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This Thing of Ours

Like the supernatural denizens of the World of Darkness,

the “men of respect” are damned in their own unique way.

Beholden to tradition, threatened by ethics and forced by their
nature to remain outside the society that sustains him,

- the modern mobster is every bit as compelling a character

World of Darkness: Jiiafia |

Includes: ‘

= (Character-creation rules for mortal Mob characters.

= Storytelling advice for incorporating the Mafia into
a World of Darkness game. |

~_ General information and setting-specific storylines.

T ITT

THE [JASQUERADE




A__A A A A A A A A A A A A A A A A A A A A A 'j:}e

%4

.

WORLD OF DARKNESS:

\ — - /

] | ) B |

INALA2\ | B[ /o

’ o' |. N WV 4 ' = /| pm— \ ( L
/| - l ol \ o /

A

_ @ A
@@®Q

V V vV VvV VvV vV vV VvV vV VvV vV vV vV VvV VvV Y Vv Vv YY

By Ari Marmell, Matthew McFarland
and C. A. Suleiman




!f?' A__A A A A A A A A A A A A A A A A A A A A

[ )
CRenITs
‘ Written by: Ari Marmell, Matthew McFarlandand C.A. Sulei-
man. World of Darkness created by Mark Rein®Hagen
Fiction by: Ed Hall
‘ Storyteller Game System Design: Mark Rein®Hagen
: Developed by: Justin Achilli
' Editor: Ed Hall
‘ Art Director: Richard Thomas
Layout & Graphic Design: Kieran Yanner
Interior Art: Andy Trabbold, Mike Danza, Kirk Van Wormer
and Kieran Yanner
Front Cover Art: Mike Danza
‘ Back Cover Art: Kirk Van Wormer
|
|
[
© 2002 White Wolf PublishingpInc. All rights reserved. [
Reproduction without the written pgermission ofgthe publisher “ jh?* gr - WH”E wm'l: PUB”SHING
is expressly forbidden, exeépt for the purposes of reviews and for w S, 2075 WEST PARK PLACE BOULEVARD
blank chardctersheets, whichtay be reproduced for personal use v SUTEG
only. White Wolf, Vampire, Vampire the Masquerade, Vampire
the Dark Ages, Mage the Ascension, Hunter the Reckoning, WHITE WOLF]  §TONE MOUNTMN; GA 30087
‘ World“of Darknessiand, Aberrant are registered trademarks of PUBLISHING
White Wolf Publishing, Inc. All rights reserved. Werewolf the
‘ Apocalypse, Wraithhythe Oblivion, Changeling the Dreaming, Werewolf the Wild West, Mage the Sorcerers
Cru$ade, Wraith“the Great War, Trinity, and World of Darkness Mafia are trademarks of White Wolf Publish-
| ing, Inc. Allrights reserved. All characters, names, places and text herein are copyrighted by White Wolf
Publishifg, Inc.
‘ The mention of or reference to any company or product in these pages is not a challenge to the trademark
or copyright concerned.
This book uses the supernatural for settings, characters and themes. All mystical and supernatural elements
‘ are fiction and intended for entertainment purposes only. This book contains mature content. Reader discretion
is advised.
i For a free White Wolf catalog call 1-800-454-WOLE
Check out White Wolf online at
‘ http://www.white-wolf.com; alt.games.whitewolf and rec.games.frp.storyteller
PRINTED IN THE U.S.A.
(]

(LA
W o

— V V V V VvV VvV VvV VvV vV vV VvV VvV VvV VvV VvV VvV VvV VvV VY YY
2 WORLD OF DARKNESS: MAFIA



A__A A A A A A A A A A A A A A A A A A A A A

W@Rl@ O0F DARKNESS: |

—_ &

Table of Contents

SOLILOQUY 4

InTrRoDUCTION: THIS THING OF QURS 10
CuapTERONE: A DisTincuisaeD HisTory 14
GaAPTER 7W0: MADE MEN IN A WoRLD oF DARKNESS 40
CHAPTER THREE; CHARACTER CREATION 4
CHAPTER FOUR: THE VEIL OF SECRETS AND LIES 86
CHAPTER FIVE; STORYTELLING 104
0BSEQUIES 121

V V vV VvV V VvV vV vV vV vV VvV VYV vV Y VvV VvV Y VY Vv Y'Y
TABLE OF CONTENTS

1 &
3

¥
e
kD




= TR
(S

W

—
4

A_A A A A A A A A

A A A A A A A A

oollloquy

by Ed Hall

VOhat a wovld this is. POhat a cruel, godless garden of misevies
it is we Live in. Cuistina, Cyistina, you can 't diclon me this way:
There'd only be one of us Left. Lhis is unbain! Loun weve never
anything but good, but it's Like Life was good €0 ou just so you )
know how awful ashes taste.

D don’t know i you can hdy me.. < Bhe doctovs, thaitold
me to talk to you, that a familiar voice might,bring you out of
this... this sleep that's so clo30E death. So D Speaking € You
now the way you asked pue to ehe Ldsé ¢ime we saw ehich other D
yemember the fivst goxds you said to mie,that day, after so many
years. As if D couldigorget thom! LJou said, This is Amevica
Smilio. Speak SEnglish'éo me.

Tl yow said, [ Juse don Berpoct me o say anything back.

TLhat was right before you 2ALLed me a killer. My brother is
a killes,a thiéhand 4 whbrasiaster. “Lhose weve your exact wovds.
The wordsithat huve me wovse than when D got shot, wovse than
the times 2 got seabhed. Lfon cut out my heavt that day. Lfou cut
€BiBand ncver k! Lfou never undevstood why D 2id the things
D had €o do.

DR it all to koo my family alive. And the only thanks you
cver gave me was to cut me aparé, to ¢oll me that the one brother
yod had Left in the world was dead to you. Lfon made me feel Like
D 'had invented cruelty itself, like my soul had withered away.

D'l tell you wheve we all would be if D hadn'¢ Led this Life
of mine. On the ground withMama and Papa, that's wheve! You,
me, Dietro, all dead, all long dead!

[ 4 L 1S
gﬁings would have been guicker that way. Maybe they
would Ve boen bettey, too. Ds that what you thought: Did you think
that if we hadn € Lived, all the people who suffeved, who died of
want, did you think theiv lives would have been better somachow?
Or Longer? Aife doesn 't work that way. Aife is struggle, life is
hard, no-matter what you do. YOhy couldn’t you see thae? NOhy
couldi’t Papa see that? People who don 't fight havd enongh in
this Life become stepping-stones fov the ones who do. People who
never figuve out which ave the vight friends to have sink out of
sight. Pagpa neves loarned these Lessons. But D knew he wouldn’e,
and that's why O Left when D 2d. What was hard for me wasn t
being away from Mama ot Papa. Or Pictro. Dt was leaving
you behind. Leaving you was like Leaving me, Like my body Left
home and my soul stayed theve.
AL D knew for suve the night D yan away was if O stayed,
the only good that was ahead was us getting to die together.
Dnevertold anyone before, but the fivst decent night'ssteep D
can vemember was that night O van awat: D hated that house. Ot
was always cold, and the spiders! Spiders ave the Devil's fingers,
D'm cevtain of it. Most nights in that house D' wake up two ov
three times, sure that something had been crawling on me in the
dark. Nights O managed to sleep through, O used to dveam that
a fat spider was dropping down toward my face.
“Chat fivst night D should have been tervified. O slept in a
barn D had never seen just because it had a solid voof. Not like
the one we had. The war hadn'¢ been over long then, so lots of
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places weve deserted. A Lot of the farmhouses weve just wrecks,
though, s0 O slept in basns Like that one while O headed south éo
§ind someplace warmesr than home.

D wound up in Sicilia becanse D made a friend in Naples.
A g00d friend he tuvned out to be, a man named Lucania, And
he was the vight friend to make. +le told me ¢o go to Sicily and
mention his name o a man theve,

He did the same for the Amevicans. WOhen the Allies Landed
theve in '43, the English and the Canadians died by the thousands.
Che Amevicans took a diffevent voute, though, and bavely had
¢o five a shot. “Lhanks to Lucania, the Sicilians fnew they weve
coming. VOhen people saw that the Amevicans’ tanks had banneys
with a big “L” in gold, the islanders knew these soldievs were just
passing through on theiv way to hand Mussolini his ass. And that
made them very friendly. VOhile the vest of Dealy was falling in
step with Ol Duce, the Sicilians were telling him to go bite his
own rump. e didn’t Like that. He evied to wipe out all ¢hose old
bandits hiding in the hills theve. Lfou know who won that batele,
Kucania knew how it would end, ¢os, s0 he wanted ¢ be a friend
of the United States. A patriot. An ally. Fle_understood the
impovtance of friends. By being a good briend, he was able ¢o
convince the Amevicans to Let him-out of prison after the war an
send him home. Lo Naples, anyway. Close enough ¢o home. And
that's where D met him. y

How D met Lucania, that was a thing in itselh,

Coery— is somaeone there? Nuyse?

Coerybody was hungry after the wayr. Sven so, a lone Hhild ae
the door at sunset held the key to most people’s heaves back then,
Chis D learned by accident. D traveled by day, asked favmers for
water and got §00d. Aate one agternoon it turned cool, so whehn %)
saw a favmhouse D walked up and asked if Deould warm myself
in their barn. “The couple who lived therd booked a bach othe,

and for a moment D thought D had made Mﬂﬂqﬂt-g:‘m Me‘;«g—h r0ad. D could bavely see the favmhouse in the distance, and

woman put her hands on my face ahidp Led me to hev. 2 0idn’e
vealize she was crying until hev toars began éo fall on my check.
At firse D thoughe that ehoixofmust Leak the way ouvs id!
They fed me. “Lhey gave me amgoercoat that was too big and
€00 warm for the seasonsl fnew DY Meed it on the voad, though.

Soventhen, Dfenew .Qwul%mitﬁ ehosegeople. “Lhey reminded

me too much of, /ﬁ_ama and P, iy No¢ because they weve kind, bue

becanse they alse seemad beaten, ?teb. Somewhere else, D
knmf was a place nothmade of Loss. T just had to fin) it.

= The favmer anh@oiﬁe 0ffered me a bed ¢o sleep in that

{ " night. O aceagtadbecanse D didn’e want o offend thom. Befove

they cotild entey theivrown bedvoom, though, D was out the window

040¢d back tothe voad.

" And theve, il the farmer’s yard, O loarned that our father

% did_ not hold he truths in the world. When O would awaken

: scﬂam.ing B¥om fear of spiders in the davk but ashamed to admit

e 3
g

it, our father often said to me, WOhat brightens you, boy? Always

D would say, A ghost, Papa. And he told me, Do not bear ghosts, |
child, they mean us no havm. Chey ave mevely Losé and need ¢o be
helped along their way.

— a little taller than D was. But he wasn't all theve. D could
see through him to the tvees at the voadside. Right before me stood L
a ghost. D thought of Papa’s words, andDevied ¢o stap avound ‘

Y et theve, in my path, sto0d a boy — o the shape of_adoy ‘

him bu¢ again he blocked my way. D felt a'sevetm insideme bue
D didn’¢ want eo bring the barmer4nd his wie running. O decided
D had to walk through this phantom, butwhen O eied bocame
even move frightened!

Lhe ghost secemed angvyythen e opened his hand €owhrd
me. My fivst thought was that D should pay himfor what fo0d
DY eaten at the favmhoused—but O couldn’t imagine what use
a ghost could have for money, which Dwas without, anyway. O
Looked down at my empty hands, then at this angry soul between
me and the voad. And then D knew, D Looked Down again, not at
my hands but at.the.cugfs of the coat that almose hid thom. The
coat had beeit his when helived, D was suve. D took it off and Let
it fall behind me. Odbatched the ghost the whole time. As the coat

N\ pell on the groundf the deadBoy moved oue of my way.

& D took U gew steps stvaight ahead, but with each one my
pear heated into some;ﬁini‘elsa. LOhat id he need a coat for? D¢
couldn Ewarm him, D bigured. D turned and saw he was sitting
on the c0ab D van back and snatched it up with one hand, then
Dturned againyand van fov the voad. D held the coat up high,
like & flag. Behind me, D heard a sound like nothing else ever.
D thoughe ¢he Devil himself was behind me and i D stowed down
at all oy even tuvned to Look, he wonld swallow me whole! D don’t
vesember when D stopped vanning, but once D 3id D had no wind
in me at all. D dropped to my hands and knees in the middle of

ehereywas no sign of the dead boy at all. D don't know how long
D stayed theve, but when D thought about sleeping, O knew D
wouldn’t be doing any that night. So D walked.

D 2idn’t vest unéil almost daybreak. D vemember thinking
vight befove dawn how comportable the flat rock in front of me ‘
looked. “Chen D was palling asleep on top of it.

Dt must have been midday when D woke up with an Amevi-
can soldier standing over me. “The sun was behind his head, so ‘
D conldn’t see his pace and O was afraid. “The man wanted me
to come with him. O did becanse. D was sick of walking, and D i

" saw theve was another Amevican in a truck. O climbed inside
it with them. O pell asleep again. And at m'gﬁtﬁall, again the
soldier woke me up.
Lhey had brought me to a depot filled with childven. Dt
Looked Like a prison to me, even though some of the boys weve ‘
playing ball in the yard. D stayed there fov exacely three days, i
thvee of the worst days of my Life. “Lhey moved me from place |
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