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You who are gathered this night to hear my sermon and share this sacrament, 
you who have come from domains and battlefields far and wide, do not look on 
me as a savior. Like you, I am but one of the Damned.

But even the Damned can pray for salvation. I walk the Road of Heaven in 
search of that salvation, and every night that I manage to stay upon this road 
constitutes another act of penance. Is not repentance the purview of the Damned? 
If one has not been cast into the belly of sin, then what is there to repent?

We, who walk the night and feed from the living, understand sin like none 
other, for it rages deep within us. We call this roiling sin the Beast, and it drives 
our kind to murder, conquest and war. Many of you have seen the wars that 
grip our kind, have seen undead princes clash in the names of their clans, faiths or 
monarchs. This is the Beast at work.

And the Beast is here, as well, in this holy chalice. In it is blood taken from 
breathing men and women who have angered God so much so that He cast them 
in front of a monster such as I. And to it, I add a drop of my own cursed 
blood. Thus in this chalice is the sin of breathing man and unbreathing Damned.

I am Father Anatole, and I beg you come forward and sip from this chalice, 
for it is the repository of all that has damned us and of all that can save us. 
Such was revealed to my by the angel, and such do I pass on to you.

Drink, and I will tell you of my visions.
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The angel’s first visitation came in the early nights of my damnation. Like all of 
us, I had once been a living man, descended from Seth, breathing the rich air and 
basking in the day’s sun. Then, some forty years ago, a monster decided to make 
me as he was. An unwitting instrument of God’s great machinations, he drained my 
life’s blood and fed me a tiny fraction of his own. From that droplet of unholy 
vitae I gained a legacy of pain, of sin, of power and of sight.

Pain, as my living heart stopped its beating, my organs shriveled and my humors 
expelled themselves in racking spasms. Sin, as a hunger for more blood to join that 
droplet rose in me and led me to murder innocent and guilty alike. Power, as I drew 
demoniac might from that very blood, making me hunger for it all the more.

Sight came only on the twelfth night, when I dared asked God Above why he 
had remade me thus. Then the angel came, and spoke thus:
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None can understand God. That was the sin of Caine, our forefather, and it is ours as 
well. From Adam and Eve, we inherit the Original Sin, but from Caine we inherit our Curse. 
This was the lesson of the angel when it came again on the day after my seventeenth 
night. It spoke thus:

Like Caine, our Dark Father, I too wandered in the land of nothingness that is the 
night. I learned that the sun’s rays burned my cold flesh, and I feared. But still, I had 
seen the angel of God twice in my damned existence (I cannot ever call it life, for that 
is behind me now), and I fought despair with prayer.

Traveling along pilgrims’ routes rendered empty by the coming of night, through towns 
and fairs abandoned by the living for the sake of their beds, I sought a road through 
the eternity that lay before me.
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As the angel had prophesied, I also found my dark lady and took comfort in 
her. She too wore shadows like a gown of finest silk and wielded the blood-hunger 
like a fine dagger. From her, I learned that the Curse could be a blessing as well, 
and from me she learned to pray anew. She delivered me from fear, but unlike 
Caine, our Dark Father, I would not abandon God for her sake.

Come, drink anew and hear further revelation. For, in the second year of my 
travels, the angel came again. It spoke thus:
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We parted after years of travel, and I was alone once more. Then, the angel came 
again and spoke thus:

From this fourth revelation, came my first understanding of God’s plan. Caine, 
our Dark Father, had sinned anew by creating the line of blood-hungry Damned 
that I now numbered amongst. As had always been his way, he reacted to his 
sin by turning away from it, leaving his own brood to its dark fate.

I would not do the same. Just as I had guided my dark lady, I would guide 
others to see the role of God in their own cursed existence. My road was clear, 
and I took to it with vigor, seeking out those who had walked it before me and 
taking, in the thirteenth year of my curse, the frock of a priest of our kind.
Sam

ple 
file



Frocked and cassocked, I made a fine figure among the courts and churches of 
Cainites. I gave the sacraments and shared my visions, as I do with you now. 
But still, the angel was not done with me. He returned and spoke thus: 

With the fifth revelation, my ministry changed. Where once I had warned our kind 
not to repeat the sins of Caine, the Dark Father who spawned us, now I called us to 
attest to the wisdom of Caine, the Wanderer who found a measure of wisdom in Lilith 
after his exile. It was in his settlement in the First City that he sinned anew. After the 
Flood, he wandered again and saw with fresh eyes his own sins repeated by his progeny.

And in this revelation, Caine became a wandering penitent and showed me my path.
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The angel’s holy words show us the truth. Mighty Constantinople, the City of 
Gold, has burned, and Seth’s Children stir against the monsters who rule the night. 
Look around and know that all our kind know this time has come. The princes and 
knights of our kind ride to battle like never before, because they know the final war 
is coming. The schemers in courts across the lands weave schemes more intricate and 
murderous than ever before. With every moment, Caine’s tyrannical final judgment 
draws closer, and we all struggle to prove ourselves worthy of his gaze.

Ask yourselves, my brothers and sisters, are you?

Drink one last time, my brothers and sisters, and seek your own forms of penance. For those who 
refuse to atone for the sins, both ancient and fresh, that flow in their cold veins will meet Caine anew, 
as the Dark Tyrant.  For the angel has come to me again, and he has brought me a final revelation:
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duced for personal use only. White Wolf, Vampire, Vampire the Masquerade, 
Vampire the Dark Ages, Mage the Ascension, Hunter the Reckoning, World of 
Darkness and Aberrant are registered trademarks of White Wolf Publishing, Inc. 
All rights reserved. Werewolf the Apocalypse, Wraith the Oblivion, Changeling 
the Dreaming, Werewolf the Wild West, Mage the Sorcerers Crusade, Wraith 
the Great War, Trinity, Dark Ages Vampire, Clanbook Assamite, Clanbook 
Gangrel, Guide to the Camarilla, Guide to the Sabbat, Jerusalem by Night, 
Libellus Sanguinis 1 Masters of the State, Libellus Sanguinis 2 Keepers of the 
Word, Libellus Sanguinis 3 Wolves at the Door, Libellus Sanguinis 4 Thieves 
in the Night, The Erciyes Fragments, Veil of Night, World of Darkness Blood 
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IntroductionIntroductionIntroduction
He set the crown upon my head

He called for incense and music and offerings
He told the city i was to be their king.

and those who might speak against me did not,
for i showed them one portion of my power, 

 and they feared me.
—the erciyes fragments. iV (enoch)

The Dark Ages.
Those words conjure images of ruined castles and dark forests, 

both foreboding and mysterious; of hilltops where armies clash 
amidst a sea of mud and blood; a time when monsters are made 
real and terrifying by the simple words, Here there be dragons. They 
paint a picture of a Europe shrouded in mists and superstition — 
an era when both kings and serfs fear the spirits of the night and 
pray for dawn to arrive. They speak of the darkness, both physical 
and spiritual, that descended across Europe during those long cen-
turies between the fall of Rome and the Renaissance. This is the 
setting of Dark Ages: Vampire, a shadow play projected against 
the backdrop of the bloody 13th century — a time when vampires 
walked the lands as true masters of the night.

• intRoDuction•
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