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There are very few dwellings that Lasombra consider to be
suitable for long-term occupation. While traveling, of course,
they make do, but when it comes time to return home,
Lasombra are very selective about their circumstances.

There is a significant minority among the Magisters in the
holy orders. These vampires dwell within fortress-like monas-
teries and abbeys, often in monastic asceticism. However,
ascetic does not mean foolish — these monasteries and nun-
neries are as grim as prisons and twice as defensible. Thick,
brooding walls and heavy gates, not to mention full comple-
ments of truly faithful clergy and servants, serve as more than
adequate protection. As the concentration of faith in such
defenses provides a potentially fatal threat to the guarded
Lasombra as well, these Magisters must burrow themselves
into the heart of their labyrinthine homes. A delicate balance
must be maintained between piety and avoidance of the truly
pious, otherwise the Lasombra may find himself destroyed by
his own protections.

Some holy ground contains such a concentration of faith
that it causes agony for a Cainite to stand upon it. Such places
are well known among Caine’s children and are avoided for
that reason. Not surprisingly, certain Lasombra have made a
practice of desecrating such sites and then usurping them,
trusting residual faith and long-standing reputations to keep
intruders out.

Monasteries such as this also squat atop massive under-
ground complexes of monks’ cells, confessionals, storerooms,
and other, less identifiable chambers. If the resident Lasombra
are at all involved with the Cainite heresy, it is in these tunnels
that the devotees of this deviant faith meet, far from light and
life. Here is also where less savory members of the clergy come
for their illicit trysts, and where recalcitrant initiates are
“disciplined.” What other uses these chambers see can only be

imagined, though innumerable stories have been whispered of
torture and murder, even those of prisoners locked away and
forgotten until their very bones crumbled to dust.

There is usually some form of subterranean path out of the
monastery that can be reached through the underground
complex. Many monasteries resemble fortresses in other ways
as well, having large supplies of food secreted away, indepen-
dent water sources and smithies that can easily be turned to
armory work.

On a less martial note, monasteries also house vast stores
of knowledge in the form of books and scrolls. These manu-
scripts, both ancient and modern, are a powerful resource, and
may well be one of the reasons the Lasombra originally moved
into the Church. After all, a scroll rescued from the wreck of
one of the Greek colonies in Asia Minor just might contain
information about a Cainite who dwelt there — or at the very
least, insight into her background and deeds. Any of these
might be key in understanding (or eradicating) the Cainite in
question; it is a truism among the Magisters that one can never
have too much information on an opponent.

Access to Lasombra-held libraries is tightly restricted as
the Magisters have no wish to share their treasures with
competitors. It is a signal honor for a non-Lasombra to be
granted access to one of the Magisters’ libraries. Furthermore,
any vampire to whom this gift is granted incurs a weighty debt
to the Lasombra that will undoubtedly someday be called
upon. As an added matter, any and all visitors are chaperoned,
usually by both Cainite and mortal guardians to make sure no
materials go out on unauthorized, extended loans.

Part and parcel with libraries, however, are librarians —
monks who are literate. With literacy at a premium outside of
monastery walls, the advantage inherent in potential control
of the largest demographic of those who can read is incalcu-
lable. (Consider this: The laws of the land are, of course,
written. The only ones who know what they actually say are
those who can read. Literacy by no means has honesty as a
prerequisite. The rest is left as an exercise for the student.)
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THE LOST VISAGE
It is well known that Lasombra Cainites cannot see their

own reflections in a mirror. Some stories say that the clan was
punished thus by Caine for some unknown transgression,
others claim that the Devil took their reflections when they
dared to call upon darkness greater than his own. (The latter
explanation, while popular, is technically heresy and will
greatly upset any Lasombra with religious leanings who hears
it.) The theories are numberless, but there is no explanation
that fits the facts.

Regardless of cause, no Lasombra owns a reflection. Once
Embraced, a Lasombra’s face cannot be seen in a mirror, a pool
of water, a puddle of quicksilver or any other reflective surface.
As a result, certain other Cainites have taken to placing
mirrors strategically in havens and palaces, for the sake of
identifying any Magisters present. However, the Lasombra
have taken advantage of this quirk as well (see below).

Without the benefits of reflections, Lasombra tend to
obsess about their appearances. Many will have manservants
or ghouls whose sole function is to dress and groom them and
state repeatedly how superb they look. The position of “body
ghoul” to a Lasombra is one calling for much discretion, as the
ghoul is the Magister’s almost constant companion. A few
Magisters, perhaps focused a tad too thoroughly on their
images, pay Tzimisce vampires outrageous sums to alter the
features of their body ghouls to mirror their own. The body
ghoul then becomes a walking, talking, faux-mirror for the
vampire, fussed and fidgeted over to a disturbing degree.

Even the most sensible Lasombra, however, are partial to
seeing their own image, and most sit for at least one portrait
every year. This practice is most common among Magisters
between one and three centuries of age, who often fill entire
galleries with portraits of their own image. More than one
visitor has remarked upon the unnerving sensation of walking
corridors lined entirely with variations upon the same face and
features.

Of course, woe betide any mortal painter who is so foolish
as to render a portrait of a young Magister that is less than
flattering. While many of the clan’s more practical elder
members appreciate an accurate recording of their appear-
ance, younger ones just coming to grips with the loss of their
reflections often have somewhat…idealized memories of what
they actually look like. When a portrait fails to live up to their
euphemistic expectations, these young Magisters can get
upset — with unfortunate consequences for the artist.

Islamic Lasombra scrupulously avoid this sort of portrai-
ture and, indeed, most forms of representative art.

BOOK ONE: LASOMBRA
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THE SHAMED
MONK

Quote: Put your trust in God and his servants, my son.
Prelude: You were the third son of a minor noble family

and were never allowed to forget that your mother died giving
birth to you. The eldest son was trained to rule, while you and
your brother were also trained in the ways of war and leader-
ship, ensuring that there would be other heirs should the eldest
die young. Fate intervened, however, and your life was forever
changed. While involved in a minor skirmish with nearby
rivals, you froze in momentary fear and allowed your enemies
to break through the line of battle. In the confusion that
followed, your father and many other men were slain. After-
ward you joined a monastery rather than face life among your
family and the constant reminders of your fatal cowardice.

Life in the monastery was simple: Work, prayer and study
took up all of your time. Your aca- demic skills were
good, but you really impressed the senior
monks with your unques-
tioning obedience. They
brought you to the
abbot, who made
you his personal
clerk and secre-
tary. He was an
elderly man,
too weak-
ened by age
to shoul-
der all of
the mun-
d a n e
burdens
of lead-
ership ,
so you
t o o k
care of
the ad-
ministrative
details for
h i m ,
keeping
accounts,
oversee-
ing labor and
dispensing
discipline.
You served

him for over a year before you found out how old he truly was.
At first you were his ghoul, continuing the same role you

had filled before, but the abbot had greater plans for you. You
gladly accepted his Embrace, considering damnation a fitting
punishment for the death that your birth and cowardice had
brought to your family. Since that time, he has worked with
you constantly, trying to instill forgiveness for yourself within
your breast and to teach you the ways of the childer of Caine.

Concept: The abbot assures you that you bear no respon-
sibility for your parents’ death but you know he is wrong. You
have destroyed those who loved you in the past, but you are
determined to not see it happen again. All of your consider-
able will and talent go toward strengthening the monastery
and protecting your brothers, particularly the abbot.

Roleplaying Hints: Although you know that the abbot is
not a good man by the standards of most, you are nevertheless
devoted to him. All of your guilt about the deaths of your
parents has transmogrified into commitment to his cause. You
are generally polite, gentle and calm, but any threat to the
monastery brings out the Beast in you.

Equipment: Simple robe, sandals, prayerbook
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THE DAEVA
HUNTER

Quote: Back into your Hell-tainted abyss, vile revenant!
Prelude: As a child, you had a precocious sense of the

supernatural. On those wicked nights when the moon hung
low and the mists crept through the valleys, you saw devils
dancing through your village and faeries poisoning the grain.
You had no choice but to watch in horror as these nefarious
shades went about their business. As you grew older and
bolder, however, you found the courage to confront these
spirits. Not too long after your 16th birthday, you slew a beastie
with your shovel under the light of a bloody, bloated moon.

Word spread quickly that you were a hunter of demons
and a slayer of devils. People feared and mistrusted you, yet
begged for your help in ridding them of the spirits that plagued
them. You trav- eled from village to village,
killing your foes and sleeping in stables —
until the night you met your sire, that is.

Impressed by your persistence and selflessness, she Em-
braced you, bringing you into an eternal world of cold night.
And in this world, monsters both subtle and overt plied their
infernal trades. These were the daeva, your sire explained —
the secret masters of the world beyond the ken of humanity
who wished to corrupt it to their own foul ends. You nodded
in comprehension, took up your sire’s sword and fled into the
night with a fervent sense of your new purpose.

Concept: You are a hunter and tracker on a mission from
God, though you do not understand why He has cursed you
with undeath. Perhaps so that you may better know the
workings of the Devil’s mind. Whatever the case, you are brave
and sacrificial, throwing yourself at your secret foes with an
indomitable will and a zeal matched by none you’ve ever
known. After all, this world must be safe for the kine — it is not
the plaything of the daeva.

Roleplaying Hints: Suspicion, though it condemns you
to loneliness, is the safest recourse. The daeva can be subtle,
and only by watching the most minute of details can you
perceive them for their true nature. You are ever alert and
vigilant. True friends are rare and, therefore, valuable — an
immense boon to your fearful quest. Treat them with respect,
and treat the daeva with righteous wrath.

Equipment: Ancient sword, battered pieces of mismatched
armor (salvaged from fallen opponents as trophies), traveler’s
cloak and hat

BOOK THREE: VENTRUE
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