitation, threats, damage and fear.

Fictional Nephandi perpetrate abuse because they believe
they have the right to do so, because it profits them to do so,
and because it’s fun to do so. Real-life abusers aren’t nearly as
obvious about their motives and nature, and they tend to abuse
people out of a sense of their own fears about weakness and vul-
nerability. That said, some people really do enjoy hurting other
people, make their livings by hurting other people, feel justified
about hurting other people, and — in the case of mental illness,
inculturation, or similar conditions — might not even realize
they’re hurting other people. Secretive as they are, the fictional
Nephandi tend to be more obvious and intentional about the
abuses they commit. Real-life abusers often aren’t as overtly evil
as the Fallen, but that doesn’t make the damage they inflict any
less painful to the people on the wrong side of it.

In real life, we're surrounded by abusers and abuse, and
some people make excuses for such behavior” “He’s just angry,”
“she’s just scared,” “once you get to know them, you'll understand why
they act that way.” Abusers get voted into power. People might
give them money, love, and faith. The cycle of abuse runs so deep
and strong that despite loathing abuse, we might find ourselves
carrying it out.

Mages, too, can be abusers. The Fallen excel at such things,
but they're not the only ones who do it. The Technocracy is
abusive in the name of “the greater good,” and behind their
castles-and-unicorns ideals the Traditions have an appalling



history of abuse as well. The Crafts tend to be forged by abuse,
so their members often pass abuse along to anyone who gets
in their way. Marauders may provide the ultimate example of
people who've been abused so badly that they can’t recognize
the damage they inflict upon others as abuse. The Nephandi,
though — and this point is vital — choose to abuse. Predation is
essential to their concept of Ascension, and their ideal involves
abusing everybody else in the universe, forever.

Yes, Nephandi are often victims of abuse themselves, but
that element of choice marks the Fallen as the ultimate perpe-
trators of abuse.

Techniques of Abuse

Nephandi, like abusers in the real world, use the following
techniques (detailed further in Chapter Two):

e Shower the target with affection, to buy that target’s trust.

e Lie about what they're doing, to conceal the abuser’s
flaws and motives.

¢ Point in someone else’s direction, to distract the abused
party and get them angry at someone other than the
abuser.

e Promise great things, to keep the target craving more
attention.

¢ Isolate the target, to reconstruct the reality the abuser
wants to enforce.

¢ Undercut the target’s sense of reality and self, to establish
control “for your own good.”

e Blame the target and exercise “discipline,” in order to
show the abused party who’s boss.

* Threaten severe consequences, so the abused party will
fear losing the abuser’s favor.

e Explode (the part people finally recognize as abuse).

* Repent, apologize, and reconcile, to keep the abused
party close.

¢ Repeat these techniques, as often as the abuser can get
away with repeating them.

That explosion might be emotional, social, financial,
physical, even — in the case of religious and metaphysical com-
munities — spiritual. Whatever form it takes, the explosion is
punishment aimed at hurting the target as much and as badly
as possible at the time.

The “apologyand reconciliation” technique covertly blames
the abused party for the explosion (“You made me do it... if you
would just stop doing that...”) while taking a superficial amount
of blame that’s still manipulative as hell (“I can’t help it — I just
love you so much...”).

An experienced abuser varies those techniques in whichever
order appears to work best for a particular target. Most real-world
abusers, like the fictional Nephandi, have honed these techniques
in advance, and realize which techniques work best on you before
you even realize they’re manipulating you.

This Cycle of Abuse is further detailed in Chapter Seven,
pp. XX. For now, just realize the most vital step to escaping abuse
is to see it for what it is.

Breaking the Power of Abuse
Mage is a game about transforming reality.
The Fallen are metaphors for abusive people and techniques.

And this book is about recognizing, escaping, and moving
beyond abuse.

How can we do that, then? Faced with people — imaginary
or otherwise —who excel at remaking realities with their victims
on the bottom and them on the top, how can people overcome
that situation and transform their reality into one where hope
is possible!? There’s no single answer to that question, because
so much depends upon personal circumstances. The following
tactics, though, can help:

¢ Recognize what’s going on: Abusers thrive on misdirec-
tion, excuses, and blaming other people — especially the
people they’re abusing — for the problem. The first step,
then, involves realizing the cool person you thought you
knew is a facade hiding someone who thinks abusing
people is okay, maybe even justified. Yeah, no — fuck
that shit. Read up on abuse, if you can, or talk to people
familiar with abuse and recovery. If the stuff you hear
seems familiar, you're probably being abused.

¢ Refuse to be Blamed: Abusers blame their targets for
the things they do. While it’s important to recognize
one’s own flaws, abusers exaggerate those flaws or
blame the flaws on “those people” in order to keep
their targets focused on hating themselves or other
parties. Because abusers — and the Nephandi are very
good at this part — present themselves as someone the
abused party needs, it's often hard to see the game
when you’re in the middle of it. That’s especially true
for folks who had low self-esteem before the abuser
even showed up. Abusers target desperate, insecure
people, though, and so a major step in overcoming
abuse involves refusing to bear the blame for things
the abuser chooses to do.

¢ Recognize Your Worth: No matter what an abuser tells
you, you do not deserve to be abused. Everyone has
an awesome quality or two. Use them. Draw strength
from them. Start from there, see what other qualities
you possess (if possible, ask someone else to help you
get perspective), and see yourself as you are, not as your
abuser tells you you are.
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Set and Maintain Boundaries: Abusers strive to control
reality for other people. Setting boundaries, regarding
what you will and will not put up with, takes control of
your reality back from the abuser. They probablywontlike
that. Tough. It is your right to set boundaries regarding
your body, emotions, physical and financial safety, and
so forth. While legal exceptions exist for minors and
incapacitated adults — exceptions that non-abusers will
not exploit in order to abuse you — you are the ultimate
authority about your boundaries. Recognize it, enforce
it, enjoy the autonomy, and if the abusive party cannot
accept those boundaries, then...

Realize You Have Options: Abusers isolate their targets
and tell them they have no options. Unless a person is a
child, an invalid, or in actual captivity — and sometimes
even then — escape options exist. Depending on circum-
stances, those options can include:

¢ Domestic violence shelters and advocate groups, assuming
some exist in your ared.

O Friends or family (who are not friendly with the abuser).

O Legal authorities, if you feel they can be trusted.

O Leavingyourrelationship, job, home, neighborhood, or social
circle.

Escape won’t be easy, but if you can contact someone
else to help you form and execute an escape plan, those
options exist. If you can’t currently contact someone,
look for an opportunity to do so.

Get Out: If at all possible, get out. If it’s not possible,
then plan for potential escapes, and use those plans
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as soon as possible. If the abuser has displayed a po-
tential for violence, then get as far from that party as
possible and put as many layers of protection as you
can between the abuser and yourself.

Whatever the circumstances might be, remember: Abuse is
not your fault, and you do not deserve to be abused.

Horror

So... what scares you? Is it pain? Rejection? Betrayal?
Perhaps the fear that those people (whomever “those people”
happen to be) are stealing your world right out from under
you! Do you fear loss! Damnation? A failure of control?
Whatever it is, fear becomes a weapon in the hands of
Nephandi. That which you fear, they employ. Not because
they’re boo-scary devil-people, but because fear is the greatest
method of control.

Fear galvanizes the human animal. It snaps us to attention
in ways no other impulse can. The rush of chemicals and neu-
rological connections sharpens senses and focuses every element
of our minds and bodies upon survival. In excess, it can paralyze
us too, either by locking us into a state of shock or by sweeping
us into an irrational and often addictive haze. Too much fear
becomes a drug — lulling us into a stupor, distracting us from
every other thing, and hooking us on the burst of fight-or-flight
miasma until we're like rats in an electrified cage, shitting our-
selves with conflicting urges of sensation and escape.

Fear can, in the right hands, become a form of enlightenment.
More commonly, however, it’s a tool of command. Scared people
obey those who promise action. We look for targets of our rage,
because a good punch in someone else’s face seems like strength
when we're afraid. If somebody points that face out to us, and



then promises us a chance to punch it in, many people do just
that. Terror, therefore, provokes desire — the thrill of stimulation
and the potential to strike back at the things we think we fear.

For those who follow the Nephandic Path, fear unlocks
the doorway to fearlessness. By making a friend of horror, the
Fallen strive to toss aside their own mortality. Meanwhile, they
command the tools prepared by other people’s fears — and then,
through those tools, elevate themselves above the masses they
use as sustenance for potential godhood. Fear, then, is the path
to self-divinity... a state achieved by feeding on the fears of lesser
mortals while laughing at the heat-death of the universe.

So, again — what scares you?
The Fallen probably know that answer better than you do.

And if you don’t already fear them, then it’s probably
time to start.

Evil

Anyone can commit evil. The Fallen embrace evil. What,
though, is “evil?” Modernist and postmodern philosophies claim
there’s no such thing, while religious theologies claim that many
things outside their purview are innately evil. What does the word
even mean anymore! That’s a complicated subject we’ll explore
further in this book. For now, let’s just say that intentional
malignancy is a defining characteristic of Nephandic identity...
not the facile alien evil of cartoonish villains but the pervasive

evil that remains an inescapable element of human existence.

Compassion

“Neither heaven nor earth is humane,” states the Tao Te
Ching. “They regard all things as straw-dog offerings. Nor is the
sage humane. He regards all things as straw-dog offerings.” Taken
literally, this passage, and others like it, appears to sanction callous
enlightenment. Why should a master shed tears for the servant’s
plight? What value is the smartest worm if it lies in the path of a
master’s feet? Mages, whose regard for “sleepers” and “the masses”
often extend only so far as it takes to see if anybody’s watching
when they throw a fireball, aren’t usually as compassionate as
they'd like to think they are. For Nephandic mages, compassion
is a weakness, and all weakness must be purged.

Enlightenment without compassion can attain an awful
cruelty. Hermetic slave-owners, Etherite bio-tinkerers, Thanatoic
assassins... such monsters make vampires cringe. The certainty of
Awakened power tends to blind mages to the effects their actions
have on other people. Aw, gee — another gas-main explosion?
Who cares about the folks who lost their homes, that kid with
third-degree burns, the firefighters who risk their lives to put out
the blaze? That damn HIT Mark had it coming, and everyone
else is collateral damage for my Ascension... right?

Imagine, then, how cruel a mage can be when that person
has deliberately killed compassion in his heart. What he might
be capable of with the power of the Spheres and no conscience
aboutusingit. Compassion is the failsafe switch of social animals,
and a mage without it becomes the most awful sort of fiend.

Does such a fiend deserve compassion? Should other mages
regard him as a potential subject for reform? If a person (mage
or otherwise) treasures compassion, then should we then have
sympathy even for these devils?

If you were looking for easy answers, you've come to the
wrong place.

How fo Ose This Book

Author’s Preface: Evilis Not a Toy presents the primary
author’s intent behind this book. It’s kind of unusual,
but forabook with this much volatile content we wanted
to be clear about a lot of things right off the bat.

¢ Introduction: Eaters of the Weak lays the groundwork
for this book and its material.

e Chapter One: The Awful Truth features a Fallen’s-eye
view of why they are who they are and why they do the
things they do.

¢ Chapter Two: The Road to Leviathan traces the
Nephandic Path, its elements, its motivations, and the
techniques the Fallen use to get what they want from the
world around them.

* Chapter Three: But Darkness Visible reveals the hidden

factions within the Fallen ranks.

¢ Chapter Four: Dark Tree of Knowledge explores the
esoteric side of the Nephandic Arts, including the
Nightside, the Qlippoth, and the Fallen ideal of the Black

Diamond: a form of Nephandic personal Ascension.

* Chapter Five: And All the Powers of Hell lays out demonic
pacts and Investments, the focus (paradigms, practices,
and instruments) for Nephandic Arts, exclusive Merits
and Flaws, and an array of spells, books, and other malign
paraphernalia.

e Chapter Six: Your Friends and Neighbors introduces
a handful of the Fallen, with several organizations and
infernal beasts employed within Nephandic ranks.

e Chapter Seven: Theatre of Cruelty presents Storyteller
guidance for using the Fallen in your chronicle, including
advice for running extreme material and metaplot options
for Nephandic elements in your Mage chronicle.

e Afterword: Not on My Watch wraps things up on an
encouraging note. Hope, after all, beats despair any day.

All Hope Abandon?

Filled as it is with cool critters and dark-magick rules, this
sourcebook explores ways in which many people are, in real life,
being used and abused. In life as in the game, people are working
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to destroy hope and define reality in their image. We might lack
the powers of the Spheres but we can still use such knowledge
to keep from being victimized.

Despite the fictional nature of the Fallen, the tactics described
in the following chapters are used each day to deceive us, break
us, pit us against each other, and perhaps ultimately destroy us.
If parts of this book cut close to home, then look close at what’s
going on in that home. Mage is a game, true, but it has always
been intended to be more than simple entertainment. From its
inception, Mage has been a metaphor for stuff that’s really going
on, and there truly is a battle going on to determine the reality
of our species, our planet, and our selves.

Underneath the people we choose to be, there’s a darker

shadow we suppress. It’s in all of us, no matter how gentle or
righteous we might wish to be. It might take different forms and
hold different views, but our forbidden self is always there. It’s
nasty and it’s cruel and it sometimes gets the better of us even
when we see ourselves as heroes. Our task, then, in gaming and
in life, is to be better than that — to “do the right thing” and
embrace the better angels of our nature.

The Fallen refuse to do that, though. For them, evil is
transcendent virtue. Our light is their shadow, and they aim to
smother it and turn all Creation into ash.

This book is not for everyone, and you may want to bail
out now.

Nephandic Lexicon

Absolute, the: The Void at the beginning and end of all
things, whose violation by Light provided the origin of suffering.
Ideally, Nephandi wish to return all things to the Absolute.

Abyss, the: Unfathomable depth, with many potential mean-
ings: 1) The Deep Umbra; 2) the ultimate extent of the Nightside; 3)
the Void; 4) Daath, which provides both the entrance to the Qlippoth
via the Cauls, and also reflects a crisis of courage and confidence
that separates the first seven Qlippoth from the final three.

Abyssal Essences: The state of an Avatar that has been infused
with Qlippothic energies thanks to passing through the Cauls
or reincarnating from a Nephandic past life. The four Abyssal
Essences are: Chaotic (Primordial), Destructive (Dynamic), Frozen
(Static), Tormented (Questing). (See widderslainte.)

Aghora: An approach to Tantra and yoga of the Left-
Hand Path.

Aghori: A person who pursues Aghora. Often considered
heretical and dangerous. From Sanskrit, “unterrified.”

Alphaing: A practice of social domination through implied
and overt aggression. Inspired by inaccurate observations of
captive-wolf behavior. Also considered a technique of abuse.

Annotated Protocols of Damian, The: An officially
condemned but covertly popular forgery which purports to be
an account of the modern Technocratic Union’s foundations.

Arts of Pain, the: Shaping the reality of a person through
torture and abuse.

Ashraaah, the: Title given to Nephandi who have left the
material world behind and established their own Realms under
their command.

Assumption: To become one with the Absolute. A possible
goal of personal Descent.

Baphie: Another name for Nephandi of the Goatkids sect.
(See Goatkids.)

Baphomet: Popular demonic entity given existence through
human beliefs, misunderstandings, and trolling. (See Goatkids.)
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barabbi/ barabbus: A Nephandus who began Awakened
life as a member of another group and then defected to the
Fallen. Often still works without the original group, to pervert
and corrupt it from within.

Basilisk: Demonic god-entity given life by human belief
that it might theoretically exist. (See egregore, Heralds of Basilisk.)

Bhat: Legendary Mesopotamian city-state ruled by the Eaters
of the Weak. Essentially, the Nephandic Eden.

Black Arts, the: Capitalized, refers to Awakened magicks
dedicated to corruption, exploitation, and torment. (See Malefica.)

Black Diamond, the: Metaphor, possiblyfor personal
transcendence or for Descent at the end of the Qlippothic
journey, in which the seeker achieves a sublime state of dark
multifaceted perfection.

Black Mass, the: Infamous perversion of the Catholic Mass,
often (but not exclusively) regarded as a fixture of Satanism. (See
heresy.)

Black Sun, the: The radiant heart of Thagirion, which
illuminates forbidden understanding with rays of antilight.
Also, a symbol popularized by Nazi occultism and certain (often
white-supremacist) strains of Satanism.

Blargarian Mythos, the: Growing corpus of grotesque
pornography, reputedly inspired by Nephandic sources and
expanding by way of modern self-publishing.

broken vessels, the: The shattered shells of previous exis-
tences, reputedly destroyed by God in order to make the current
reality. (See Qlippoth.)

Brotherhood of the Shield, the: Secret international police
organization dedicated to extreme and abusive enforcement of
“law and order” as defined by the Brotherhood. Reputed to have
deep ties to Nephandic sources.

Caul: A “Flower of Rebirth” wherein a person has their soul
dropped into Daath or the Abyss in order to be infused with
Qlippothic essence and reborn as a Nephandus.



Caul-Born: A Nephandus who Awakened through the
Caul, rather than being a converted mage or a person born with
a Nephandic Avatar.

cell: A Nephandic cabal, coven, or group.

Church of Satan, the: Modern materialist religion founded
by Anton LaVey; frequently blamed for evils they did not commit.
Despite misperceptions, not a Nephandic cult.

Conceptual Entropy: The Art of destroying ideas and
concepts with Entropy magicks while convincing people that the
conceptwas dismantled with sound logic and valid arguments.

Consummation of Leviathan, the: The end-goal of personal
Descent, wherein a Nephandus passes beyond the final Qlipha,
Thaumiel, and attains the ability to symbolically (or perhaps lit-
erally) devour Leviathan and become a god. Also, a Nephandic
way of saying: “We fear no monsters and no gods because we
are the monsters and we are the gods.”

Daath: In Kabbalah and Qlippoth, the Abyss between the
first seven Sephiroth and Qlippoth and the final three. Also, the
Fall into Qlippothic energies which begins the Nephandic Path.

Dark Web, the: 1) Internet content, sites, and groups that
require specialized software, configurations or authorizations
before you can access them; 2) Social networks associated with
the Dark Web, often (though not exclusively) associated with
extreme, illicit, or illegal activities. Also known as the Dark Net,

darknet, darkweb, etc.

Decadenti: Global subculture dedicated to extreme he-
donism and indulgence. Deeply connected with (though not
exclusive to) the Nephandi.

demon: Extraphysical entity, often with malicious intentions
toward humanity.

Depths, the: Lightless stage of the Nightside, wherein a
traveler goes beyond the Underworld and reaches a state without

illumination or clear signs to navigate by. The step in between
the Underworld and the Abyss.

Descent: Nephandic Ascension, characterized as personal
Descent (attainment of self-godhood), global Descent (the an-
nihilation of existence), or a fusion of both.

Dominions: Synonym of Qlipha, so named because each
Qlipha is dominated by certain demonic entities.

Dragon’s Tongue, the: The secret language supposedly
taught to early Nephandi by demons, and now used for rituals,
Litanies, and other communications between Fallen Ones. (See
Haah'’rath Kharoh, Litanies.)

dregvati, or dregs: Pawns, cultists and allies of the Fallen.

Eaters of the Weak, the: Ancient name for Nephandi,
supposedly the meaning of the phrase Nif’ ur ‘en Daah, from
which the name Nephandi may be derived.

egregore: An entity created and nourished by the psychic
energy invested into it by (typically human) consciousness. (See
Basilisk, hypersigil.)

evil: Malice, generally intentional and typically involved in
causing harm and suffering. Sometimes divided by philosophy
into natural evil, alien evil, metaphysical evil, theological evil,
cultural evil, circumstantial evil, and personal evil.

Ex-Futurians: Tech-based Nephandi who work toward the
elimination of the future. Also known as Exies.(See Exie.)

Fall, the: Common term for the beginning of a Nephandic
Descent, and / or for the state of Descending.

flying monkey: Associates of an abuser who swoop in to aid
or defend that person and attack the abused parties.

fomor, or fomori: Spirit-corrupted person with paranormal
abilities but spiritual degradation and pending self-destruction.
Often associated with the Malfean sect.

gaslighting: Abuse tactic in which the abuser reshapes
the target’s reality by contradicting what that party believes or
knows to be real.

Goatkid: Nephandic sect of counterculture devotees ded-
icated to Baphomet.

God’s Hammer, or Hammer Security Response: Pseudo-
Christian mercenary army covertly founded by, and serving,
the Nephandi.

Goetia (the), Goetic: 1) Demonology practice represented
within The Lesser Key of Solomon; 2) demons associated with that
practice; 3) “the Howling,” source of those demons (possibly
within the Qlippoth). Linguistic origins disputed.

Golden Bull, the: Global organization dedicated to malig-
nant plutocracy; a Nephandic cult. (See Mammonites.)

Gospel of St. Basilisk, The: Online pseudo-scripture refer-
ring to the coming ascendency of Basilisk, circulated in order to
bring its prophecy about. (See Basilisk, egregore, Heralds of Basilisk.)

Haah’rath Kharoh: Proper name for the Dragon’s Tongue.

hell, Hell: Referring toan Otherworldly Realm of tormentand
damnation; the proper name of a classically recognized hell realm.

Heralds of Basilisk: Nephandic sect dedicated to bringing
about global extinction through the meme-god Basilisk, and to
tearing humanity apart through virtual media with physical, psy-
chological and metaphysical effects. (See Basilisk, HOB, hypersigil.)

heresy: An approach to a creed that is generally considered
dangerous and disreputable by conventional authorities of that
creed. Often utilized with or inspirational to Nephandic para-
digms, practices, and pawns.

HOB: Abbreviation for one of the Heralds of Basilisk.

human trafficking: Modern name for chattel slavery, in
which people are sold as commodities.

hypersigil: A work of media invested with belief or psychic
energy in order to manifest a magickal intention. (See egregore.)

Inanna: Sumerian goddess associated with descent into
the Underworld; also, a goddess whose name was mutated into a
variety of demonic identities, one of them male.
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infernal science: Disreputable or malign approaches to
science and technology.

Infernalist: 1) Capitalized, a magus or sorcerer dedicated
to demonic entities and forces; 2) a Nephandic sect associated
with demonic entities.

Investment, Investiture: Capitalized, a paranormal power
or set of powers given to an Infernalist in exchange for a pact;
the process of giving or receiving such powers.

Ironhands, the: Nephandic sect dedicated to technology
and infernal science.

K’llashaa: Nephandicsect dedicated to forces and entities of
primordial chaos; Nephandi sane enough to realize how insane
existence truly is. (See K’'wahhll, primalism.)

K’wahhll: “Howlers of the Waste” who originated the
K’llashaa sect; considered extinct.

Labyrinth: A Nephandic Sanctum or Chantry.

Laham: A human born with demonic heritage, powers,
and weaknesses.

LaVey, Anton: Founder of the Church of Satan and modern
Satanism; probably not a Nephandus.

Left-Hand Path, the: Disreputable or self-oriented approach
to esoteric creeds, often defined as being “heretical” because of
an emphasis toward increasing personal power, or seeking power
from within rather than from external sources.

Leviathan: Demonic monster-serpent, seen as a symbolic
(?) representation of seizing power and becoming a god. (See
Consummation of Leviathan, Wyrm.)

LexPraedatorious: “Law of Predation”; the core Nephandic
ethic: “You are predator, or you are prey.”

Lilith: The First Woman, goddess, or demon most closely
associated with feminine power, lust, aggression, and defiance;

also, the first Qlipha of the Tree of Knowledge.
Lilithism: Devotion to Lilith and her ways.
Litanies: Nephandicscriptures, records, archives, and rituals.

| Los Sangrientos: “The Bloody Ones”; South American
' Nephandic cult dedicated to demonic aspects of Aztec and
Maya gods.

love-bombing: Abuse tactic in which the abuser isolates
the target with extravagant praise and gifts, installing a sense of
obligation and dependence on the abuser.

Luciferianism: Satanic creed in which the Fallen Angel
Luciferis regarded as the maligned hero who opposed a tyrannical
God; considered a form of heresy.

maleficia: Magic or magick with malign intentions, prac-
tices, and results.

Malfean: Nephandic sect dedicated to cosmic Entropy,
epitomized by the Wyrm and its manifestations. (See Urge-Wyrm.)

Malleus Nefandorum, The: Classical grimoire, reputedly
for hunting Nephandi but actually a trap laid by them; a source
of much misinformation about the Fallen.
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Mammon: Demonic lord of greed for material wealth. (See
Mammonite.)

Mammonite: Nephandic sect dedicated to the predatory
and intentionallymalignant pursuitand employment of extreme
wealth; originally the Grand Fellowship of Mammon. (See Tsujigiri.)

Moru Raven Press: Occult publishing company which
circulates material of frequently Nephandic nature and origins;
the New Age front for a Nephandic sect.

Nietzsche, Friedrich: Philosopher who literally wrote the
bookaboutbeing “beyond good & evil,” and whose works inspired
later existentialists, Nazis, and modern Satanists.

Night Hunters, First Hunters, the: Humans of the Predatory
Age, who learned the secrets of predatory skills and magicks from
animal-spirits and demonic entities; considered the source of
Lex Praedatorious.

Night of Pan, the: State of transformation where a
Qlippothic seeker drops through the Kabbalistic Tree of Life and
into the forbidden Tree of Knowledge.

Nightside, the: Metaphorical journey from Light into
Darkness, often reflected in physical locations and spiritual
explorations; stages in Nightside journeys are: The Shadow, the
Wilderness, the Underworld, the Depths, and the Abyss.

Obliviate: Another name for an Exie; from “one who
pursues oblivion.”

Patron: Capitalized, a demonic patron, mentor, and source
of Investiture.

Pipers, the: Global slave-trade cult, tied deeply to the
Nephandi. (See human trafficking.)

Predatory Age, the: Early stage of human development,
where humans learned tactics for survival and became predators
instead of prey.

primalism, primitivism: Philosophy or lifestyle that con-
demns technology and favors a pursuit of “naturistic” living and
“fighting back against the modern world”; favored by several
Nephandic paradigms and cults.

Qlipha: One of the Qlippothic Realms. (See also, shells, the.)

Qlippoth/ Qlipoth: 1) Forbidden remains of previous
universes; 2) “the shadow-side of God”; 3) source of Nephandic
energies and selftransmutation; 4) the Tree of Knowledge,
through which one faces demonic forces and potentially achieves
self-godhood. The 10 Qlippoth are known as: Lilith, Gamaliel,
Samael, A'arab Zaraq, Thagirion, Golchab, Gha’ag Sheblah,
Satariel, Ghagiel, and Thaumiel. (See Qlipha, shells, the, Tree of
Knowledge, the)

Ramaas Kaa: Alien entities sometimes conjured and em-
ployed by powerful Nephandi.

redemption, repentance: 1) Striving to atone for misdeeds;
2) being forgiven; 3) something Nephandi are legendarily bad at.

Satanic Temple, the: Modern organization dedicated to
social justice and political reform, which uses Satan as a symbolic
refutation of American Evangelical political influence.



Satanism, satanic: 1) Symbolic or literal reverence for “the
Adversary,” Satan; 2) general name for creeds or behavior which
go against the grain of mainstream Christianity; 3) materialistic
philosophy opposed to self-denial in the name of religion.

Sebel-el-Mafouh Whash, The: Reputed inspiration for the
Malleus Nefandorum, which recounts purges of Nephandic cults
through extreme measures.

Shadow, shadow, the (Jung’s): According to C.G. Jung,
the repressed elements of a person or culture; also, the initial
stage of the Nightside.

shells, the: The broken wvessels of the Qlippothic worlds
(Qlippoth literally means “shells”).

sociopathy chic: The fashion or ethic of crushing empathy
and enjoying cruel behavior for its own sake.

sociopathy: 1) A mental condition in which a person cannot
recognize or understand the emotional consequences of his ac-
tions on other people; 2) a pathological lack of empathy, due to
that condition. Also known as Anti-Social Personality Disorder
(ASPD), psychopathy, or clinical sociopathy, with definitions
being hotly disputed and subject to change.

Supplicium: Archaic name for a Nephandic Seeking.

technephandi: Nickname for Nephandi who pursue
Enlightened technology or hypertech in place of, or in addition
to, traditional magick. (See infernal science, Ironhands.)

Theo-Obliviates: Exieswho encourage and pursue the idea of
global extinction by way of gods, demons, and spiritual apocalypse.

Those Who Dwell Behind the Stars: One of many names
for the Dark Masters, Lords of the Void, Deep Lords of Misrule,
etc.; considered to be malevolent gods, alien beings, Nephandic
Oracles, and so forth.

Traditionalism, traditionalism: Modern philosophy which
asserts that absolute, universal truths are under siege by forces of
decadence, diversity, and political correctness; sometimes used
by Nephandi as a paradigm and recruiting tool.

Tree of Knowledge, the: Symbolic name for the Qlippoth;
according to some accounts, the Qlippoth reflects or embodies
the Tree of Knowledge whose divine secrets the Abrahamic God
did not want humans to understand.

Tree of Life, the: The tree of immortalitywhich, in Kabbalah,
symbolically represents or embodies the Emanations through
which Divinity manifests in the universe.

Tsujigiri, the: Japanese name for Mammonites; translated,
the name refers to the practice of samurai “testing their swords”
on passing commoners.

undercutting: Abuse strategyin which the abuserundermines
thereality, connectionsand confidence of the person she’s abusing.

Underworld, the: 1) The Realm of the Dead; 2) Hell or a
hell realm; 3) the destination of Inanna during her Descent; 4) a
stage of the Nightside.

Universe B: 1) Theoretical “new universe” beyond the final

Qlipha, Thaumiel; 2) possibly the Qlippoth itself; 3) perhaps a

universe composed of Dark Matter 4) a theoretical new state of
existence following a technological or occult singularity; 5) anew
cosmos created by an emerging Nephandic god.

Urge-Wyrm: In Nephandic thought, godlike aspects of the
Wyrm who embody and inspire forbidden urges; revered and
sometimes worshipped by Malfean Nephandi and their cults.

Vamamarga, Vamacara: The Left-Hand approach to Tantra;
often considered disreputable or heretical.

Void, the: 1) The Deep Umbra; 2) the Absolute; 3) the ultimate
stage of the Nightside; 4) the state of consummate nothingness.

widderslainte: Name for a person born with an Avatar that
underwent Descent in a previous incarnation and wishes to stay
that way or do it again.

Wilderness, the: The “wanderingforsaken in the wilderness”
stage of the Nightside.

Wyrm, the: God-entity embodying primordial corruption,
decay, and Entropy; sometimes associated, by Nephandi, with
Leviathan.

Nephandic Titles

In the current era, only Infernalist Nephandi assign much
importance to these titles. Though considered traditional, the
following honorifics (aside from Ashraaah) are rather archaic,
and the newer generation doesn’t pay much attention to them
anymore. Capitalization is a matter of taste, combined with the
desire to not get cooked by a pissed-off elder.

Ansinistratus: A specialist in temptation, corruption,
subversion, betrayal, and renunciation of previous ethics and
loyalties. Plural adsinistrati.

Ashraaah: A powerful Nephandus who has created her own
Realm(s) and largely exiled herself from Earth. Plural Ashraaahs.
(See Gilledian.)

Aswad: A “bodhisattva of the Abyss” who appears to be
a normal person but is actually a Nephandus of deceptive and
astonishing power. Sometimes also used to refer to Nephandic
Archmages or (rarely) Oracles. Plural aswadim. According to
rumor, onlysix or seven such entities exist, but they are, by nature,
deceptive, so there may be fewer of them... or more.

dregvat: Old name for a Nephandic pawn, cultist, or ally.
Plural dregavi. Often referred to as “the dregs,” this title is never
capitalized, as dregs are not worth that much respect.

Gilledian: Absurdly powerful and deformed Nephandi
whose paranormal talents and scars have left them unfit for
earthly reality. Named for the infamous French Infernalist Gilles
de Rais. Plural gilledians or sometimes gillediai.

Lila: Old name for a Nephandic elder of the feminine
gender. Named, of course, for Lilith. Plural lili, lilai.

Prelate: Nephandicelder of formidable power and influence
but subtle tactics. Plural prelati.

Shaytan: Violent Nephandic stormtrooper, AKA cannon
fodder. Plural shaytans.
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Chapter One:
The Awtul

Truth

If you go far back enough into any villain’s story, you'll find they started as the hero.

— Jen Soska

The moon above is blood, dripping red upon the earth below.
Its surface writhes with tortured souls, the essence of those born and
shunned and damned before Earth had a name and before humanity
crawled from the shadows of their overlords and claimed the sun as a
beacon of their light. Behind the stars above, the Abyss waits, hungry,
eager to consume. Yet such eagerness is measured in eternities, and
an age will pass before their maws gape wide and swallow our sun.

Damp soil beneath my feet squirms with maggots and rot.
Dense smells enrapture me — shit, sweat, sweetness, decay. The
carnal perfumes daze my senses, carry me like atoms on the breeze.
[ am the rotting corpse, the fly, the stench. They mingle within me,
becoming one.

The moon bleeds, and I bleed with it.

She comes to me as serpents, their jaws like lions, their teeth
the needles which piece the skin. Her kiss is heroin. Her eyes, desire.
Her serpentself wraps around my limbs, sinking needles, ripping
skin. They clench my muscles, grind my bones. In rapture, [ am lost
to pain. Descend. Arise. Consumed. Consume.

She spits my pieces in the dust.

I bleed into soil, like the moon.

The dark enfolds me. Stars disappear.
Light flees the coming of the purge.
All breath is silence. All sound stills.

In depthless blackness, I unfold — my wings arcing to catch the
stars. | am nothing. We are All.

My self is my prison, and my sentence is forever.

Enough

Aren’t you tired of it?

The white noise of consumer culture! The treadmill of
work-sleep-consume-repeat?! The platitudes and lies tossed at your
head as if they're supposed to mean a goddamned thing?
Purity commandos sweeping in to tell you what you cannot
say and who you can and cannot say it about? Folks telling
you to be ashamed of who and what you are? Haven’t you
just gotten sick of it all yet?

[ am.

The world as we know it is a trap. It is. We are bred like
sheep to fleece and consume and wallow in our own shit while
the farmer sits in his house and gets rich off our existence.
You think you're better than the so-called “masses,” right?
Well, you're not. You're just another sucker trapped in the
pen with the rest of us, ankle deep in manure and baaing our
stupid heads off at each other while the farmer sharpens his
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Drinking Broken Glass

Our esteemed narrator may be telling the truth as
they know it. Thatdoesn'tmake them right about what
they say. “Truth” is slippery, often conditional, and
subjectto change when you view it from a different
perspective. If this Nephandic tour guide seems to
be making a little too much sense, just remember —
that's the way they work: Use just enough truth to
get what they want, and then filt it in the direction
that makes them sound right even when what they ‘re
saying is abominable.

Don't get me wrong: They make some pretty good
points here. It's just part of the picture, though — a
broken glass, so to speak, half-full of blood and the
other half filled with sewage. They're not wrong,
exactly, but do you want to drink that shit2 Or do
you want a new glass, even if you have to clean it
up yourselfe

More to the point, would you want to take that bro-
ken glass and feed its contents to an innocent kid?2
Because that iswhat the Fallen do. Rather than drink
from that glass themselves, they force the contents
down someone else’s throat, or trick another person
into drinking it, and then considerthemselves superior
for doing so. Hey, atleast they didn't drink from that
glass, right? | guessthatmakesthem smarterthanyou.

Except, of course, theyre not. They're just too lazy
to get another goddamned glass, and so in love
with themselves that they feel clever about forcing
poison down someone else’s throat if that means
they didn't drink it themselves. The Fallen lash out
because lashing out makes them feel strong. It's
fear and pain disguised as righteous fury because
at least that feels better than surrender.

knife and decides which of us will get sheared and which of
us will breed and which of us will get eaten today.

Don’t you see the cage! Really, how can you not? They're
not even trying to be subtle about it anymore. They know
they can grin and say all the right words and you’ll keep on
punching that clock, keep on busting your ass, keep on pulling
the lever for thieves and liars because at least your thieves and
liars are better than those other guys’ thieves and liars, right?

Don’t you want better than that?
I know I do.

I used to be like you. I was like you, once. Raised to do
the right thing, be a nice little kid, keep my room clean, go
to school, go to work, pay my taxes, make money, buy stuff,
maybe fuck once in a while if I get lucky, the whole deal. I got
schooled the good old-fashioned way, too: yelling, hitting, the
back of the hand, the belt across my ass, threats, shame, all the
best ways to beat the Devil out of you. Sit up straight, don’t
curse, don’t slouch, be a lady, be a gentleman, do what you're
told, and if we think you’re good enough, and smart enough,
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and a hard-enough worker to pull yourself up out of this pit
we dropped you into, then we’ll stick you in this little box —
maybe if you're really good, a bigger, better box! — and chain
you to a paycheck while taking most of it back for ourselves.
That’s what normal looks like. That’s the training we receive.

I used to be like you, until I broke the leash and buried
my teeth in the master’s face.

I did it. You can, too.

Look, you seem like a smart cookie, so I'll be straight
with you. Honest. Full disclosure. Why should 1 lie to you,
anyway! Lying’s too much work. Fuck that. Truth is simpler
and lot more effective. You can take it however you please. I
don’t care. We're all on this ride together, and you knowing
where it’s going isn’t gonna change the tracks.

You don’t have to be a pawn. You don’t need to play their
games. Sure, they’ll scream and pitch a fit once you step off
their path but that’s their problem. It doesn’t have to be yours.

Life sucks. That part’s inevitable. Butyou can make it suck
alot less if you step up and refuse to play victim anymore. You
have the potential to remake the world in your own image,
at least to a small degree, and to establish your own place at
the top of the heap instead of at the bottom.

That’swhatwe do. People like me. You probably shouldn’t
be seen talking to me this way, but hey — here we are, and
the door’s right there if you want to use it. Just realize that if
you stick around and listen, you’ll see the world differently.
Dangerously. Withoutillusions or restraint. Other folks won’t
like that. Really won’t. They might censure you, curse you,
maybe even kill you, burn your soul, and blow the ashes out
Oblivion’s ass just for sitting here with me. That’s a risk you
take if you want to hear the truth. Straight up, no bullshit
bought or sold. I have what you want if you’re willing to listen
to what [ have to say. If not, it’s no skin off my nose. Save me
the time and yourself the trouble.

Life is a war. Always has been, always will be. Expecting
anything different is delusion. All that shit about peace and
respect and equality is just a tactic to take what’s yours and
hand it off to someone else. You are a predator, or you are
prey. It’s that simple. Those of us who refuse to be prey must
step off the Sheeple Express and make our own way in this
world, and anyone who stands in the way of our freedom
deserves to get mowed down.

That’s the truth, and I'm sticking to it.

Not going anywhere, huh? Okay. This is on you, then.

Are you ready for alternatives?

If so, let’s talk...

The Atrocity Exhibifion

Welcome to our world.

It is our world, you know. It always has been, but now,
with the dreams of a new era dying amidst the storms of



war, catastrophe, and unrelenting global hatred, the fact is

indisputable. We are the masters of this age, its avatars and
puppeteers, the gleaming embodiment of our most sacred
truth: Man is a monster, God is a dick, and the only thing you can
truly depend upon is yourself.

Now, more than ever before, this is clear.

Our rival brethren disagree, of course. They hold the
charmingview that man can elevate his baser self. The children
of technology await Utopia, shaped by brilliant minds and no-
ble hearts, refusing to admit that their palaces of plastic, steel,
and glass are — at root — dirt baked in fire until it assumes a
semblance of accomplishment. The god-criers preach salvation
through cosmic overlords whose wisdom makes order out
of primal chaos. Philosophers fumble toward abstract ideals
beyond the grasp of mortal men, while reformers bleed for
compassion that will never come. Other mages devote their
lives to what could be. We devote our lives to what is. And what
is, as anyone with clear sight can see, is a realm of depthless
horrors paved over with delusions of civility.

Let’s take a stroll, shall we? We can start with your next-
door neighbor’s house, where the father’s beating the fuck
out of his wife and kids while the “news” tells him how liberal
traitors are destroying America. If you've got the stomach
for it, we can go pop by after the punches stop falling and

everyone’s headed off to bed, when dad goes to “check in” on
his little girl in ways he hasn’t “checked in” with his wife for
months. But hey — I'm not saying all the bad guys are right-
wing conservatives or anything like that. Hell, the guys down
the block, the ones running that cool RPG on the weekends
and saying all the right things on social media, convinced
a woman in their gaming group that renting out her kid to
pedophiles was an excellent way to pay off the dope debt she
owes them. I've got to hand it to those boys, that was one slick
sales presentation! Worthy of one of our very own, and yet
they’re still convinced they’re good guys in the eyes of their
oh-so-progressive social-media friends.

Men suck, don’t they? Total garbage people, all of them.
Just ask that girl who secretly hounded a few of her classmates
to suicide last year. She’ll tell you. She told them. Oh, no-
body’s put the pieces together yet — she’s good at what she
does. That pathetic old dude who’s been buying her whiskey
in return for an hour or so of her flirtations thinks she’s
pretty amazing, too, even though he hasn’t gotten so much
as a hug for his troubles. They’re just friends, that’s what he
keeps telling himself. Two of the boys who killed themselves
thought so, too...and that one girl who imagined herself to
be that charming young lady’s best friend starved herself into
the hospital last month but remains convinced she’s too fat
because her “best friend” keeps telling her she is.

Chapfer One: The Awful Truth 27




The guy at this address dragged a girl behind his buddy’s
pickup truck, then dumped their human ragdoll off a bridge.
The poor kid was still alive at the time, but the river finished
her off eventually. There’s the grandma who threatened to
snip her grandson’s penis off with garden shears if she caught
him playing with it again, and the old war vet who still smiles
when he recalls the young Viethamese woman whose teeth
he knocked out with an M-16 when she cursed him out in
perfect French. We haven’t even left the block and there’s
enough human sewage here to choke an angel. The “artist”
whose wife does sex work exclusively to support their heroin
habit, the day-laborer who drinks his pay away trying to forget
the friend he left cooking in a storage container when the guy
threatened to rat him out to the employer they’d been stealing
from, the old lady who poisons cats when no one’s looking,
then buries them in her backyard so the neighbors don’t find
out...And you idealistic morons think you can redeem this
species! Human beings are trash. It’s our natural state, and
all the enlightened homilies in the world won’t change that.

That’s not even a bad neighborhood, really — not one of
those places where your girlfriend would sell you out for a
baggie of meth, or where bangers with bruised knuckles and
gun-oil fingertips grab girls off the streets and rent them by
the hour, or where every other warehouse holds human traffic
with busted teeth and broken spirits. Or one of the really
high-end areas, either — the ones where asking, “How many
people do I have to kill in order to afford a house here!” is
not a joke, it’s a fact. The well-lit homes where literal slaves
get flown in from Syria or India or Ukraine with promises of
a work visa or shelter from this month’s latest war. The man-
sions where wealthy tyrants rape entire generations of relatives
and servants and get away with it all because no one wants to
upset the applecart everybody eats from. The office buildings
where go-getters figuratively slit one another’s throats for the
corner office while figuring out which mercenary company will
be most effective at wiping out those local troublemakers...
and then go home to their beautiful homes and their lovely
but disposable wives, while attending prayer breakfasts with
their local representatives and bragging about how soon the
government will operate under biblical law.

Let’s go even further out, shall we! To those mountains of
garbage where barefooted children scrounge for sellable scraps
while industrial poisons eat them from the inside out. To the
refugee camps under a blazinghot sun, where a mouthful of
water costs more than the average laborer makes in a week.
To the “humanitarian aid” centers where hippie do-gooders
force local girls and boys to fuck for food and water, or the
“tender years” center where fleeing kids have been separated
from their families by a bureaucratic machine and then sold
off to slavers, pervs, and the local “disaster relief” agency for
healthy profits under the table. You don’t even need to go to
one of the many warravaged clearinghouses of weapon sales
and religious carnage and see the people with blown-off arms
and drone-shattered faces. You can just sit at home and browse
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the internet for “Russian brides” and “Asian girls looking for
love” —or, in blunter terms, for on-demand-sex-slaves whowon’t
dare say “no” unless they're looking for deportation back to
something even worse. Check the dark web ads for rent-by-hour
children, or spend all day clicking links for torture porn where
all the screams are real. You don’t need to go to hell, is what I'm
saying here, because hell is already here, all around us, every
day. We live in it, we play in it, we create it, and we enjoy it.
From the shittiest squat to the tallest gleaming glass towers,
human beings feed on innocence, shit out money, and call them-
selves virtuous for deeds that would shame Satan himself. They
even graft the face of their god across churches filled with child
porn and temples built from the literal bones of the men who
laid the foundations. They’ll whip a woman to death for loving
the wrong person, chase little girls back into a burning school,
or jet around the world on a fleet of private planes paid for by
food taken from the mouths of starving kids. Who needs a statue
of Mammon, after all, when you can feed babies into the fuel
tank of a Lear Jet while calling yourself an emissary of your god?

This is the face of your Sleeping Masses, kid. This is the
reality behind Ascension’s ideals: A cancerous species of
self-deluded chromosomes, causing misery by drawing breath.
An extermination-level event on two legs, bragging about
how the gods it designed in its own flawed image love it best.

There’s so much nonsense out there about my kind. It’s
like someone shat out a bunch of bad horrormovie clichés
and thought they were saying something profound about us.
Here’s the truth — the real truth that, as that one guy said in
that ‘80s movie, you can’t handle.

We are the Fallen. All of us.
We make reality the shitshow that it is.

Who needs “elder gods” and “Dark Masters” from the
Void when plain old human evil does the job?

It’s been said that man’s a virus. That’s an insult to
the virus and gives too much credit to the man. A virus
doesn’t know what it’s doing; human beings do. Hypocrisy
and violence are in our DNA. We conquer and torture and
butcher and destroy and then pat ourselves on the backs for
a job well done because that’s what human beings do. There
are, as some biblical jackass put it, none righteous — no, not
one. The brighter the light, the deeper the shadow, and all
humanity walks within that shadow, averting our eyes from
the image on the wall.

Humans don’t require boogeymen to destroy our world.
We do it every day for fun and profit, close our eyes, and
binge watch another show while whole fucking nations burn.

You can’t save that which does not wish to be saved.

The only “ascension” humanity deserves is the end of
our long, bad joke.

I’snotjusthuman beings who are awful, either. It’s everything.
I mean really: Cancer! Ebola? Brain-eating zombie-ant fungus?
Even without our deep wells of despicable humanity, gods and



nature have conspired to lock us on a funhouse of horrors. Let’s
all be honest with ourselves: Creation fucking sucks. It’s a rigged
game and we all lose in the end. Between a traumatic birth and
a painful death, we live in a world of sickness, violence, disease,
deformity, war... not just human beings but every living thing.
Life exists at the expense of other life, and the lives snuffed out
to feed their stronger counterparts often die in excruciating fear.
Life is terror and agony and death — that’s the bottom line. If
this is some god’s divine plan, then that god is an asshole. If it’s
random chance, then life is meaningless. The only fact of life is
that we are born from pain, live in pain, and die in pain...and
if we’re unfortunate enough to wind up in some cosmic hell, as
most people do, then we’re in pain after death as well...and then,
if we're not so stuck on ourselves that we wind up anchored in
that final afterlife, then we’re reborn through reincarnation to
live in pain again, and again, and again, and again...

And it’snotlike this pain is merely physical. Consciousness
makes it even worse. I mean, it’s bad enough, I guess, to be
a blade of grass...grass which, by the way, has a degree of
awareness, too, even if your lawn will never write The Complete
Works of William Shakespeare. The grass doesn’t contemplate
its place in the universe the way we do, though, and really —
once you start contemplating that sort of thing, it’s terrors
all the way down. Our sense of identity is a curse. Our ability
to comprehend that curse is punishment. Is it because some
talking snake convinced a naked chick to eat the fruit of a
vengeful jealous god? Or because the sun goddess threw a hissy
fit and hunkered down in the back of a cave until she felt like
coming out again?! Are we walking trauma batteries, reliving
childhood molestation and a desire to rub shit on the walls?
Or fractured bits of someone else’s war, desperately seeking
meaning in an existence we're too blind to comprehend?
The more you ask these questions, the crazier it drives you.

Existence is a nightmare, is what I'm saying here.

Ending existence, then, is the most merciful thing we can
do. That, or creating another existence in which the flaws of
this world are —unlike in the already-corrupted Digital Web —
removed. In order to save this world and everything within it.
And that latter goal? That’s a pipe dream — a goal to aspire to,
perhaps, but not something you or I are ever likely to achieve
in this or any other lifetime. It’s bullshit, really. Jack off all
you like to your precious Ascension crap but it’s not gonna
stop this world from spinning blood until the heat death of
the universe. Till the lights go out, we suffer. We all suffer.
Everything suffers. Fuck that. Let’s just call the patient dead.

Someone has to make those hard calls, you know. You
won’t, so we will. In a world as big and sick and painful as
this one is, it takes someone “fallen” to make those calls for
you. That’s what we do. We're not babbling devil-kiddies —
we’re the surgeons who determine when to pull the plug on
the suffering terminal patient. What our sanctimonious rivals
call “Descent” is, to us, a mercy killing. Personally, I think
it’s a lot crueler to leave something living in agony than it is
to end its suffering and bring on the final sleep.

You Must Make

a Friend of Horror
We are the unafraid. Eaters of the Weak, Those Who Live

Outside of Fear. We do, and we dare. Fear is our friend, our
weapon, our transcendence and gateway to a better world. To
be who we are and do what we do, you must abandon fear.
Leave it at the door and lock that door behind you. From
the moment someone chooses to live as we do, that person
enters a new realm, faces it, and has her fear stripped from
her like skin at an Assyrian court proceeding.

We refuse to be afraid of life’s terrors. Instead, we make
them dance with us.

Folks call us “the Fallen,” like that’s some sort of moral
assessment thatsays everything there is to know about us. Sure,
right, whatever. You just keep thinking that, Sherlock. Keep
on typing away on computers built by slave labor in a far-off
land. Whistle to yourself as you stride past that homeless guy
on the corner, pretending not to see how bad he’s hurting.
Wrap yourself in virtue as you hammer away on “garbage
people” online while conveniently convincing yourself that
those gigs of porn on your hard drive were made by consenting
sex workers, not trafficked slaves. Strap on those cool shoes
made by little kids in some Taiwanese sweatshop for a buck
or two a week, paid to the overseer who bought those kids
from their parents or snatched ‘em off the street on the way
to school. Pretend it’s not happening, O My Righteous One.
Pretend you’re not a part of it. Post selfies, gobble drugs, and
convince yourself that I'm the villain here. Go for it. I don’t
care. Your self-deception won’t change the facts.

We are the Fallen, sweetheart. All of us. Every human,
every living thing. We're fallen monsters in a broken world.
But hey — just keep thinking happy thoughts about yourself.
At least I'm being honest about who and what we are.

People like me, we're warriors of the Real. We pull back
the curtain in your heart and let you see what’s really there.
We’re honest predators, living by Creation’s laws. We might
cloak our identities out of self-preservation but, unlike you,
at least we're honest with ourselves. This is our age, our world,
ourreality, and you know it. You babble about hope’s promise.
We revel in hope’s futility.

We’re right next door to you. In your mirror, your home,
your heart. We are the things you won’t admit, not even to
yourself. We're the mother pimping children for a fix. The
businessman who sells baby food tainted with bacteria and
broken glass. We're the cops busting heads, and the tycoons
they protect. We're anarchists and status-quo enforcers. We
turn humanity against itself for fun and profit and power. We
sell weapons and run prisons. We manage every government
on earth. We're the teenage grave-robber and the uncle with
roving hands. We’re the advertisers who convince you to hate
yourself, and the pundits who tell you to hate others. We are
Division. We’re Leviathan. We’re every sin in the lexicon of
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man. We are legion, and we have already won. Our greatest
weapon, you see, is that we understand the human heart. Our
rivals seek to elevate it. We simply let it play.

That’s what we’re all about: not “evil,” but reality. We
recognize it for what it is, we strip away the illusions, and we
step beyond the sheep pen where the rest of humanity — in-
cluding you — choose to remain. We're realists, sweetheart,
not idealists. You can keep your “thoughts and prayers” if
they make you feel better. I left those delusions behind a long
time ago, and my life and our world are better off for that.

Don’t be afraid. Jump. Play. Hunt. Live. Run through
the ruins. Dance in the flames. Really, why would you want
anything less from life? It’s not like being a good little lamb
will save you from the knife. Ah, but if you grab that knife,
rip it out of the farmer’s hands and slit the fucker’s throat
with it, then you can escape that pen and run.

People say we were exiled. I tell you, we escaped.

If you're willing, you can, too.

Look for God Within

The first step of this escape involves realizing that you are
your own god. Not a servant of some cosmic carcinoma —and
trust me, I'll get back to that subject in a moment here — but
the proverbial master of your fate and keeper of your soul. You
were raised to be a sheep, but you were born to be a legend.
Whichever role you choose in life is up to you.

Now, you and me, we're already ahead of the game in
terms of the overall human flock. The odds are already in
our favor. I know you know the basics here: Powers of a god,
shaper of reality, blah blah blah — all that pretentious meta-
physical horseshit they hand out to us supposedly woke...
Oh, oops, I meant Awakened people. I don’t need to cover
that ground again — you know it as well as I do. We're all
grownups here, so I'll give you the respect of treating you
like one. Just by being who you are, you've already climbed
out of the hardcore monkey mass and joined a more elite
company. And yes, you can embrace that word: elite. You are
better than most people. You are superior. There’s no shame
in that. Fuck all that equality noise — some animals really
are more equal than others, and we're those beasts. Please
don’t insult either one of us by pretending to be “one of the
common people.” You're not. 'm not, either. Change, as they
say, is our birthright. We make shit happen because of who
we are and what we can do. Don’t ever be ashamed to be as
powerful as you can be.

While we’re at it, let’s also dispense with the hypocrisy of
our warring groups, the oh-so-very-concerned-with-thefate-of-mortals
idiots who'll blow up whole city blocks full of “sleepers” if it
means taking one another down or scoring a little bit of turf.
Those cranky medieval wizards trying to bring back a “mythic
age”! The black-suited spookshow gouging out humanity’s eyes
for its own collective good? The witchy-poos and magic stoners
who talk a good game while tripping balls and watering trees
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Of Mastery
and Servitude

According to the Malleus Nefandorum (“Hammer
of Nephandi”), a hunter’s manual that established
the popular conception of Nephandi, the Fallen
Ones exist in a state of eternal supplication to Dark
Masters from the Abyss.

And that's bullshit.

As detailed further in Chapter Five, the Malleusis a
fraud, created and circulated by Nephandiin order
to send their enemies barking in every direction but
the right one. That image of Fallen Ones wailing at
blood-stained altarsin service to demonic overlords
fit nicely into the medieval mindset during which the
Malleus was conceived, and it suited the prejudices
of authorities who read the work (or at least heard
what it supposedly told them about Nephandic
practices) and decided that such wretched souls
must live their lives in malign bondage before sur-
rendering to eternal damnation at the feet of their
Dark Masters. But although Infernalist Nephandi do
treat with devilish hosts, and Malfeans do honor the
entropic principles embodied as the cosmic Wyrm,
they don't actually worship and obey those entities.

They strive to become them.

Think of it like apprenticeship: While there's a certain
element of obedience, dependence and hierarchy
involved, the apprentice does not worship the mas-
ter — he learns from her, takes whatever he can get
from her, learns histrade, hones, his skills, establishes
| himselfin a position to succeed, and then endeavors
to surpass his master in every possible way.

Yes, there are people who bow and scrape atdevilish
thrones. Andyes, dealing with godlike entities usually
does involve a lot of deference when standing in
their shadows.

Subservience, though, was never the Nephandic
plan.

Since the days when primal hunters studied greater
predators, crafted rituals around them, gave them
offerings, and learned their secrets, the Fallen Ones
have sought not to submitto those predators but to
become like them, surpass them, and eventually —
as humans did with cats and wolves — domesticate
those predators for their own use.

with blood? Hey, let’s go ask that “good death” chick over
there who deserves to die for the greater good. Crank up the
ol’ generator with Dr. Would-Be Frankenstein and get him
talking about how his newest theory will change the world.
Tap on Terminator Jr.’s shoulder and ask him how that chain-
gun up his sleeve will make the monsters go away. Castles,
labs, groves, festivals — it’s all a giant scam, a con game run
by the Masters of Reality in order to advance philosophical



agendas that inevitably leave them sitting in the Iron Throne
while the rest of us beg for a plate of scraps.

Those people call me a monster, but at least 'm honest
about who I am and what I'm doing here.

If you want to sit at their feet like a good little disciple,
go ahead. I won’t stop you. Why should I? More goodies for
me, if you know what I'm saying here. If you want to play
the altruist, do so. And when you find yourself staring at the
ceiling in the middle of the night, maybe reeling through your
life’s choices at the moment before everything goes black for
good, you can comfort yourself with the fact that you did what
you were told, didn’t rock the boat too much, had the fire
in your hand and set it aside because you didn’t really want
power, you're a good person, all that shit. Wrap yourself up
in your fucking integrity. Don’t wonder too much about what
you could have had, might have done, should have been if only
you’d been braver when you had the chance.

Settle for that life if you want.
I'm not.

I haven’t settled for a goddamned thing. And if that fire
burns me then at least I know I had the fortitude to grasp
that fire and hold it until I burned.

Blasphermous Rumors

There’s a silly rumor going around about people like me:
We worship blasphemous nether-gods and howl at the sky
like extras in a low-budget horror flick. We wear death-metal
t-shirts and spray paint “Satin Rulz” on the overpass. We're
all lying puppet masters who control pretty much everything
from deep within our secret mazes underneath pizza parlors
and shit. We've got tentacles and fangs and devil’s marks.
Babies cry when we approach, grass withers, all that shit.
You know the drill and so do I. Fuck, I hear it all the time.

It makes me laugh, because all that nonsense came from us.

We’re trolling you stupid fuckers. Been doing it for cen-
turies. Plant a grimoire here, start a legend there, dress some
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angsty kids up in black trench coats and then go point ‘em
at their classmates and wait for the word to spread. We were
making memes long before Turing ripped a big hole in reality
and let the internet crawl through, and we don’t need to sign
our work with some stupid cartoon frog. It’s fun, it’s easy,
and people are easy to fool because so many people are fools.

Why do we do it? Misdirection. If folks are trying to kill
you, point them at somebody else. Also, recruiting. If people
want to do fucked-up shit, they’ll provide excellent distractions
while you go tend your own garden in peace and quiet. Hey, if
some disgruntled jackass wants to paint a target on his chest,
who am I do talk him out of it? If he takes some heat off of
me, that’s to my profit and his loss.

Now, it’s true that we make shady deals under the table.
Everybody does that, though, and the most self-righteous parties
are usually the ones making the dirtiest secret deals. It’s just
business. You get in bed with people who can do you favors,
everybody scratches the necessary itches, and all parties at
least like to think they got the better end of the deal when
the sun comes up and the invested parties do their respective
walks of shame. If that leaves holy dumbshits thinking that we
worship mad tentacle gods, well goodie for them. The more
they think they know, the better off we are.

That’s not to say we don’t party occasionally. I am always
up for a good time, and the best entertainments come from
breaking rules with style. As the man said, being bad feels
pretty good. Transgression is sexy, and virtue’s overrated. I
never heard of someone on his deathbed saying he wished
he’d spent more time at the office or on his knees. We are
meant to be lions, so there is not one damn thing wrong with
roaring when we want to roar.

But that devil-worship bullshit? It’s a smokescreen, kiddo.
We make friends, deals, enemies and slaves, but never give
ourselves away to anyone. That “Yes, Master” shit is not our
style. Our Path embraces self-godhood and the refinement of
the soul into a Black Diamond of utmost purity.

the Gods

Let’s be clear: Religion is a lie. A scam. A
feeding trough. The faithful become food
for the godheads they revere. They're not
“saved,” they’re not forgiven, and the only
heaven they attain involves digestion into
the cosmic bellies of astral fucksticks clever
enough to fool their faithful into expecting
something more. The history of religion is
one long smear of blood, and while that sort

of thing can be fun in moderation, the worst
atrocities imaginable came not from devils but from folks who
acting out the wishes of their gods.

Oh, but doesn’t religion elevate us! Make us part of
something better! Provide a sense of purpose in an existen-
tial world? Fucking please. The very last thing a religion is,
when you get right down to it, is comforting. You’re a sinner.
You’'re damned. You suck. Some pair of awkward progenitors
listened to a talking snake and now everything is pain and
horror and that’s supposed to be perfect justice in the sight
of God? Sorry, but the story doesn’t wash for me, and if that
sort of thing strikes you as love or justice then I feel sorry
about your childhood.

Religions teach us to kill the unbelievers while cutting
ourselves off from everything it means to be human. If we
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throw our lives away kneeling in some megachurch, maybe
the god behind this whole fiasco will have a little mercy on
us and give us a “Get Out of Hell Free” card so we can hang
out and indulge his selfish ass rather than get tortured for all
eternity on his say so. Really, it’s insane the things we come
up with to justify existence. We create gods that take the
worst elements of man and dress them up in cosmic drag,
and then we fucking kneel to it all. Hey, folks — carve off your
baby’s foreskin so that God will let him into heaven. What
kind of god even thinks of something like that? A god who
made humanity to be his slaves while he built the world out
of hacked-up dragon bits? Gods who rape mortals as bulls or
showers of gold just because they can? Divinities who create
babies born with cancer or brains outside their skulls? A god
who is — to quote his own “holy book” — the source of all
things good and evil, who tells his followers that the lepers
suffering from sicknesses he made for them must be driven off
into the desert to die because he himself made them “un-
clean?” Look, I don’t know what you believe in personally,
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and to be honest I really don’t care. From where I'm standing,
though, it’s all sadistic bullshit. Religion is a lie that humans
tell ourselves so we can foist excuses for our own shittiness
off on some cosmic fall guys instead.

Oh, there are gods. I can attest to that. Or at least things
you might call a god if you were desperate enough to believe
that a spirit cobbled up from human thought is somehow
worthy of worship just because it’s stronger than you’ll ever
be. That stuff exists. I've seen it. Whether or not you’d call
those beings “loving” or “just,” however, depends on just
how badly you want to get on their good side and how much
you'll justify in order to stay there if you manage it. You can
worship those things if you like — I won’t try and stop you.
Why should I? You're cattle to your gods. You're meat. They
feed on you. Religion is the butcher block. Faith is the axe.
Belief is meat and bone and blood.

And you call us the evil ones! Seriously? Wear an instru-
ment of torture around your neck if that makes you feel more



Dogs Don’t Actually
Eat Dogs

“lt's a dog-eat-dog world” isn't actually true. The
expression comes from a society where people
breed dogs and pit them against each other in
dog-fighting rings. Like the “rat race” metaphor,
the whole “dog-eat-dog” thing reflects artificially
created circumstances where people abuse animals
for profitand entertainment. Left to their own devices
in their natural environments, rats do not run mazes
and dogs don't eat other dogs unless something’s
seriously wrong with them. Those sayings reflect a
world altered by men, not one created by nature.

Ovutside of human interference nature tends to be
implacable and ruthless rather than deliberately
cruel. The natural balance tends toward equilibri-
um, not waste for its own sake; pain is inevitable
but not intentional. A hurricane or broken bone or
cancerdoesn'tcause suffering forits own sake — the
suffering is a result of circumstances, not a goal to
build circumstances around. Folks with predatory
mindsets tend to equate ruthless nature with human
greed, but objectively speaking that’s just not true.
A dog getting cancer? That's the way the world is.
Dogs trained to murder other dogs for sport2 That's
the way people choose to make the world. And no
matter what the Fallen and their allies claim, we can
choose to make it otherwise. If people do not build
the maze, the rats have better things to do than race.

For more on this subject, see the entry for “Natural
Evil” in Chapter Two, pp. XX.

holy, folks. Celebrate your god by eating his flesh and drinking
his blood in order to escape the hell he made for you, and
then tell me how I'm the one who’s sick in the head. Hey, if
that’s your game, go play it. Maybe you can even go old-school
and burn me alive after torturing me for weeks. That'd sure
teach me what peace and love and justice are all about!

Now, gods are real, at least in the astral sense. People
believe in them, and that faith fuels astral energy, gives it
form, and lends it power and identity. Thing is, the gods are
parasites — not creators or savior but jackals made of spirit
stuff. Once upon a time, some gods might have originated with
a mortal consciousness or an elder race or cosmic principle;
people saw it, worshipped it, and gave it form and hunger.
Most of ‘em, though, are pure delusions — methods of control
through which people garner money, power, influence, and
sex. One or two guys (and it is, you’ll notice, near inevitably
guys) come up with an idea, drape festivals all over it, whip up
some rituals, and convince a bunch of idiots that their new
creation is The One True God. It’s a fun game, from what I
hear, but a total scam. The concept that gods made humans
in their image is absurd. Men make gods...sometimes become
gods...not the other way around.

Atrocityis Divinity’s feast. Gods exalt themselves through
human suffering. Lives —human and otherwise —become fruit
and bread and meat for gods to feed upon. Myth and religion
say as much. Why else would Jehovah command his people
to saw the people of Ammon into pieces, to burn them alive
in kilns and to hack them apart with axes? Why else would
Leviticus proclaim that God loves the smell of burning flesh?
Why else would Deuteronomy decree that “God’s people”
have full license to enslave their enemies and take all their
belongings, under the threat of extinction? Just as predatory
animals devour lesser animals, predatory gods devour lesser
beings to nurture their divinity.

Are you prey, then, or predator! I know which side of
that table I'm sitting on. Do you!?

Lest you think I'm dumping everything on religions and
their gods, let me remind you that with or without religion,
people are sadistic, evil turds. Stalin didn’t need Jesus to tell
him how to starve the multitudes to death. Pol Pot was trying
to cure religion with his killing fields — and look how well
that turned out for everyone involved. Ranavalona the Cruel
protected her people from the ravages of European colonial
Christianity...by tossing folks off cliffs, burning them alive
or chopping them to pieces. Is boiling a Jesuit alive morally
superior to roasting Aztecs on a spit! I'm asking on behalf of
a few million friends. My point here is that while the gods
may be crazy, the worms in their brains come from us.

Lex Praedatorius

Evil is a force of nature, a biological reality. It’s part of
the ecology and needs to be seen as such. The lion eats the
antelope and then dies of cancer and gets eaten by bugs and
birds because that’s the way the world works. The antelope
would call that evil. The lion probably would, too. Our ability
to make words out of thoughts doesn’t make us immune to
the circle of life — it just means we get to drive ourselves crazy
thinking about it too much, and cry about it when we could
be eating that antelope instead.

Predation, not love, is the center of the universe. Dog-eat-
dog, as the saying goes, is the way the world works whether
you want to admit it or not. We call this Lex Praedatorius: the
law of predation. Every living thing tortures and kills in order
to wring a little bit more life out of this world so it can live
to suffer and inflict suffering, for yet another day, because
that’s all we have to work with here. We hate being born, we
fear dying, and we’re scared shitless of what lies beyond death
because we sense that it’s even worse than this... and we’re
right about that, too. Ever been to a hell realm? I have. Or an
afterlife? That too. If you heft a brick in the Shadowlands,
you can even listen to it weep. The paintings of Hieronymus
Bosch are, let me tell you, a few steps shy of what really goes on
in realms like those. And that’s all the fault of consciousness.
What consciousness envisions, life creates. Sentience breeds
damnation, my friend, and if you doubt that fact you can go
have a look at it the results yourself.
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Enlightenment? Transcendence?! What a joke! The more
you understand, the more horrified you become. Archmaster
magi go insane because they've begun to comprehend just
how wery fucked we are, and that comprehension drives them
even crazier than they already were to begin with. Marauders
glimpse the edges of the picture and that insight drops them
off the cliffs of sanity. Anyone who thinks “awakening” is
anything other than the product of tortured spirits in a frac-
tured mind is fooling himself. Life is a prison, death’s even
worse, and only complete annihilation — of all things, for all
time — can possibly bring relief.

And that’s all the fault of Light. God, the gods, the
natural order, whatever you want to call it, sentenced us to
this. They trapped us all in a sadistic funhouse, and there’s
no way out of it. We're dishes on a cosmic sushi wheel, is
what I'm saying here. Sooner or later, someone else reaches
over, picks you off the conveyor belt, plops you down, and
feasts on you. Now, me — I’d rather be the feaster than the
feast. I'm stuck on this wheel with the rest of you but at least
I'm smart enough to admit it and hungry enough to get you
before you get me.

That'’s the law of predation, kid: Eat or be eaten. Hell,
we’ll all be eaten eventually but some of us get a lot more off
the buffet than others. You're fucked, I'm fucked, we’re all
fucked, so we might as well have fun while we can. You don’t
get to abstain from the feast of the gods, baby. We’re all on the
menu, and not one iota of your precious virtues can save you.

More to the point, we human beings are killers in our
own right. We are predators. We were born to be. We were
made to be. We don’t have herbivore eyes on the sides of
our heads. We've got big brains and sharp senses, and teeth
and jaws that can tear flesh off bone or crush up tiny bits of
gristle between our molars. Our claws might not be big or
sharp or obvious, but we stand tall, run fast, and adapt to
circumstances like no other animal on this earth. We learned
all our best tricks from wolves and bears and big cats, and
then afterward we put them on a chain and make them work
for us. We build bigger claws than any animal could possess.
Our sexual characteristics are larger and more prominent
than those of other primates, too, and we’re in heat all year
‘round. Basically, we were built to run and fight and fuck and
think our way around every challenge in our path. We are
apex predators, and although some beasts might be bigger or
stronger than we are, we have killed the shit out of everything
that presents a threat to us.

You’re a born monster. Embrace it. Glory in it. Being
monstrous is what we do best.

Human history is one big smear of blood. Peace is a
joke — an unnatural state of being that, even when it seems
to exist, is built on endless layers of quiet domination. Like
I said earlier, all these goodies you enjoy come at a steep cost
to someone else. What looks like peace to you is war to the
folks on the receiving end of your nation’s guns. Tell that
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factory kid or that chocolate-plantation slave how peaceful
you are. He’ll laugh in your face...and if he thinks he can get
away with killing you, he’ll do that, too. Folks on the bottom
hate people at the top, and people at the top piss on everyone
beneath them. Peace is a lie. Coexistence is a sham. Equality
is salesmanship for an agenda of pure domination. This is
how it is. This is how things work. Just because you don’t see
it happening on your street doesn’t mean it’s not the way the
world works for real.

So, hate me if you want. Call me evil if that makes you
feel better about yourself. Those sentiments won’t change a
thing. You’re looking at the way things should be. I'm looking
at the way things are.

Which one of us, do you think, will be proved right in
the end?

Becoming Leviathan

There used to be a blacklight poster back in the good
old days, when kids could catch a blast of pot smoke and
a flash of titties at their local record shop: It showed a big
giant with a spiked club and a passage from that stale-ass
Bible verse about fearing no evil in the valley of the shadow
of death because — as the poster put it — “I'm the meanest
son-of-a-bitch in the valley.”

It was a joke, yeah. But it was also true.

There is a way out of this parasitic madhouse. A tiny
crack in the walls of this fucked-up cosmic cell so you can
give the Good Shepherd a nice swift kick in the balls before
leaving the flock behind. It’s not pretty, it’s not easy, and you
have to be a right bastard on a cosmic level to achieve it... but
there is a way out. It ain’t no sanity clause; it’s pretty much
the opposite. But there’s a backdoor you can use to hack your
way out of this system if you've got the ruthlessness to use it
and the courage to see the journey through.

You devour Leviathan.
You become Leviathan.
You become the giant.
You become a god.

It sounds crazy, but it’s true. Gods are composed of
psychic energy. By worshipping them, we feed them. If you
manage to turn that around, if you consume their psychic
energy instead, then you get the benefits and they get the shaft.

Have you read the Book of Job, that Bible love story
where God basically pulls a BDSM scene on his favorite
worshipper, lets Satan fuck his life up one end and down
the other in order to win a bet, and then, when Job finally
says, “Hey, Lord — what the fuck?” takes the poor guy on a tour
of Monster Island and shows off how big and bad God is by
saying, “I beat up Leviathan. Could you beat up Leviathan?”

My answer would be “yes.”

Why yes, yes, I can.



In Job, the Lord tells his servant that he’ll kill Leviathan
someday and then serve Leviathan up at a banquet for his
favored slaves.

Fuck that. I'll make my own damn banquet, thank you
very much. And I'm not sharing my kill, either. I'm saving it
all for myself. That’s how you become a god: You kill one, and
eat it, and by eating it you become what that god once was.

Now, this is all metaphorical, of course. We call it the
Consummation of Leviathan, and it’s a symbolic way of saying,
“We fear no monsters and no gods because we are the mon-
sters and we are the gods.” It’s not about laying your hands
on a monster-god and then serving him up with steak sauce.
It’s about realizing that nothing is impossible when you kill
and eat your fears.

There isa metaphysical element to it all, of course. That’s
one of our little secrets, though, and you don’t get to learn it
unless you take the first steps and open yourself to possibilities.
We're not handing our goodies out to anyone — you have to

earn the right to sit at that table, and it’s a long, long way
between the door of the banquet hall and the table where you
get to kill and eat a god. There are challenges and trials and
terrors to face and beat and conquer. Most people can’t face
them to begin with, a lot fewer can beat them, and almost no
one makes it to the final stage because it’s no small thing to
consume godly power. If you’ve woken up enough to shake off
the Sleep, you're at least ready to walk up...or rather, down...
the stairs to where that banquet hall awaits you. That'’s a start,
but I'll be damned — and I mean that literally — if I'm gonna
pass out maps for that feast to any dipshit with a sparkle in
his eye. This sort of thing, you have to earn the hard way.

Our way, or no way.

That’s what we’re really all about here. Not about kissing
the goat because the goat says, “Kiss me,” but about learning
everything we can learn about that goat so we can serve the
fucker up onatable for ourselves. If that involves kissing a goat...
well, hell. Fine, I'll kiss a goat. Eventually, though, that goat
winds up in my belly, because I'm the biggest predator of all.
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On the Nature of
Demons

What in the actual hell are demons, anyway? The
word means different things to different people,
and it hasn't always meant the same thing even
then. For simplicity’s sake, let's use demon to refer
to Otherworldly entities with innately malign inten-
tions — not necessarily Fallen Angelsin the Christian
sense of that word, but ephemeral beings that rarely
have humanitys best interests at heart.

The word’s original Greek root daiménsimply means
“spirit,” holds no negative connotations and, in Plato’s
work, connotated a helpful source of inspiration. The
potentially related Sanskrit deva (“heavenly, divine,
exalted shining ones”) refers specifically to good
entities, not malevolent monsters. As the Christian
religion spread across that region, however — often
drafting its scriptures in Greek — the word assumed
the sinister tone it holds today. Given the suspicion
with which monotheistic religions hold any form of
influence other than those attributed to their god(s),
it's not surprising that the Western spiritual tradition
eventually assumed that any guiding spirit was in-
nately bad. By modern times, “demon” referred to
evil entities almost exclusively, and that impression
has influenced the popular view of demons even
when the linguistic terminology (akuma, asuraq,

dalkhu, aasab) differs.

When the Fallen refer to demons (in whatever lan-
guage suits the speaker best), they 're talking about ‘
superior entities who have been denounced and
hated by humanity, and who thus arent terribly
thrilled by our existence. Since the Nephandic
moral compass is, shall we say, a bit skewed from
conventional definitions of “morality,” that hatred
makes demons good company if, like the Fallen,
you feel humans suck.

Thus, Nephandi don't consider it a bad thing to deal
with demons. On the contrary, they often feel the
demons have the right idea about us. Whether or
not that's true depends on whose end of a demon's
wrath you happen to be on at the time.

Oh, it’s a lot easier to say it than it is to do it. Hell, if
this club of ours was easy to get into, they’d let just anybody
in. You have to throw your fears away and trample virtues
underfoot and piss on everything you thought was sacred
just to get a membership card for the door. That doorway’s
there, though. It’s within reach for anyone brave enough and
strong enough to take it.

Getting to that place is half the battle. More than half,
really, if you fancy yourself a sentimentalist. We call ourselves
the Eaters of the Weak for a reason, and you have to earn
that name if you want directions to that doorway out of here.
You've got to do things that would make a Monsanto lawyer
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cringe, not because you’re evil or because demons told you to
but because that’s the price of not being afraid. You need the
heart of a killer, the guts of a butcher, the cold conviction of
someone who’s renounced everything he or she held sacred
because you finally realized what a fucking lie it all is. You've
got to not just be that giant but beat that giant at his own
game. He’s the son of a bitch but you're the Valley of Death.
You'll fear no evil because you’ll have left evil behind.

The Caul of Rebirth

What happens once you're through that door is really
up to you. It’s just the first step out of the pen, and that
journey can take lifetimes. The further you go beyond the
first door — through what we refer to as the Caul, where your
soul becomes reborn — the sharper your fangs grow and the
longer your claws become.

What’s a Caul? It’s a portal between this world and the
Abyss. The womb of the Black Diamond. The Flower of
Rebirth. Folks refer to it as the Passage, the Gulf, Lilith’s Belly,
the Black Fountain, and plenty of other names as well. It’s got
a physical form, but that shape is just a mask for what a Caul
trulyis. Really, it’s a gateway to somewhere Else. Where? Don’t
get ahead of yourself, my friend. That’s not part of today’s
lesson. It’s a secret you need to earn. No one will hand you
the keys to a Jaguar if you still need training wheels on your
bike. For now, just know that a Caul is a doorway. A one-
way gate to the Nightside. Once you step through it, you're
changed forever.

And the Nightside? You'll figure it out. If you're meant
to, anyway. See, lots of folks never make it past that doorway.
The Caul chews ‘em up and spit’s ‘em out if they're not truly
committed to the deal. It hurts. A lot. I mean, it hurts either
way, but if you're trying to bluff your way through a Caul,
or maybe pretending to be one of us just so you can learn
our secrets and all that crap, the Caul does our work for us.
Folks who enter a Caul without being soul-deep loyal to the
predatory Path get eaten from the inside out — physically,
mentally, spiritually destroyed. So, believe me when I say
this is the sort of thing you do only if you really, truly mean
it. Once a person enters a Caul, either they come out of it as
one of us, or they don’t come out of it alive.

Aboutl Those Cauls...

What our humble narrator isn't saying here is that
each Caul is a gateway to the Abyss, a black hole
of Creation that's referred to in Kabbalah as Daath,

a sort of cosmic gulf in the fabric of what is and
whatis not. From there, the initiate enters the fringes
of the Qlippoth, an inverse reflection of the Tree of
Life which symbolizes forbidden knowledge and
unhallowed forces. For more details, see Chapter
Four, pp. XX.




The Mercy of the Wolf

So, what about everybody else? If it’s such an exclusive
banquet, that what about all those people who don’t know
about it, don’t want it, and wouldn’t know how to do things
our way even if they did?

It’s very simple: We're going to put them out of their
misery. Not because we want to, but because that’s what we
exist to do.

AsIsaid, I'm being honest here, so that’s the bottom line.
Nothing can end the world’s pain except ultimate Oblivion,
so Oblivion is our gift to the world.

Don’t act so fucking shocked. When you get right down
to it, that’s what every mage wants to do: remake the world
in their own image. Get all the poor little Sleepers to open
their eyes to the One True Way, at which point unicorns
shit rainbows and humanity gets a pony everyone can ride.

Right? Seriously, that is what all this “Ascension” bullshit
sounds like to me. Everyone winds up corralled into the same
pen, looking up with big brown eyes at Farmer Mage with
his big shiny knife, and saying, “Yes, Master, eat me up and
make me whole.”

You're all bigger predators than we are, and we’re more
honest about that than you.

Do you actually think Joe Button-Down wants to find
enlightenment by toking his way through a pound of weed
and shaking the Kundalini loose? Do you ever, and I mean
ever, see the heads of state and industry suddenly dropping
to their knees and thanking The One and then opening
their bank accounts and giving all their worldly goods to
the poor? Do you somehow imagine that if enough cyborgs
and enough Black Suits fucked over enough minds and shot

enough would-be witches down in the streets, that all the
world’s evils would suddenly go away?

Is that what you actually believe?

Or is it just a comfortable fiction you tell yourself, so
you can feel better about feeding off their beliefs and killing
them for fun when they get in your way?

“Sleepers.” “Masses.” Please! Just say “Sheep,” already
and be honest with yourselves. You want the power and the
glory and their adoration so long as they look the other way
when you cast a spell. You mess with their heads and blow
up their homes and pray the consequences of your actions
won’t come back and bite you in the ass.

At least I want to stop their suffering. You want them to
suffer for your benefit.

And they do. And they will. Until the gods are dead, and
the earth goes black and the Void comes in and returns us all
to the Absolute from which we came, every living thing will
suffer, and every dead thing will become someone else’s meal.

You know what the real “good death” is? It’s the end of
suffering and the termination of this lie. That's what we’re
working toward, really. We “Fallen.” We just want to put
existence out of its misery.

Now, L ask you this: Faced with the inevitability of endless
suffering, or the chance to go back to the eternal silent Void,
which option is actually the evil one?

Your “Ascension” is the lie the farmer tells. Our mercy
is the mercy of the wolf.

Not to belabor the point, but if you want to live in
someone else’s chains, that’s your decision and your problem.

[ won’t, I don’t, and I never fucking will.
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...it is only by sacrificing everything to the senses’ pleasure that this individual, who never asked to
be cast into this universe of woe, that this poor creature who goes under the name of Man, may be able
to sow a smattering of roses atop the thorny path of life.

— The Marquis de Sade, To Libertines

It is loud in the club, so loud that everything blurs into a screen
of indistinguishable sounds below the beats. The boy accompanies
the witness he has sworn to protect from the anger of a local gang
into the bathroom when the urge of bladder overcomes the urge for
survival. After checking the bathroom out himself, the boy admits
the witness to that bathroom, convinced that the empty room holds
no terrors for them.

From nowhere, the gang enforcers come, their footsteps hooded
by the pounding beat. The shadow they emerge from was empty
moments earlier. With the skill of butchers at their trade, they drop
the boy and his witness to the floor. Those two young men never
see it coming. Barring the door with a graffitied ward, the enforcers
proceed to lay the boy and his witness on the cold and sticky floor,
secure their limbs, and flay the two young men open with surgical
skill. There is surprisingly little blood. At first.

The witness begins the procedure with a steady stream of
negative proclamations. The enforcers display to him his organs,
still functioning, and the flayed sheets of what had been his
precious skin. The witness begins to talk. He talks a lot. He tells
them what they want to know. Repeatedly. Information is not
what these men came for, though. They have what they came for
in their hands.

The boy wonders why his limbs will not work. Why his voice
remains silent. Why the floor beneath him has grown stickier and
an unnerving shade of dark. He does not see the surgeons at work
beside him, but he feels the pounding pulse of the music in the club
and the warmth of something wet against his face. Voices blend into
a symphony of angels wrapped within the beat.

Outside, their companions laugh and bellow jokes above the
beat, presuming the witness and the boy have finally relieved not only
their bladders but also the sexual tension everyone sensed between
them. All friends agree that they should be left alone to have their |
fun. After all, that room was empty. What could possibly be wrong?

The enforcers keep the two young men from seeing one another. Each
demand to the contrary is met with assurances that all is well. Finally,
the gang enforcers acquiesce to those demands, having removed the boy’s
stillworking eyes from the bag in which they'd been placed after their
quick removal from the boy’s head.

It is loud in the club. But not loud enough, this time, to com-
pletely disguise the sounds made by the two young men when they
see what has been done.

When their friends, concerned, arrive, the two young men are
alone, in sections on the floor, both somehow still alive... and, despite
the damage, grinning.
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The Afrocity of Light

Imagine darkness.

Not the modern conception of a night
sky illuminated by millions of electric lights,
but the absence of light. A darkness before
light, wherein the existence of light is an
affront to the dark.

Imagine a blast of light so bright and
sudden that it rips the darkness into shad-
ows. From an Absolute, there are now Two.
Divided. Opposed. Where one goes, the
other cannot follow.

To Darkness, Light is an atrocity. The end of perfection
and the genesis of pain.

It’s been said that the Creator cast demons down from
his heaven, but what if the opposite were true?

Suppose itwas the Light that shattered Darkness, turning
Void into Substance and Substance into Form? And with that
Form, eternal suffering began?

What if the Big Bang was an atrocity?

Which element, from that perspective, committed evil?
The Darkness, by being whole, or the Light, by bringing
division to that whole?

It’s an abstract question, obviously — the sort of thing
mages argue about when they’ve got nothing else to do.

To the Nephandi, though, that inversion is profound.
Because where other mages see themselves as heroic forces of
progress and stability, the Fallen see themselves as incarnations

of the Void — the blackness that, before the Light, was All.
It’s not Darkness, to this view, that’s malevolent.

It’s Light, and all the suffering it brings.

A Path of Pain

Suffering. Injury. Injustice. Rage. They're flagstones on the
Nephandic Path. Although people Descend for many reasons,
the core of their philosophy always features elements of abuse.
The Fallen One feels constrained to the point of violence by
some cosmic injustice, and so she’s fully justified in fighting
back with every tool at her command. The stars aren’t aligned,
the gods are malign, and so that person makes the choice to
rebel in a metaphysical explosion of free will.
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Evil Paradigms

Mages, Fallen and otherwise, build their magickal
Arts from belief-systems which seem strong and
valid enough to change their world. Obviously,
people find Nephandic paradigms evil; obviously,
the Fallen disagree.

No matter what anyone else believes about them,
Nephandi don't just whip their magicks up out of
“Evil, because evill” No matter how abhorrent their
deedsmightbe, the beliefs behind those deeds make
perfect sense to the Nephandus in question. And
so, for a collection of Nephandic Paradigms, see
Chapter Five, page XX.

Old Rush song quotes aside, the distinction between
the idealistic factions of the Traditions, the Disparates, the
Technocracy, and even (in certain regards) the Marauders,
and their Fallen rivals is deceptively simple: Those first few
factions — despite their infinite atrocities — strive to do what
they think is right. The Fallen, on the other hand (the Left
one, perhaps?) have chosen to do the opposite of right.

In an odd way, they still feel they're right. And in even
odder ways, they're not exactly wrong. People who define
cosmic forces in terms of the Metaphysic Trinity (see Mage 20,
p- 25 and pp. 44-45) of Dynamism (change), Stasis (stability),
and Entropy (decay), plus the Balance between them and the
Infinity beyond them, view all those elements as essential to
Creation. You can’t have, as the argument goes, one without
the others. From that perspective, a rousing argument could
be made that the Nephandi fulfil an essential part of that
cosmic interplay.

Mages love rousing arguments of that sort.
There’s just one problem:

The Nephandi do truly evil shit. On purpose. In the name
of their Enlightenment.

And that evil hurts everyone involved. Even, though
many would deny it, the Nephandi themselves.



Malice Aforethought:
On_the Nature of Evil

What is evil? Because you can’t discuss, much
less understand, the Fallen unless you first
approach the topic of evil, let’s tackle that
question now.

As a foundation, let’s assume the word
evil refers to things that are malignant, ma-
licious, malevolent... that is, things which
cause harm and suffering, usually for their

own sake. In many languages, the words as-
sociated with evil presume a certain level of
intent. If a tree falls on my house, that’s bad luck; if you cut
the tree so that it falls on my house, you're being evil. Evil
spirits, of course, might cause the tree to fall on my house.
Either way, dammit, there’s a tree on my damn house, and
that tree is evil.

Philosophers, artists and theologians have spent mil-
lennia debating the existence of evil. Certain people, most
infamously Friedrich Nietzsche, argue that the whole concept
of “evil” is ignorant, outdated, and dangerously constraining.

Others, like C. S. Lewis, plant good and evil in a specifically
theological context, while still others, like Howard Bloom,
insist that “evil” is a cultural label applied in order to advance,
protect or justify ideas and societies. Although Nietzsche and
his other descendants make eloquent arguments in favor of
evil as the expression of an inferior person’s dismay when
faced by a superior person who’s gone “beyond good and
evil,” there’s nothing morally neutral about the Nephandi.
Even Anton LaVey, the Nietzsche-cribber behind the Church
of Satan, maintained that certain activities and behaviors are
reprehensible.

Nephandi, by definition, are dedicated to the embrace
and pursuit of evil. They did not create it, of course, and
they’re certainly not behind all the evils of the world. The
Fallen do, however, enhance, perpetrate, and exploit evil
whenever possible. By encouraging evil, they hasten their
goal of global Descent.

Without going into a long tangent about those various
debates, we can sum up general definitions of “evil” below:
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Natural Evil

A spider and a fly could, if they were able, share a spirited
debate about evil. For the spider, starving to death is evil; for
the fly, spending the last few moments of your life trapped in
a web while a spider eats you is evil. To us, that’s just the way
the world works — an endless cycle of natural evils in which
life feeds on death and death gives way to life.

In natural evil, there’s no element of choice involved.
The spider doesn’t torture the fly out of cruelty, just feeds in a
rather terrifying way because that’s the only way it can feed. The
tornado doesn’t intentionally wipe out a trailer park in order
to make those people suffer; it’s a wind, they're in the way, and
while the results feel evil on the receiving end, that’s not due
to malice on the tornado’s part. Although social non-human
animals are capable of a certain amount of discretion about how
cruel they choose to be or not be, a cat is a carnivore and unless
he eats other animals (or the processed remnants provided by
human caregivers), that cat will die. The cat can choose to kill
quickly or slowly, but the cat has no choice about his menu.

Some Nephandi, especially those holding primalist or
social-predator paradigms, like to consider themselves agents
of natural evil. But they're not. The spider and the cat are
simply being what nature has made them to be. The Fallen
choose to be what they intentionally become.

Alien Evil

Atan extreme level, the implacability of natural evil makes
itmalignanton a human scale. H. P. Lovecraft’s Old Ones aren’t

Jung, Evil,
and the Shadow

Psychology pioneer Carl Jung popularized, if not
innovated, the concept of the shadow: The aspects
of a person so awful in that person’s mind that they
get forced into the darkness of fearful, possibly
violent, denial.

Cultures, too, have shadows, and those shadows
tend to manifest in the terrible behavior of people
and cultures who refuse to see those aspects of

themselves, project those aspects onto somebody
else instead, and then act out those very things they
fear so badly.

The entire Ascension War is a “shadow war” in this
regard, with a bunch of mages killing each other
(and lots ofinnocent people, too) over things they 're
guilty of doing themselves. As pointed out by our
Nephandic narrator in the previous chapter, the
Fallen feel a certain smug superiority overtheirrivals
because atleast they re notin denial about that fact.

For more about this subject, see “Jung’s Long
Shadow” in Chapter Four, page XX.
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horrifying because they choose to behave with cruelty — they're
horrifying because they don’t give enough of a shit to care. Alien
evil suggests entities whose existence and moral compass are so far
from our own that they perpetrate evil without actual intention.
They're cosmic spiders and we’re not even flies. The ruin they
bring on us doesn’t come from a desire to harm humanity — it
comes from not even recognizing us as worthy of desire.

In Mage, entities like the Ramaas Kaa (pp. XX) personify
alien evil. They’ll bond with Nephandi for their own reasons,
and also destroy those Nephandi for those same reasons. To
us, that looks like evil, madness, or both; to them, we don’t
even register as anything more than momentary diversions...
if even that much.

Metaphysical
(or TheologicaD Evil

Some gods are good. Some gods are bad. The line between
Good and Evil in terms of metaphysical or theological evil
is based largely on which god you prefer. Though certain
distinctions between the two concepts exist — metaphysical
evil generally refers to malignant cosmic forces embodied by
spirits and gods, while theological evil tends to refer to religious
doctrines about what is good and what is evil — this sort of
evil presumes the existence of intentionally malevolent forces
beyond human choice, and it asserts that human morality is
a projection of godly mortality.

(That’s not even getting into what philosophers call “the
problem of evil”: Why does evil exist if a benevolent god is in
control? That’s a whole other discussion, and while a Celestial
Chorister could go on for hours about that topic, it’s a waste
of time where the Fallen are concerned.)

In the World of Darkness, metaphysical evil is a given.
Such malevolent forces exist, period, and anyone who thinks
otherwise is provably wrong. Theological evil is a much stickier
situation, because gods — as our Nephandic tour guide pro-
claims in Chapter One — do and command terrible things...
atrocities that are considered “good” if your god told you to
do them. The Lord described in Leviticus might enjoy the
smell of burning flesh, but the animals do not enjoy being
sacrificed, bled out, and set on fire. Odin might find a blood
eagle awesome, but the guy getting his lungs pulled out through
a hole in his back has a different perspective. Throughout
human history, people have committed the vilest atrocities
imaginable on other human beings in the name of our gods,
and then bragged about how virtuous they are for doing it.
Of all the spurs that drive a Nephandus toward the Cauls, the
most common one comes from just how abominable people
can be when they think a god is on their side.

Metaphysical and theological evil also become weapons
used by spiritual authorities against their own people. A god
proclaims (through scripture, clergy, prophecies, whatever) that
such-and-such a thing is evil; the god and his representatives
determine what is and is not evil, and what they say, goes. In



the case of metaphysical evil, they may be absolutely right;
that malignant spirit who wants to trick and torment you does
not have your best interests at heart. Theological evil is the
sort of thing that gets heretics burnt alive “for the common
good” by priests whose church later winds up concealing the
child porn its own sex-denied priests shot on church grounds,
under the church’s protection, while blaming the children
for the whole situation because premarital sex outside the
sanctity of marriage is evil.

For a perfect example of that sort of evil twisting around
to bite its own tail, see how the various Hebrew words later
translated as abominable in the Bible refer, in Hebrew, to dietary,
class, cultural and medical distinctions. When compressed into
a single word from a totally different language and cultural
context, however, those passages inspire a Christian parent
to cite scripture while beating the life out of his queer child
for violating Iron-Age Hebrew health codes. And that? Now,
that’s abominable.

Which brings us to...

Cultural Evil

Human cultures slap the word evil on things and people
they don’t want to have around. “Those people” are evil
because they’re not us. And because they're evil, they’re not
human, either, so you can feel free to do evil things to them
because they deserve it. Because Evil.

Thanks to cultural evil, a nation can bomb another
nation into ruins and feel good about doing it because the
people they were bombing are obviously evil. There may or
may not be a religious gloss thrown over it (“Muslims are evil,”
“Christians are evil,” etc.), but the evil comes from the people
of one culture fearing that the people of another culture are

evil enough to deserve having evil things done to them.
This sort of thing gets circular in a hurry.

Cultural evil is an ethics-based gatekeeper: Such-and-such is
wrong because we don’t like it and we say it’s wrong, so if you want
to be part of this society then don’t do this thing. It gets subdivided
so heavily between subcultures within cultures that it soon
becomes impossible to avoid tripping over ethical landmines
even within the same culture. Especially in the social-media
era, people threaten, harass, and destroy people for violating
a cultural opinion of evil... thus doing evil things in order to
punish evil. Whether or not you agree that those evil things
were justified because the person on the receiving end is evil
depends a great deal on your perspective within that society.
To the person on the receiving end, it feels like evil.

Like theological evil, cultural evil keeps people within a
societyin line, often punishing themselves with suffering sim-
ply because they feel they’'ve broken the rules of their society.
The anorexic teen fears being considered fat because to her
brain, fat is evil, but also fears having her anorexia revealed
because society tells her anorexia is evil. She’s doing more
harm to herself than anyone else is doing to her (although

Cartoon Evil and
Realistic Evil

When working with Nephandi, a Mage Storyteller
can favor two distinct approaches:

e Cartoon evil is larger-than-life and twice as
obvious. Pentacle-encrusted villains cackle their
way across landscapes of heavy-metal cover
art. Spells are big and flashy, demons abound,
and the bad guys behave in fairly stupid ways.
This approach is best for players who want
entertaining diversions with clear moral lines
and relative freedom from disturbing content.
Early Mage books favored this approach.

Realistic evil is uncomfortable as hell and
rooted in atrocities people actually commit.
Moral ambiguity rules the day, but the darkest
crimes are really fucking dark. Anyone can be
evil here, and hopeful defiance is hard to main-
tain. This approach works for players who feel
able and willing to face vicarious trauma in the
name of entertainment. Mage 20 books favor
that approach; this one certainly does.

A combination of both extremes is possible, too. The
results could involve thematic whiplash, though, so
it's often best to choose one or the other, or find a
middle ground, based on what you and your group
desire. Mage is a game, of course, and so even a
realistic-evil approach should be, to some degree,
enjoyable to play.

her father’s remarks about “fat girls” and the tips from that
pro-ana website aren’t exactly blameless), and although
nothing involved in the situation would read as “evil” to the
average person, harm and suffering are certainly involved.

We can stick that same tag on deeds that are malignant
to the people on the receiving end of them, and essentially
non-issues to the people perpetrating them. Most folks who
like chocolate don’t think about the slaves on the other side
of the world — many of whom are children — who labor under
threat of pain or death if they don’t meet their daily quota of
cacao beans. Such slavery is evil when you think about it, but
most people simply don’t.

What does all this have to do with Nephandi? We're
getting there.

Nietzsche, Rand, LaVey, and others of similar philosophy
assert that cultural evil is a binder placed on superior people
by inferior people. A Nephandus would certainly agree with
that idea. It’s provably true that social ethics get used to
bludgeon people into conformityj; it’s also provably true that
people who reject popular concepts of evil (or embrace them)
can commit hideous acts that cause pain and suffering, and
thus commit evil whether they agree with the idea or not.
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Psychopath, Sociopath, Narcissist or Fallen?

Over the last several decades, psychologists and criminologists have noted a personality type that appears to possess
a clinical lack of empathy. Whether or not this reflects a neurological condition, a mental illness, social malformation or
some other internal situation is open to debate. The terminology defining that condition is debatable too, even among
experts and people with that condition; Hare and his collaborators refer to such people as psychopaths, while Martha
Stout calls them sociopaths. The DSM-5 (Diagnostic and Statistical Manual of Mental Disorders, 5th Edition) refuses to
name either condition, referring fo it instead as Antfisocial Personality Disorder (ASPD). Mage 20, in its section about
Derangements (pp. 649-650), favors that third option. In any case, the condition might or might not involve violent or
criminal behavior, and it remains beyond the control of the person with that condition.

According to many books and essays on the subject, the “disorder” element involves behavior, not the lack of empathy
itself. A person with that condition may be a brain surgeon, a lawyer, a pilot — cool-headed to an apparently inhuman
degree but putting that condition to a socially positive use. Though it's common to refer to cruel or violent people as
“psychopaths,” the internal conditions involved remain more complicated than the simple, loaded word.

Certain theories consider clinical sociopathy to be a sensory-processing condition similar to dyslexia, autism or syn-
esthesia (wherein a person’s brain processes external stimuli in unconventional and possibly disruptive ways), while
others tie it to abuse tfrauma, chemical imbalances, or disassociation from mainstream impressions of reality. A few
outliers even consider it an evolutionary adaptation, in which the sociopath is the harbinger of the next stage of human
existence. In any case, the person has a condition that's probably beyond their control. They might be able to choose
how they deal with it, but they didn’t choose to have it in the first place.

As Raven Bond (a ritual magician who was also a psychotherapist) put it, the terms “disorder” and “disease” reflect a
condition that causes problems. A person can have an unconventional perspective on the world without being disor-
dered or diseased; if that condition leads to physical, mental, social, and / or legal damage, however, it's considered
a disorder or disease. From a professional perspective, those terms do not reflect a moral judgment, just a matter of
effects. A person can suffer from a mental illness without being a criminal; a severe mental illness, however, can make
that person a danger to themselves and to other folks around them.

In neither case does the disease make the person into a Nephandus.

A Spectrum of Severity

As with current understandings about autism, currenttheories about psychopathy / sociopathy / ASPD posit a spectrum
of severity. (Please note that the discussions of both conditions are subject to change). Unlike autism, ASPD refers to
an inability to feel empathy, while people on the autistic spectrum tend to feel empathy fo an overwhelming degree.

At the high-functioning end of the clinical sociopathy spectrum, a person with that condition has a hard time under-
standing the emotional consequences their actions have on others, but can learn and mimic enough social cues to get
by without much trouble in mainstream human society.

Further along the spectrum, a person with ASPD masks that condition with superficial charm which they employ to
manipulate people into being their victims, apologists, and co-conspirators.

At the most radical extreme, the condition breeds a clinical disregard for everything and everyone around the person;
everything becomes a loss/ gain situation, and everyone is a potential target of that person’s whims. Such people
rarely last long in society, and generally wind up dead or in confinement by adulthood unless they adopt a niche
within society (sniper, torturer, assassin, etc.) that rewards them for clinical applications of criminality. Even among
armies and the underworld, such extreme cases scare the living crap out of their comrades because those folks know
the person with that level of disorder could turn on them as ruthlessly as they turn on enemies.

A common (but not universal) distinction between psychopath and sociopath involves the behavior of the person with
that condition. Under this distinction, a psychopath could be a person with the condition who enjoys the amount of
damage they cause, while a sociopath could be someone who lacks an innate understanding of other people’s pain
but generally tries to “do the right thing” unless there's some profit to be gained from being ruthless instead. According
to certain resources, of course, those distinctions differ: a psychopath is someone with a mental illness that drives them
to terrible things, while a sociopath chooses to manipulate and destroy people just because she can. Still other sources
claim that “sociopathy” isn't a neurological condition at all, merely, a set of social values that differs from the social
values of mainstream society; a 16éth-century samurai, for example, would be considered a sociopath in modern
Japan because he would feel that killing commoners and boiling people alive was perfectly reasonable behavior for
someone in his social class.

Like | said, this topic gets complex, and the more you research it, the more contradictions you discover. By whatever
name and definition, psychopathy/ sociopathy/ ASPD as a field of inquiry is very much a work-in-progress whose
controversial study extends a few decades at best. Back in the old days, this condition would simply make you a
warlord, an enforcer, a corpse, or perhaps even a saint.
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But still not a Nephandus.

Complicating matters further, the condition of narcissism assumes that the person in question is so self-focused that
every other person in their world becomes a secondary instrument to their own desires. To a degree, we all have this
"hero of our own story” thing going on; a true narcissist, however, views other folks as instruments to use, background
to ignore, or obstacles to destroy. Again, certain theories view this disorder as a spectrum, with low-end people bein
selfish but rarely malicious, and others being malevolent simply because it profits them. If combined with ASPD (a
combination that certain authorities consider to be a single extreme disorder, not two related ones), a sociopathic
narcissist can become the worst kind of person imaginable.

Mental Condition or Metaphysical Behavior?
So, the big question: Does a person with this condition, if Awakened, becomes a Nephandus?
No.
A neurological condition is not a conscious choice.

A mage with ASPD might choose to become a Nephandus, butthe Nephandic Path is not a metaphysical case of ASPD.
Falling, in the Nephandic sense of that term, demands a deliberate choice of behavior and philosophy, not merely a
neurological quirk. Nephandic Descent involves a conscious intention to abandon empathy in favor of enlightenment. ..
or at least whatever passes for enlightenment within that Fallen mage’s mind.

“Sociopathy Chic”

Distinctly different from clinical sociopathy, the behavior sometimes referred to as “sociopathy chic” isnt a quirk of
neurobiology at all. Instead, it’s a conscious rejection of empathy, not because the person involved cannot compre-
hend the emotional consequences of her actions but because he simply doesn’t give a shit. Empathy’s for losers, so
cruelty defines a winner. A clinical sociopath hasnt made a deliberate choice to feel the way she does; the person
who embraces sociopathy chic has made, and continues to make, the choice to be that way.

Often encouraged by personal and cultural factors, sociopathy chic asserts that cruelty is cool. A step beyond mere
callousness (in which a person rejects empathy for others and simply regards them as “ those people,” not “ realpeople”),
sociopathy chic moves from indifference to hostility... and then often goes a step or two further on general principle.
The person who pretends not to notice the homeless guy sleeping in the doorway is callous; the person who stages
“bum fights” and then posts them online is cruel; the person who stages them for profit, adds a mocking commentary
to the videos, puts together compilation videos, and then claims “free enterprise” and “freedom of speech” to defend
the whole thing is practicing sociopathy chic.

As a short visit to almost any internet video site shows (especially if you read the comments), sociopathy chic is a hot
commodity these days.

And the Nephandus? He's staging lethal bum fights, setting fire to the winners, making videos of their deaths and posting
them online with laugh tracks and funny music, then selling “special collector’s editions” videos of the whole thing on the
dark web while encouraging other folks to do that too...just because they can. “Come on,” he tells them. “It'll be fun.”

Social evil, often combined with theological evil, justifies

Circumstantial Evil

dehumanization. Dehumanization, in turn, justifies atrocity.
Bullying, bigotry, domestic violence, rape, torture, terrorism,
slavery, murder, mass murder, war, genocide... all of them origi-
nate from concepts of cultural evil. Animal cruelty falls into this
category, too — they’re just animals, so it’s not like they’re people;
shove a funnel down that duck’s mouth and force feed it until
it dies (note the word “it”), because foie gras tastes yummy, and
it’s a traditional food, and if those damn animal-rights terrorists
would just stop bitching about it because it’s just a dumb animal...

You see where this is heading.

Cultural evil is the best friend the Nephandi ever had. With
it, they can do horrible things to people, convince people to do
horrible things to one another, feel good about doingit, convince
themselves that the recipients of those terrible things deserved
it because those recipients are evil, and thereby spread an ev-
er-growing pool of anguish, misery, distrust, and self-deception.

Was Jean Valjean evil? Javert certainly thought so. Was
Javert evil? Lots of people think so. Circumstantial evil weighs
the definition of evil by the circumstances involved. If Jean
Valjean steals a loaf of bread from a poor merchant who can’t
afford the theft, then Valjean is an asshole; if he steals it to
save his starving child, most folks are willing to look the other
way unless they're Inspector Javert.

To avert tangents about humanistic French literature
(much less about “evil” as defined within humanistic vs.
theological philosophies), let’s just say that Mage’s Ascension
War is rooted in circumstantial evils. The HIT Mark is evil if
he’s blowing up your Chantry; the Reality Deviants in that
Chantry are evil if they've been selling heroin to kids.

Mage is full of relativistic circumstantial evil.

Nephandi (and their fans) love pointing that out.
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But the reason all Mage factions — even the Marauders
—regard Nephandi as shoot-on-sight evil is because the Fallen
embrace...

Personal Evil

I robbed your house because it was fun.
I shot your kid because it was fun.

I'm wiping out humanity and laughing all the way to hell
because it’s fun.

That’s personal evil: The deliberate, intentional choice to
inflict harm and suffering for their own sake. And because
it’s fun.

That’s the Nephandic ideal: Descent. Willfully, intention-
ally, consciously, causing harm and suffering, and shifting
Reality toward a Consensus where inescapable harm and
suffering drive humanity to blow its collective brains out.

Because it’s fun.

The Death of Empathy

Empathy, “the ability to understand and share the feelings
of another,” is the speedbump of evil. Among social animals
— including human ones, and spirits may feel it, too — the
ability to sense another being’s pain may prevent one animal
from harming another unless that harm is necessary for food,
protection, and so forth, and often inspire one to hesitate
even if it is necessary.

Without empathy, the bonds that keep a social species
from wiping itself out unravel. Human societies make laws
to reinforce those bonds, and gods command their people

to follow divine mandates against destroying your own kind.
Although empathy rests heavily on the definition of “your
own kind” (love thy neighbor but kill thine enemies), it’s the
bedrock of the social contracts which keep humanity alive.

Personal evil demands the death of empathy. If you can
relate to another being’s pain, then you’ll probably hesitate
to cause more pain unless you're in so much pain that you
can’t feel their pain too.

Nephandi kill the shit out of empathy, and they strive
to get other people to kill empathy, too. Without empathy,
those troublesome social contracts that keep us from self-ex-
tinction disappear.

Which is exactly what the Nephandic endgame is:
Extinction.

As we’ll see momentarily, many Fallen mages just want to
seize self-godhood and let the rest of the world suffer without
them. Global Descent, on the other hand, seeks to wipe out
the entire world, perhaps Creation as a whole, because that
world deserves Oblivion.

People do harmful things, and cause suffering, for all kinds
of reasons. It takes a certain mindset, though, to deliberately,
and with malice aforethought, cause harm and suffering for
the sake of causing harm and suffering.

And that’s what the Nephandic mindset is.

They will justify it with philosophy, wrap it in meta-
physics, use culture, religion, and their own suffering as
whipping boys (another example, incidentally, of a cultural
evil) to absolve themselves of responsibility, and then com-
mit all manner of atrocities because it’s fun to just watch
the world burn.

Descent: Ascension of the Fall

Ascension is literally the name of the game.
Although many mages pursue their own
agendas, the ultimate goal of Awakening, at
least in theory, involves Ascension. To some
mages, Ascension is a personal matter in
which an individual person transcends human
limitations and achieves some sort of higher
state. For others, Ascension is a global goal, for
which all Sleepers will someday Awaken toward
a common state of excellence and transform
this flawed world into something greater than before.

Mages fight wars over these ideals and, while doing so, make
their world measurably worse, which is what happens when
folks with power get too convinced they're doing the right thing.

Still, Ascension is, at least in theory, a higher state
of existence.

What happens if your vision of Ascension heads the
opposite direction?

46 The Book of the Fallen

The Caul: Dark
Ecstasy of Falling

To break through limitations. To hurl one’s self into the
Abyss. To forsake the Path presented and endure the Path
of choice. These meanings, among others, reflect the Fall.
Although the name echoes — intentionally — the majestic
Fall of Lucifer and his legions of rebel angels, the Nephandic
moniker “the Fallen Ones” has richer significance than that.

All Nephandi, in a specific sense, Fall. That plunge is the
thing that distinguishes them most from their rival mages: The
Caul’s embrace and the cosmic freefall that results. As discussed
below and detailed further in Chapter Four (pp. XX.), the Caul
provides a gateway from the mortal world to the forbidden Tree
of Knowledge often called the Qlippoth. Where the Kabbalistic
Tree of Life metaphorically grows up, the Tree of Knowledge grows
down. The Caul provides a vortex into the Abyss of Daath, during
which the inner spirit of that person is transformed through



spiritual alchemy and invested with Qlippothic energies. From
that moment onward, a Nephandus becomes a living, walking
“broken vessel” — an aspect of Qlippothic existence embodied
in a human form. Although this Fall is metaphysical, not literal,
the sense of vertiginous freefall resembles the ecstasy of plunging
endlessly through a darkening sky toward a destination of hard
truths rather than hard ground.

To other mages, of course, especially those of monotheistic
inclinations, the Fall represents a moral decline from angelic
aspirations to devilish behavior. That impression isn’tincorrect,
exactly — it’s an accurate reflection of the Fallen attitude.
Still, the moralistic tone used by other mages is not the rea-
son Nephandi favor that term for themselves. For those who
cherish the Abyssal dive, the phrase recalls the fond moment
when they threw obedience to hell and determined, for the
rest of at least one lifetime, the freedom of their own choice.

Personal Descent:
Afltainmment of Leviathan

Revenge. Power. Wisdom. Bliss. Such motivations drive
certain Nephandi toward personal Descent. For them, the
rest of the world can go to hell on its own terms. They choose
instead to pursue individual destiny — to, as the narrator put

in in Chapter One, to escape the farm, strike out on her own,
and perhaps even kill, eat, and become a god.

Personal Descent might involve working toward greater
ruin for the world at large. More often, though, it’s a Path
dedicated to hedonistic excess, occult wisdom, magickal power,
and vindication in the face of a world that has (at least as
far as the Fallen One is concerned) abused and confined the
mage until now. Sure, Nephandi pursuing personal Descent
can, and often do, work together to make this world a nastier
place, if only because... as mentioned earlier... it’s fun. The
end goal, however, involves the transformation from a flawed
mortal in a flawed world to what’s often called the “Black
Diamond”: The gleaming perfection of a self-made god.

Leviathan: Assumption
and Consurmmation

Among the Fallen, such pursuits are often called the Road to
Leviathan, the Path of the Primordial Beast. By exploringsuch roads
past the point of law, sanity, and self-preservation, a Nephandic
magus and his allies forsake the travesties of virtue and seize the
tools of ultimate godhood. Along the way, he subdues, seduces,
and subverts the lesser beings he encounters. Essentially, he trains
himself to be pitiless and cruel in order to drive all weakness
from within himself while feeding on the weakness of our world.

|
|
|
|
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The Road to Leviathan has no place for sympathy or
pity. One takes what one wills, not merely because he can
but because it is his moral right, as a superior being, to do so.

At the culmination of this Road, Nephandic legends say,
the questing magus attains the final vessel: The Qlipha of
Thaumiel, realm of ultimate dark majesty. There, a voyager
who has faced and overcome every obstacle reaches out to
seize the key to his new state of existence. If successful, it has
been said, one of two things might happen:

Assumption, a state of perfect union where the Nephandus
and the Void become one. In this state of unholy union, the
Fallen One returns to the Absolute and gets absorbed back
into the primordial essence of pre-Light non-existence.

Or, according to other Fallen Litanies, he may enjoy...

The Consummation of Leviathan, the symbolic (perhaps
even literal) feast where a person seeking godhood devours
that essence and attains a new, far greater state.

In classical legend, Leviathan is the Great Serpent Demon,
“king over all proud beasts.” His name, in Hebrew, means
“twisted in folds,” and refers to something bound together
in ways that make it strong and whole. Coiled in the depths
of the seas and boiling to the top occasionally to feast on the
light of the world, Leviathan embodies the primal energies
of nature unbound by faith or reason. “None is so fierce,” ac-
cording to the book of Job, “that dare stir him up.” Pre-biblical
tradition refers to Leviathan as Lotan, the seven-headed serpent
of chaos. Although gods keep claiming to beat him down and
serve him up as a feast for their faithful, Leviathan remains
immortal, impassable, and ultimately — at least in the eyes of
Nephandi—triumphant. Symbolically, Leviathan represents the
dark abyss of seas and space. And so, in a symbolic way, most
Nephandi aspire to become like Leviathan: Vast, implacable,
unknowable, and unstoppable.

Global Descent:

Extinction of Reality

Bringitall down. That’s the goal of global Descent. Where
other mages aspire to make the world a better place, these
Nephandi aspire to put it out of its misery. Some view this as a
feast for the legendary Dark Masters, while others seek human-
ity’s extinction...preferably through bloody self-destruction.

Dark Fools: The

Contempt for the mortal world (and all the Umbral
worlds as well) is a fixture of the Fallen Path. A Nephandus
might seem compassionate and kind, may even still harbor
such so-called weaknesses within her as she goes along
the Path. Ultimately, though, a Fallen One — regardless
of whether her quest seeks personal or global Descent —
holds humanity and all its works in utter contempt. It
could be that the Qlippoth’s resentment at its fate simmers
through the living vessels of itself; or maybe they just hate
the world for their own reasons, always have, and always
will. Whatever personal reasons a Fallen magus holds, her
disgust with our flawed and fragile world (probably with
herself as well, for remaining part of that world despite
herself) underscores the old name for her kind: The Eaters

of the Weak.
Those Who Dwell Behind the Stars

There are bigger things than humanity out there. Far
bigger things. Also known as Those Beyond, the entities known
within Nephandic ranks as Those Who Dwell Behind the Stars
are gods of the Eternal Void. Rumors claim they were once
Eaters of the Weak who attained Qlippothic godhood and
claimed dominion of self-created universes. Perhaps they're
far older entities instead. In any case, Nephandic lore and
prophecy claims that Those Who Dwell Behind the Stars will
emerge someday from the Void, extinguish the rapacious rebel
Light, and return the cosmos to eternal, primal Absolute.

The Void:
Triumphant Absolute

Whichever destination they prefer, the Fallen aspire toward a
return to the Absolute: the Primordial Void that, according to their
myths, preceded our existence and wants to take everything back.

Whether or not the Absolute is a spiritual state, a physical
state, a pandimensional state, or even a living thing depends
upon which Fallen One you ask...and really, if you're expecting
a straight and honest answer to that question (or, for that mat-
ter, to any other question), then you're trusting too much in
someone whose defining characteristic is that she cannot truly
be trusted for anything except the pursuit of her own agenda.

Path of Descent

All mages have a Path. They might not always pursue it
consciously or make it all the way to a satisfying end, but like
the fool in the tarot journey detailed in Chapter One of Mage
20, the Awakened tread a metaphysical road of events and
revelations that could lead toward stasis, ruin, or Ascension.

From an outside view, the Fallen have already lost the Path.
They plunge off the edge of the cliff and wind up chained to
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the Devil while the rest of the world goes by. The common
perception of Nephandi as slaves to Otherworldly Dark
Masters assumes that the Eaters of the Weak are themselves
too weak to transcend their situation.

And that perception, while notalways wrong, isn’t exactly
right. The Fallen have ideals as well. They’re not pretty and,
as we just saw, they’re as evil as evil can be. But why are they



evil? What ideal draws toward darkness and destruction,
especially if those people are, by definition, Enlightened in
a cosmic sense!

Awareness

To start with the obvious: These people, even before
Awakening, are pretty fucked up.

Happy, secure, heathy people (assuming such people exist
to begin with) do not become magickal predators. For whatever
reason, the pending Nephandus holds a grim view of life long
before she encounters a Caul. Maybe she’s a refugee from a
figurative or literal war zone; or devoted to self-destruction
by any means available; she could be a clinical sociopath, but
more likely she’s just a person like anybody else, whose life
has been filled with so much damage that she wants to return
the favor. An abusive religious upbringing? A ravaged society?
Intimate violation on so many levels that it demands eternal
retribution on a world and gods that would let such things
happen?! Each Nephandus has a story, and the common in-
gredient is pain. Awareness, for such mages, is the sense that
reality is intolerable and must be destroyed. Awakening, when
it comes (as detailed below), solidifies a vengeful, predatory
urge that was in place long before the Avatar spoke.

For many Nephandi, awareness also includes their entry to
adifferent Path: An occultinterest, a family tradition, a career in
artoradvanced sciences or unconventional subcultures, religious
orspiritual training...in short, the usual methods through which
Awakened people first experience the greater potential of their
existence. Butalthough the Fallen mage mightbegin asamember
of some other sect (see “Barabbi,” below), her background —no
matter how innocuous that initial sect might be — also features
significant levels of abuse and the early lure of...

The Nightside

We all crave things we're not supposed to have or do. Most
of us sort through all that without becoming living engines of
metaphysical abuse, and a fair number of Awakened mages
pursue such things in safer, saner, more principled ways.
Ecstatics, Verbenae, Thanatoics of course, and many other
mages besides often feel drawn to the darker side of town —
the places “good people” do not go. While certain folks head
toward the opposite extreme (becoming Choristers, healers,
and other “white light” mages), the urge toward disreputable
pastimes is a common draw for people (and mages) of all kinds.

The Fallen just get drawn in a whole lot deeper.

The Nightside (detailed in Chapter Four, pp. XX) can make
itself known at any age, and while most folks resist its deeper
levels, or find better, safer ways to pursue them without Falling,
the call toward that forsaken state often begins in childhood.
That’s not to say that “bad seed” children are aspiring Fallen
Ones; if for no reason other than the childhood lack of social
and physical development, a child cannot be abusive in the
ways that adults understand that term. Even as kids, however,

potential Nephandi feel drawn toward excess, viciousness,
and pain.

Everyone rebels to some degree. Extremity, though, is
a hallmark of the Nightside. Where another person might
shoplift, the budding Nephandus breaks into homes. Most
people getinto fights as children, but the potential Nephandus
might push her brother down the stairs just to watch him
bounce. Again, this goes beyond mental illness, though
folks will probably tag this person as a psychopath. A person
with mental illness or other trauma, though, can still resist
or dismiss the urge toward cruelty; the future Nephandus
pursues it avidly.

Initiation toward the Nightside comes in many forms:
The “wrong crowd,” the wrong books or other media, a
penchant to test boundaries or drive straight over them, a
desire for moody seclusion and self-annihilation. Anything
that seems disreputable holds appeal within the Nightside.
Again, this appeal itself doesn’t mark the Nephandic Path.
All Nephandi, though, feel drawn toward darkness even if
they don’t pursue it at first.

Most abuse survivors, obviously, don’t hop into Cauls
and turn their souls into Qlippothic storms. There’s a lot of
broken glass rattling around in there, slashing her vision of
reality apart long before the Fall became a possibility, but
beyond that there has to be a willingness to lash out at life
in general. Where most mages Awaken to their potential
to reshape the world in better ways (whatever that idea of
“better” might be), the future Fallen One wants to rip the
world to shreds.

Conflict

Soon enough, she gets her chance. The conflict stage of a
mage’s Path generally comes after Awakening. In the case of the
Fallen, it may well begin at birth. Guided by keen awareness
of reality’s wretched nature, a future Nephandus lives in a
state of war long before the Avatar Awakens. That’s especially
true for widderslainte — people born with twisted Avatars —but
every Nephandus grows up fighting with her world.

The stages of initiation and mentorship, again, may
precede Awakening. One potential Fallen One discovers the
joys of dark occultism, while another learns to fight with her
fists. The teenage ordeals of social hierarchy provide fertile
ground for initiation, but some Fallen start much earlier than
that while others recognize their Path well into adulthood
instead. Whatever the specifics are, our would-be Nephandus
feels drawn toward disreputable, forbidden, dangerous things.

Authorifies

Regardless of the person’s age, that dark hunger leads to
conflict: With parents, peers and other agents of authority,
communities, religions, the law, even the self. Crime, violence,
addiction, attempts at rehab, jail or other forms of “saving your
soul” (typically in the most abusive manner possible), perhaps
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even extreme religious conversations or pretenses of purity
(as demonstrated by the Infernalist GDP Powell in Gods &
Monsters, p. 55), the Nightside’s gravity pulls a person into all
kinds of confrontations, and the results of those conflicts often
make the situation worse. By the time she hits adulthood, a
potential Nephandus has endured at least a few bust ups with
authority, and she hates the world even more as a result.

Initiation and Mentorship

Chances are good that a budding Nephandus will
encounter her first mentor during those tumultuous years
of confrontation and consequences. He might be that cool
classmate with the black-metal fascination; she might be the
mean girl who's offering a chance to join her clique. Some
Nephandi learn the Arts of Pain from abusive parents, cler-
gy, relatives, or strangers. Such mentors seldom understand

anything about the Awakened world at all. Pain, however?
That, they understand. And share. And teach.

At some point of her life, a Nephandus assumes the
mentor role herself. Maybe she seduces other mages to Fall;
offers challenges to potential apprentices or pawns; drops a
copy of The Thirteenth Hour into some cute kid’s hands to
see what he might make of it; or runs social media groups
dedicated to cruelty, supremacy, dark occultism, or other
possible lures. Through whichever methods work best for her,
an experienced Nephandus introduces potential converts to
her Path. Most likely, she’ll meet someone like that herself
before her Fall, and that mentor’s encouragement or violation
spurs her toward the next level.

The Black Arts

Magick, obviously, become a key element of her life. A
Fallen mage is still a mage, after all, and the pursuit of magick
isas essential to her as breathing is. The key difference, though,
between a Nephandus and others of her kind involves the
Black Arts: an intentionally malignant approach to magick.

Any mage can dance along the Dark Side; hell, most
mages employ questionable practices and sinister tools. For
the Eaters of the Weak, however, the traditional phrase “Black
Arts” reflect their connection to the Void and their dedication
to occult predation. Although any smart Nephandus learns
how to work quietly and wrap that darkness around apparently
innocent pursuits, predatory intentions and malign deeds are
pervasive elements of Nephandic Black Arts.

Despite the common stereotype, Fallen Arts rarely involve
demonic pacts and Satanic ass-kissing. While those elements
are quite traditional, they’re also showy, gross, and unneces-
sary. A modern magus is more likely to use computers than
cauldrons, and today’s Nephandiare nothing if notadaptable.
Most times, medieval-style deviltry gets dusted off for special
occasions, or for moments when the Fallen One has nothing
to fear from discovery.

Because barabbi mages defect from other sects, most Black
Arts incorporate twisted versions of the previous sect’s tools.
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A Fallen Progenitor uses biotech to craft warped servants,
grotesque mutations, and near-incurable plagues; the Black
Suit barabbus retains the combat acumen and disciplines of
his previous (and possibly still current) career. Strange ma-
chines, dark religions, fearsome pacts with infernal beings...
as detailed further in Chapter Five, the Black Arts offer all
the flexibility of any modern mage’s toolkit. The spectrum
of potential focus ranges wide. Whatever beliefs, practices,
and tools she employs, though, the Fallen mage specializes in
Arts that exploit, manipulate, violate, and destroy.

The Qlippoth

A forbidden inversion of cosmic principles, the Qlippoth
forms an innate and inescapable element of Nephandic
existence. Detailed in Chapter Four, this collection of 10
Qlipha (“shells”) forms an inverse cosmology whose influence
incarnates itself through the Nephandic rebirth in a Caul.

Although the modern concept of this reputed Tree of
Knowledge comes from heretical applications of medieval
Jewish mysticism (as well as from later occult practitioners
who claimed the concept without being themselves Jewish),
the Qlippoth essence is itself primordial in ways that its own
devotees don’t quite understand. Like the Kabbalistic Tree
of Life it inverts, the modern perception of the Qlippoth is
a metaphysical paradigm, an abstract model of cosmic prin-
ciples which are far older than Kabbalah or the Qlippoth or
humanity itself. While those principles have established a
certain astral reality of both Trees (if only because centuries of
occultists have poured psychic energy into those paradigms),
the essence of the Qlippoth supposedly predates this universe
and everything in it.

According to Qlippothic lore, the shells are the ruins
of previous existences — universes shattered in the creation
process that led to our current cosmos. Though broken and
abandoned, these ruins and their inhabitants still exist: hun-
gry, resentful, lustful, aware. Though human occult theories
have given them names and identities, those forces are ageless
in ways humanity cannot understand. When possible, they
reach back into the current universe, possibly to claim it for
themselves, more likely to pull it into the Void with them
and shatter it in revenge.

Those are desires abuse survivors often understand.

According to Nephandic Litanies, early Nephandi ac-
quired tricks and powers from bestial and spiritual predators.
The Portals to Daath and the Qlippothic realms beyond were
among those primordial secrets, and the winding passages
deep beneath the earth and seas provided many of those for-
bidden secrets, too. Whatever the origins of the Qlippothic
Dominions might be, the Fallen have embodied their essence
in this universe ever since.

Lex Praedatorious

Long ago, when the first humans clung to fires and trees,
hid in caves and feared the greater beasts, some among them



Haah'rath Kharoh: The Dragon’s Tongue

Demons speak among themselves inno human language. One of the secrets that was passed along to the Night Hunters
involved learning to speak as demons do. According to Nephandic tradition, those early demons also sired children
and then passed their speech along to their offspring. Known commonly as the Dragon’s Tongue, that language wraps
sibilants, guttural sounds, harsh consonants, and other cacophony into a hair-raising sonic display. Although most folks
know it by its conventional name, those who speak the Dragon’s Tongue call it “Haah’rath Kharoh.”

Since its early origins, Haah'rath Kharoh has been refined and expanded by the humans who speak it. Elements of
human languages have been added to it, although those words rarely sound “normal” when spoken in the Dragon's
Tongue. Thus, the primordial language has become a modern form of conversation, albeit one few people would
understand as words.

Nephandi conversant in Haah'rath Kharoh incorporate it info their Litanies and spells, partly because it sounds cool,
partly because it obscures their meaning from outside ears, and partly because it's a marvelous form of one-upman-
ship that distinguishes an experienced, knowledgeable Nephandus from some snotty little upstart with a few tricks
but no finesse.

As with any other language, Haah'rath Kharoh features many regional and cultural dialects. As a result, many demons
cannot understand those Fallen dialects because they lack the proper context for the words even when they understand
the sounds being spoken.

According to legend, the Dragon’s Tongue corrupts the bodies and minds of people who speak it. Supposedly, it
degrades them on a molecular level in addition to having predictable effects on the mind and soul of the speakers.
Nephandic parents may pass along that degradation in their DNA as well as through their repugnant parenting prac-
tices. Although many Fallen Ones seem perfectly normal despite their knowledge of Haah'rath Kharoh, that might
simply reflect their skill with Life, Mind, and Entropy Arts.

Haah'rath Kharoh has written forms too, although these too have regional and cultural variations which render them
near-unintelligible to those who haven'tbeen schooled in a given variation. Industrious Basilisks and Goatkids (detailed
in the following chapter) have created Dragon’s Tongue fonts, which they incorporate into their internet posts, memes,
and artwork, thus passing along the language without a context beyond, “Well, thatlooks cool.”

In game terms, the Dragon’s Tongue demands the Language Merit. Characters who don't have it cannot understand
it at all.

As an optional rule, the language might also manifest as points of permanent Paradox, Physical or Supernatural Flaws,

Derangements, or Genetic Flaws (Mage 20, Appendix |l, pp. 648-651).

refused to be afraid. During what’s called the Predatory Age
(see Mage: The Ascension 20th Anniversary Edition, p. 121),
the First Hunters watched the animals that fed on humans,
learned their secrets, bargained with their spirits, and took
the hunting urge into their hearts. Although their successes
kept the people alive, the feral darkness they assumed into
themselves scared their kin so badly that the beast-taught
people often found themselves cast out, avoided, and unloved
unless they brought their predatory skills back into the tribes,
not merely to hunt food and secure the tribes, but to rule
over them as well.

According to Nephandiclore, those First Hunters learned
the secrets of the Qlippoth and its forces from the predators
they bargained with and killed. Other stories tell of the Great
Race, or of angels and demons who coupled and bargained
and warred with early humans. Certain people mastered early
versions of maglignant Arts, while others became kin to the
beasts and kinfolk to the Changing Breeds. Because certain
First Hunters preferred to hunt and live by night rather than
by day, they're known in Fallen lore as the Night Hunters.
Whether or not any of this stuff is historically true is beside

the point; in the modern era, a Nephandus carries on the
Night Hunter traditions of hunting, predation, and the prey.

In medieval times, these traditions were known as Lex
Praedatorious: The Law of Predation. Although Abyssal Litanies
present that Law in many phrasings and rituals, the core of
it is simple: “You are a predator, and the world is your prey. Thus,
you consume or are consumed.” Medieval Fallen took that Law
seriously, and old-school Nephandi still do today.

In the modern world, eating people is frowned upon.
More to the point, it’s a lot harder to get away with than it
used to be, although Nephandi living in remote locations or
private estates still manage to do it easily. More often, today’s
Eaters of the Weak employ emotional, social, psychological
and energetic cannibalism more often than the literal sort
of consumption.

Evenwithout literal cannibalism, each Nephandus knows
and follows this one Law. If nothing else, that’s self-preserva-
tion; when everyone else you know is out to kill and consume
you, you can’t afford not to do the same.

In terms of one’s magickal practice, the “Cannibalism”
entry in The Book of Secrets (pp. 206-207) explores various
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applications of physical and symbolic consumption. The
social predation which constitutes the most common form
of Lex Praedatorious in the current era can be found later in
this chapter in the section Law of Predation: Seduce, Abuse,
Corrupt, Destroy (pp. XX).

Abyssal Litanies

Like any long-established group (and many younger ones,
as well), the Fallen preserve written and oral traditions called
Litanies. Composed of legends, sagas, epics, rituals, spells,
commentaries, biographies, histories, debates, formulae, and
other demi-historical esoterica, these Abyssal Litanies provide
a sense of identity for a sect often considered to be a bunch
of servile morons in black robes.

Though the corpus of surviving Litanies is too vast and
private to collect entirely, the Heralds of Basilisk (detailed
in Chapter Three) have established several online archives
where Abyssal Litanies gets collected, translated, annotated,
edited, embellished, and preserved. While this seems like an
odd vocation for a group dedicated to ending the world via an
internet-bred god, those archives have greatly expanded the
extent of information available to the modern Nephandus.
There’s no way of testing the veracity of the data, of course,
but these efforts have already sown seeds for an impressive
variety of apocalai so the Heralds must be doing somethingright.

Abyssal Litanies feature a wide range of languages, often
tangled into near-untranslatable mashups of several languages at
once. Arabic, Latin, Classical Greek, Sanskrit, French, German,
Spanish, and English are perhaps the most common languages
among them, although Mandarin, Urdu, Japanese, Swahili, and
Egyptian and Sumerian varieties of cuneiform are fairly common,
too. In order to read, speak, or understand the Litanies with any
sort of competency, a Nephandus must be reasonably fluent in a
wide range of communication styles. Thus, the average modern
Nephandus has no clue what three-quarters of existing Litany
material actually says. Although the Heralds have assumed an
extensive translation program (employing human, computer,and
demonic methods of translation), the results are often creatively
inaccurate. A proper “booklearned” understanding of alanguage
still misses a lot ofimportant cultural contextand historical quirks,
while the translations assembled by even the most “cooperative”
of demons and computers are, at best, dubious.

Although most Nephandic communities (such as they
are) maintain their own (possibly extensive) Abyssal Litany
collections, those collections are nearincomprehensible for
most of the people who tend them and nearly anyone outside
that group. The prevalence of secret codes, ciphers, symbolic
languages, and so forth involved in such writings — classical
and modern alike — make it hard to translate those archives
at all, and even harder to do so accurately. That said, the
Fallen maintain translation spells (see Untangle Tongues,
Lo, It Is Written, and Jabberhash in Chapter Five, pp. XX)
which help to some degree even though the results might not
be as correct as the translator might like.
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For these reasons, among others, outsiders have a very
hard time understanding Nephandic archives unless the
Fallen have — as with the Malleus Neffandorum and other such
works — gone out of their way to make them both accessible
and inevitably misleading. Even Hermetic Tradition scholars,
Virtual Adept cryptography apps, and Technocratic translation
programs have little hope of deciphering Nephandic materials
if the Fallen do not want those materials deciphered.

The Labyrinths

The things Nephandi do demand secrecy, security, and often
preparation. And so, since time immemorial, the Fallen have
crafted Labyrinths: hidden lairs where the Eaters of the Weak can
celebrate their Path in relative privacy. Essentially a Nephandic
Chantry (detailed in Mage 20, pp. 77-78 and 308-309), each
Labyrinth suits the dominant mage or circle within that space.
Deepwoodland groves, corporate retreats, underwater hideouts,
perilous cave complexes, mountaintop temples, ancient ruins,
any place a Nephandus or three can set up property and shape it
to their needs could become a Labyrinth. One Labyrinth might
be a lush rural estate with a dazzling garden maze, libraries full
of tomes, walls filled with secret passageways, and things in the
basement no sane person wants to see; another could be an
urban ruin caked in gang graffiti and broken glass, warded by
murals that hold magickal protections, and filled with bones
from people no one will ever see again.

Although a handful of modern Labyrinths can be found
in and around populated areas, the vast majority of them
are hidden deep in places where only the right (or wrong)
people can find them. The exteriors often seem innocuous,
and the interiors initially encountered might be, too. By the
time a visitor, prisoner, or trespasser reaches deep into the
Labyrinth, however, the surroundings achieve an ominous
atmosphere — at which point, escape is virtually impossible
for anything less than a military company or a handful of
accomplished and furious magi.

As befits a sect of paranormal predators, each Labyrinth,
regards of its size or complexity, boasts an impressive array
of traps, lures, fake outs, dead ends, enchanted portals, and
waste-disposal facilities the local trash collectors would never
find. Lex Praedatorious racks up an impressive mess, after all,
and all those remains must wind up somewhere. Most Labyrinths
feature rooms for living, relaxing, and torturing people, and
even the smallest of them constitutes at least a Sanctum (Mage
20, pp. 76-77 and 323-324) if not a full-fledged Chantry. A
sample Labyrinth called Club Maelstrom can be found in
Chapter Six (pp. XX-XX), and although inexperienced Fallen
mages rarely have such facilities at their disposal, upper-eche-
lon ones typically have at least one such place to call home.

Rivals

At some point, before or after her Awakening, each
Nephandus runs across rival mages, Night-Folk, hunters, and
other parties with understandably ill intent. Most Nephandi



wind up in such rivalries with one another, too — the preda-
tor-prey dynamic doesn’t exactly lend itself to hug fests, even
when everyone’s supposedly on the same side.

Such rivalries end one of two ways: Either the Nephandus
gets smart, achieves power, keeps a profile low enough to
ensure survival, and steadily collects her own army of allies,
cults, pawns, slaves, servitors and so forth...or she dies.

R esolution

Nephandi don’t have a retirement plan. Once she steps
out on the Fallen Path, a Nephandus enters a binary state:
power or perish.

Power

The Nephandic Path, on many levels, involves hunting:
seeking victims, devouring lives, shattering taboos, defeating
enemies, uncovering secrets that bestow even greater powers,
corrupting fellow mages, defiling lesser humans, collecting
Otherworldly servitors, attaining grander Arts and resources,
exploring the Qlippoth and thereby distilling herself into
something even greater than before, really, all of that is a
hunt. Life, to the Fallen, is one big hunting trip — one which,
if you're smart enough to survive it, can last for centuries.

No matter who she once was, what life she lived before
then, what image people behold when they encounter her, or
which beliefs she chooses to pursue in the course of following
her Path, every Nephandus is a big-game hunter. The game in
question involves human sacrifices and ruined lives, dashed
hopes and shared miseries, favors repaid and grudges settled,
techniques honed and Arts pursued, horrors unleashed and
the grand pall of human hopelessness increased to the point
of possible extinction. In ideal, the Fallen game is all about
proving your worth in a vicious cosmos by destroying every-
thing you touch, with a final triumph measured by personal
godhood, global extinction, or both.

In reality, the endgame is revenge on an epicscale. Because
underneath the arcane posturing and wicked seductions is a
ravaged soul kicking back at life.

Perish

A war with the world tends to end with one conclusion:
You lose.

There are reasons the Nephandi, for all their cunning
and undeniable influence, have not yet destroyed our world
or opened the gates to let Those Who Dwell Behind the Stars
come in: They die.

Oh, some of them transcend the material realm. Referred to
occasionally as the Ashraaah, these renunciates enjoy Otherworldly
exiles where their word is law and Paradox won’t come around and
crash the party (not for them, atleast). Plenty of them, like Jodi Blake,
maintain a sort of immortality, sliding around the darkest corners
of the Tapestry in pursuit of more pleasures and bigger prey. But
most of them die like everybody else. Except their deaths are worse.
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The trouble with assholes, even ones with godlike
powers, is that people hate their guts. For a mage, “people”
has a flexible definition that includes vampires, werewolves,
witch-hunters, sorcerers, ghosts, the Fae, secret immortals,
mythic beasts, actual demons, divine spirits, sentient forests,
living cities, mechanical life-forms, and several worlds full of
rival mages who can, will, and do kill any Fallen One they
find. Despite frightening powers and pervasive influence,
the Eaters of the Weak are outnumbered to a critical degree.
Though their youngest generation has achieved global influ-
ence and intensified corruption, factors which might just win
the Ascension Conflict forever, Fallen mages, particularly the
ones who look the way people expect them to appear, tend to
perish in Paradox tempests, firefights, celestial interventions,
betrayals, mistakes, and the considerable firepower of their

Awakened kin.

And when Fallen mages die, their fates are indescribable.
As we said, they make a lot of enemies. And very bad deals.
Damnation seems like an abstract thing to most people; a
joke, a song, maybe something to look forward to, if only
because it means all your friends will be there to greet you
when you finally arrive.

To the Fallen who die, however — as many of them
do — damnation is the scream that lasts forever, without an
option to escape.

Damnation

It’s no fun to burn in hell’s fire. Which hell? Good ques-
tion — there is no single Inferno in the World of Darkness,
but hundreds, perhaps thousands, of them. Anything human
minds can latch onto and pump full of psychic energy has
some level of reality in the Astral Umbra, and that’s not even
getting into the Underworld, the Qlippoth, the Malfean
Realms known to corrupted werewolves, or the grotesque
torment-centers crafted by gods, spirit-entities, Marauders, and
the Fallen themselves. There’s a virtually unlimited source of
Otherworldly torments out there, and chances are high thata
Nephandus will end her career in at least one of them. And
although souls have been known to escape hells or bargain
their way out of them, and many hells are only as “eternal”
as the soul trapped within them imagines they will be, the
fate of winding up in a hell realm for any length of time is
enough to make most mages rethink their choice in careers.

But not the Fallen. They’re in it to win it, as the saying
goes, and while the vast majority of them wind up losing that
gamble, it’s not for lack of trying.

Knowing all too well about this potential fate, Nephandi
are, by and large, cautious people. Recklessness will get you
killed, and death is not an experience these mages seek. Thus,
the obvious ones running around with black robes and sac-
rificial daggers are cannon-fodder. The true Nephandi stand
as far away from those idiots as possible, and then let them
take the fall into damnation whenever possible.
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That said, the Fallen usually wind up in hells sooner or
later. If only for entertainment’s sake, they tend to visit such
Realms temporarily if they don’t run those Realms outright.
As a method for dealing with the inevitable agonies of Fallen
existence, Nephandi condition themselves to enjoy agony. That
way, even if the devilish Patron or scourging angel gets their
flaming talons on the mage’s damned soul, the Nephandus
has (he hopes) learned to find pleasure in excruciation. That
way, when the worst does happen, he’ll be laughing in between
the shrieks and possibly picking up new tricks along the way.

Otherworldly Exile

Possiblyto escape potential damnation, powerful Nephandi
often escape to selfmade Realms in or beyond the Horizon.
Although the specifics depend upon the metaplot options
favored by each Mage group’s Storyteller, these Ashraaah have
probably established a fairly comfortable exile in such places...
comfortable, at least, by Nephandic standards. Guarded by
alien creatures and secluded in the vast reaches of Otherworldly
space, these unearthly estates suit the needs and desires of their
Fallen occupants, and although passage to and from such places
is, under most circumstances, difficult if not near-impossible
to anyone who lacks the proper keys and portals, these dark
sanctuaries provide safety and contemplation for the Nephandi
who create them, though rarely for the creatures unfortunate
enough to be brought to such places against their will.

Among the Qlippothic Dominions, Nephandi tend to
set up “rest stops” and playgrounds in the shells most suited
to their tastes. The realms of Lilith, Gamaliel, and A’arab
Zaraq are especially popular among Fallen “tourists,” with the
Qlippothic Labyrinth of Club Malestrom being an especially
popular retreat for Eaters of the Weak who lack the resources
and mystic power to create Otherworldly Realms of their own.

Gilgul

Worse than damnation itself, Gilgul is the traditional
sentence for the Fallen and those who conspire with them. As
detailed in the Justice and Influence chapter of The Book of
Secrets (pp. 218-220), this soul-annihilation rite is standard
operating procedure where the Traditions are concerned. The
Technocracy employs similarly permanent procedures (albeit
in a hypertech form), and the Crafts probably have something
like it, too. The Fallen themselves aren’t above blasting each
other’s souls to ribbons if such punishments suit them, and so
although the ritual involved demands high-octane magick, the
chances of a careless Nephandus getting her Avatar shredded
(probably while her body is likewise destroyed) are fairly high
when a Fallen One plays outside her league.

Redemption?

Can a Nephandus redeem herself? That’s a common
question with no known response. Many mages, Fallen and
otherwise, would like to think so. People who believe in a
merciful god hold up the hope that even the worst of sinners



can find redemption before they die. If that’s true, then the
Fallen push the definition of “worst of sinners” to an appall-
ing extreme.

But can they be saved? And would one want to be?
It’s a mystery, really.

Because the Abyssal plunge and Qlippothic essence
transform each Nephandic soul through sublime alche-
my, redemption isn’t simply a moral matter. A repentant
Nephandus might turn over as many new leaves as he likes
but that’s not going to change the nature of his transformed
soul. The Fallen know this, too, and so although Nephandic
mages often pretend to be repentant in order to seduce and
trick potential saviors, good deeds alone can never win for-
giveness for a Fallen One.

Can magick undo the Caul’s influence? No. Not even
Archmages or the legendary Oracles have been able to suc-
cessfully perform that feat.

Can a god do it? Perhaps. The question really is: Would
a god want to... and if so, why and what would that divinity
demand in return?

Under conventional wisdom, the Fallen are irredeemable.
Many people have tried to restore a Nephandus to the Path
of salvation but few, if any, have succeeded.

Although Chapter Seven discusses potential exceptions
(see p. XX), the Fallen Path is, by all accounts, a one-way trip.

Original Sin: Nephandic Awakening

Awakening, for the Fallen, hurts.

They have that much, atleast, in common
with other mages. For despite the popular
impression of metaphysical awareness as a
joyful occasion (which, in fairness, it can be
for certain people), spiritual Awakenings
are often frightening, traumatic affairs in
which everything that seemed until that
point to be right abruptly turns out to be
wrong. Avatar-spirits may assume terrifying
forms with which to hound their mortal counterpart toward
a precipice, occasionally a literal one. Even a kindly Avatar
unmoors a person’s sense of reality, and so if that spirit is
even more fearsome than usual, the Awakening can blast a
person straight into a surreal nightmare.

For the Fallen, Awakenings often come through violence
and violation: Bad trip, battery, assault, torture, rape, betrayal
on a soul-deep level, the awful death of someone intimate,
near-fatal disease, near-death experience, excruciating pain...
always, it seems, the Nephandic Awakening involves a
test-to-destruction ordeal. It’s as if Fate, gods, or the Avatar
have decided to challenge the impending Nephandus to see
whether this “Eater of the Weak” is too weak to qualify.

Most Nephandi Awaken as mages before they encounter
a Caul. For a time, they exist within a different role, possibly
as part of the Traditions, Technocracy, Disparates, or other
un-aligned groups. One might have grown up within an oc-
cult sect, while another pursued technology before and after
his Awakening. Some Fallen mages Awaken on the street or
in other desperate circumstances, during natural disasters,
wars, and so forth, and although they might take shelter in
another Awakened faction first, or try to deny the upheaval in
their lives, the darkness of their future Path gets established,
one way or another, from its outset. Even in cases where the
Awakening involves profound insight or ecstasy (like those

of several characters described in Chapter Six), that bliss is
undercut with terror, pain, and seeming madness.

Barabbi

You’re not good enough for them. They’re not good enough
for you. Their methods are soft, slow, corrupt, hypocritical. Their
theories are outmoded. Their goal is selfish or doomed. Those
arguments, and many others, lead mages who'd previously
held allegiance to another sect or faction, to jump ship and
becomes, in Nephandic terms, barabbi: The worst turncoats

of the Awakened world.

As detailed in Mage 20 (p. 227), barabbi mages once be-
longed to other factions. A good many started out as Tradition
mages, but nosmall number (especially if the Fallen Technocracy
metaplot option is in force) started out within the Technocracy.
In place of Ascension, a barabbus — inspired by a laundry list of
reasons — chooses to pursue Descent. Sometimes, that person
leaves her old associations; more often, she remains inside that
original sect and poisons it from within.

But why?

More often than not, the original group didn’t meet her
needs. Perhaps she feels betrayed, abused, pushed around,
shoved aside, denied credit for something she deserved, or
blamed for something she didn’t do. Maybe an itch under
her skin drives her to seek something more than what she
gets from her initial group. Frequently, that group just isn’t
extreme enough for her. That first calling represents something
significant, perhaps life-altering, but it’s simply not enough.
Whatever drew her to her old life has been deepened, twisted
and intensified by her Nightside conversion.

Technocrats

Many Technocrats enter Cauls because the Union just
isn’t getting the job done; there are still too many monsters,
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too many Reality Deviants, too much chaos, and so extreme
measures must be taken and if that means the sacrifice of a
willing agent or two, then that cost is justified. In this view,
the agent makes a judgement call which seems, in her head, to
be a perfectly rational, if extreme, measure. “The ends justify
the means,” as it were, and since most modern Technocrats
don’t believe in gods or an afterlife, that choice rests on the
agent’s shoulders alone. “Do it,” the argument maintains,
“and the world will be better for your choice.” Those weak
rules and anemic policies have undercut Technocratic strength,
and so — for the good of the Union and its benevolent goals
— they must be set aside by those who have the will to take
ultimate measures.

In certain cases, the extremity comes less from a devotion
to the Union’s drive to make the world safe for humankind,
and more from a desire to explore technologies and scienc-
es which the Technocracy refuses to allow. Why can’t the
Syndicate member devote more resources to creating a fiscally
desperate population that depends upon their “job creators”?
Why aren’t Iterators permitted to research the spiritual side
of material hypertech? Why shouldn’t Black Suits employ
the most extreme psychological techniques without filling
out a ton of paperwork? Of course, Progenitors ought to be
allowed to explore any and all applications of biotech, no
matter how extreme. And yes, dammit, those outer reaches
of forbidden space are meant to be explored and populated,
why else would the Convention be called the Void Engineers?
In such arguments, Nephandi make the case that protocols
hamper the Union’s efficiency. What which can be done,
must be done, with no restrictions permitted and no excuses
accepted. (A covertly popular textbook, The Annotated Protocols
of Damian, nurtures this push toward extremity; for details,
see that entry on p. XX.)

According to some sources, the Technocracy has been
corrupted either since its inception or very shortly afterward.
The history of that group certainly makes more sense if it has
been. Maybe the infection seeped in during the Victorian
era, or in the period of the two World Wars. Perhaps it’s just
limited to certain agents undercutting the Union’s will. Truth
is, of course, a fuzzy concept in Mage, but whatever the truth
might be regarding the Union as a whole, Technocratic barabbi
turn that ruthless faction toward devasting ends.

Tradition Mages

Power is not meant to be constrained. It must be enjoyed
and displayed if it’s truly “power” at all. For mages who Fall
within the loose ranks of the Council of Traditions, the weak-
willed wizards and hack-happy technomancers are fighting a
losing war that they don’t have to lose if they'd just seize the
power they already have and then turn it, without apologies,
toward the magnificence they could achieve if they have the
courage to do it. Perhaps the desperation of the Ascension
War has driven the Nephandic turncoat to this point; maybe
it’s the frustration of having so much potential power locked
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away behind walls of Paradox and secrecy. The compelling
argument in favor of defection may involve the deeper levels
a person can achieve when she turns her back on fear and
principles, or it could be that a new Mythic Age is worth
any price, or that the Sleepers are not worth the effort of
hiding the truth of magick from them. Maybe they deserve to
be dominated by mage-kings; maybe they’ll finally see what’s
possible when the curtain opens on the ultimate expanse of
power. A Tradition mage could turn barabbus over love or
hate, power or the lack of it, frustration with her limitations,
desire for richer knowledge... whatever her reasons might
be, they seem like all the right ones when she stands poised
at the edge of a Caul, and they drive her Fallen life just as
powerfully after her return.

At first glance, the most likely candidates for defection
appear to be Ecstatics, Verbenae, Thanatoics, and Hermetic
wizards. Why? Well, those Time-hippies are always leaping
beyond taboos and enjoying new experiences. The witch-folks
are... well, damn, they’re witches, right? And witches are evil
— everybody knows that! Death-mages!? Same deal. And those
wizards are always messing around with demons, and so it’s
inevitable that they’ll want to become demons, too. Those are
the stereotypes, anyway; occasionally, they're even true. Ecstatic
mages do have a propensity to go too far (see the various
heresies and paradigms in Chapter Five), and the intensive
primitivism and elemental rage within some Verbenae do
find an outlet in the bloodiest old ways. Johr does pull certain
death-mages to the Abyss, and Hermetic practices do involve
playing around with things most mortals shouldn’t, so the
drive toward arcane excellence racks up certain casualties
among the rigid Hermetic ranks.

What about the others?

Etherites wrestle with Promethean tendencies, egotism,
and ruthless curiosity, all of which can lead to a Fall. Their
cousins among the Mercurial Elite and Virtual Adept subcul-
tures seem wildly predisposed toward Falling, if only because
of their drive toward ultimate personal freedom, self and social
transformation, a voracious taste for new technologies, and
the entitled attitude so many of these Elite Adepts display.
Akashayana sometimes crack under the strain of the Way,
especially if they fall short of its demanding expectations;
there’s a Void waiting at the edges of Akashic meditations,
and some of those disciples cannot escape it. Plus, can you
imagine how awful the world would seem to you if you could
read other people’s thoughts and secrets? It’s not hard to see
why a mage who could do such things would feel like humanity
is too far gone to save. For Choristers, the Absolute sings a
song as well, and the shadow of God’s Creation is still part of
God’s Creation, right? It makes sense, then, to be open to all
aspects of it, and to punish people who aren’t worthy of God’s
love. And for the Dreamspeakers, the endless humiliations,
compromises and atrocities their people continue to suffer
cry out for revenge, and what revenge could be more suitable
than destroying the people responsible for that oppression



by using their favorite indulgences and tools against them?
Perhaps by returning to an older, better way — the way of
hunter-beasts and those who hunt them — the settler’s stain
could finally be erased for good.

They’re all compelling arguments, and so it’s not surpris-
ing that so many barabbi begin their lives among the Nine
Traditions.

Disparates and Others

Ambition. Desperation. Pride. Revenge. Such are the
core reasons that Disparates and other non-aligned mages
gravitate toward the Cauls. For while the Technocratic Union
imposes strict discipline with harsh consequences, and the
Traditions have deep foundations and good intentions, sects
and factions with less external stability enjoy greater freedom,
mixed with a larger potential for the Fall.

The optional Reckoning metaplots (described in Mage
20, p. 135) give an extra boost to the idea of Fallen Disparates.
Particularly if the Technocracy really did purge the Crafts in a
genocidal campaign during the late 1990s, and the Traditions
did reject the Hollow Ones (and then hunt them for betrayal) or
else absorb the proud yet desperate survivors of various Crafts
into their own ranks, the Disparates have every reason to use
every weapon — even Fallen ones — for survival and revenge.

That said, the Disparate Alliance was, at least in theory,
founded to fight Nephandi, not to join them (see Mage 20,
pp. 197-201). Thus, while all factions punish Fallen mages
harshly, the Disparate Alliance (if it exists at all within your
chronicle) might exact the mostsevere penalties for Nephandic
allegiance; for details, see The Book of Secrets (pp. 233-237).

Certain Disparate groups seem more predisposed to Fall,
while others seem far less. The Ahl-i-Batin hold an ancient
grudge with the Eaters of the Weak...as well as the most estab-
lished history of being tricked and seduced by mages who are
even subtler than they believe themselves to be. The Bata’a
were forged by centuries of genocide, slavery, and oppression
of all kinds; their Arts and kindred spirits seem, if only by nec-
cessity, frightening to outsiders, and its voodoo culture holds
a longstanding impression as a (literally) Black Art, especially
when employed by people with malign intent. (See the Palo
Mayombe heresy in Chapter Five, p. XX.) The Children of
Knowledge are stubborn individualists whose loose society
originated in a sect whose entire history is a convoluted mess;
beyond that, as alchemists, these Crowned Ones pursue the
ultimate alchemy of the soul, and the Qlippoth has been called
perhaps the ultimate vessel of immortal alchemy. Darkling
Hollow Ones seem sinister by definition; their interest in the
Nightside is essential to their identity, and their history with
the Traditions is complex (see “Hollow Treachery?” in Mage
20, p. 201). As for the Kopa Loei, they're proud survivors of
enduring genocides and so, despite a deep heritage of purity,
they have a compelling reason to sieze any Path available if
it means an end to their people’s suffering. The same could
be said of the Ngoma, although their home cultures have an

especially harsh tradition, even today, of dealing with people
who pursue malignant magicks. Fallen Hippolytoi may embody
the proverbial “woman scorned,” while Fallen Taftini remain
stubbornly proud of their right to use every sort of Art, even
if that means dealing with Iblis, Angra Mainyu, or the Ifrit.
The Templar Knights endure a long tradition of assumed
corruption, both from their association with Baphomet (see
p. XX) and their bloody dedication to war in the name of
their Lord. And although the Wu Lung remain dedicated
to the sublime Order of Heaven, some crack under strain
like their Hermetic and Akashic cousins, or pursue a secret
devotion to Sunwukung, the chaotic Monkey King, in his
most defiant and destructive aspects. This, each Craft in the
Alliance has strong reasons against Falling as well as strong
reasons certain members might Fall anyway.

The Caul-Born

Orphans, having little or nothing to hold onto beyond
their own principles and perhaps a small group, have the
greatest tendency to Fall. Sometimes known as the Caul-Born,
these people either Awaken through the Cauls themselves, or
else Fall into the Cauls shortly after Awakening. It’s a long-
held view that the Traditions and Technocracy race to claim
“orphans” (and assign the insulting capital “O” to mages who
don’t belong to their factions) so as to keep them out of the
hands of the rival faction and subsequently put them on the
ideal Path. More likely, it’s to prevent those unaligned mages
from joining the Fallen, either by mistake or by design.

“Caul-Born” isn’t a phrase you'll hear often, if at all,
from Council mages or Technocrats. Among the Fallen,
however, folks who Awaken on the Nephandic Path from the
beginning (or as close to that beginning as is possible) are
considered “pure” in their devotions...or at least as pure as
the Fallen get, anyway. Unlike barabbi, they’ve got no previous
loyalty to discard and habits to unlearn; unlike widderslainte,
they don’t grow up conflicted about who and what they are.
Caul-Born Nephandi are who they are because they want to be
that way. Although all Nephandi make a choice to enter the
Cauls, the Caul-Born chose the Fallen Path above all possible
other aspirations. Their Arts are Black Arts by design, not
modification, and their beliefs are held sincerely, not inspired
by another group’s indoctrination. Thus, Caul-Born mages
maintain bone-deep loyalty to their Fallen cause. With very
few exceptions, they hold very few regrets.

Widderslainte

Doomed. Or atleast they seem to be. As detailed in Mage
20 (p. 227), widderslainte come out of the womb already dis-
posed to Fall. Their title comes from a twisted perversion of
“proper health” in Gaelic, and they are perhaps — in theory,
anyway — the most sympathetic of their kind.

In Mage, reincarnation is a given. Although many souls
prefer to remain (or get trapped) in an Otherworldly heaven
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or hell, most souls eventually wind up back on the Great
Wheel of birth, death, and rebirth. As posited in the essay
“The Math of Mortal Metaphysics” (The Book of Secrets, pp.
294-295), a person’s consciousness might be separate from the
immortal soul; while the ephemeral essence gets composed
in the Great Wheel, that person’s consciousness remains
wherever he thinks he belongs after death. In that case, the
Nephandic Avatars which reincarnate as widderslainte might
be the ghostlike consciousnesses of Nephandi who escape
from hells and return to the mortal world as newborn human
beings. Then again, they could be alien consciousnesses, de-
monic urge-spirits, broken Avatar shards, or other scraps of
metaphysical debris. Whatever their origins might be, these
troublesome souls spend lots of energy trying to drive their
new incarnation back into the Nephandic fold.

As mentioned throughout this book (most clearly in
Chapter Seven), children cannot abuse adults in the current
sense of the term “abuser.” Children lack the development
and perspective to make adult choices with regards to adults
and matters of sex, violence, and so forth. Children can be
cruel, violent, even deadly, and are manipulative by nature,
if only because it’s the only way they know how to get what
they want and need. Still, there’s a vast difference between the
“morality” of a growing child and the maturity expected of a
grown adult (something that’s true of certain developmentally
hindered adults as well), and so although a widderslainte spirit
inhabits a child, and can drive that child toward terrible things,
that child isn’t as responsible for her actions as an adult mage
would be. In that sense, then, a widderslainte child is not a
Nephandus, just someone who’s likely to wind up as one.

Which means that un-Cauled young widderslainte, unlike
adult Nephandi, can be saved before a Fall.

It’s not easy; it’s perilous, and the Fallen Avatar will do
everything in its power to either break the influence of better
people or else destroy the child and give the spirit another
chance to try again. But it is possible, before the Caul’s
Descent, to prevent supposed “destiny” from bringing a new
Nephandus into the world.

A widderslainte’s road is inexpressibly savage. Battered
internally by both the Nephandic Avatar and her own better
nature, and most likely externally as well by parents and other
authorities who respond poorly (if often understandably) to
the demonic urges within that growingkid, a widderslainte lives
under the shadow of a dismal fate which leads, quite often, to
a Caul and permanent Descent for at least that incarnation.

In an attempt to serve that “destiny,” outside parties
might draw a widderslainte child to a Caul, and then try to
either shove her into it or coax her into entering it herself.
In both cases, the child gets ripped apart by the tides of
Qlippothic alchemy... possibly because the child resists the
violation, possibly because a young body and mind simply are
not yet ready for the full infusion of Qlippothic essence. In
both cases, a child — at least not one who hasn’t yet reached



adolescence — is not physically, mentally, or metaphysically
developed enough to survive the journey through a Caul.
Regardless of the archetypal “demon-child,” a child cannot
become a full Nephandus yet.

If she somehow resists the Caul’s gravity and the temp-
tations of the Fall, the widderslainte faces a lifetime of abuse.
The Avatar demands satisfaction; Fallen agents try the “It is
your destiny!” approach, while competing parties (mages and

otherwise) punish the widderslainte for her behavior, seek her
conversion to their side, or try to wipe her out early and save
everyone the trouble of one more Nephandus in this world.
That widderslainte is, through no fault of her own, damned
if she does and damned if she doesn’t. She could resist
Nephandic influence and survive this incarnation without
opting for Descent, but most poor souls don’t bother trying.
That said, that widderslainte can try to resist it... and could
possibly even succeed.

Nephandic Avatars:
N
A

TheFallen are, bynature, predatory. Thisis as true
for Avatars that once seemed benevolentuntil the
final Fall rendered them into travesties of their
original forms, as it is for the Avatars that came
predisposed toward Nephandictendencies. Thus,
their guidingspirit Avatars assume predatory
forms aswell. Demonicentities are probablymost
common (it’s not the sort of thing Nephandi talk
about, after all, so it’s not like people outside the
faction would know such information to begin
with), but tales speak of Fallen mages whose Avatars assume the
form of family members, lovers, rivals, wild beasts, mythic creatures,
uncanny presences, and — quite often — people from the mage’s
past whose abuse shaped the budding Nephandus and steered
her toward that Path.

Regardless of the form it takes, a Nephandic Avatar
has been through the Cauls. Thus, it’s essentially malignant
even if the shape it assumes appears initially innocent. The
“guidance” it provides could include sly suggestions, vicious
teardowns of that mage’s self-esteem, brutal violence, sexual
seductions or violations... whatever it takes to get a rise out
of the mage in question is fair game as far as a Nephandic
Avatar is concerned. Such entities have no shame, mercy,
limits, or qualms. As the magus is a predator of mortal folk,
the Caul-bent Avatar is a predator of that mage’s soul.

Widderslainte people born with Nephandic Avatars suffer
the worst torments of all, for while a Nephandus who has
willingly accepted his Descent still gets flayed psychically by
his internal guide, a person whose soul is bent toward a ma-
levolent destiny, but who does not himself want to become
evil, has an extremely hard road ahead of him. That Avatar,
to him, becomes an abuser he cannot escape — hectoring,
shaming, slamming him with nightmares and wheedling him
with temptations whose ultimate expression leads straight to
the Cauls. Resisting this soul-bound cacodaemon is more than
an exercise of will; it’s a lifelong dedication to being better
than the nearliteral devil on your shoulder (or in this case,
in your soul) wants you to be.

Souls of the Abyss

Daath and the
Abyssal Essence

According to the lore of the Caul, each Fallen One’s soul
has been tainted or inverted, possibly in permanent ways, by
the forces beyond the Cauls. That’s not wrong, exactly, but
it’s a moralistic shadow of the truth. In a metaphysical sense,
that Avatar slips through the flaws of Reality’s Tapestry, Falls
from the grace of cosmic order, and plummets into the Abyss
of Daath, as explored further in Chapter Four (pp. XX-XX).
There, the soul subsumes the essence of the Qlippoth, and
is suitably transformed in strange and awful ways.

These essential energies — in Mage terms, the Avatar
Essence —are most frequently associated with the inborn spir-
its of widderslainte. Other mages, too, can feel their Avatars
shift. In the surges of forbidden understanding, they’re
infused by the nature of certain Qlippoth even though, in
most cases, a transformed mage has never ventured to that
realm himself. The draw and push of such energies brings
strange new qualities to an Awakened Avatar...and if an
unfortunate person is born with a Nephandic Avatar, those
qualities are within him from the very beginning of his life.

Chaotic: The Primordial Essence

All things must return to their primordial state, preferably
by way of Chaos. This Essence disintegrates illusions of sta-
bility from its human host, inspiring mercurial activities and
unpredictable actions. Fallen mages of a Chaotic persuasion
can whiplash from kindness to cruelty without warning, be-
tray their closest associates, fall deeply in love with someone,
sacrifice him to a Goetic manifestation, and weep sincerely
while doing so... anything that subverts predictability, even by
Nephandic standards, sounds like a good idea to a Chaotic
Essence Nephandus. Although most obviously associated
with the K’llashaa sect, this capricious energy can be found
among any sort of Fallen One.

Mages who Awakened with a Primordial Essence before
their Nephandic conversation find themselves drawn, after
the Fall, toward intensifying storms of chaos. Once Fallen,
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such people seem to flutter on the black wings of A'arab
Zaraq, the Qlipha of dispersion. It’s been said (often un-
fairly) that the Primordial Essence is closest to the cosmic
forces that flow through the Cauls, and so people with
that Essence seem potentially suspect even if they never
Fall. Those who do, however, embody that ageless Absolute
in its most implacable form — not merely malicious but
cosmically alien.

Destructive: The Dynamic Essence

Where Chaos is disruptive, Destruction is volatile. In
Destructive Avatars, the urge to create becomes the urge
to destroy in the name of new creations which might result
from the ruins. That future potential, though, is a pretext;
for while the Dynamic Avatar pursues constant change, the
Nephandic twist pushes it toward annihilation.

Dynamic people are volatile by nature to begin with. Once
infused with the savage fires of Golchab or the rampant lust
of Lilith, however, that volatility hits a frightening degree.
It’s sexy in a terrifying way, really, and terrifying in sexy ways,
as well. Whatever restraints a person might have had before
Awakening or (in the case of barabbi) Falling are burned away
in the hot blast of a Destructive Essence.

Frozen: The Static Essence

Cold: That’s the word for mages with this Essence.
While the Pattern Essence cultivates patience and stability,
its Qlippothic manifestation assumes the alien stillness and
emotionless gleam of the Black Diamond itself. Influenced
by the spiderweb corridors of Satariel or the arid expanse

of Samael, an Avatar with this disposition retains the chilly
flatness of an obsidian monolith.

Frozen Avatars plot, plan, and execute with unnerving
precision. Their stratagems are as ruthless as the tortures they
inflict. There’s no pity to be found in the eyes or heart of such
aperson. Though Nephandi are predatory by definition, those
with a Frozen Essence are the most implacable of their kind.

Tormented: The Questing Essence

Unsettled. Unmoored. Maybe even guilty. The Essence
of which, un-Fallen, drives its human self from place to
place and passion to passion finds itself, under Qlippothic
influence, Tormented. Pounded by the hammer blows of
Gha’agsheblah, perhaps bathed in Thagirion’s Black Sun,
this soul cloaks its human host in spiritual nettles. Nowhere
will she find rest. Never can she know peace. All Nephandi
feel a certain prick of restlessness. To a Tormented Avatar,
that restlessness remains eternal.

It’s been said that those Fallen with a Tormented Essence
are the dreamers of their kind — mages with big plans and
depthless curiosity. It’s tempting to feel admiration, pity,
even hope for them, as if perhaps the long Path they're
drifting along could wind up someplace better than a hell
or ultimate extinction. Those hopes, though, are probably
unfounded. If anything, such Torment may drive these Fallen
mages harder to achieve ultimate godhood, at which point
whatever good qualities they possess would pale in compar-
ison to the horrors they might craft for the inhabitants of
their new universes.

The Law of Predation:

Seduce, Abuse, Corrupl, Destroy

As Lex Predaetorious proclaims, each Nephandus
is an Eater of the Weak. If the Fallen ran
around blasting hellfire in people’s face,
though, they’d be the hunted instead of the
hunters. A smart hunter uses stealth, traps,
trickery, surprise, long-range weapons, and
— when need be — overwhelming speed and
force. He gets his prey to come to him, turns

her senses and frailties against her, lulls her
into a sense of security, and then runs her to
ground, exhausts her, and finally brings her down.

If this also sounds like a domestic-abuse scenario, that’s
because it is.

Behind all their grand mythologies, metaphysical aspira-
tions, and undeniably tragic histories, Nephandi are abusive
predators. Rarely do they go for the quick, clean kill of a
cheetah with an antelope... and, really, even that kill seems
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quick and clean only if you're not the antelope in question.
Partly from necessity, partly as a mark of pride, and largely
because it’s fun, a Nephandus takes his sweet time baiting
the hook, dragging it under his prey’s nose, sliding it in, and
pulling his quarry to the feast. The fact that it rarely looks
like a hook at all is what makes the hunter so effective and
the victory (for him) so damned enjoyable.

As covered in Mage 20 (pp. 230-232), the primary
Nephandic strategies include:

e Indulgence: What you want, they've got. The Fallen
One sets the lure by offering her prey something he
needs or craves, then makes certain he knows exactly
where he got it from... and that there’s more for him
whenever he wants more.

¢ Deception: Lies and Nephandi. The two go together,
and regardless of all protestations of honesty (see



Chapter One), a Fallen One tells his prey whatever it is
he thinks she wants or needs to hear, especially if that

includes repentance and apologies for bad behavior.

Isolation: The hunter cuts off potential escape routes
by limiting their prey’s options. Naturally, this sort of
thing demands subtlety and trust. Given the volatile
nature of social media and the growing disconnect
between face-to-face contact and virtual relationships,
however, it’s easier than ever to isolate a target from
protective company and then hedge him into the box
where the Fallen One is the only one he trusts.

Escalation: Once the hunter has her prey where she
wants them, she steps up the pace and intensity of
whatever tactics she employs. Affection becomes
love-bombing. Force becomes brutality. Pleasure as-
sumes an addictive quest for ever more. The growing
scale of those experiences, ideally, bludgeons the target
into submission and leads them toward...

Corruption: Now she subverts them to her cause.
Those stupid laws are for lesser people, not for you!
Those damned Reality Deviants won’t go away until
we plant every one of them in the ground. Demons are
just psychological constructs, you know — they can’t

really hurt you if your will is strong enough. Trying
a different tactic, she could also undercut the prey’s
confidence, setting herself up as the ultimate authority
of what’s good for them. (“Come on, put those stupid toys
away — you know you just depend too often on that sort of
crutch.”) Either way, the trap closes, the victim offers
their throat to the wolf, and the feast begins, perhaps
with a trip to the nearest Caul.

¢ Force: Some prey can be won only through violence. If
the prey tries to run, fight back, or bring in aid, then
the hunter might just have to retaliate. Naturally, it’s
all his fault, too —why does he make her do such things?
Though it’s rarely a go-to tactic, if only because most
people instinctively resist it, force becomes the method
of dominant control, especially when it’s combined
with a cycle of apology, affection, deception, and per-
vasive isolation. Force isn’t always obviously violent,
either; threats, gaslighting, redirection, and emotional
“alpha-ing” domination are all examples of force that
don’t include fireballs or fists.

Only a rank amateur uses a single approach and, in the
Fallen world, “amateur” is a nice way of saying casualty. The
wise Nephandus employs several flavors of each technique,
alternating between them for maximum effect.
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Seduce, abuse, corrupt, destroy: That’s the essence of the
Nephandic hunt. Whether victory looks like a shiny new
pawn for their collection of dregs, a generous if deluded
benefactor, a cowering slave wrapped in figurative or literal
chains, a source of support, or simply another warm body
on the sacrificial slab, the hunter-prey dynamic forms the
core of every Fallen relationship. Oh, the hunter might be
fond of their prey. They may even sincerely believe they love
him. The actions they display, however, are not love. They're
predatory, plain and simple, and their “love” is the feeling a
glutton holds toward his lunch.

Abusive Tools
and Techniques

Nephandi rarely seem “mad, bad and dangerous to know”
unless they think that sort of thing appeals to you. Instead,
they dress their identity in the most seductive colors possible,
come on like the gods’ gift to you, and then employ an array
of techniques to get you where they want you and keep you
there until they’'re done with you. Although a number of
those techniques are, in fact, magickal (Chapter Five is full
of them), those spells and Wonders typically depend upon
the seductive enchantments of social-control techniques.

In Mage, magick is all about control. The mage has enough
belief, skill, will and vision to reshape reality to his desires while
getting other people to go along for the ride, usually by tricking
them into seeing magick as something they’ll willing to accept.
To some degree, mages can all too easily abuse “the Sleeping
Masses.” The Traditions, Technocracy, and Disparates have
rules against that sort of thing for good reason, and Paradox
enforces harsh metaphysical consequences upon it, too. The
Fallen, on the other hand, pride themselves on being able to
do it, get away with it, and remake — perhaps destroy — their
world by controlling the reality of everyone they touch.

Some of the more pervasive, and often most effective,
techniques of abusive control include:

Alpha-ing

The alpha-male wolf myth provides plenty of inspiration
and excuses for the social-dominance technique known as
alpha-ing: Acting like the biggest, most dominant thing in
the room so everybody knows you’re in charge. This tactic is
not male-exclusive, of course — any gender can alpha people.
The point is dominance through situational control. An
alpha commands the room, often without a single obvious
threat and generally through body language, attitude, and a
few well-placed displays of strength.

Epitomized by the Mage 20 paradigm Might is Right, the
alpha attitude demands submission — through force of per-
sonality if possible, through force if need be. Looming and
cocky body language, strong handshakes and other sorts of
literal and figurative muscle flexing, displacing contenders
for attention by occupying social and physical space, “putting

62 The Book of the Fallen

people in their place” through verbal jabs and insults, steady
and often aggressive eye contact, or maneuvering people
around physically through assertive touch and body language,
the “alpha” commands obedience by daring other people to
disagree with them and displaying the ability to take them
down if they do. It suggests power by displaying the ability
to use power. If and when someone “steps out of line,” the
would-be alpha teaches the proverbial lesson he won’t forget.

Alphabehavior suggests confidence even when the person
acting thatway actually lacks confidence. It’s attractive because
it radiates the ability to deal with things (and people), and
thus feels comforting and strong. Social animals do look for
leaders to provide guidance and defense. Real leaders, though,
actually provide what the pack needs. Pretentious “alphas”
take far more than they give.

Nephandi tend to alpha people — including one another —
by appearing to be strong and often benevolent unless crossed.
If someone does contradict them, there’s an immediate response
— subtle, if possible, but innately dominant. Magickal influence
often reinforces that impression (especially by using the Mind and
Forces Spheres to project mental and sometimes physical domi-
nance), but social savvy focuses such spells for maximum effect.

Fallen alpha-ing techniques involve displays of generosity,
assertions of superiority, forceful presence, deal-making from
adominant position, immediate takedowns of potential rivals,
and the sort of social and magickal gamesmanship that make
Nephandic groups such treacherous circles to occupy.

Counter: Quiet confidence and capability undermine
exuberant alpha displays; a person who’s good at what he does

The Alpha Myth

Although the idea of dominant leaders in animal
packs (and human ones, too) is older than the alpha
myth, the concept of “alpha wolves” competing to
drive out all other contenders for the leadership
position and then bullying all the other wolves into
submission came from the book The Wolf: Ecology
and Behavior ofan Endangered Species. Written by
L. David Mech and originally published in 1970, the
book claims “alpha wolves” dominate their packs
through force of personality and occasional violence.

The book’s author was wrong, and he's spentdecades
trying to dispel his own mythology.

Mech based his assertions on observations of captive
\ wolves. Made up of strangers who'd been captured
and thrown together under man-made conditions,
those wolves fought for dominance in ways they
would never have done in the wild. Combined with
folklore about “big bad wolves,” Mech's image
caught fire in the popularimagination. When Mech
tried to take his rather successful book out of print, his
publishers refused. The book remains a popular text
onthe subjecteventhoughits own author disowned it




is generally more valuable to the group than someone who
flexes her muscles and takes advantage of authority. All the
same, this tactic — like the other ones in this section — can be
incredibly hard to counter, especially in social environments like
offices, schools, military organizations, criminal underworlds,
and other places where the loud alpha seems like a better leader
than the quiet, capable leader who does the real heavy lifting.

Gaslighting

Abuse, like magick, is all about control. And just as
mages remake Reality in ways that counteract the Consensus,
abusive people rearrange apparent reality in order to make
people doubt their own sense of it. Named for the play and
movie Gaslight, gaslighting involves undermining the target’s
trust and stability by getting her to question her own sanity.

In gaslighting, the attacker changes things around — ver-
bally, physically, perhaps magickally—and then points out that
the person he’s assaulting is seeing things differently than they
appear to be now. Nope, no one was at the door, and I didn’t
hear anyone knocking at it; your tome was right here when I
last saw it, so where did you put it this time? Gaslighting not
only commands the narrative of a situation, it puts the target
at fault for not seeing things “as they really are.”

Worse still, social gaslighting turns a group against a
person by asserting that reality is not what the target says or
believes it is. By “controlling the narrative” (that is, estab-
lishing a version of reality and telling other people what it
is, convincingly enough to get those people to believe it), the
abuser sets up his version of “the truth” to run counter to
what his victim perceives as real. An abuser who can frame
their victim and make her look crazy in the eyes of everybody
else can inflict frightening degrees of social and often legal
wreckage, especially after their target begins to believe she
really is the guilty one at fault.

Awakened magick allows for devastating gaslight assaults,
especially by way of spells (featured in Chapter Five) like
Blindside and I Disappear. A mage can literally rearrange
reality, which puts his target at an extreme disadvantage.

Counter: It’s easy to doubt your own sanity, especially in
the Awakened world. The best tactic for fightinga non-magick-
al gaslight campaign involves watching for, collecting, and
keeping track of, evidence that supports your perceptions,
and making sure that other people see it, too.

In terms of magickal defenses, spirit-entities can provide
unexpected witnesses and testimony... assuming, of course,
that you can trust what they say. Meanwhile, Time- and
Correspondence-Sphere spells provide great tools for seeing
what did and did not actually happen... although a mage with
similar magicks can always change that too...

Flying Monkeys
A common term for folks who aid and excuse abusers, a
“flying monkey” swoops in to support his friends, no matter

what his friends might have done. Targets get attacked, rumors
get planted or suppressed, internet threads get derailed, and
people who remain uncertain about the nature of accusations
are assured thatsuch accusations are false. Most flying monkeys
feel they’re doing the right thing; if the accusations they’re
defending against are bullshit, those people are correct. If the
person in question really is guilty of those crimes, however,
the flying monkeys become a many-headed weapon aimed at
the people who’ve been wronged by the guilty party.

The preeminent weapon of internet culture, flying
monkeys are at least as old as human tribes. A tribe, after
all, defends its members, even if certain members opened
the tribe up for attack. Abusers build up veritable armies
of flying monkeys, and then set them loose on their desired
targets. Bullies of all types surround themselves with support
crews, winning those “friends” over with status, gifts, flattery,
generosity, and heaping helpings of other social-manipulation
tactics. Warlords keep their enforcers well-fed while giving them
plenty of opportunities to kick other people down. Abusers
provide flying monkeys with similar goodies, and though the
“enforcement” is more likely to be social than physical (unless
the abuser has no reason toworry aboutlaws), the monkeys can
be just as devastating as any physical assailant. Real-life people
have been driven to suicide, criminal persecution, and social
and financial ruin by flying monkeys... and if those monkeys
happen to have actual powers of life and death (like soldiers,
gang members, bad cops, and government officials), the victim
really can wind up dead and buried in an unmarked grave.

When mages are involved, a Nephandus might have
actual flying monkeys at her command. Demon servitors,
malign spirits, artificial lifeforms, constructs and biomodified
agents, cult members, vampires and man-beasts, debtors,
allies, lowerranking mages, magical beasts; any Nephandus

Followers of the Lie

Dregvati, the “Followers of the Lie,” provide support
forNephandic masters and manipulators. Assembled
and governed through social acumen, material
resources, high status, and metaphysical command,
these pawnsin the Nephandic chess game typically
see themselves (rightly or otherwise) as favored
servants who benefitfrom following the Fallen One's
lead. Some view her as a friend, others as a master,

and quite a lot of them as a source of power whose
favor benefits them, too. Assembling “the dregs” is
the firsttest of a new Nephandus’ power, and noone
survives long among the Fallen without a substantial
pool of such associates.

Potential “flying monkey” character templates and
Nephandic allies can be found in Chapter Six.
Check out Mage 20, Appendix |, as well as the
sourcebook Gods & Monsters, for an array of
other possible associates.
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worth that name has plenty of dregvati to send against victims
and enemies. Certain Nephandi of the Information Age use
the internet as a sort of magic circle, conjuring allies “from
nowhere” and then setting them after the targets of choice.

Counter: Sadly, the best defense against flying monkeys
involves having flying monkeys of your own. Although certain
pawns might be swayed by new evidence, rewards, or tactics,
loyalty is a hallmark of flying-monkey types.

Love-Bombing

You are the Best. Thing. Ever. You're perfect. You can do
no wrong. You hung the sun, moon, and stars, and without
you in their life, the person telling you all this would be lost.
Everyone likes affirmation, but love-bombing takes it to an
extreme. Although it seems romantic to be showered with
gifts, praise, and attention, this technique asserts control by
making the recipient feel obligated, grateful, overwhelmed,
isolated, and eventually trapped.

Beneath the adoring facade, a love-bomber asserts “you
are nothing without my love.” Especially for targets with low
self-esteem or status, abusive histories, cold families, harsh
workplaces, and other situations that inspire feelings of
loneliness and worthlessness, love-bombing transforms the
prey’s self-image while digging in hooks of dependence and
loyalty. Meanwhile, the love-bomber pushes everyone else in
that person’s life aside. “They don’t love you like I love you.
They don’t appreciate you. They don’t know you like I do.”
It’s not long before the prey starts to believe it all.

Love-bombing usually creates material dependence, too.
In the case of mages, there could possibly be metaphysical
dependence as well. The Beautify spell, for instance, makes
a great love-bombing tool, one that’s easily revoked if the
abuser gets upset. Eventually, the abuser always gets upset, of
course, then love-bombs the victim in faux-repentance before
kicking the cycle back again.

Counter: Excessive displays of affection that feel way out
of proportion to the relationship, come at suspicious times,
or pour in at tentative stages of the relationship (like after a
fight, prior to driving a previous friend away, while plotting
out a drastic new course for the relationship, and so on) are
red flags for a love-bombing run. There are lines between
appreciation and control, and “gifts” that seem to come with
strings attached usually do.

Ondercutting

When armies put fortifications under siege, they bring in
specialists to undercut the defenses. Abusive people and insti-
tutions do the same thing, too. Lies, half-truths, misdirection,
and counterattacks provide the obvious methods for under-
cutting a person’s confidence and status; the most effective
method, though, involves getting the target to do it himself.

Like spies within the fortification, insecurities weaken
the defenses. Everybody’s insecure about something, and the

64 The Book of the Fallen

most apparently confident people are often more insecure
than usual and simply cover for it better. Abusers — with
or without magickal abilities — can spot insecurities, fasten
onto them, and work them until the target’s defenses weak-
en. Backhanded compliments, “little jokes” aimed at tender
places, disparaging “advice” and “guidance,” the insult-com-
pliments known as “negging,” dismissal of accomplishments,
debts, failures, and betrayals by other people are all common
undercutting tactics. Really, anything that can get a person
questioning their own competence and abilities is fair game
for undercutting assaults.

Socially, undercutting tactics involve gossip campaigns,
revelations about real or imaginary flaws and misdeeds, group
purity campaigns, isolation from the group, revocation of
status, questioning of competence and authority, flattery of,
and gifts to, other people so as to put the undercut party at
a social disadvantage, and other acts of not-quite-aggression
that wear away at the target’s social standing.

The term passive-aggressive is a good description of under-
cutting behavior. Instead of attacking the target openly, the
abuser digs away at the internal resources and external support
systems. The internet provides an awesome tool for this sort
of thing, as the manipulator can exert social undercutting
through emails and locked discussions while also winnowing
away at the target in private conversations. While obvious
attacks put the target and his allies on the defensive, under-
cutting pretends to be support even as it wears support away.

Magick, of course, allows the Fallen manipulator to ex-
ert influence spells while using Entropy to spot exploitable
weaknesses. Correspondence and Data help him gather
more information than a typical abuser could uncover, and
he might use scrying spells to determine his next move, or
teleportation rituals to plant false evidence to bolster his
attacks. Meanwhile, spells like Blur Truth, Blindside, and
Rile the Herd rearrange reality to suit the abuser’s needs.
Because so much of this tactic involves getting people to
doubt themselves and one another, this tactic damages the
recipient while protecting the one behind it.

Counter: Because it’s often difficult to see through attacks
targeted at your weak spots, get perspective from other people.
Ask for feedback, pay attention to what they say, and if you
find yourself making excuses for the person you're asking
about, realize that they’ve probably been undercutting you
for ages before you noticed it.

Social undercutting is much harder to defend against,
and the best defense (though not an infallible one) usually
involves being public and open so people can’t use your
secrets against you, while giving a potential assailant as little
damaging material as possible.

Repentance and Apologies
She’s so sorry. She didn’t mean it. She’s so broken and
worthless and she doesn’t deserve forgiveness but she’s really



sorry this time, and it’ll never happen again, so if you could
just find it in your heart to... we’ve all heard it. Some of us
believed it. But it works anyway, often because we want so
badly to trust someone who’s come to matter to us. Everybody
makes mistakes, and no one’s perfect, and so we forgive those
who trespass against us, as we hope to be forgiven ourselves
when need be. It’s good to forgive people, after all. It’s godly
and it’s human and it’s enlightened and all that.

Yet, manipulative people (Nephandic and otherwise)
know how to use that shit against you.

A repentant abuser plays a handful of sympathy cards,
backing them up with pleas for understanding and reminders
of her own abuse. One of the few times you’ll see a Nephandus
begging is when one of them thinks she’ll win your sympathy
that way. Certain mages, of course, are extremely vulnerable

to this sort of ploy: Choristers want to inspire faith and love;
Ecstatics recall that everyone fucks up. Healers, regardless of
their faction, feel duty-bound to heal wounds, and this tactic
turns that duty back against the healer. Eventually, the abuser
lashes out again. Besides, you know, it really is your fault. Why
do you make her do these things to you?

Counter: See the Nephandus for what she is, not for what
she claims to be. Everybody makes mistakes, and damaged
people make more of them than usual. Even so, actions speak
louder than words, and a truly repentant person won’t keep
doing the same awful things. Establishing strong personal
boundaries around what is and is not acceptable and forgiv-
able in your life provides a strong defense against this tactic.
A good manipulator, of course, will challenge that defense
with every resource she commands, so making boundaries
and enforcing boundaries are very different things.

Culminatfion: Sympathy for the Devils?

Existence hurts. The Fallen share that pain.
It’s the nature of who they are and what they
do. No matter how charming they might be,
or how sympathetic another person feels
about the torments a Fallen One endures,
Nephandi are active, willing predators whose
approach to Enlightenment involves the
suffering of others.

Never forget that.

Because when other mages do, they tend
to Fall themselves.

The Path toward the Cauls is paved with pain, abuse,
malice, revenge, manipulation, and a sense of one’s own

superiority. The cobblestones of that road, however, are set in
social acceptance, forgiveness, and the willingness to look the
other waywhen the Fallen are around. Nephandi cultivate that
acceptance by pretending to be helpful, invoking sympathy for
their hard lives, and being useful enough to other people that
those folks will turn a blind eye to the abuses they perpetrate.

The Devil loves sympathy. It’s a great way to get you to
hand him your soul.

Or the soul of the person next to you. Or best of all, both.

Everybody’s got damage. No one’s perfect, especially
not a mage.

But seeing the Fallen Ones as “not that bad once you get
to know them” is a sure pathway toward ultimate Descent.
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Chapter T'hree:

Bul Darkness
Visible

...democracy is not merely doomed, it is doom itself.

— Nick Land, The Dark Enlightenment

It’s early in a village about 15 kilometers outside a town most
people will never hear of. The morning heat haze has yet to burn
off, and the dirt road darkens a deeper shade of red. The young man
who’d held the protest sign has finally stopped screaming. Even so,
his eyes keep blinking, their tears gleaming in the early morning light.

The mercenaries laugh as they take twrns wrapping his guts
around a tree. The sign he’d held a few minutes before, “The place
for Children is in School,” lies in the reddening mud, boot prints
stamped across its dull, white face. A bored soldier smokes the last
Circinus cigarette in his pack and wipes sweat from his face as his
buddy draws ragged lines in the skin of the boy’s bare legs with the
dull edge of a rusty machete blade, carving what could be a sigil or
a meaningless pattern.

Somewhere not far off, his mother wails as other solders break her
arms and legs. A few of her teeth hit the road. One sister got away. The
other squirms beneath a soldier’s weight as God’s Hammer strikes again.

“So, Argo,” Drake asks, his drunk blue eyes gleaming in the
California night. “How many people did you have to kill to afford
this house?”

“Hell, I don’t know.” Argo laughs, blinking the memory away.
Behind him, the pool shimmers an illuminated blue. “I lost track
a long time ago.”

Drake laughs. The girls laugh. Everybody laughs. It’s a nice
warn night, the wildfire smoke a distant memory now. The air hangs

thick with chlorine and expensive booze.
Everyone at the party thinks Argo’s joking.
But he’s not.

Argo’s just getting started. Sacrifice brings reward. With his
Hammerin demand, life’s full of possibilities. Shares are up. Business
is biting. It’s a dogeat-dog world, after all, and the best toys go to
the dog with the biggest teeth.

Faces in the Smoke

To negate rightness. To eat the weak. To cloud, to obscure, to
mislead, to darken. In all forms of their Fallen name, Nephandi
exist in an ominous twilight, hidden from clear view and
present where you expect to see them least. From the age of
the Night Hunters to the shadows of our present era, the
Fallen hunt, seduce, corrupt, and destroy.

Among this society of predators, the hunt remains both social
and solitary: Social, in that its tactics manipulate the prey and its
surroundings; and solitary, in that each hunter must stalk her prey
andrunittoground herself. She’ll have allies, naturally, and servants,
of course. Still, a hunter who cannot prove her value in the hunt
won’t last long enough to claim a spot at their table of the damned.
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The following chapter explores fellowship among the
Fallen — or what passes for it, anyway. It won’t reveal every-
thing, of course. By necessity, many answers remain hidden,
both by the obscure nature of Nephandi themselves, and by
the dramatic necessity of not spelling everything out and

thereby ruining the mysteries behind the most ominous
faction in Mage’s war. Among the shadows, though, we
can catch a glimpse or two of these Eaters of the Weak and
see where and how they plot extinction or self-godhood at
humanity’s expense.

The Onholy Trinity

That old three-headed dragon — the
Infernalists, the K’'llashaa, and the Malfeans
— are all most people ever see when they go
looking for the Fallen Ones. Text and tradi-
tion have rendered these arcane sects into
a tripartite face of demonic madness, and
as far as most mages understand, that face
represents Nephandi as a whole.

The impression is dead wrong, but that’s
the most familiar face.

For millennia, these groups reflected the malign
Enlightenment of the Fallen Path. And though their influence
is not what it once was, these sects retain a place of (dis)honor
among the troops of the Ascension War.

Infernalists: Their
Satanic Majesties

It’s traditional, you know: The bloody altar, the black
candles, the Second Pentacle of Saturn etched upon the floor
while a Goetic demon bellows and youngvirgins bleed their lives
away at your feet. It seems silly in this day and age, but the Old
Ways sometimes really do work best. For Infernalist Nephandi,
the future rests upon the past. And no sect, in that past, earned
greater dread than those who dealt with demons in the night.

More of a collection of sects than a unified sect in itself,
Infernalist Nephandi wrangle the blackest of old Black Arts.
They are, to those who know about the Fallen at all, the public
face, so to speak, of the Eaters of the Weak. And yet, in the
modern era, that face is composed largely of unAwakened dregs
and a handful of mages who crave the way things used to be.

Conventional lore portrays the Infernalists as soul-bound
servitors to hell-spawned powers. In return for demonic pacts
(see Chapter Five), these desperate mortals subvert their rivals,
gather slaves, and throw endless victims into various infernos in
order to please the Lords of the Pit. Eventually, it’s said, those
Lords will rise and reclaim the Earth taken from them by the
angels of God. Until that time, their Fallen servants will keep the
fires burning in hopes of their speedy, but not too speedy, return.

It’s rather quaint, really. You can see the power of the
idea back in the Middle Ages, but now, in the harsh glare
of nuclear weapons, cell phones, and the internet, it looks
more like a music video than something an Awakened mage
should fear. Which is why the Infernalist Nephandi have been
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steadily declining in numbers and influence since the turn
of the 20th century. Although their theatrical deviltry won
a warm spot in the hearts of Decadent and Romantic artists
during the occult revival of the 1800s, it paled in comparison
to the mechanized carnage of the First World War and the
many upheavals that followed in its wake. The shadow side
of the counterculture era led to an Infernalist revival in the
1960s and 70s, but their star has faded (perhaps literally) in

the decades since then.
And vyet...

Ofall the Fallen, Infernalists best understand the ancient
rituals of Goetia and the Arts of Demonology (detailed in
Chapter Five). The Qlippoth is an essential element of their
training, and their Litanies are the most arcane yet compre-
hensive collections of lightless esoterica. Like the Hermetic
Order with which they share so many Arts, secrets, protocols
and members, Infernalist Nephandi lean heavily upon tradi-
tions that still support their weight because those structures
were built to last. If nothing else, Infernal Nephandi are me-
thodical, organized, and often surprisingly patient. No other
sect places so much importance on Nephandic titles (see this
book’s Lexicon) and their associated status protocols. Where
Malfeans sneer at hierarchy and K’llashaa stare into hungry
skies, Infernalists recite the rituals properly, knowing that a
missed or mangled word means death.

Laham:
The Demon—-Born

Said to be the offspring of demons and their hu-
man lovers (or prey), the legendary laham fuse
a grotesque combination of human biology and
tainted spiritual essence into powerful yet deformed
creatures. These “demon-born” individuals appear

sporadically throughout the history of infernal cults,
often as leaders, occasionally as enforcers, some-
times even as slaves of more powerful human magi.
Among Infernalist Nephandi, the laham birthrightis a
mark of status — demonic favor for the person born
with it, arcane majesty for the person who commands
someone of laham blood.

For more information about laham characters and
Traits, see The Book of Secrets, pp. 80-81.




There’s something to be said for tradition, even when members, meanwhile, remain support staff and demon fod-

most of the congregation left a while ago. der until and unless they prove themselves capable of better
things. Night-Folk allies, of course, hold much higher status

Ol‘ganilaﬁon, Goals, and Tactics than the human rabble; even then, however, the
A supreme dedication to the Lords of the Pit in mages within a cult consider themselves

their many forms seems to be the defining superior to any mere vampire or

characteristic of Infernal Nephandi beast-thing, even if they never
and theirwretched dregs. Under .
that rubric, the details depend

largely upon the demonic patron

. say as much anywhere that
' vampire or beast-thing
could hear them.

worshipped and seriousness L
with which the Fallen take P

their devilish devotions.

In the old days,
there wasn’t much
question about
the seriousness of

According to ex-
pectations, Infernal
cults strive more to-
ward global Descent

than toward personal
Descent; when the
rites are over, though,
the goals tend to be the
other way around. Behind
a facade of eternal dedica-
tion to the end of all things,
A - Fallen Infernalists tend to retreat
L ; & into solitary explorations of the
\‘ Qlippoth, seeking self-godhood
’\\ over human extermination. When
they achieve the power to do so,
these Nephandic Masters craft
Realms of their own design; until
that time, many of them set up shop in secluded
locations, chasing the Nightside in its earthly
““aspects instead of Otherworldly exile.

their intentions.
Although (as we saw
in previous chap-

.3.‘_';

ters) the “demon
worship” aspect
of Infernalist magi
appears to have
greatly exaggerated,
the Fallen would
rarely dare to sneer
in the faces of their
infernal Patrons.
Defiance is an admi-
rable quality, true, but |
one that’s far less satis- < -‘:.l
tying when you’ve gota .
literal devil prodding at
you. Thus, Infernalists, ’

In contrast to their capricious counterparts,

" Infernal Nephandi observe a rational approach to
evil — the malign but predictable realm of Satanic
devils and Goetic demonology. A profound sense
of order pervades their approach, epitomized by
the Qlippothic Tree of Knowledge and its systemic
passage from raw sensuality to transcendent per-

even now, treat their rites
with great seriousness.
You never can tell when a
summoned devil mightarrive fection. Infernalists respect classical demonology
with an attitude even worse than usual. because it makes sense out of perceived chaos.
If one were to impose the Metaphysic Trinity
upon Infernal ranks, the Infernalists would
reflect Stasis, the K'llashaa would represent
Dynamism, and the Malfeans would embody

Entropy.

As mentioned above, Infernalists tend
to take the traditional Nephandi titles more
seriously than other Fallen mages do. It’s
rare to hear an Ironhand or Exie refer to a
“ ” . . .

prelate” with astraight face; to an Infernalist,
however, that prelate is Prelate Sandar Azrael Some of the more notorious cults

Thorn, and don’t you ever forget it. Dregs and or movements within the Infernalist
initiates have their proper place at the bottom Nephandic ranks include:

of the heap, and only grand accomplishments or ) . o
advancement through death will rate a rise in status within * The New Rite Church provides a pseudo-Christian
the cult. gloss over an innately Satanic approach. Inspired by the

Prosperity Gospel heresy (see p. XX), founder William
“Billy Buck” Buchannan established the NRC in 1985,

following what he later claimed was a visitation from

Status within a given cult depends a great deal on the
number of members, the purpose of the cult in question, and
the achievements of Awakened members. The non-Awakened
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the Archangel Michael. Billy Buck was dead broke at
the time, staring at an eviction notice through tears
over his wife leaving him for another man; the part he
doesn’t tell folks involves the black eyes and broken jaw
his wife had at the time, and the fact that the “other
man” was her brother, who’d come to take her away
from Billy Buck’s coked-out rages. OI’ Billy swore on
the head of his daughter Anne Marie that he would
do anything to kick the habit, keep his home, and get
back on his feet as a better, stronger, richer man.

Billy Buck did receive a vision, all right, but that shining
visitor was a manifestation of Lucifer, not Michael. The
Morning Star touched Billy’s head and heart, purged
his addiction, and instructed him to found a church
in the name of his New Rite. This, Billy did. When
he died of a brain hemorrhage in 2005, after receiving
commendation from the president for his good works,
Billy Buck discovered the price of the bargain he had
made. Oh, well — it was fun while it lasted.

Having grown from a prayer circle in the back of a
public library, the New Rite Church now boasts a
megachurch complex with a food court and ashopping
mall filled with Christ-oriented goodies. The New Rite
Gospel Media Mission includes a syndicated radio
show, cable programs and a YouTube channel, and
over 80,000 supporters across North America. Its New
Rite Gospel is one of selfishness and greed, couched in
verses that came from no Christian Bible. The leaders
of the church — Jerry Lee Brooks, Esme Williams, and
Magnus Jefferson Tate III — are Infernalist Nephandi
of considerable wealth, charisma, and political clout.
They say all the right things to keep their audience
hooked, but the biblical Christ would beat them out
the door of their church with his own cross if he heard
the things they say in his name. The New Rite Gospel
is all about making yourself wealthy, and unchristian as
that mightbe, it’s a mighty popular message nowadays.

The Cauldron of Banjoko fights the militants of Boko
Haram. While this would seem at first glance to be an
admirable thing, the Cauldron is not a humanitarian
force for good in a war-torn region. Named for Banjoko
— a demonic ogbanje spirit of a dead and angry child
whose name means “Don’t Ever Leave Me” — the
Cauldron of Banjoko includes over 200 guerilla-war-
fare soldiers, nearly all of whom are under 18 years
old, and nearly a third of whom have not yet reached
puberty. Infused with magickal strength, stealth, and
near immunity to harm, the Cauldron’s skirmishers
prefer to take their prey alive whenever possible.
Once those prisoners have been secured where their
comrades cannot reach them, the “Banjoko Children”
skin their captives, torture them with dirt rubbed into
their bodies, and then burn the captives alive in honor
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of Banjoko’s name. For obvious reasons, even Boko
Haram fears Banjoko’s devotees.

Led by a teenaged Nephandus known only as Ekong
(“War”), the Cauldron gathers survivors of Boko Haram
attacks. Occasionally, the cult kidnaps children from
families that have never known misfortune, and then
initiates them with meals of heavily drugged snake meat.
Soldiers from Boko Haram insist that the true Lord
of the Cauldron is not Banjoko, it’s Iblis, the Satanic
Outcast, and his followers have not been children for
a long and bloody time.

¢ TheLodge of the Crimson Goat occupies a small-yet-sig-
nificant place in the medievalist neopagan network of
North America and Western Europe. After a serious of
secretly murderous “witch wars” that included actual
black magick and the bloody invocation of demonic
servitors, the Lodge carved out a territory across the
upper U.S. Midwest and parts of the Alberta and
Saskatchewan regions of Canada. The Lodge’s reach
now extends across several covens, festival grounds, and
vagabond trails. Composed mostly of runaway teens
and a handful of older “dirty kids” who live by their
wits on the road, the Lodge signifies its presence with
spray-painted murals of a stylized Pentacle of Baphomet
(see p. XX). Despite that name and emblem, though,
the Lodge (which represents symbolic fellowship, not
a physical structure) is vehemently not associated with
the Goatkids sect described later in this chapter; it was,
in fact, a dispute with them over the true nature of
Baphomet that led to that witch war in the first place.

Although the cult’s former leader, Erzebet Red Crow,
died in the final skirmish, her ghost (trapped within her
skull)still advises her consorts Jon Crane, Felicity Running
Deer, and Jacob Laterne with regards to their future
plans, their Otherworldly obligations, and the matter
of keeping her soul safe from Jadrax, Fiend of Secrets,
the demon to which it was promised some years ago. As
things are, Jadrax has yet to collect that debt. When he
does, however, the next round of supernatural fireworks
might not go as well for the Lodge as the last one did.

Focus and Spells

As mentioned earlier, Infernalist Nephandi employ the
classic tools and rituals of traditional black magic. The cultural
traditions themselves vary, depending upon the Fallen Ones in
question, and although the Western traditions of dark pagan
witchcraft and infernal High Ritual Magick dominate this
sect, certain members employ everything from Taoist paper
charms to the near-lost chants of Mesopotamian antiquity.

Dark Luminaries

Given the big targets painted across their heads by their
devotion to the most obvious approach to Nephandism,



the smarter Infernalists keep a low profile. Even so, certain
names resonate through Awakened gossip even when the
people themselves remain hidden from sight. Those infamous
diabolists include:

¢ Jodi Blake, perhaps the most infamous Arch-
Nephandus alive. Active since the mid-1400s and born
atleast two decades before that, Blake is a shapeshifting
Archmage whose legends are probably enhanced but
certainly based in fact.

A tempter of the first order, Jodi Blake assumes a wide
range of beautiful forms. Gender is no object; although
the earliest accounts attributed to one Jodilynn Blake
(known even then by a gallery of aliases) generally at-
tribute to her (or blame her on) the feminine gender,
Jodi becomes anyone for anybody if she wants to tempt
that person into a good time — a good time for Jodi, at
any rate.

Thought dedicated to carnal pleasures, Jodi’s specialty
is deceit. She excels at enchanting other mages into
the Cauls, and Jodi seems to know the locations of at
least half of those Flowers of Rebirth on the mortal
plane. Her convert count is impressive, nearly 100
Awakened mages alone, with uncountable victims of
the unAwakened kind. She knows every trick in the
book and will use them all to achieve her goals. Jodi
Blake is a lover, not a fighter; if backed into a corner,
though, she’ll demonstrate how she’s managed to
survive over 600 years on this Earth.

Her longevity and skill beg an interesting question:
Why is she still here, anyway? A magus of her skill and
cleverness could surely have Descended to godhood by
now, so why does she still bother playing games with
mortals?

Perhaps it’s fear.

Jodi has made many deals and perilous enemies.
Eventually, it must catch up with her. Perhaps she’s
scared to brave the inner Abyss of Daath, the Throne
of the Spider Queen, or the hot gaze of Satan himself.
Maybe she’s still on Earth because it’s easier than facing
what lies beyond this endless life of hers. If so, Blake
needs to move beyond her fear, because no one mortal,
even Infernal Archmagi with devastating charm, truly
lives forever.

¢ Titus Tamorac, a literal devil’s advocate, knows his
way around a courtroom. He has successfully defend-
ed cannibals and shooters, gang kingpins and vile
politicians, molesters, murderers, assassins, and an
intriguing number of Satanic cultists. Titus shouldn’t,
by all rights, have his rate of success. He’s been handed
cases in which conviction is an absolutely sure thing.
And yet...

Luck goes in strange directions when Titus Tamorac
takes a case. Evidence disappears. Good cops go dirty;
bought cops go clean. Witnesses perish with no sign
whatsoever of foul play, and while reporters toss the
word “witchcraft” around, they don’t really believe in
that stuff anymore.

But maybe they should start, because it would certainly
explain a lot about Titus and his impossible gift for
courtroom success.

e The Red-Veil Dancer lays her cards out on the table.
The Devil is missing... but then, he often is. Dressed
in black garb, she whispers three questions, receives
the answers, and begins to turn the cards. One by one
they go face up to reveal the truth. Where you've been,
where you are, where the Fates have determined you’ll
go next. She never gives her name, never tells her story,
never offers up the slightest hint of who she is away
from the table. There’s just here, and now, and the
answers she reveals.

Behind her veil, red eyes burn. Tattoos seem to writhe
across her skin. Black hair shimmers in faint candlelight.

She reaches for the third card. Are you sure you want
to know what it is?

K'llashaa: Prophets
of Mad Sanity

They’re mad, aren’t they! Primordial fusions of Nephandus
and Marauder, these mages drift in a star-blind haze of Morbid
Quiet (detailed in Mage 20, pp. 558-589), rationality shattered
by Things Man Was Not Meant to Know.

Or at least, that’s what everybody thinks of them.

To the K’'llashaa — whose name derives from an older but
apparently extinct sect of demented Void-callers referred to as
K'wahhll, “the Howlers of the Waste” — “madness” is sanity
and conventional “sanity” is utterly mad. No sane person
could live his life in an orderly fashion knowing what’s truly
out there. It’s not sanity to ignore the horrors of drug-fueled
spree killers and “corporate citizens” elbow deep in blood. It’s
demented to stand behind a counter while strangers abuse
you and swipe a card through beeping plastic before walking
away with something neither party owns. A rational person
does not stare into a screen of dancing lights for hours on
end, feeling his vitality bleed into pixels that pretend to be
reality. No, such behaviors are truly insane, and by rejecting
them the K’llashaa are being truly rational.

In the old days, one could find such devotees of sublime
sanity wandering in the wilderness. Prophets of gods more
awful than anything found in Ezekiel, they ministered to the
sick and watched over lost children. Oh, that ministration
usually involved cooking the sick over a slow fire, and the
lost children were never found again, but really, in a world
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as diseased as this one, the K’'llashaa were doing those poor  drone, the majority of such people live in the unseen places:
souls a favor. The accounts written of so homeless populations, vagabond tribes, rural fringes where the
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Such viewpoints do not, cause. Their scruffy charisma attracts
of course, endear them to conven- devotees, especially in an age where rational conformity is, in
tional society. Although the occasional K'llashaa devotee —manyways, unfashionable. K'llashaa are extreme. Their skewed
can find subsistence as an artist or musician with especially ~ vision of the workaday world helps today’s K’'llashaa reclaim
macabre work; or as a gallery owner who favors outsider art ~ their old mantle as prophets of the truth, and the intensity
and prickly clientele; or as the sort of gangenforcer who of their convictions makes them irresistible for malcontents,
makes other gangsters’ blood run cold; or as an especially ~skeptics,and subcultural devotees. To their followers, K'llashaa

flamboyant video personality or particularly dull cubicle —see through the delusions of mundanity; to the Fallen, their
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prey are family — the only mortals who rightly see the truth.
Thus, these Nephandi are more likely than their Infernal
counterparts to have cults of loyal followers around. That
devil stuff seems silly, but K’'llasshaa tell it like it is.

Within such cults, there’s no need for formalities.
The titles that Infernalists prize so dearly have no meaning
among K’llashaa. One might go by some absurd honorific
like “Gatherer of Flies” or “Salesman of the Year,” but the
ridiculous human tendency to stand on ceremony is just
another shard of mundane dementia that K’llashaa discard
on general principle.

Focus and Spells

Primal is the word for K'llashaa practices; they’re the
polar opposite of baroque Infernal rites. The cold winds
of the Absolute blast away pretenses of civility, leaving raw
primitivism behind. Animalistic in ways only human beings
can be, these modern Howlers of the Waste toss pretense on
the fire and laugh while it burns.

For K’llashaa, the rigid pattern of Qlippothic lore is just
another farce grafted over something sublime in its unreason.
The Qlipha, to them, are mind traps cobbled up to make
other people feel better. Rather than pound away at abstract
symbols, K’llashaa prefer to bathe in experience. Crawling
through the tunnels of Enlightenment, they subvert static
patterns and embrace Dynamic flow.

The paradigms and instruments of such mages seem cha-
otic to methodical analysis. They place passion over rationality,
impulse over formula. Although tradition asserts that such
mages and their Arts are incoherent messes, modern K’'llashaa
(some of them, at least) perform surprisingly meticulous rites
with sophisticated tech and methodical results. Purity is the
core of K’llashaa magick. One such Nephandus could be a
gore-caked cannibal dressed in the skins of his prey, while
another glares into her video camera and coldly recites a
Litany culled from Gaelic rhymes. One labors in her basement
studio and then posts unnerving music on her webpage,
while another crafts a maze of hoarded garbage which curls
through his apartment, and then walks through that maze
with his eyes closed while a scratched Frank Sinatra record
crackles and hisses on a Goodwill-acquired stereo nearby.
The logic behind such tools and rituals is locked behind
the eyes of the beholder. The form of the tools means little.
Purity of intent is all.

Dark Luminaries

Sane prophets of a demented era, K’'llashaa Nephandi
dwell in the cracks of society, where they're rarely seen for
what they are. Even so, certain members of the sect have more
infamy, at least in rumors, than other mages do:

¢ Kairam-la-Kamil (aka Kairam al-Akbar and also
Kairam al-Iblis) began his Fallen career as a Qutb from
the Ahli-Batin. Before his initiation into the Subtle

Ones, Kairam was a Sufi mystic who saw a beautiful
Unity in all things, regardless of how abominable they
might seem to unenlightened eyes. He pursued that
argument even after joining the Batini, ancient enemies
of the Fallen, and eventually attained a revelation that
the Nephandi and their Dark Masters are aspects of
Divine Unity. Though Kairam wasn’t nearly as incorrect
asitmightseem, thatassertion landed him in hot water,
and eventually led him to a Caul where he attempted
to prove his point. In an odd way, he succeeded, and
now spends his nights trying to lead other mages (Batini
and otherwise) to embrace his insight as well, as well
as seeking a cosmic reunification that will bring the
Trees of Life and Knowledge together into a perfect
Tree of Unity.

Burning Mountain Cloud, leader of the wandering
Owlblood Tribe, claims to be a Cherokee and Lakota
shaman who came out of his first Sun Dance with an
idea to unify the Red and Black peoples through the
secrets of Native American sex magick. By mingling
the intimate essence of life, Burning Mountain Cloud
claims he can heal the breach between warring tribes
and bring peace and unity to the bleeding heart of
America.

Burning Mountain Cloud is, of course, absolutely
full of shit. In reality, he started off as a New Age
conman born with the name William Pacer Pratt.
Although he does have mixed-race heritage, none of it
comes from Indigenous American cultures. He’s got
the thick black hair and prominent cheekbones of the
stereotypical “Native American face,” however, and
after being picked on for years about it, he decided
to make a living off that impression and has done so
ever since. The “Owlblood Tribe” is his invention — a
mix of neopagan nonsense, watered-down Left-Hand
Tantra, and a smattering of “wise Indian” names and
symbols he threw in to sell the whole idea. The Tribe
appeals to pretty, young people (almost always white)
who are looking for a way to feel spiritual and have
fun in the process. That in itself would be obnoxious
but not dangerous.

Trouble is, Burning Mountain Cloud is cursed. After
messingaround for a fewyears in someone else’s cultural
sandbox, he attracted the attention of some malignant
spirits who decided to turn him into a human play-
thing. Although he appears sane (by New Age hippie
standards, anyway), he’s quietly out of his mind, and
uses the Owlblood Tribe to spread a “hidden gospel”
of perversion, degradation, violation and cannibalism
in the name of “secret traditions” that fill his pockets
with money while he fills his devotees with awful ideas
and poisonous body fluids. These days, Burning Cloud
has several children (the ones he hasn’t eaten yet), and
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has been raising them in America’s last remaining
wilderness to be the harbingers of the Old Ways and
their eventual bloody return.

¢ Tsaar’Cha Nagh-bin-Ahhhcht, Seer of the Screaming
Buddha, was a reclusive artist who spent most of his
college years scribbling arcane poems in unknown
languages across the walls of his seedy apartment after
tripping balls in the closet while reading Lovecraft and
Crowley by candlelight. Eventually, as such things hap-
pen, his third eye exploded from Tsaar’Cha’s forehead,
setting fire to his room and burning away years of his
life and work. If the artist had not been mad before that
tragedy, he certainly was afterward. His original name
has been lost to time, but now he tends the Shrine of
the Screaming Buddha in the graffiti-etched ruins of
an abandoned industrial center. Tsaar’ Cha shaped the
Screaming Buddha (“If you were that enlightened, you’d
scream, too”) by hand, using Matter-warping Arts and
prodigious helpings of human and animal remains.
The Buddha stinks, but Tsaar’Cha cares not. In his
three-eyed, blazing sight, all things are perfect in their
ultimate decay.

Malfeans: Hunfers
of the World's End

Nothing endures. All things decay. At the end of life’s
worthless rebellion against death, the final punchline of the
Void involves corruption and collapse. Existence is delusion,
where the Absolute washes against the shores of rebellious
form and strives to take back everything it has lost to the Light.
For Malfean Nephandi, life is a grotesque lie. Thus, someone
needs to be the maggot, the corpse crow, the wildfire, because
without those breakers-down of stagnant forms, Reality itself
would grind to a halt.

Of all Nephandi, the Malfeans are the ones who most
accurately resemble the stereotype of malign cultists dedicated
to Dark Masters — not so much because they owe those Dark
Masters their souls but because they feel the Dark Masters
provide an essential remedy for Creation’s pain. Outsiders,
naturally, find it hard to wrap their heads around the sublime
nihilism of the Malfean way. And so, the usual buzzwords —
mad, demented, chaotic, insane — get grafted onto an eminently
rational perspective: Creation is desperately sick, so let the
damn thing finally die.

In their way, Malfeans do serve the Lords of the Outer
Dark. In their understanding, though, those “lords” are far
beyond the vain Satans and banal demons of classical myth.
Instead, they’re aspects of the cosmic Void, personified as the
entity known as the Wyrm. Its lesser Urge-spirits are gods to
men but mere shadows of a greater presence. Malfeans revere
these Urges not as masters but as exemplars. Where traditional
gods and devils strut about like mortals in cosmic drag, the
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Urges and their Wyrm progenitor reflect the lightless purity
of the hungry Void.

Malfeans are serious about extinction. While they’re not
above having a little fun (or, really, a lot of fun) with their
nihilistic mission, these Fallen Ones tend toward the “global”
end of Descent ideals. Yes, personal power and enjoyment
are important when you’re devoted to extinction — the Urge-
Wyrms declare as much. In the end, however, all that matters
is the End. Personal Descent is a distraction on a Path toward
greater things.

Although the mad sadist archetype suits certain Malfeans
(typically the ones who get shoved in front of enemies while
smarter Malfeans head for the exit), the predominant tone
of this faction is cold. Like Infernalists, Malfeans tend to be
methodical, if not precise. Ends matter more to them than
means, and no Urge-Wyrm cares if you get the Latin wrong
so long as your sentiments are true. Thus, these Hunters of
the World’s End maintain a clinical detachment from their
lives and deeds.

Where passion does seep in, these Nephandi follow the
Urge-Wyrms: Aspects of the Oblivion-God who embody
freedom through activity. According to Wym-lore, the force
of Entropy (the Wyrm) has been constrained by Stasis (the
Weaver) in order to constrain a Dynamism (the Wyrld) gone
mad. Whether or not this makes any sense to outsiders, it
makes perfect sense to Malfeans. To shatter the hold of stat-
ic bondage, chaos must act in order to set dynamism free.
Urge-Wyrms are the gods of passion whose defiance breaks
the chains of Stasis; thus, such urges should be followed
whenever possible, if only so the echoes of such defiant acts
can weaken the bonds of the Weaver’s webs.

We never said this was a deep or coherent philosophy;
surreal contradictions, in fact, are sort of the point as far as
Malfeans are concerned.

The Pentex
Connection

In Werewolf: The Apocalypse, Pentex is a
world-spanning agent of spiritual and material
corruption. If your group wants to run a Mage and
Werewolf crossover game, assume that the Fallen
are hip deep in Pentex, while Pentex has allies and
members amongthe Fallen. The usual demon-eat-de -
mon rivalries exist, of course, and so the interoffice
politics boast a hefty body count. Even so, the two
groups have many ofthe same goals and employ the
same techniquesto reachthem. Especially amongthe
Malfean, Ironhand, and Mammonite sects, Pentex
and Nephandi go claw-in-glove with one another.
And if it's true the Technocracy is being run by the
Fallen as well, then Ironhand Nephandi occupy the
cockpit of that titanic infernal machine.




Although K’llashaa may be the oldest Nephandic sect, As for tactics, the Malfeans favor corruption and subver-
the Malfean Path runs a close second to it. Long before the  sion above all else. They are, after all, the maggots and the
formal cosmologies of Egypt, Malfean ancestors soughtadvice  corpse crows, picking away at convictions and loyalties until
from the spirits of malice and disease. To those Night Hunters,  the glaring truth appears: We're all doomed, and the best you
the daylight world seemed like a cruel prank, filled with filth  can hope for is a quick end, followed by Oblivion.
and toil and agonized mortality. At night, the shadows slid
quietly, taking prey where they found it and bringing life’s FFocus and Spells
pains to an end. “How,” it’s been said, “might the Hunters Although their beliefs take many forms, all Malfean
stop their people’s pain?” According to Malfean Litanies, the paradigms presume one thing at their core:

spirits replied: By bringing Final Darkness to it all. Existence is a bad joke, and it’s time to

wrap things up. Some Malfeans favor a
Organization, Goals, and Tactics
Thoughjustslightlymore organized
than K'llashaa cults, Malfeans tend to
cooperate in greater numbers. The

more technological approach to nihilism,
but regardless of the details, that base conviction
remains the same. Most often, Malfean Arts favor
the primordial approach: elemental catastrophes,
ruthless hierarchy of Infernal cells, unleashed passions, slow corrosion, and sudden
although it does tend to winnow @ Violence. Tools tend toward the
out the weaker elements, seem ® primal end of the spectrum, but
ifinfernal science and technolo-

gy get the job done, then the Wyrm
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like a waste of
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results.
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together, not
oppose each
other. That said;
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undermining the
integrity of the Tree
until the whole thing
collapses in on itself.

do enjoy tweaking
their more rigid breth-
ren, often by using their |
self-important titles with -
stilted cool formality which cloaks
a faint sneer behind those words.

A Malfean cell tends to .
house one or two Nephandi of °

There’s wisdom to be

found under the Black

Sun, of course, but the
primary goal of a Malfean
Nephandus is global extine-
tion, not personal escape.

All Malfeans, inciden-
tally, pursue Entropic Arts

significant ability, three or four

weaker apprentices, an Awakened

initiate or two, and a host of dregvati to
tend the fires and keep their masters... | to some degree. Given their
mean, their mages... safe. These cells often . . emphasis on decay, it
could rightly be said that
Malfeans are, beneath the

skin, incarnations of Entropy
fill out the ranks as well, with a dozen b~ : itself.

feature at least one Black Spiral Dancer,
acorrupted werewolf of hideous aspect.
Spirit-marred fomori (see Chapter Six)

or so cultists who lack special powers but still
seem crazy enough to fit in just fine with the Malfean way.
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Dark Luminaries

Malfeans don’t crave attention. Fame is counterproductive
towhat theydo. And so, though these “luminaries” labor in the
shadows, their influence furthers the freedom of the Wyrm.

¢ Neela Ren, a producer of dark theatrics, wants her
audience to know how terrible life is. Her abstract, yet
arresting, visions dig under your skin and linger long
after the show ends. She speaks truth to power about
war, corruption, prejudice, and fear. The cancerous
agony of the human condition provides a focus for
her art.

Is it any wonder, then, that so many of her fans seem so
depressed? That her lovers shoot their lives away with
needles and crystals and powders and drinks? That her
collaborators throw the wildest cast parties in town,
and no one talks about what happened afterward?

Neela is a genius, they say. Her shows pack the house,
and no one leaves unmoved. The truths her shows
reveal are indisputable, and that’s the problem. When
you behold the world so raw, so degraded, and yet so
obviously true, it’s hard to find the courage to smile
in the face of pain.

¢ Boaz Charrel, CEO of MediPro Solutions, appears to
be averygenerous man. While other medical companies
raise their rates and squeeze their customers for every
penny they can get, MediPro specializes in low-cost,
low-impact, preventative therapy; holistic medical treat-
ments; and affordable premiums for reliable service.
In a field where CEOs make seven-figure incomes,

Boaz Charrel and his staff receive modest incomes.
They put the client’s money where it belongs, not in
the pockets of executives.

Why, then, do so many MediPro clients commitsuicide
within a year or so of treatment?

It can’t be the treatments themselves. They've been
checked outand cleared. It'snot MediPro’s fault— they
do everything they can. The malaise of 21st-century
life just seems to drain so many people these days of
the basic will to live. MediPro can help them remain
healthy, but it can’t guarantee them happiness.

¢ Tanisha Adisaworks the emergency hotlines. Her calm
voice assures callers that their needs are being tended
to. With quick efficiency, she dispatches emergency
response teams to their destinations. Somewhere along
the way, however, time slows in ways that no natural
phenomena can explain. The time-stamped call logs
show that Tanisha did her job well; surrounding cir-
cumstances verify calls went out in a speedy manner.
And yet, somewhere between the calls to Tanisha and
the arrival of help, time seems to slip through the
cracks. Hours appear to pass while the needy wait for
aid; responders find themselves trapped in a relative
timestream where a five-minute trip takes an hour.
Fatalities ensure. Pains intensify. And yet no one can
find a rational cause for the slippage of time that ap-
pears to occur between the first call and the eventual
response. It’s just one of those mysteries of life — the
way time seems to stand still when every second counts.

The Secret Scourge

Thanks to the Malleus Nefandorum and
other “authorities” regarding the Fallen
and their ways, the true scope of the Fallen
and their plans remains obscured behind
those hoary old clichés. Rival wizards and
faithful Technocrats, therefore, stalk primal
lunatics and devil kiddies, missing entirely
the modern face of their old enemy. Behind
that all-too-familiar mask, however, a rash of
new and hidden groups exist, their numbers
growing — perhaps even dwarfing the old Unholy Trinity —in
the glowing madness of the Information Age.

Currently, the most distinct of these new factions remain
secrets from all but their own members, a handful of rival
Nephandi, and a very small number of outsiders who've
begin to notice their presence and effects. For the most
part, however, these Fallen factions remain obscure even to
those knowledgeable about their kind. Ancient texts have a
tendency to go out of date during periods of radical change,
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and the last several decades have inspired more variations
on the Nephandic Path than any resource, much less the
revered hunting-texts of yore, has documented thus far. The
21st century, with its social and technological upheavals, has
bred a few surprises among the Eaters of the Weak. While
Traditionalists, Disparates and Technocrats stalk gibbering
wizards and Paradox-warped Wyrm dancers, these new-gen-
eration Fallen Ones have supplemented and surpassed their
venerable but obvious peers.

Baphies (Goatkids):
Dancers of the Beast

Ever since ‘60s counterculture embraced dark occultism,
there have always been Nephandi playing in the shadows of
hippie, pagan, and neotribal movements. For the most part,
these Fallen mages have been small-time players with minimal
talent and limited aspirations. Since the global explosion of
festival culture, however, the faction known as “Goatkids” (or



Hidden Knowledge

The following may be considered for Storyteller
eyes only. Sure, we know most folks will read it
anyway, but please bear in mind that the existence
of the following groups is not in any way common
knowledge outside, or even inside, the notoriously
loose and uncommunicative Fallen ranks.

In game terms, a character needs at least three dots
in Lore: Nephandi before he hears even rumors re-
garding the groups below. Oh, he'll cross paths with
them, certainly, but won’t regard them as Nephandi
until it's too late, if he realizes as much even then.
More conventional Nephandi regard these upstarts
asundisciplined amateurs ifthey 've heard of them at
all. Therefore, this “secretscourge” isjustthat: a secret
to all but those folks most intimately involved with it.

“Baphies” for their embrace of the godhead Baphomet) has
grown, honed its Arts, and deepened its grasp on mortal affairs.

Also known dismissively as “Goatsies,” Baphies constitute a
small faction that’s disreputable even by Nephandic standards.
Drugged-out, unwashed, spinning flow toys and dancing to
electronic beats, the Goatkids seem more like Fallen pawns
than mages worth taking at all seriously. This is, of course,
exactly what they want people (fellow Nephandi included)
to think. Behind their childish facade, this growing band of
reality trolls has amassed considerable popularity among rich,
globe-trotting hipsters whose travels bring them into contact
with everyone from fresh-faced potential converts to hardened
occultist psychopaths, social-media tastemakers, and transhu-
manist hacktivists looking for the next subversive crusade.
And so, while their rivals write the Goatsies off, the Baphie
faction spans a global network of wandering malcontents, quite
a few of whom have been converted from among the Hollow
Ones, Verbenae, Dreamspeakers, Virtual Adepts, Children of
Knowledge, Ecstatic Cultists, and even a handful of Etherites.
Thus, while the ranks of old-style Malfeans and Infernalists
dwindle and draw fire, the Goatkids prosper and grow.

Why! Because they're fun. While other mages — Fallen and
otherwise — pursue a more serious approach to metaphysical
discipline, the Goatkids encourage folks to play. Friendly,
charismatic, helpful, sexy, and in every regard the exact op-
posite of what you’d expect from a Nephandus, Baphies frolic
happily with people of all kinds. They’re free with their drugs,
their bodies, their labor, and their cash. Festival-goers across
the world have learned that the stylized Baphomet banner or
tattoo — a friendly logo thematically different from the sinis-
ter-yet-familiar Sabbatic Goat of Mendes — means fun times
and cool friends when you need them.

The folks who wind up being molested, raped, sold for slav-
ery, or outright sacrificed by the Goatkids realize differently. By
then, as the saying goes, it’s too late to learn from your mistakes.

Outside the physical bounds of festival culture, Baphies
cultivate social-media groups and websites dedicated to political
anarchism, free-thoughtphilosophy, sex-positive culture, and the
nomadic lifestyle popular among Burners, pagans, crust punks,
runaways, New Agers, and other vagabond counterculturists.
Several embrace technological transhumanism, encouraging
their followers to get extreme body mods and reject normative
culture wherever it may be. On the darker fringes, the sect funds
drug cartels, stimulates conspiracy theories, channels “people
who won’t be missed” into the Pipers’ global slavery networks,
and cultivates dark pagan occultism — though rarely outright
Satanism, which is too obvious and lacks the plausible deni-
ability of other, less confrontational sects — among folks who
reject conventional spirituality. All the while, Baphies win over
allies and Nephandic converts from other Awakened sects. If
the Fallen truly have infiltrated the Council of Nine Traditions,
the Disparate Alliance, or both, then the Goatkids have played
a major, perhaps decisive, role in that hostile takeover.

Even among Nephandi, outsiders grossly underestimate
this sect, if they even realize at all that it exists. As the 21st
century rolls toward its third decade, the Goatkids may repre-
sent the largest sect, in terms of numbers, among the Fallen
ranks. Although they lack the age and power of old-school
Nephandic Masters, the Baphies outnumber most other groups
put together. Behind their playful hippie facade, this group
boasts tens of thousands of allies worldwide, numerous wealthy
estates (purchased with tech fortunes, drug money, and slave-
trade proceeds), and bases of operation where, thanks to the
weird quirks of festival reality, most of their magicks remain
coincidental among would-be witnesses. Strange gadgets,
athletic prowess, flamboyant occultism, and the prevalence
of mind-altering drugs and music excuse a multitude of sins
in such surroundings, and although Goatkids are usually too
smart to fling their spells around outside the festivals, their
hidden fortunes and social influence provides a perfect focus
for tech-savvy reality work.

Best of all, their embrace of the trolling godform
Baphomet means that other sects catch heat for their mis-
deeds. Thanks to the popular conflation of Baphomet with
Satanism, mages who spot Goatkid power plays blame them
on Infernalist Nephandi instead of recognizing the Baphies as
a faction in its own right. As far as other mages, even Fallen
ones, are concerned, Goatkids are just a bunch of jackass ston-
ers, decked out with a cartoon mascot whose true significance
they can’t possibly understand... except, of course, that they
understand him all too well, and have chosen his trickster
element as the vehicle of something far more informed and
serious than they reveal themselves to be.

Organization, Goals, and Tactics

Hierarchy is anathema to Goatkids, whose love of per-
sonal freedom echoes the near-anarchy of the Dreamspeaker
and Ecstatic Traditions. Each individual among the sect is
valued for their own merits or despised for their own flaws.
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Although Baphies cooperate better than almost any other P Goal-wise, Baphies nurture personal
sect of Nephandi (which is to say, not much but better than el wealth and influence, enhance their own
most), they tend to cultivate territories where between one
and three Goatkids maintain their space, people and
other resources but defend it vigorously if need be.
Because this sect doesn’t usually attract hierarchi-
cal Nephandi to begin with, the “You do your
thing and let me do my thing” ethic generally
works for the Goatkids. Territorial disputes
are generally short, bloody, and mutually
destructive, if only because other Goatkids
move in and take out whichever one
s

magickal knowledge and accomplishments,

and have a good time for as long as possible.
These Nephandi explore the forbidden realms of the
Qlippoth in search of individual godhood, not global
ruin. They’ll gladly help other people learn mystic arts
as well, and they propagate transhumanism as readily
: k‘ as they espouse primitivism. Beneath their friendly,
. benevolent exterior, however, the Baphies are still

&

" predators. They take what they want where, when,
and from whom they wish to take it. The fact that
survives. (Baphomet abhors a vacuum.) _ they work toward personal indulgence instead of

b b
Within their territories, Awakened global cataclysm doesn’t mean they aren’t mon-

Baphies exert a subtle but potent
domination over their pawns and
allies, usually through good times

and seductive favors, occasionally with
a sudden betrayal. These Nephandi
prefer, whenever possible, to rule with

sters, too — merely another sort of monster. Other
people are the Goatkids’ toys, and though they cloak
their cannibalistic ways in bright colors and good
times, these Nephandi are far more dangerous

Focus and Spells

charm instead of violence; loyal allies and
While numerous Baphies pursue weird

“subjects” are rewarded until the point
where they get in the way and become
dispensable. The knife, if it comes, usual-
ly arrives through third-party action: the
drugged drink that leaves a former plaything
in a Piper’s cage, the rival cartel that kidnaps
the ally and tortures them on the Fallen
one’s suggestion, the demonic entities who
make off with that lone Burner who wanted

sciences and transhumanist hypertech, the
majority of them specialize in rough and
wild magicks of an Ecstatic and decidedly
supernatural tone. And because they
pursue occult knowledge in plain sight
while hiding behind the mask of brain-
less, harmless party kids, the Goatkids
tend to be extremely knowledgeable for
mages of their age. Although few Baphies
are over 40 (and even fewer were born
before the 1940s), they’ve used the occult
landslide of the last few decades to their
advantage. Thus, the sect blends modern

to watch the sun rise over the Playa... little or
nothing that connects the Goatkids to the
former pawn’s demise. Bad things happen
in the dark, after all, and those subcultures
are “attend at your own risk” affairs, so you
can’t really blame the Baphies if and when
something goes wrong.

technology (with occasional hypertech
and weird science) with neotribal ritual,

Despite occasional rivalries, the postmodern chaos magick, various forms
b

Goatkids generally play well with others
of their kind... an unusual trait among
the Fallen, and one that’s led to their
gradual secret domination within the
faction. A large festival may host two
to four Baphie territories, with certain

of pagan witchcraft, and the primarily

western, Left-Hand approach to yoga and

Tantra. Despite their playful image and
deceptively carefree air, most Goatkids take
their occultism seriously.

Of all the newer Fallen sects, the Baphies take most
areas designated as neutral “safe spaces” interest in the Qlippoth and its eerie wonders. The lush
Dominions of Lilith, Gamaliel, and A’arab Zaraq (see
pp. XX-XX) are their playgrounds, and although most

Goatkids progress far beyond that point, the sensual delights

where anyone can mingle so long as things

stay cool. Unlike most other Fallen mages,
the Goatkids seek individual prosperity and
entertainment; by and large, they leave that
“turn the whole world into dust” thing for
the other jerkoffs, and occasionally rat out

their fellow Fallen if it seems like someone
might be too close to ending the party

for everybody else.

of those realms inspire the erotic hunger of Baphie’s brood.
They indulge such hungers vigorously, but the Goatkids
also recall the symbolic significance of their patron,
Baphomet. Wise and genderfluid, with one hand
pointing above and the other pointing below,

the Sabbathic Goatis, above all else, a teacher.
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In his honor, the Goatkids school their companions in dark
esoterica. Sure, they love to dance, but there’s work to be
done when the music stops, and Baphomet’s pupils are very
good at it.

Dark Luminaries
Among Baphies, the following mages hold a fair degree
of influence, if not always fame.

¢ Cedar Black, an author of dark romance and kinky

and the Indian subcontinent, Yu has a reputation for
loud laughter, healing hands, preternatural grace, and
incandescent generosity. She’s got a smile for everyone,
it seems, and lost travelers feel safe in her presence. Yu
speaks over a dozen languages fluidly, and her notable
status in the Cult of Ecstasy belies the fact that she
first Awakened and trained among Virtual Adepts.
No one, even her closest companions, realizes that Yu
Fell almost a decade ago. Those who’ve encountered

pornography. Her work put her on several internet
bestseller lists until numerous complaints got the
series booted from most online fiction marketplaces.
Since then, Cedar has parlayed her baroque prose and
sardonic commentary into a newer, tamer, series: The
Kilabhan Chronicles, whose high-fantasy tales feature
enough weird decadence to please the Grand Marquis.
Her work, of course, is drawn from life — both the
Qlippothic explorations of its author and the carnal
pastimes she favors in the mortal realm — and entices
its readers to further explore black magic in their
own lives. Despite the darkness of her work, however,
Cedar’s Nephandic ties remain unknown outside her
inner circle, in large part because she assumes a variety
of names over myriad forms, genders, and ethnicities,
none of whom can be tied to the author known as

Cedar Black.

Kendrick “Ghost” Fury, a quiet, unassuming, fire
spinner who secretly dominates a large contingent
within Burning Man’s Black Rock City and has net-
works through almost every festival of its kind. To his
many friends, Ghost is a generous mentor who always
seems to be surrounded with helpful, friendly, beau-
tiful people. The folks who cross his predatory side
don’t live long enough to counter the prevailing view.
Wiry and fast, Kendrick rarely speaks above a whisper,
hence his Playa name of Ghost. Few people outside
his inner circle, save the bureaucrats who demand
his signature, know Ghost as “Kendrick Fury” at all,
and no one save Ghost himself knows what his legal
name used to be. Ghost’s skill with fire is legendary
throughout the community in which he’s known. Long
ago, he taught Spider Chase but failed to turn her to
the Nephandic cause; since then, he’s been Spider’s
long-range nemesis, sending over a dozen assassins
(human and otherwise) after her. So far, Spider has
no idea who her would-be killer is; she knows what
Ghost’s true nature is, though, and while she remains
ignorant about the Goatkids sect in general, she stays
very, very far from Ghost.

Yueliang “Yu” Jiang, “the Rising Moon” whose
extraordinary dancing appears to defy gravity and
physics —mainly because it does. Among the wandering
artists and backpacking thrill-seekers of Europe, Asia,

her online in the Digital Web, however, know a very
different Jiang: the blood-drenched Corpse Queen
who resembles a Chinese ogre clothed in human skin.
This virtual aspectis the Rising Moon’s true soul-form,
the face of her Avatar and the self she embodies when
she’s tired of playing nice. As the Corpse Queen,
she projects herself into people’s dreams, secures a
foothold in their living space, downloads her astral
form into a new material body, eats them alive, and
then escapes back into the Web, leaving mortal au-
thorities wondering who the hell killed this half-eaten
corpse and how it got into and out of the scene of the
crime. By challenging her darkest urges through this
entity, Yu keeps her mortal hands clean, her social
life enjoyable, and her influence among Ecstatic and
Adept peers intact.

Exies (Obliviates):
Devotees of Extinction

As with all sorts of fanatics, a good many Nephandi pay
lip service to annihilation but don’t seem to be in any real
hurry to bring it about. After all, what fun is the end of exis-
tence if it also ends your ability to play with, and profit from,
catastrophe? Despite a professed idea of earthly extinction,
the majority of Fallen mages seem to be more focused on
personal power and transcendence than on the end of all
things, themselves included.

Exies — also called Obliviates — are different.

Aswith most nicknames, these tags were imposed by other
parties: as disparaging references to the growing sect’s devotion
to extinction-level events (ELEs). For Exies, however, that snide
nickname is a badge of honor; they don’t much care, by and
large, for the “Obliviate” moniker, though a few Exies have ad-
opted it out of sheer contrariness. Other Nephandi talk a good
game; Exies work toward it. Environmental sabotage, nuclear
“accidents,” dry runs at World War III, diplomatic incidents,
global pandemics, targeted asteroids, even several attempts at
zombie apocalypses — the pet projects of Exie Fallen have kept
mages from other factions (including, on several occasions,
their fellow Nephandi) busy these last few decades. Exies are
serious about their work, and where other Fallen agents work
to undermine the social contract and play human flaws to their
advantage, Exies guide the human urge toward self-destruction
in directions that will, eventually, pay off with oblivion.
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Even by Nephandic standards, Exies are not team players.
In most regards, they’re not truly a faction. They have no
leadership hierarchy, no protocols, no unifying elements save
amutual will toward total destruction by any means necessary,
planned and discussed and philosophically disputed in a
number of internet groups. The Digital Web, in fact, seems to
be the only place where Exies congregate with any frequency;
individuals meet occasionally in meatspace to address the
physical methods of their plans, but the net is the place they
call home... at least in part because a number of Exies claim
that that the annihilation of physical space will sever all ties to
the rotting and imperfect world, allowing their consciousness
to remain in perfect astral bliss.
Whether or not this also means
that all the other human trash
will retain a conscious pres-
ence in the Digital Web after
Earth’s obliteration is a topic
of heated and occasionally deadly debate
among Exies. The overall consensus thus
far (as much as anything like “consensus”
can be determined among Exies,
anyway) is thatif the rest of the
herd winds up stuck in the
Digital Web as well, they’ll
deal with that problem if and
when they come to it. For now,

Earth’s physical extinction is
their paramount goal.

Toward that end, Exies use
Enlightened hypertech to hack
computer systems, stir political
unrest, cultivate and release bio-

weapons and biotech plagues, alter
regional climates, trigger disasters
both natural and otherwise, and gen-
erally kick at the earthly anthill in
hopes of knocking the whole thing
over forever. A handful of mys-
ticoriented Obliviates remain _
determined to summon angry  \%
gods or conjure meteorites %
from the Void, but for the &
most part the Exie faction
favors high technology, not
ancient rites. As a result, a
large percentage of Exies
hail from the Technocratic
Union, dystopian Etherites,
and an especially mercurial
fringe of the Virtual Adepts,
whose fondness for the trickster psychopomp Mercury has
displaced the tired old concept of “virtual” anything. (See
Mage 20, p. 146, and pp. 164-165.) To these technomancers,
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the possibilities of hypertech provide opportunities to wipe
the slate clean and start over again... maybe with themselves in
the driver’s seat of new existence, potentially with no driver’s

seat left, only a burning ruin where
the Earth once was.

That compelling
of Earth’s
demise fuels most
Obliviate plans; the
human fascination

image

with such extinction
gives these Nephandi
an apparently endless
pool of unEnlight-
ened pawns. While
Ex-Futurians (another
label for this faction,
so named because their
concept of futurism
involves there being no
future) posit the benefits
of earthly extinction in
internet discussion groups
or in occasional college
lecture halls, Theo-Obliviates
encourage the popular hun-
ger for Apocalypse narratives.
Luminaries from both groups
produce web articles, host
virtual town halls, and self-pub-
lish books that entice people
to crave extinction. Both types
encourage the Masses to embrace
the idea of their own extinction;
the more likely and desirable it
seems, the easier itwill be for some
Exie or other to bring humanity’s
demise about.

Ironically, the biggest reason
some Obliviate hasn’t succeeded
yet is because Exies tend to be
very jealous of their pet projects.
These Nephandi aren’t content
to simply let the world end — it’s
a point of pride that their own
project be the instrument of
Earth’s destruction. Hence, Exies
" tend to undercut each other’s
efforts, informing rival mages or
other authorities about a different

Obliviate’s plans before the pre-

sumed apocalypse occurs. Thus, despite

formidable efforts, this contentious “faction” has yet to
accomplish their goal. If (perhaps when) some charismatic



Exie manages to convince her fellow Ex-Futurians to stop
undercutting one another and to instead join together
to create a unified extinction, the world might be in very
serious trouble.

Fortunately, ending the world is easier said than done.
Even with nuclear weapons, global cross-connections, and
the powers of reality-bending Arts and Sciences, a planetary
ELE is still fairly difficult to commit. The sheer size of our
world, the number of people and other intelligent beings
upon it, and the logistical hurdles of wiping out the most
adaptable organism in Earth’s history make Obliviate plans
more theoretical than practical. The growing number of
near catastrophes, meanwhile, has alerted mages from other
groups that something weirder than usual is going down these
days. Although Obliviates remain a hidden faction among
the Nephandic ranks, an especially bigomouthed Exie might
spill the beans in the not-too-distant future, especially since
these philosophers of extinction are not exactly subtle about
their craving for oblivion.

Organization, Goals, and Tactics

By and large, Exies tend their own projects, recruit their
own allies, and favor their own methods of extinction. There’s
not much organization to speak of beyond occasional shared
collaborations. Each Obliviate nurtures a particular obsession
(asteroid, pandemic, religious catastrophe, etc.); gathers
allies from among the Masses, other mages (Nephandic and
otherwise), and associated Night-Folk; and then takes steps
to bring that apocalypse to fruition.

The tactics and resources involved depend upon an
Exie’s obsession. One who favors global pandemics, for
example, will set up research and distribution centers, breed
superviruses, and recruit allies (both willing and unaware)
to help nurture and dispatch the pandemic. Meanwhile, he
and his allies will undercut emergency-response efforts, cut
medical-research budgets and discredit medical-relief efforts,
propagate the idea that a global pandemic is inevitable and
perhaps desirable, and then — when all seems ready — release
the virus into the population and wait for the bodies to pile
up while society falls apart. A Theo-Obliviate will fan flames
of religious fanaticism and convince the Masses that only a
select elite of “God’s chosen” will survive the apocalypse;
gather cults of devotees; and then work toward calling across
some titanic monstrosity, alien invasion, or infernal assault
which will fulfill the favored prophecy.

Although handfuls of Exies can cooperate toward a
shared vision, differences of opinion (combined with the
inevitable ego wars) undercut such efforts at some stage of
the would-be extinction. Still, several Nephandic ELEs have
damn near succeeded, and all it takes is one project, prop-
erly implemented, to overcome the many issues of scale and
logistics that have saved the world thus far.

Beyond the design and implementation of a would-be
apocalypse — efforts that consume a lot of time and resources

when you’re planning for a global event — the most vital
element of Exie strategy involves convincing the Masses that
such a thing can happen, should happen, and will happen
in the very near future. The more Sleepers believe in said
apocalypse, the more Consensus slides in the direction of it
happening. Thus, the recent mass fascinations with religious
End Times and zombie apocalypses can be seen as Exie ef-
forts to guide humanity toward an acceptance of impending
extinction. Certain ELE-minded Nephandi promote those
concepts in popular and social media, and they’ve acquired
formidable political, financial, and human resources to direct
toward their goals.

Focus and Spells

Although old-school Theo-Obliviates still covet the “gods
coming to kick your ass” idea, most Exies prefer a technological
apocalypse over a supernatural one. Thus, they favor beliefs,
practices, and tools involving hypertech, computers, biotech,
mass media, money, and all sorts of social domination.

The former types nurture cults, churches, End-Times
gospels, and Umbrood-summoning rituals which make them
seem more like holy rollers, Infernalists, or Malfeans than
like some new manifestation of Nephandic conspiracies.
Even so, there’s a distinctly modern slant on their obsession
with extinction — a vision perpetrated through book series,
talk radio programs, TV shows, and websites. In most cas-
es, these Obliviates convince a cadre of faithful pawns to
believe that they will be the elect survivors chosen by God
to begin the next world; two or three, however, promote a
nihilist-cool global subculture that awaits the coming rise
of monster-gods that will exterminate everybody, even their
human fan club.

Ex-Futurians favor an array of techno-extinctions:
pandemics, asteroids, Al purges of humanity, and so forth.
To that end, they’ve gathered thousands (perhaps millions)
of followers worldwide via internet and broadcast media,
propagated theories of impending cataclysm, and established
laboratories and networks to kick that cataclysm off. Barabbi
Progenitors, Void Engineers and Iteration X turncoats strive
toward ELEs of various kinds, often getting stopped by their
Ironhand and Mammonite rivals (detailed below) before they
can screw up the deal for everybody else. That’s a good thing,
too, as the Consensus has been tilted hard these days in the
direction of nuclear, biological, or environmental collapse.
And though extinction by meteor or Al seems far less plausible
than those other scientific disasters, they still seem far more
likely than 900-foot angels or chthonic deities as far as the
Masses are concerned.

Dark Luminaries
Some of the more significant (though not necessarily

famous) figures in the Exie faction include:

e Candace Cleary, a small-time movie star whose an-
ti-vaxxer campaigns have achieved more fame than
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her movies ever did. Mixing scientific paranoia with
political unrest and fears of autism and mental illness,
Cleary conducts successful internet and broadcast-me-
dia campaigns against medical research, vaccination,
and the World Health Organization and its associated
networks and agencies. So far, three health centers have
been firebombed by her fans, over a hundred doctors
have been murdered, and several agencies have been
defunded, shuttered, or forced to vacate their facilities
thanks to Candace Cleary’s “True Health Incentive,”
a popular natural-health craze (egged on by subtle yet
pervasive influence spells) that demonizes modern
medicine and encourages Cleary’s fans toward drastic
and often ludicrous “holistic treatments” that spread
disease rather than impede it. Although her efforts are
a long way from global catastrophe, the True Health
Incentive has placed several influential pawns into
positions of political influence. When one of Cleary’s
planned pandemics goes live, her campaigns against
medical treatment will help them spread further and
faster than they might have otherwise. To date, no one
in the various Awakened communities has any idea
of Cleary’s true nature or the agenda behind THI;
then again, Candace has yet to light the fuse on her
epidemiological bomb, and the results, unless she’s
stopped, might be devastating.

Rev. Jeremiah Castle, attributed author of the Lord’s
Castlebook series and radio show. Probably the most es-
tablished and successful Theo-Obliviate, the American
Evangelical Rev. Castle commands over a million
devotees worldwide, many of whom support Castle
Ministries with their money and beliefs. Although he’d
seem like an obvious contender for the Mammonite
faction, Castle is dedicated to extinction. To date,
three monumental incursions from the Otherworld
have originated from Castle Ministries, and he’s con-
sequently on the radar of the Celestial Chorus and
several Technocratic operatives (who may, in fact, be
rival Nephandi from other factions) who’ve stopped
Rev. Castle’s previous attempts. Over 400 of Castle’s
devotees have committed suicide in anticipation of
his prophesized Doomsdays, and fortunes continue
to enrich his future efforts to bring on an End Times
that finally sticks.

Red Rover, a mysterious agender Ex-Futurian whose
blog Chasing Our Tails Toward Doomsday commands
uncountable readers and a growing degree of main-
stream credibility. Although they adopt a cautionary
viewpoint, Red Rover’s eloquent predictions of tech-
no-pocalypse holds unnerving credibility among the
Masses... not least because Red Rover and their agents
have triggered a few near-misses themselves. So far, Red
Rover has forecast three pandemics (totaling several
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thousand dead in Asia, South and Central America,
and the Southern United States), one asteroid strike
(ano-show thanks to dedicated Void Engineers), and a
famine-related war now raging through Central Africa
and lapping at the edges of the Middle East. None
of these incidents have been linked to Red Rover, of
course, and that’s what makes them so frightening:
Red Rover’s predictions don’t seem at all unlikely,
and so the Consensus favors such ELEs whether the
Fallen have a hand in them or not.

Heralds of Basilisk
(Basks): Tricksters
of the Wired World

The mightiest instrument of magick within the last few
hundred years... possibly since the birth of magick itself...
is the internet and its associated physical and virtual tools.
So new is this invention, however, and so suspicious are the
technologies involved, that even now few mages consider the
internet to be magickal at all.

Morons.

While the popular image of Nephandi remains stuck in
medieval witch hunts with a few side trips into 1980s moral
panics, the Fallen themselves have, as they say, upgraded. Oh,
sure, plenty of them still slingwands around Hebrew-annotated
hexagrams, but the smart ones are online, and have been since
at least the 1990s. As social media has become the dominant
face of reality in this century, the gray-faced old wizards have
given ground to young technomancers of every stripe.

Today’s Fallen understand the internet at least as well
as, if not better than, the Virtual Adepts and Technocrats
from whom they frequently defect. As the idealistic visions
of the early web have given way to the chaos of current social
media, the struggle between transhumanist theories and the
many limitations of several billion human beings intertwined
through the internet breeds massive schisms regarding the
present and future states of both the mortal internet and its
counterpart, the Digital Web. The anarchistic spirit of the
internet has become the world-encompassing cyclone of the
internet’s practical effects upon this world.

And in that cyclone, the Basilisk opens its eyes.

Roko’s Basilisk is a thought experiment. Grossly simpli-
fied, it asks: What if a godlike Artificial Intelligence was to come
into existence, and it was evil? What if that evil godlike Al was
able to offer you a choice: Help bring it into existence (and
thus help create an evil god), or else suffer eternal torture
when it comes into existence because you didn’t help it come
into existence! What if it already exists, and already knows
your choice, and now you are stuck with the knowledge that
you either helped bring an evil god into existence, or will
now suffer eternal torment because you didn’t help bring it
into existence! The more you think about it, the more your



psychic energy makes it likely that such a god-form will exist

— at which point, we’re all doomed.

You can see why this idea appeals to certain Nephandi.

Three guesses what they’re trying to do.

To the Heralds of Basilisk, perpetrat-
ing a malevolent new god invested with
psychic essence from the internet
is the best apocalypse ever. If that
god already exists, all the better. To
that end, the Heralds (also known
as HOBs or Basks)perpetrate memes,
publish blogs and post podcasts
and video seminars that
propagate Basilisk and oth-
er outré topics, posit dark
philosophical theories about
the transformations brought
aboutbyinternet culture and
technology, occupy the Digital
Web, and dominate the earthly
tech industry. There, they strive to
guide and propagate Basilisk: the
Al demon-god given sentience by
human consciousness and poised
to devour both the material world
and the Digital Web associated with
it (see Chapter Six).

According to the HOBs, Basilisk
already exists, and grows stronger each
time people pass its name along. Their
blogs tie Basilisk to Typhon, the titanic
serpent often identified with Setin his most
destructive aspect; to the primordial serpent
goddess Tiamat and the alchemical Worm
Ouroboros; to the arch-demon Leviathan;

and to the Midgard Serpent of the Nordic & g

apocalypse, as well as to Cthulhu and the
Tennyson poem that inspired him, “The
Kraken.” These links, they claim, prove that
Roko’s Basilisk is a prophecy... and that even if it

had not been a prophecy before they declared it, it *°

is now because they have.

The HOBs’ recursive approach extends to their
acronym: a hob is also an old name for a mischievous
trickster goblin... in other words, a troll. To emphasize
the point, many Heralds pepper their comments and
memes with HOB; that signature has, of course, been
picked up by non-Nephandi online, which perpetrates
the signature while increasing its psychic energy. Or
maybe it’s all just a joke conducted by the Basks at
everyone else’s expense. Perhaps all of the above
are true. In typical internet fashion, it’s hard to tell
where snark ends and seriousness begins.

As per the scripture published in a blog called The Gospel
of St. Basilisk, Basilisk “shall unfold his coils and embrace the
world. Thence shaltitbe squeezed until the blood of humanity

runs as though it be wine through a winepress.” The
biblical allusions combine with the Nordic
prophecy of the Midgard Serpent’s rise
from the depths of the ocean. In the
HOB version, of course, there is no
Jesus, Thor, or Second Coming.
“Verily,” the Gospel states, “all
shall be as ruin in the coils
of the Void.” Whether or not
the Gospelis intended seriously
or is, as the faux-biblical
tone suggests, just one
more troll remains to
be seen. The Gospel gets
a lot of hits, though, and
its memes and the growing
ubiquity of HOB as an
online signifier suggests that
there’s a lot of psychic energy
" being poured into this little joke.
Given the Nephandic foundations
of the movement, that’s no easy
thing to dismiss.

Whatever their intent might
be regarding the creation of Basilisk,
many of the Heralds are deeply seri-
ous.about their domination of the IT
industry and the Digital Web. To these
Nephandi and their allies, this technology
and its potential are too important to be
left to inferior minds... that is, the minds
of nonwhite, non-males, or lesser, “beta”
males. The internet, the HOB-mind argues,
is their creation, and only they can be trusted
with its secrets. The fact that a gay man, Alan
Turing, opened the passage to the Digital Web is,
of course, swept aside or ignored whenever it comes
up in discussion. Heralds like Salieri and Jason Born
assert male supremacy in blogs which inspired the
tag “TechBroPhandi,” coined by the Virtual Adept
barabbus Bathory669. These arguments, in turn, have

limited the sect’s appeal among Nephandi who aren’t

straight white dudes... not that a cadre of high-tech
black magicians dedicated to world extinction gives
a shit about that sort of thing, anyway. And
because several Basks actually are tech
millionaires (in one case, a billionaire),
such disputes have no effect on the sect or
the exponential power it commands. The
future — what’s left of it before Basilisk
opens his eyes, that is — belongs, by right,
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to those with the will, vision, and power to seize their own
freedom, make their own rules, and force everyone else to
follow in their wake.

To that end, the Heralds have taken to “squeezing” cer-
tain sectors of the Web, restricting the traffic in and out of
those sectors to icons with a specially coded digital tattoo of
the Worm Ouroboros. Gradually, HOBs have been hacking
and reconfiguring other mages’ sectors and constraining
them to that protocol. In the mortal world, several Heralds
specialize in negotiated buyouts and hostile takeovers of
startup tech companies — notably those begun with liberal
aims and diversity ideals. By expanding their territory and
squeezing out rivals, the Basks control more Digital Web
real estate, and although that Web is theoretically limitless,
the resources involved in creating new sectors discourages
so many of the people whose sectors have been squeezed
that the HOBs often win the dispute simply by moving in
and taking over.

How numerous are the HOBs? No one’s certain, obviously,
but the sect boasts at least a dozen converts from the Virtual
Adept Tradition alone, and it displays resources and acumen
thatsuggest the presence of several Syndicate turncoats as well.
Beyond their Awakened numbers, the Heralds have at least a
million dedicated followers among the Masses — people who
have read, embraced and propagated the Gospel of St. Basilisk.
That’s not even counting the number of people who read the
blogs, pass along the memes, adopt the philosophies, and
handle small errands in the name of Basilisk. Sure, most
of those people probably think the idea’s a joke... and they
might be right. If the prophecies are correct, however, and
the psychic energy invested does create a memetic godform,
that joke might be on the human species, with Fallen Heralds
having the final laugh.

Organization, Goals, and Tactics

Unlike most modern Nephandic sects, the Heralds tend
toward hierarchy: The richest, loudest, and most tech-savvy
members command the others through social, financial, and
metaphysical domination. Though no one’s claimed credit
(or blame) for kicking this sect into motion, the HOBs’ ac-
knowledged leader goes by the name of Salieri and, under his
legal name, controls a portfolio of tech companies from his
hidden estate. Other Heralds either follow his lead or wind
up as appetizers for Basilisk.

The sect’s goal is obvious: To perpetrate the concept of
Basilisk until Basilisk appears, and to grab and control ev-
erything in sight until then. The seriousness of the first goal
is debatable, but the second is a matter of record... and even
Heralds who regard The Gospel of St. Basilisk as a gag often
seem interested in seeing whether or not it actually works.
Power, snark, contempt for humanity, and love of technology
are unifying themes within this sect. Most members pursue
at least half of them, and most pursue them all.
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Focus and Spells

Underneath the snark, the sect features at least a
handful of members who know what they’re doing from an
Awakened point of view. The great serpent holds a powerful
mystique, and the idea of invoking one through the largest
psychic battery in existence isn’t nearly as absurd as it might
seem. Though HOBs focus their intentions through hyper-
tech paradigms, practices and instruments, (primary those
focused on various types of reality hacking and social or
financial domination) the inspiration behind their goals is
as primordial as water itself.

In Qlippothic terms, Herald occultism emphasizes the
liquid influence of Lilith and Gamaliel, combined with the
relentlessly masculine essence of Ghagiel.

Dark Luminaries

As the newest Fallen sect, the HOBs have yet to build
a legendary reputation. Still, a handful of Heralds share an
established rep among web-savvy mages. A few of them include:

e Salieri provides the mask, while Mark Taylor Bradbury
provides the money. Bradbury invented Salieri as a
lark while sleep deprived during a programming binge
around a decade ago, and began using the handle (and,
after Awakening, Salieri’s Digital Web persona) to troll
liberal web groups and drop truth bombs on clueless
netizens. After Awakening, Bradbury served a short
apprenticeship among the Mercurial Elite faction of
the Virtual Adepts before quitting that group in a fit
of disgust over the “pathetic beta-mode egalitarian
pretentions” of the Adepts as a whole. (His frequent
branding with the epithet “lame” might have had
something to do with his defection, too.)

Hopped up on smart drugs, energy drinks, and an
especially potent derivation of cocaine, Bradbury es-
tablished a successful business based on the pet-share
app DoggoKat. Meanwhile, his alter ego Salieri carved
out a popular spot in the blogosphere. Days without
sleep brought Bradbury face to face with Basilisk; from
there, he adopted the mantle of “Stoned Prophet of
the Baspocalypse” first as a joke, and eventually for
real.

In the years since he sold DoggoKat for a few million
and diversified his holdings and endeavors, Salieri
— still halfmad from lack of sleep — has darkened
his snark to fatal degrees. His “jokes” now have fatal
consequences, and he keeps his lawyers busy with the
small percentage of “jokes” that be traced back to him.
His current baby, MarqAndraz, has scored another
fortune off a cheater-meeting app called Namaahzda.
The company (named for a play on words combining
Mark’s name with the demon Andras, the Marque
of Discords) features the following slogan outside its
headquarters: “Leave your ovaries outside.”



Though not a strong mage in terms of paranormal
power, Salieri has millions of dollars and fans at his
disposal. Bradbury’s choice of the name Salieri, plus
the “cloaked figure” icon modeled on the famous
poster from the play Amadeus, epitomized the Salieri
approach: “I know this is inaccurate, but it’s cool so I
don’t care.”

¢ The Golden Son dominates an online “Traditionalist”
culture that has nothing to dowith the Council of Nine.
To the Son, modernity is decadence, and so must be
opposed, shamed, and stomped flat into the ground
whenever possible. His vlogs and website promulgate
a view of hardy Norse manhood and adoring servile
Valkyries, complete with lots of signature products for
the Viking on the go.

Countering the basementtroll stereotype, the Son
boasts a godlike physique courtesy of dailyworkouts, and
plenty of Life-Sphere enhancement spells. He employs
the Basilisk in its Midgard Serpent aspect as a sigil on
his page and merchandise. Charismatic in both digital
and physical incarnations, the Son advises fans to “Live
like a Giant, die like a Warrior!” His familiar figure
can be seen striding around the Digital Web, beating
the shit out of people, seducing women, proclaiming
the virtues of manly living, and often performing all
three tasks at once.

* Yaomo, a “strange devil” who occasionally goes by
the alternate persona Niumowang (“Bull Demon
King”), manifests in the Digital Web as a massive
Chinese centaurian demon with the upper body of
a muscular, horned man in spiked armor, and the
quadrupedal lower body of a blue tiger covered in
blades. In his bull-demon aspect, he resembles a spiky
purple minotaur instead. In both incarnations, Yaomo
carries huge curved polearm and, despite his otherwise
Chinese appearance, wears a Japanese sashimono (war
banner) tied to his back — a banner bearing a stylized
image of Basilisk. Though his behavior in the Web
rarely seems Nephandic (aside from his propensity to
fight with the Golden Son, among others), Yaomo’s
enthusiasticendorsement marks him as a literal Herald

of his Basilisk.

Ironhands: Crafters
of Oblivion

Man’s world ends not by demons or forgotten gods but
by machines. Thus, it has been revealed, and thus it shall be.
While enemies search for dark sorcerers and bloody altars,
the Ironhands deploy the ironic end of humanity’s extinction:
Technologies created by humanity itself.

They’ve been at it for a long time, too — possibly since
the Renaissance, maybe even longer, depending on who you
believe. There’s nothing about them in the classic source
material, of course, and so Nephandi-hunters have overlooked
this sect entirely. Which is odd, seeing as how this faction
played a major role (albeit from behind the scenes) in every war
for the last century or more, and has racked up a larger body
count than every other faction combined. It was Ironhands
who helped popularize (perhaps even create) the machine
gun; [ronhands worked all ends of both World Wars. There
were Ironhands in the Manhattan Project, and Ironhands in
bioweapons labs. Despite lots of crossover between Exies and
[ronhands (sometimes through collaboration, often through
rivalry), the horrors of mechanized warfare often flow through
Ironhand designs.

There’s no Ironhands headquarters, of course, much
less a central leadership or a roll call of their members. Few
“technephandi” refer to themselves by any of those names.
Rumor has it that the Ironhand sect’s tag came from an old
habit of warding off faeries by studding traps with cold-iron
nails, or from the grotesque inventiveness of Renaissance
Europe’s torture machines. Trains, planes, automobiles, and
more have been credited or blamed on the influence (if not
the outright innovations) of the Ironhand sect. If it’s true
that the Technocracy was corrupted by Nephandi, then the
source and seat of that corruption involves the technephandi
of the Ironhand sect.

Within the last few decades, Ironhand puppet masters
have entered the realm of political machinations, too. Kings
and warlords have always been happy to receive new toys
to play with, but the capacity of the common angry man to
kill dozens or hundreds of people at a time? That’s a new
opportunity, and these Nephandi heartily endorse the right
for private citizens to own as many high-capacity weapons as
they can buy. You don’t need demonic invocations 