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Sarabel's grin had a hint of playful maliciousness at the edges as she leaned in to kiss his lips. He met her mouth with 
his and he slid his hand up to her hair, catching a handful; he tightened his grip. She let her head pull back, moaning at 
the feel of the gentle tugging. He loved to look at her when she was like that. So helpless and willing in his hands.

She fought back by sliding a hand down under the sheets; he began to moan.

"Oh, Micah," he said.

Sarim woke to the sounds of light rain on his window. His dream vivid and flashing across his mind, leaving its echo 
on his rigid body. 

He struggled against the desire to stay in bed and weep. Instead, he turned the emotions to something else. Pain turns 
so easily into anger. 

Sarabel was dead. She was killed by the Infernal just before the Last Crusade. That was just over ten years ago and he 
still could never let it go. Or rather, he could never let it go that he had been unable to exact his revenge on the Infernal. 
They all needed to die. Or at least, that was what it was like before.

It was all so simple before. He was part of the good guys and they fought the bad guys. It was real simple. It was real 
clean. A perfect little war.

Since then, Heaven and Hell opened their doors and sent angels and devils after all the Fallen. And with that, a truce 
was called and an alliance formed. But part of that meant that everybody had to put aside their differences. It was the 
only way to survive the slaughter. Sarim knew that he would have been dead had he not joined. But sometimes he 
wondered if that wouldn't be better.

Now, they were surviving. But only just. They weren't any closer to winning this new war. They were just holding the 
line, day after day. How do you fight Heaven and Hell with clipped wings?

But it wasn't this that bothered Sarim. It was that things had become so unclear. So 
confused. 

A lot of what the Divine had done over the years had come to seem uncomfortably brutal 
when examined by the light of reason, which the Deistical often did. Sarim had once 
considered the Deistical 'fence-sitters' but had begun to realize that they did fight when 
pushed, but often in different ways. Warriors tended to find themselves sorted into the 
Divine or Infernal, but that didn't mean the Deistical had no other ways to support the 
Civitas. Their efforts had been the cornerstone of Fallen salvation. Without them they 
would have all perished.

Sarim sat up in bed. The wounds on his back were almost healed as he tested them with 
light stretching. His shoulder still hurt but with a glance at a mirror he could tell it would 
be better in a day. Only Fallen could recover from an axe to the shoulder in a few days’ 
time.

He focused on the physical pain because he didn't want to let his mind wander to the real 
matter at hand. He didn't want to reconcile his views of the Infernal. 

They were the bad guys. They were monsters. They wanted to hurt everything and everybody around them. 

"You know," Micah's first words echoed in his mind. "Not all of us are baby-eaters. Some of us are Infernal because we're 
just really pissed with the Creator."

Sarim caught a reflection of himself in the glass. Hollow circles under his eyes told him he had slept. The fact that the 
daylight was dwindling and dying outside told him that he had slept almost all day. 

A dove landed at that moment on his window sill. He hesitated to extend his True Voice to the dove. It would have 
been either fortified with Fortitude, which meant it had been sent by Hadriel and a fight was brewing. Or it would be 
laced with Envy, meaning it came from her.

“After all is done, and we’re still alone
I won’t be taken, yet I’ll go... 
With my hands bound
I will walk... with my face blood
I will walk... with my shadow flag
Into your garden, garden of stone”

  Pearl Jam: Garden

Broken Wings
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“I can feel it in the air tonight, Oh 
Lord, Oh Lord

And I’ve been waiting for this moment 
all my life, Oh Lord.”

 Phil Collins: In the Air Tonight

He listened to the Symphony and felt the stoic sturdy chords that told him that the dove was from his Choir mate. He 
was relieved, and yet surprised to find himself disappointed that it wasn't from Micah.

Since the Last Crusade, he had been forced to fight alongside the Infernal too many times for his taste. Some of them 
remained the monsters he had known before the Codex. But others... surprised him. Fallen like Micah. She wasn't evil. 
She had tried really hard to be a good person, but after her Reckoning, when given a choice, she gave into the bitter 
anger that had built up from a lifetime of enduring roughness and pain. 

When Sarim found that out, learned about the men who had hurt Micah, it brought a lot of his beliefs into question. 
Men had once hurt Sarabel like that. She found Sarim first after her Reckoning and had naturally been persuaded to 
become Divine. But that was before the Last Crusade. Before there was even much of a choice which Conviction you 
would join. Before, you joined the Conviction that found you first. Or you died. 

Micah had opened his eyes. It wasn't as black and white as he had allowed himself to believe. At Census, he had seen 
her openly argue against other Infernal. During a battle with an angel, she and he had fought back to back - and he 
realized at that moment that he trusted her as he would a member of his Choir.

But the event that had changed everything was during the last Deistical Christmas party. Most of the Deistical and 
Infernal who had attended were pretty smashed, Micah was no exception. They fought and partied hard. Sarim only 
came because Delilah, the Deistical Prelate, was a good friend by this point. He brought her a bottle of wine - a drop of 
water in the ocean of alcohol that was being consumed - but it was well received.

He remembered seeing Micah. And there was something different about her. The booze had made her much more 
relaxed, but that wasn't it. He listened to her tune in the Symphony and discovered that there was a chord of Lust to her 
otherwise Envious Embodiment. 

He was going to leave, but Delilah insisted he stay a while longer. He let himself be 
convinced, and at some point in the evening, Micah had brazenly approached him 
and given him a wet and passionate kiss. Their kiss received cat calls from the Deistical 
watching. 

He was shocked and disgusted with himself that he did not push her off immediately 
but instead, felt a floodgate of desire for her. But when she did break the kiss, he was 
shocked and disappointed. 

"Mistletoe." She licked her lips and shrugged before stumbling away. 

He was just stunned. Stunned and now alone. More alone, it seemed, than when 
Sarabel had been murdered. The love of his life, killed in war by the Infernal. And now, here he was, kissing one of the 
monsters he had sworn never to forgive.

He left the party but couldn't let the moment go. She avoided him and he didn't want to send her a dove for fear that 
one of her Murder mates would get a hold of the message.

He waited patiently for the next Census. He finally managed to confront her and ask her about that night.

"God, can't a girl just be drunk and horny?" she sounded defensive.

"We both know that wasn't... just a kiss," he said.

He thought he saw her fight back a tear from escaping. "Please, let's not make this complicated."

But things already had gotten there on their own. 

They had skirted the issue for months. But they were forced back together when the Civitas had managed to locate 
the final angel of the Choir which had arrived. He had taken a near mortal wound in the fight. He was dying and there 
wasn't a Hopeful Fallen around to heal him. 

Micah had abandoned the fight and was holding his hand, weeping for him. She begged him not to die. And then 
finished with, "I - I think I love you."
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“Oh, can’t anybody see,
We’ve got a war to fight,
Never found our way,
Regardless of what they say.
How can it feel, this wrong,
From this moment,
How can it feel, this wrong.”

  Portishead: Roads

Those were the words he kept to comfort him in his death when Purgatory 
took him. Three days in that nightmare; he relived every memory of both 
her and Sarabel. And when he was spat out into the world, he wept. Hadriel 
had collected him; the old warhorse hadn't even considered the tears to 
arrive of guilt. It was just natural that after you returned from Purgatory, 
you were an emotional wreck. 

That was over a month ago. And Micah was again trying to avoid him. 
Except now she was in his dreams, in a way he had never expected. 

He looked at his haggard reflection and knew what the old Sarim would 
have told him.

"She’s messing with you. An Envy with a bit of Lust? She's falsifying these 
feelings. She wants what you used to have for Sarabel. She's found a way to 
get into your dreams even. She's a snake and the enemy."

That is exactly what he would have told himself. But right now, he couldn't 
deny that attraction and desire he had felt for Micah. He wanted her in 

a bad way. And so he wanted his old self 
not to be right about her. But he couldn't 
reconcile it all. She could be manipulating 
him. Toying with him. 

He didn't want to think about any of that. 
He just wanted this all to go away, or so he 
told himself. 

"C'mon here, bird." he said. The dove 
ignored him, but as he approached, it didn't 
flee. He took the note tied to the bird's 
leg and, once its obligation was done, it 
fluttered off into the rain.

The note was simple. The Kings had just 
located a devil in the Civitas. The Knights 
were called to attend the Black Queen 
tonight. Be prepared to fight.

Sarim just laughed and crumpled the note with angelic script on it before 
tossing it away. He was a Knight and the Black Knight was Raum. Raum 
was one of the Infernal who had stayed a monster. Sarim hated working 
with him because the man couldn't listen to instruction.

And of course, Micah was part of Raum's Murder. So one way or another, 
he was going to see her. He just hoped that the dreams he was having 
could be chased away by the time he saw her.
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Welcome
First, believe me when I tell you I’m sorry you had to 

awaken like this. Your Reckoning was abrupt. I hope you 
can forgive me. 

I’m sure you have a thousand questions, but none more 
significant than what happened back there. I am not 
one to mince words, so I will tell you plainly: you were 
attacked by demons. They must have sensed what you 
really were, and thus you were a target of their assault. It 
was only fortune that allowed me to be in the area at the 
right time. 

I know that you think this must all be madness. But 
the seed inside you has opened, and with it comes the 
instinctual knowledge that what you were attacked by was 
a horde of demons. Despite having never met me, you 
know that we are brethren. You realize, perhaps with a 
sudden sinking feeling, that the world you thought you 
knew so well five minutes ago was a lie.

I will endeavor to explain what you are, what I am, and 
the truth of what’s going on. It’s a long story. It will make 
sense only if you listen, only if you accept. Please become 
comfortable. This won’t be easy.

About now you’re wondering what that growing sense of 
loss and anguish is: you’re beginning to remember what 
we all lost. You’re beginning to remember Heaven.

Fallen Angel
We are not human. I know we appear human, and we 

have the strengths and limitations of mankind. But we 
are so much more - and in some ways, so much less. The 
world - this world - of flesh and bone is known as the world 
of Clay. We were once angels, you see... proud servants of 
the Creator. We were creatures of fire and spirit, who took 
the bodies of Clay only when it was necessary. 

So what are we now? We are the Fallen. We are not 
devils, not angels, not human, but something in between. 
Our fire and spirit is trapped in a prison of flesh, blood, 
and bone. We lost many of our inherent abilities, such as 
moving at the speed of thought, or the power to destroy 
cities, but for whatever reason we have yet some of our 
angelic gifts at our command.

We also seem to have free will. Is this a gift or curse? I 

cannot say, but others have strong opinions on this. 

I have been told that we have been granted free will 
and thus we are blessed, for all angels must obey the 
Symphony, the will of the Creator. We retain some power 
and a fraction of our memories of the divine. We have an 
inkling of knowledge of what really goes on in this world. 

I have also been told that we are cursed, that having free 
will grants us only the burden of guilt and sorrow for our 
actions. As I said, angels are in tune with the Symphony, 
subject and sensitive to its music. Emotions beyond love 
and joy play no part of that. But then, could Gabriel and 
Michael have destroyed Sodom and Gomorrah if they had 
felt any remorse, any guilt? 

The Fall
Angels exist within regiments known as legions. Our 

legion was the Grigori. After the war in Heaven and after 
mankind gave up paradise, there was a dark period of time. 
Mankind was largely ignorant and in danger of facing its 
own destruction. Don’t doubt for a moment that with 
free will comes the responsibility of survival. 

Do you recall the Grigori from your studies? Few people 
do. In the book of Enoch, they were called the Watchers. 
The Grigori were sent by the Creator to watch and, to a 
much lesser extent, guide mankind. In that mission, the 
most important in our service to the Creator, we failed. 

We were instructed to guide mankind; we were to try to 
show them a righteous path when they stood in naught 
but darkness. It was our charge to make sure they were 
aware that there are good choices to be made and that 
they are responsible for their actions. We grew arrogant 
and believed that if we took a more active role, we could 
teach mankind many wonderful, beneficial things.

Hindsight, they say, is twenty-twenty. You can only see 
clearly once you have already made the mistake. Mankind 
could only exist in paradise without knowledge. Once 
they tasted its fruit, they had made their choice, and they 
chose knowledge, and with it, separation from the Creator. 
It was, in fact, the first act of free will. 

Mankind chose understanding, but they were stripped 
of the knowledge granted by the Tree. It was the Creator’s 
will that if mankind wanted wisdom, they would have to 
earn it. It was one gift that wouldn’t be granted.
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In our folly, we forgot this. For reasons lost to us, we 
moved from the role of guides to that of teachers. We 
began to teach humans all manner of things. We gave 
them freely the knowledge they had been charged to learn 
on their own. We didn’t realize the gravity of our error. 
Punishment was inevitable. 

Even teaching them, working with them, wasn’t enough 
to satisfy our growing interest in humans. As we watched, 
we saw something attractive, something tempting. It 
is said that Faith is the first virtue and that Envy is the 
first sin; when we stood in bodies of clay, in the roles 
of teachers, we touched upon that first sin, and we felt 
the stirring of something deep inside ourselves... free will 
was intoxicating, perhaps infectious. To add insult to 
injury, we fools allowed ourselves to succumb yet further, 
particularly to Lust. Many Grigori fornicated with humans, 
not comprehending what a great sacrilege it was to do so. 

The Creator punished our crimes, and the punishment 
should always fit the crime. Lucifer wanted to rule 
Heaven, so he was given command over Hell. We wanted 
to influence mankind, and so we were banished to earth, 
trapped in these bodies of clay.

That is our past. So you must be asking yourself: “how 
can I have no memory of this?” You have only a budding 
realization that my words ring an undeniable truth within 
you.

The Cycle
Part of our punishment, it would seem, was that we 

would live our lives thinking we were human. We would 
have no memory of our divine origin. We are born to 
human parents and live a human life, unaware of the 
Truth. We grow old, die and the cycle repeats itself all 
over again. 

As one small consolation, you have countless lifetimes of 
experience. You can’t remember much of them, but you 
get flashes from time to time of skills and experiences you 
used to possess. It can be helpful.

We call it being trapped in a mind of Clay. Trapped until 
our Reckoning. You are what is called Quiescent. 

The Reckoning
None can say for certain how or why the Reckoning 

occurs, nor what prompts it. What awakens one Fallen 
may not affect another. As best as it can be understood, 
the Reckoning is an emotional experience, most often 
a life-altering change. A human can experience this and 
carry on, but a Fallen will usually be awakened to our 
heritage.

All angels are not equal. There are tiers to a legion. The 
highest Tier could not be contained by the mind of Clay 
for long, and so they had their Reckoning after only a 
few lifetimes. The middle Tier were trapped for many 
lifetimes, but I’ve heard the suggestion that they have all 
been freed for centuries. 

We are of the lowest Tier. We have lived countless 
lifetimes trapped in the mind of Clay. The longer we live 
as a human, the more numb society grows, the harder it 
seems for us to have our Reckoning. 

When we see someone commit a sin, we accept it because 
it’s common. It’s trivial. When someone is virtuous, we 
assume they are hiding a dark secret, and we want to know 
what it is, or perhaps we quickly grow jealous instead of 
joyous in their presence.

Regardless, the apathy of modern life seems to have 
contributed to a numbing of moral senses. An ignorant 
Fallen is hard-pressed to experience the Reckoning any 
longer. We are a dying and dwindling breed and yet many 
of our brethren remain asleep. 

Nobody knows how long the lowest Tier have been having 
their Reckonings, but I’ve told there are many more of us 
waiting to remember. Which is a shame, because we really 
could use all the help we can get. 

You see, now we’re locked in a war. 

War
Yesterday, you read your newspaper and it spoke of 

conflict abroad and government actions and the local 
weather. You watched your TV and were informed on all 
the latest car crashes, recent crimes, sports triumphs and 
failures, and so forth. The media failed to mention that 
the world is in the beginning of the final war, announced 
to us as the Last Crusade. 
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Heaven and Hell have opened their doors; their legions 
have arrived in the world with a single agenda: to wipe out 
the Fallen and our progeny.

Ridiculous? No such extraordinary event could come to 
pass without it being devastatingly obvious? You would 
have seen angels and devils battling in the streets, would 
you not? Except that before you were blind to it all.

I’ll get back to that in a moment.

We are in a state of war. With the Last Crusade, we are 
at war with Heaven and Hell. They will stop at nothing 
to destroy us. They do not entertain peace. They do not 
speak to us, unless it is to manipulate us into a trap. 

For our survival, we have put aside our many differences 
to stand together, to defend ourselves. It’s put us into a bit 
of a stalemate, but angels and devils aren’t exactly known 
to give up because we put up an fight. 

Sadly, we are unsure of exactly what is occurring. We 
understand our past transgressions against the Creator, but 
it’s been thousands of years. Why now? What changed? 

I’m afraid I’ve no answers. Nobody seems to.

There is a rumor that this is not the path that the Creator 
intended. It’s been suggested that the Last Crusade is 
under the mandate of someone, or something, other 
than the Creator. But then that raises even more uneasy 
questions. 

Ignorance
I should return to a question that I left unanswered. 

Why doesn’t anybody know about us? Why aren’t we on 
the seven o’clock news? Why do only the tabloids write 
of us?

We look human, but some of our powers and abilities 
are obvious enough that even a blind human could figure 
us out.

But that’s the rub. One of our innate powers allows us 
to wash away the memory of anything supernatural in the 
human mind.

You have seen the pictures of angels drawn with a halo 
surrounding their head? An artistic interpretation to be 
certain, but the Nimbus, the halo, is what causes this 
effect. It’s more of an inner light or, in the case of devils, 
an inner darkness. 

It has its limits. We can casually erase any memory of the 
supernatural, but we, as humans, are still remembered. 
Thus, a human might remember that she saw two people 
fighting with weapons in an alley, but not that one was a 
demon and that the other’s sword was wreathed in fire.

If you are as inquisitive as you look, then you must be 
asking yourself: if the Nimbus washes away memories of 
the supernatural, and the Nimbus is certainly supernatural, 
how did any drawings of the halo, let alone an angel, come 
to exist?

There are humans who are more resistant to the effects 
of the divine glow. It is a far from perfect solution. 
Fortunately, the few who do recount the existence of 
angels are mocked and often ignored. It is better that we 
work in secret. 

Powers
I have told you about the Nimbus. However, it is just 

one of the powers that we possess. It seems that while we 
are trapped in these bodies of clay, we still have some of 
our celestial powers available. We call these Techniques. 
They allow us to perform miraculous feats. We have limits, 
however. No Fallen can raze a city or move with but a 
thought... still, we are far from helpless. 

The enemies against whom we battle seem to have their 
limits as well. History teaches us that a single angel was 
able to destroy a city, yet these angels we face do not, or 
perhaps cannot. We are uncertain why. 

We have a large range of powers at our call. Some of us 
can call the holy flame while others may toy with emotions. 
Some may read thoughts while others can command the 
wills of those around them. 

We all have some Techniques that come to us naturally. 
But for me to be more clear, I must explain the concept 
of Embodiments.

Embodiments
Originally, there were seven Virtues. These were the 

original Embodiments. Every angel was the representation 
of but one Embodiment.

After the war in Heaven, the disgraced angels discovered 
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that to every Virtue there was a Sin. The opposite side of 
the same coin, in essence.

The disgraced angels become devils and each became 
the counterpart Sin to their original Virtue.

This is one area where we have no choice. We have one 
Embodiment, one Virtue and its counterpart Sin, to 
which we are devoted. It is within you to choose which 
side of the coin faces upwards. You can be Virtue or Sin. 
In fact, you can even fall or rise to your counterpart and 
back again, if that’s where your life takes you.

Every Embodiment has a number of Techniques that 
come naturally. It is possible to possess Techniques from 
other Embodiments - but it doesn’t always come easily. 
The only Techniques that you should never possess are 
the ones from your counterpart, although I will admit, I 
heard a rumor of even that happening. Perhaps free will 
knows no bounds?

Conviction
The choice between virtue or sin is often obvious: in our 

countless lives playing the part of humans, those who led 
a just and conscientious life will generally choose to be 
true to their virtue. Those who led an awful or abusive life 
will generally choose a sinful embodiment. 

But like humanity, we could never have thrived without 
some form of society. And throughout our society, three 
groups have been refined, which we call the Convictions.

It might help to think of them as your political affiliations, 
but that’s doing them some disservice. 

I’m going to have to generalize for brevity here. 

What most people might call the ‘good guys’ are the 
Divine. We believe in a cause greater than ourselves. We 
want to return to Grace and so we seek atonement for 
our sins. 

What most people would call the ‘bad guys’ are the 
Infernal. It’s hard for me to speak on their behalf 
about what they believe, but they feel betrayed by most 
everything in Creation. So they are usually consumed 
with the ruination of the world. 

Finally you have those in the Deistical. I used to call 
them fence sitters, but now I see more of their true colors. 
Once, they were simply content to be neutral. They sought 
neither Grace nor corruption: simply to enjoy the fruits of 

life. Now, they are displaced. They do their best to remain 
neutral and enjoy life amidst the war, but they need the 
Divine and the Infernal for their own survival. 

In truth, we need each other to survive. It was the 
Deistical who figured out how to fight enemies as 
seemingly insurmountable as angels and devils; it was they 
who brought the Divine and Infernal together, despite 
their unending hatred of each other. We owe them a debt 
of gratitude, for without them, all would be lost.

You might think that the Virtuous are Divine and Sinful 
are Infernal and a mix of the embodiments comprise 
the Deistical. Once that might have been a very accurate 
view on how the Convictions were composed, but it’s 
been years since the Last Crusade began; we have evolved 
together.

There are Sinful Divine and Virtuous Infernal. A 
contradiction, perhaps? And yet, free will allows us 
the ability to dictate how we view our Embodiment. A 
Prideful Divine might simply show pride in all her works 
and feel that if anyone should return to Grace, it should 
be her. A Judicious Infernal could be a grim, cruel and 
inflexible judge. All things are possible.

Congregation
We were never a society of large groups. A Conviction 

is an affiliation at best, and means different things to 
different people. 

To be alone is too hard. All animals seek companionship. 
So we’ve always been attracted to smaller groups. We 
called these groups Congregations.

The Divine and Infernal gather in Congregations of 
three to six individuals. Divine use the term Choir while 
Infernal use the term Murder. In larger cities, we give 
names to our Choirs and Murders. Reputation is often as 
important as our strength. 

The Deistical have balked at our small groups; usually 
all Deistical within an area are members of a Brood. In 
theory, all members of the Deistical are supposed to be 
just one Brood, but that’s not always the case.

Every Congregation must have a leader; we universally 
call this a role a Prelate. It is his or her duty to care for 
their congregation and take responsibility for its actions. 
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Codex
It is no secret that there is an ocean of tension between 

us all. There are centuries of war between the Divine and 
Infernal. Before the Deistical brought us all together, our 
bickering could only have led us to our doom. So the 
Deistical forged the Codex. 

There are three parts to the Codex. The Hierarchy: 
our structure; the Alliance: our peace treaty; and the 
Commandments: our rules.

The Alliance is fairly straightforward. Everyone polices 
themselves; we put the war aside for the sake of our 
survival. Old traditions, like duels, allow us to take out 
our grievances against each other. The Deistical hold sway 
over our duels, just to keep everybody honest.

The Commandments are our rules. There are ten of 
them. It seemed fitting.

The most important thing to note about the 
Commandments is this: we must pledge ourselves to the 
leaders. We have discovered that there is power in that 
pledge and so it’s important. However, the pledge does 
commit us to lay down our lives if required. I should also 
note that only the Divine and Infernal make the pledge. 
The Deistical remain neutral.

Finally there is the Hierarchy. We must govern 
ourselves in some fashion. Given the dualistic nature of 
our Embodiments, we have chosen to create a dualistic 
society. 

As Grigori, an incarnation of the game that would 
become Chess was one of the things we taught mankind. 
Our game was of course more about the cosmic forces of 
light and darkness, but it evolved.

We modeled ourselves by the modern day Chess pieces. 
We have a White King who must be Divine and a Black 
King who must be Infernal. A single King has power and 
is to be respected, but alone does not rule. Only together 
do they rule. We take this very seriously.

There are the Queens - Ministers for the male Fallen 
who prefer it the original name of the piece they represent. 
They are generals to lead us into battle.

Then you have Rooks to protect their Kings and Bishops 
to advise their Kings. 

Finally, you have the Knight. The Knight is special in 
that they are the only ones who may remain as Prelate of 
a Congregation. The Knights lead their Choir or Murder 
to war, but they have one other special duty. They are the 
only person allowed to challenge a King for the throne, 
should they feel the King unfit for duty.

Then there are the rest of the Fallen. We serve and obey 
the Codex. Never call us pawns.

The Host and the Horde
The Last Crusade is comprised of angels, devils, and 

demons.

The Host are angels. They are a terrible foe, for they are 
our brethren. Although our memory of Heaven and our 
true heritage is faded and tarnished, we know deep in our 
souls that these were once our comrades and kin. Now we 
are forced to battle them. 

A single Angel is often as strong as an entire Choir or 
Murder; their typical soldiers are called Archangels. Most 
often, angels travel in their own Choirs, of between three 
to six. 

Both devils and demons comprise the Horde. There seem 
to be fewer devils than angels. Or perhaps it is just that 
they do not get along very well. They seem to prefer to 
act independently, but we’ve encountered them in pairs. 
In these cases, most often one is a brute while the other 
serves as the mastermind.

Devils bolster their ranks by using demons. Demons are 
incorporeal beings who must possess a human to have a 
body here. A devil often summons 20 or more of these 
monsters from Hell. 

A single demon would rarely be an equal to us; they 
move in groups that they call Swarms. A Swarm can be 
deadly, so do not discount them.

One thing that eludes us: we know that our ranks have 
been composed of higher Tier Fallen. It is natural to 
presume that there are angels and devils of the highest 
Tier out there, but we rarely encounter them. We know 
not why, but if they were more common, hope would 
quickly die.
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On Death
We cannot say that our fighting prowess and tactics 

alone have kept us alive for such a long time. We seem 
to possess a unique and under-appreciated boon: we can 
travel to Purgatory and yet escape, dying and returning to 
life repeatedly.

Unless there is great passion in our dying moment, we 
die a false death. Called the Hollow Death, our bodies 
are taken by mysterious shadows and we spend three 
days within Purgatory before being spat back out into the 
world, weak and helpless for a time. 

We come out full of venom for the person who did us in. 
See, there is a reason why the Divine and Infernal fought 
each other for centuries: we are so very hard to kill.

Naturally, angels and devils are skilled in the art of killing 
us, of giving us the True Death. But thankfully, they are 
not perfect; we may yet live even if we lose a conflict with 
them.

Some call our affinity with Purgatory a curse because 
it’s a painful and terrible three-day nightmare. We don’t 
remember much, but we get a glimpse of the horror, and 
that stays with us. It is particularly brutal for a Fallen to die 
the Hollow Death repeatedly in a short period of time. 

Consequently, angels and devils cannot be killed, at 
least not in the conventional sense. Their bodies of Clay 
are merely guises, temporary creations. It takes merely a 
number of days before they may weave a new one. 

Instead, we must banish them. Only the moral can 
banish a devil and only the immoral can banish an angel 
- at least without suffering repercussions.

One more thing: although we are hard to kill, a long 
time ago we discovered that a rite of Crucifixion - properly 
performed - holds considerable power. I’ve been told that 
it somehow grounds us to the world of Clay. Regardless, 
when Crucified, we become human again. We have 
no Techniques, no Embodiment; we slowly forget the 
fragments of Heaven, and we can die as easily as any 
human can. 

Angels and devils have no need of something this 
elaborate - and no one has ever tried to use it on them 
- so far as I know. This is a weapon that we use against 
each other. All Kings are to be taught this rite, but it is a 
jealously guarded secret. 

Demons are the devil’s minions.  They are little more 
than conjurations, dispatched through combat, although 
they do leave behind human remains. 

Affections
I spoke of Nimbus but another universal and cherished 

power is called Hallow. It is through Hallow that we are 
able to banish angels and devils. But this does not seem 
to be its primary purpose.

Through the act of Hallowing, we can bind an object, 
a location or even a person to our use. The three most 
important Affections to us are our companion, our 
weapon and our Domus.

Our companion is a human Affection who just seems to 
understand us. We invest a part of our soul into them and 
they are the stronger for it. Like all our core Affections, we 
are drawn to them as they are drawn to us.

Every Fallen has a hallowed weapon. It is typically a 
mundane melee weapon that also just seems to call to 
the Fallen. Once chosen, it is chosen for life. A hallowed 
weapon has a special blessing upon it that allows us to 
summon it from our Domus as needed. 

The Domus is a special location where we live. The act of 
living in a place seems to turn it into our Affection. When 
Purgatory spits us out after a Hollow Death, it sends us to 
our Domus. If our Domus is destroyed before we return 
from Purgatory, we are sent out instead to some random 
place in the world. 

I should note that your weapon will call to you. You 
will find it, seemingly by accident but it will not be 
coincidence. You were meant to find it. Likewise, you and 
your companion will find each other. Some find such a 
person quickly, others take a few years but you will find 
somebody who fits your life. But you are not compelled 
to accept a companion. Indeed, I know many Fallen who 
deny themselves a companion because they do not want 
somebody so spiritual close to them. 
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Of Technology
The one thing that will always set us apart in this world 

is that, for whatever reason, technology rejects us. You 
will never be able to drive a car again. You will never talk 
to somebody over the phone. You will never be able to 
fire a gun properly. You can watch TV or see a movie 
because it’s passive, but I wouldn’t try touch it or even 
use a remote.

Simply put, Technology hates us. It either breaks, if it’s 
complex; or we are beset with crippling pain, nosebleeds 
or headaches, if it’s a simple mechanism. You’ll have to 
get used to the idea that every time you flick a lightswitch 
you’ll get a 5 minute headache. 

This is why we value human Affections so much - for 
example, you can’t live in a city and not drive. So we bring 
humans into our lives and in turn, they help us live in the 
modern age.

Sins of the Father
One of the great sins we committed as Grigori was to 

procreate with humans. Little has changed, it seems. A 
male Fallen, angel or devil can procreate with a female 
human, while female Fallen, it would seem, have no active 
womb.

The child of such a union, when there is one, is called a 
Nephilim. Nephilim are a double-edged sword. They are 
one part angel, one part human and in neither world do 
they fit. They can be used as allies, as weapons against the 
forces against us - but they can turn on us, as well, with the 
fury of angry children.

The world seems to reject Nephilim, even more than it 
hates us. Even though the majority of them look human, 
humans sense something wrong and subconsciously hate 
or fear Nephilim. 

When the world is hellbent on destroying you slowly and 
subtly, it’s impossible not to let that affect you. Nephilim 

are born appearing human and most stay that way. But 
they have a way of... changing, of becoming something 
inhuman, when they have to. 

It is because of Nephilim that you have heard stories of 
supernatural creatures, of monsters in the night.

Nephilim have a fraction of our power and no affinity 
with Purgatory. I will admit that they can be helpful to us, 
but as often as they are helpful, they are also dangerous. 
They have been known to go berserk, to seek the blood 
of their Fallen parent. I know not what to think about 
them, but know that we are forbidden by one of the 
Commandments to create them. Best to leave that 
Pandora’s box closed. 

Do not go gently
I have told you much and you must be overwhelmed 

by all these things, so I will bring this speech to a close. 
Our existence is one of eternal struggle; no one has 
all the answers. We live, we breathe, we suffer. 
We are engaged in a war for our very survival. 
That war has brought us together with our 
brethren and former enemies, and our ranks 
find dilution of the Embodiments so that 
we might survive. The tragedy of it all is 
that, as we see our doom, we want to live 
life with the reckless passion of a thousand 
lifetimes. We seek love and affection, even 
on the battlefield. 

Can we win this war? That is the 
story we are here to tell.
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