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In Memoriam: Matthew Korteling

Heve and now
Long and loud
My heart evies ot
And the naked bone
Of an ankle says,
“Dion’t wall cwway!”
Reach out your hands
I'm just a step away.
How in the world can I wish for this
Never to be torn apeart!
Close to you "all
The last beat of my heart.
—Siouxie and the Banshees, “(lose w You"

Grimmy misses you, vy love!
—Krista
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~ Between

the Worlds:
‘Sambaine Eve
" (Prelude)

Issues nﬂﬁ,fateﬂ anmually ar Samhaine
may needio be faced @i our ultimate death,
when we might not be serong enough,
— Paddy Slade, Emycbpe:ﬁﬁ ﬂ_f%&t Magic: A Sea-

. ; somal Guide

stood defiantly before the woman seared in
S the old rocking chair. She resented heing

M drigged hére ro this old woman's front porch,
where she wasn't even allowed to sit down.
Arion, Thorn and Tanith formed a ring
around her, forcing her into a face-off with
the crone. What kind of shit was this? The
severe, cold wind at the hetrt of the Berk-
shires cur through her light jucket. Frowning at the wirtch

Black hair flying about her face, Dn:bm‘ahar

woman's question, Deborah sneered “Whar rln I want éut ™

of life? That's a preery lame question. How about wealth

arul power for a start? e -

Mother Celene gazed ar the younger worman, thén sI:?w!:.I
smiled. Neither she nor the others néeded heaty eoats. Their
powers kept them warm, though the wind soughed rjrrmgh the

_ evergreens and rattled the windows.

She could read frustration and bravada in the girl's stance
as well as fear and anticipation. The young ones never guessed
how much she knew just from sensing their .Hm'munaf ol
chemiical balances.

“Be still,” she whispered, “Listen. Look. Tell me what:=

you hear and seg.”
Tt Mother Celene the vibrant greens - darkening blue sky,
and ovange-red sun that set the clouds afire formed a glorious

4 Verbena

. a sacrilice!

panorama, Tht,udlé the scritching of branches against her
house, even wme of Thom's shoe on the porch step
were clearly W Mother Celene waited, hoping Deborah
would e ings and truly consider the question. If she
didn't, Mother Celene would reach her to understand true pain
and fear. " FE8

Deborah decided she'd had enough of games. Arion
had promised her knowledge and power. Evervone knew he
claimed to be a practicing witch. She should have known
better than to came here wirh him and his weird friends —
gspecially on Halloween. She was beginning o ger really
uficasy. T hat always made her angry. &

“l don’t hear anything bor the wind, wiﬁch by the way,
is freezing me to death,” she complained. *l see you, a weird
mountain top, and a grungy old cottage.” She paused for
breath. :

“This whole thing was a mistake.”.She turned o
Anon, *Takeme home now.” Eummum'ng as much authoe-

ityinto higr yoice asshe could, she ; hili_l_irltuubt;diem:e.
She felt rerriblyvulnerable. Arion st iled. Thorn raised an
evebrow; Tanith laughed, Her fear escalated, Halloweet.

Witches, Shit. Why hadn’t she realrzed .. :
] 2,

ﬂl A .lr_

Mother Celene rapped Deborah on the knee’ wl’thher

cane. Deborah almost screamed. This couldn't be happébf

ing.



“Pay attention!” Mother Celene commanded. *You
claim you want power, but you will not essay the simplest
task. How should | teach one who has no will to learn™

*"Who made you God™ Deborah’s anger, and relief ar
hearing she was to be taught, not sacrificed, coalesced intg.
defiance.

“Bertertyask; who could make you a goddess.” Master-
ing her own annoy:nce; Mother Celene stood and grasped
Deborah's shoulder,

“Sinee you will net answer my question, I shall rell you
what | hear and see.”

Debarah's shoulder began to throb painfully where the
old woman grasped it, but she felt powerless to remove the
hand or pultherself away, Mother Celene’s eyes stared into
her own; cold sweat trickled down between Deborah's
breasts and traced a line along her spine.

“] hear the wind, ves. But [ hear much more besides.
Your blood sings through your veins and pumps through
your hedrt with a chythm like the sea crashing ona rocks
shore. Breath rasps through vour throat and bellows through
your lungs and rushes out again. | hear eyes blinking, hair
growing, the sounds of food making its way thiedagh your
bowelsyand perspiration sliding along vour hody. ;

I see your shivering. Your eyes changeeolors and the
pupilsdilate in a face pale as milk wirth chieeks reddeincd by
the wind. Uncettainty, fear, the very life that puripswithin
you is clear to me. T know maore 6f you than you could,
possibly believe.” s :

The pain in her shoulder had grown like a smoldering
fire. Deborah fought to jerk herself away, moving in slow
motion. How could a bony old lady be that strong!

“Hurts, does 1" the old womapcreoned. *That's
hedtuse I'm affecting vour nerve c&lll’enf_qﬁi’}c_ﬂ?. [ could as
easily stop your heart or send a blood clefingg your brain.”

Deborah looked at her with undisguised terror. As she
struggled in panic, shefelt her muscles lock and realized she
was trapped.

“Please...” she whispered.

The pain stopped. She fell to her knees as her museles
were released from their paralysis. .

Mather Celene lowered herhand and smiled, "That
was only a minot working.” _

Deborah Hcked hier lips. Shivering, butno longer from
the cold, shé asked, *What was that?”

Mother Celene stroked the gitl’s raven haif while
gazing serenely atthe sunser. “That,” she said, “was powcr! i
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;5?- fi:p'oe: 7 i-divi re wha by combining magic,
=1 ‘Eﬁ m;&iogy and paen'j may signi influence society.
& —M. C. Flannery, Yeats andmm Earlier Works

A e ., Teapue chanpged intwo hisbardic wmm ed
his lap harp and exm_;u'lm_-d his reflection in the mirror. The
[ clothes and harp looked great. His thin body, pocked face,
: brown eyes andlong brown hair lovked like they always did.
Mundane, ed himself for being so ordinary. Of
course, ke might logk a little bu{er were he still healthy.
_ 4 S{?mki.ng a melu’dy\i;r;ih S , he cheered himsel{
~with the thought tharat sic wasn't ordinary. He
8 Imr ﬁe old ]rlsh,and Scottish ballads and songs, and so
"[JE'GIJ}{"I* the Renaissance Fair. All summer hc
yut the fair singing and relling old uunqﬁ,

glad to be pla?mg the spec 1.11 ﬂs.utum

du YOu waste your energies tl’“i‘lg Lo TeCApP e

o 1.5 gone! Come with me and | will show you
F "-*_EE' ' imes come again,” - »- i
| L - tared, duzzled by the boy's good looks and.
T hioyhad shown an interest in him, But Teague
o t the boy had said. He wasn't
y - vapd where poets and dreamers have no pl
r atne 1o tl'iem Teague knew he'd gﬂ-w1ﬂ1
.- ir éﬂiﬁw:m ~
- . was in the-m ldd'h& of "The Eiphln K’hl]_.,ht
g £, }iave fnrguttm his name? Robin. Teague ended
4 thg(”smmg hefore he reached the I:L&'WSL The other
!‘; fairgoers didn't seem to notice, but Robi mded.ﬂfhcn
\ © everyone else was gone, the boy approac :
\ ' 4 Teague said, and thought to himself, Wonder )
W Whar happened to the great poet? Nerves, thci‘nﬁt
£ Robin smiled. “Have you decided?” o
\\ “Decided what?” He knew wl‘@t"ﬂ ,lpﬁnt but
s stalled for time as he tried to sort d’ut his troefeelings.
A “Please, do not play games: : f w the
. truths of the past, if you wish to helpmakée hi:worid what

ircould be, i must trust me and Ecmﬁillth me now. ['will

n.pt ask again.” g
% "Give me a few minutes 1

n..-d-Lh\k_gbcmt
Te% set his harp duwnncﬁr‘i maple tree.

it, okay!”
aweek or

so ago, the maple had ‘heen ablaze with color. Now :Gq\ ~the air as

cracked. brownleaves fluttered in the wind. “T need to be
by myself. I'll be back in a few minutes. Is that cool™

“‘Robin nodded. Teague walked away from the fair site,
moving off farther into the rrees to clear hishead. He knew

f Verbena

. Tl'n:',.' psud l'rlm a little. He made up the restin tips fram th&

what he wanted to do, but would it be worth the effort!
Somehow, he just couldn't believe there might ]I, some-

thing better for him elsewhere. On the uthl:rjm:nd huw
much longer did he have left? ~

l'ﬂs deep blue velver clqak ‘with a silver brooch, picked ™=, He didn't see them unril the ﬁl'st one gtabl:ic:.i h:m

“Meeting another lover boy durhere, faggat?” The bay who
held him looked about sixteen. Dp;t;"iﬂuar#a tshirt,
greasy hair. The one who'd spoken wis ol vore a
black leather jacket. The third hield-a tire iran. His eyes
fixed on Teague with u:ﬂ%rﬁ'ﬂ.{ng&ned A gi bably
no more than fifeeen, was twined around Bl ther
Jacket. She grinned as Teague tried mﬁ%ehum ﬁ*mn the
armilock Dirty Jeans had him in. “Why'n't we do him all'the

# way?" she said ta Tire lron.
‘.. ' Hah Let's make him blow all of us.”
f Dirty Jeans shoved him down on the ground. “1 ain’tno
fairy,” he said, “and he might have AIDS or something.”
?{ Gmr.l‘ﬁwss d-lmghl_'Teagueashe desperately tried to throw
* Dirty Jeans off. Black Leather Jacket strode forward and
is booted foot, “Hold his hand out,” he com-

5

ﬁj his hand ento the leaf-covered dirt. Teague
_ﬁu:k t Jacket stomped on his hand,
- pnder elt the bones snap as white-hot
loded inside his he@, Tire [ronmoved
hed the heavy har ifieq his lower back.
meat pie he'd had for lunch.
" éried Black Leather Jacket,

“The

er and skip a beat. As he floated toward
ss, | e saw Robin emerge through the trees.

voice.

“|nancient lreland l'he person rf:l bard Wiﬁtﬂ}'ﬂﬂ-]ﬂt
hecalled clea r]jr, "Release him,”
_“Anather one. Get him!" screamed the _-.

=

._J,{m heard a piercing, hate
A qmgmg His tormentorsch .:.:
*knees as the raging sound cl
First one, &u:ﬁ another fe
their

"'“‘“d'm

smd;r- nmdux ‘I-"hat vul
Thlar," he pcn;#tcd to his hair, “will Sl:up n a little whil )
““Magie? Though he still hurt, Teague felt abl: m stand.
The throbbing in his hand had lessened. “Watch it,” hesaid
to Robin, “my blood...] have AIDS."

e



“I know.” Robin helped him up, *But you don't have
o

Tc'ag_gc looked at those who had beaten him. They
wete still breathing, but their faces reflected excruciating
pain. “Whar about them!” he asked.

“They'll live. Of l::au'm‘.’ they will never hear dL_dITI
The price o failing to hear the cries of those who are
different,” va they themselves will taste that prejudice.
Let's bﬂ.guric from hf:mWe have a world to remake.”

qu;thmg surl:ed inside him ar Robin’s words —
snm{:ﬂ-m{‘g that had always known this time would come —
uncoiled. and ﬂexed its power.,

“Let’s go,” hesaid. He linked arms with Robin ami
walked away from the fair, hardly noticing that his handfelt
fine. Mo one noticed their going. 5

- " W

We know the sap which courses Ihmueh the trees as we |
know the blood that courses through our veins. We are parr of =
the earth and it s part of us.

—AChief Seattle

Jort awakened to the shrilling of the [.'Ihk]llf'..

“Yeuh?” he mumbled, trying to make out ;hé t:m&}n

his darkened room. He gaveitupasa lmrcau;ﬁ’jtlﬁ hﬁt{rﬂﬁf‘
as Frances talked. Damn them. Another sectionhad been.

d&smnated f-:rr ::ie-ar cuttmg Th-.:-,r’d b&“mmfmg i

.. l.r.r::pla 1

miust be over tiwo hundred years nH' Couldn
break for Halloween? =

“Okay, I'll be there in about twenky
Fir#nces and wearily pulled on the cloth
only four hours ago. Te was still exhaustedy b
the energy his anger provided. He was ll:fbd Dfpla?mg byall
the polite rules.

He'went down ifito the cellar and emerged wnrh the
toals heﬁ need — a bag of huge nails and spikes and a
couple of sturdy hammers. Spiking the trees in .'sLmlaEt_uE
places snmeﬁmts caused injuries ro those cutring the rreed®

sy even take a

when their poweritools hit thf;‘@kcs One such acmdmh
was ucuaihr% h to deter. cutters or to slow de
wark &nnugqlﬁa]:_{he job bee rofitable. The trees

would survive and the
where. 2 A :

i

A mist rose [h;ough the trees as the mnhlrm’:ﬂ off the

early mﬂmlngw. Tewas still drizzling a ligtle-Jonhad just
h’lmmered his last: ﬁﬁ&ru;o | magmﬁceat when he
' e shot. He turned to warn Fmrﬂ:ta‘andrea g

lopgers wémld hav&;? move else-

,.,“l‘wﬂ the story of his own death there. No doubt it waiild he

. - ‘-'quamrd as an unfortunate huntmg accident. He ran.

w._
'El.ﬁ

o h-ﬁ off-limits: Tell them to cut na | -.1 e LT

P their ﬂysc

'-_""*fml raised a sickle and slashed th: | -- . b _-r.ﬂ'. s -. .,....

§ stoup had beeR ot
'Gfthﬂhtreet '

J\m‘i:tqsﬂr.

e e
Tearing through the m‘\‘.(s'.’wea am-:mg tﬁ'l!m mﬂ“ -n-. i
praying that he cnuld.pa‘fa

men on his traily Jon
misstepped and ;gmbﬁa-dum a hill and into a clc%
Scmmblmg e his fect and l-u.g\pmg onward, he expecte
_beshot in the back at any morment. As he passed the outer
ring ol trees surrounding a great i‘nd oak, a strong hand
reached out and puHEd him behmd a bl‘o&d heech. His
rescuer was a sinewy, bearded man d ] in jeans and a ' P
flannel shirt. “So, you have come art | Jarrol, but '
there is time enough to talk Inter."er_k' these words, Jarrol
stepped in front of ]nn and com ed, “Watch!™

Crashing mmugiflh;tree,s.m open hillto whéh.g-'__ 5

Jon had lost his balance, the two men paused at the crest of =

i thuh}.ll One of them looked up as thunder}.nﬁ‘lblgt
ﬂﬁ:rhcﬂd The other said, "C'mon, We' vt*’Eo at .43
ey, Let's look down there.” o
-]'1rr0| c?lh!d out, “Go away. Tell | yoyel bnﬁcs this land

if they value

]
-

ﬁ‘:rward the sky. As '€ b bal
tmcr.alufhuthmens ifle

. ‘!Icﬂfmcd ]cm

med the center of the grove. Reach

from the cut.
“As you have taken from
= sﬁﬂﬂﬁ'emm it,” Jarrol intomed.The;
smiled; “Welcome hume-

e LTeOl the Tare

What was blood and .:iarlmes:s inan mun%
(}reym us to soul and r:m‘rﬁ'lues 3
To ;e-remn out-loud as soul. And it screams for Yok,
exMaria Rilke, Song of the Women o the Pac
aria closed her eyes and let herself drift alung the
athe water. The waxing moon shone down
['named in her honor. She felt buoyant and

m in ter as she never did on land. This late in

: ter was cold, but she reveled in its feel.

- Waving he through the water, she visualized herself
as she w be, Nor a ctook-backed, hunched-over
girl, hiar a_tall, stiightdimbed beauty. If the moon were

only made of - I
“Not that she di
skin with no blc

n't have pretty features: Velvet brown 4
tes, &e::p browti eyes with thick, d
Wﬂm it COFMIOWwWs were h.EI

lashes andg'n'g
artractive fearures; Kamaﬂa‘hndgever heen acc

= down the tree trunk, umﬂ'r@ a smear. :;,E — honor of being tattooed or scarified like the other girls of
erawake. Half her head was gone. Looking it
: .,_-.ﬂﬁ'e;r&ﬂf he rwo men whose rifles now pul.l‘l.ced athim, l}t

the rribe. Given to the missionaries the day after her birth,

she had been taken from Africa six years later. They were
always just “the missionaries” to her, and had given her
religious tracts rather than love. While they had always

Prelude 7
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been kind, they were not people who felt comfortable with
children — especially deformed ones,

Trying to swallow her bitterness, she looked ar the
moon and called out, "Moon, Sister, shine your magical
light down and change the way Lam. 1t's-my Halloween
wish. ] want to be a runner. Twanr to leap and dancesd want
to be perfected!”

“Why!" Kamaria almost leapt aut of the water when
she heard the soft, masculine voice: Looking toward the
sound, she saw a sweet-faced boy of abour thirteen. He sat
on the embankment, elbows clasped around his knees,
regatding her with an air of expectant curiosity.

“Why what!" she asked.

“Maybe 1 should have asked how you want to be
perfected,” he replicd. : =

She was suddenly, harribly conscious of the hump
rising up between the straps of her bathing suit. She
climbed awkwardly out of the lake and made her way to the
robe she'd left on the embankment.

%1 was just dréaming,” she mumbled. Then she was
angrye And hurt. Nowhere was far enough away thar
someone didn't intrude and spoil her magical moments
when she pretended she was normal.

He cocked his head o one side; studying her with a
dighity no thirteen-yvear-old ought to be able to assume.

“I'm sorry. I didn't mean to anger you. | thought 1 could
help.”

“How!" She fiddled with the robe’s sash as if she could
discract atrention from her hump that way,

“You were inwoking Luna, weren't you? You know,
goddess of the moon, patron of lycanthropes and
shapeshifters™ He looked quite serious and she found
herself rc:-p-undﬁg ta his lack of comment on her awkward-
ness or deformity. She even smiled a licle.

“Yes, | puess | was,” she confessed.

“Then you'd like to learn how to change yourself? Did
you really mean it when you said you were secking perfec-
tion " His eyes picked up the moon's glow. She took a step

~hackward, suddenly not sure if she liked this chance meet-
ing by moonlight. Her African heritage called our to her,
whispering of demons and shapechanpers. Her longing
held her from running fromthis strange boy with the moon-
bright eyes,

“] wantto be healed® she said, and realized she was
crying,

He came'to her and placed his hand on her twisted
flesh. *Whatever you can visualife, you ean do,” he said
gently, '

As he spoke, he changed. The :“‘Eet-ﬁlcﬁd boy wils,
ficw-an older, sweet-faced woman whose eves wtl_cmmii
].'lEl- ’ i F -
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ﬂl-uqr-—--. e
. 4"Clome with me. You have a lot to leamn, bur you will pinned in place by the fmytfhﬂ bM I:}"pe Fn .--."n’t'..::
find ﬁeahng — and perfection.” were runmning toward tht A H-, <
Blaek hand clasped i in. white, the moon sisters left the Takoda had thc q;gg to just stop and let others , i
sacred pool. with thm’ﬂ’ﬁm could hédo that they couldn’t? Then E
.. _~fioved to help. Most of the young men seemed Shﬂkﬁﬂ‘ﬁ- i ;
T'am purified and free. but mi:t ha};ﬂ"‘ h;:r:l;[he god; pmrec;téi:se rm]:r drurds; r-:;. ff;;l "
3 i 3 pain, he thought. He turned towar mother and chi e
PFELI . m;l e IO e Aside from her broken arm, the child {nn]_aud fine. Then his £ i
I have M yoia ‘ﬁﬁ i eves met those of the child’s mother and he felther pain and
It L‘E‘” have but itis yours. fear. She was going to die, and she kn,fw it Paii‘lﬁgﬂ!,', she
My name is °I am -Iw'"g'" I am here. stretched her hand out to him, an !ﬂ'ﬂl‘l{.tl\-‘t‘ gﬁbttﬁ‘bthﬂt
— Anna Lee Walters, Pawnee-Oroe, “1 Have Bowed said, “Don't let me d‘l&&mﬁ ri:ached for htF}'lﬂﬁﬂ, _ .,_';.:';_-
Before the Sun™ anger and helplessness washmg thmugh him, but r.hl:i‘e war'y g it :t- :
It nesier. szops, he thonghr wearily as the ruck full of qn@]i-r smaller hand in the way. S, _;'- _.._:f ? ; _
young men roared by. Those inside it screamed with laugh- e “The redhead he had seen entering ﬂ'le Mﬁﬁ' e Tce
ter as a hottle smashed inro the dier a few feer ahead of him;. hm-ea herself between him and the woman, She titned rAES Pl
Damn fools! They should know beter than 1o do this when .;.?k,m ]um.‘ green eyes filled with artogant  command. -

towrists were crawling all over the rez; Or maybe thatls whar - “Geta N St
caused it, he thought. They keep us drinking and doing drugs ~ 4}, mw

or gambling. Half the tribe is ready to sell owr sacred ground 1o Bion do any good” HEw
the developers and the other half can’t stand up seraight for all the o ﬁ:ﬁ? RS 'ﬁh Sk ot
poisons i their bodies. Owr children die from Mck,af ba‘s' going to mak it Fivecially if we sttt Wying Grieiiber |
medicali.care, but the tourists come to see the dan,cEs y " e ﬁar e with some dignity” ¥ L,:?
“Cireat Indian Heritage” every year. They nevw’wgd q;! 3 E S T i gt wnrk anc}q e,

see the squalor, just the fearhers and beadwork.~ | ﬁ!‘name PRI s timie o s withihl .

Like that young redhead going intathe souvéﬂirhﬁap 1 Mt dbiackero the wofnan; claipedies | '
She was probably on vacation, seeingthe sights and pa!ﬂﬁ -é&:m just relat. You'te not going tq die/ d
herself on the back for basking in all ttus%twe American SRS hock You arcn't bleeding ¢ w e | -
Culrure!™ Harvest festival, hell m?%‘t even have a "'rﬁ_ b slwags 6ok ikl rh:lrl‘l'hc? ¢ “‘_-d !
harvest — they were just trying Tﬂmm Halloween Wondering if he cuulﬁ-'hyq e e W
Grieving fora rime he had never 1, Takoda mgcd W i :ﬁurles Takak called i 1
at his own lack of power. At ach{ml, ﬁ@d done well B the névi hour, hamiuii the i
enpugh to qualify for pre-med, but lagk @fmoney ora T T dulled atth
scholarship closed the door to medical: al. The spirit The -gl‘lhulni?:[:imved Thvtelk E.m child v
within him was silent; Takoda could not hisgrand- Hhointib bk puiid thot T ulr.:’ Jacould bring (el 1
father, hanediche mgp. whenever she was freed. ' A F
His gprandfather had tried to teain him, hurTaknda just 1@:155!: the R Bk che Wora it e bir rﬂ'veh_ f
couldn’t see or hear the spirits, On his vision quest, all he e it e o Pl biiad by TR \ f
saw were mental images of food and water: He tried o vell Yedheod B coold hT:dh E: S h:llu:s i, ' 3
his grandfather thar he “felt” the wrongness in people when !_:?‘m B R e o i il car which Gt kl?dl:‘leslrh w1 _rf(‘
they were sickor hurt, but he had no talentfﬂrt{:llmgwhlcﬂt -Fn ﬁn S A ah dhouldes %Fl}a:ws EttllF Wy *
spirit had brought about the disharmony. Kohana had been = 3 A g ﬂc bl g cal ™ 4 Betiing '
a great man, thé last grear shaman-of his tribe. He never - in i ‘nul\ PRI e "
berated qub&a, but the huinmm his eyes spoke clearly She % o7 him in the waiting room. *You're
enough. Now: thewold man was dead and Talmc]a wunde red Takoda, r ghff' ; :
why he stayed here. He w{;nd:lid_l. wlnfre she’d heard his name. Yfﬂh

Brakes squealed and a woman's scream was Lll]Biu‘IH by %':i are you!"
a crash. He ran toward the sound. The ahnl{ 'h';m:encnl I'm an old f“&d of your grandfather’s. He rold M

screams of a small child rase ahove the fjrikhcrf ‘p'rt aking  lotabout you. 1 "!ifﬂ"ﬁ““l’ to hear of his death. My is
gl The trck ehahad held theyoung meslay o taside. Sarah, by the way.” -
ﬁ‘ﬁﬂ‘u moved nearby. A small car, half =37 "“He never mentioned you tun’k:;.‘_ he began.
! , was buckled into an accordion shape. “But then, he wouldn't,” she finished. “Let’s go for a
-‘{h&mm upe:n md alittle blond girl lay on theground, drive. | think you have some questionsand [ may h:rve_the
wcammg He could see the bone protruding through her  answers you're looking for.”
; w A hlond woman was crapped behind the wheel, "Where do you want to go?” he asked.
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“Somewhere | can tell you about healers who don't
m have ta be doctors or medigine men. Healers like me.” She
chanced a look at him and saw dawning understanding,
“That woman. She was dying, wasn't she,” he asked,
“and you saved her."

She nodded.

[ “Will you teach me ™ He had neverbeengood atacting
\ humble. She laughed at the strain in his voice as he tried ro
_/ simulate humility,
i
- — “That's why I'm here. But T won'r take you with me if

you believe you're going to fail: You gave up on Spirits and
you gave up on getting into med school. This is all or
nothing.” .
[ was right, she is arrogont, he thoughe. But she has true
posver and she thinks she can teach me. With'grim determina-
“rion he said, “T won't fail, but you'd better be Jamn good.”

Ciad is alive. Magic s afoat. .

— Buffy Ste. Marie, “"God is Alive, Magic is Afoot”

Magic is alive. The Goddess is afoot...

—geveral thousand Goddess worshippers

Ailéen ran from the cemetery, the wind drying her
rears. Behind. her she could hear the voices of shocked
mourners as her father called after her, Kathy was dead. Her
twin; her sister. Confidanre and other half. Murdered. So
Kaﬂ}i, had sneaked our and gone to a dance club. Big deal.
. Was dancingz such.a sin thar she had to pay with her life!

Aileen had %&m questioned the strice rules which
guided her fa g’hﬁ! but she had never befére examined
her beliefs. H Kﬁ'h} *launred™ herself? Was she “asking
for it" whenshe wore a short skirt and high heels! Nobody
deserved m @i happened o Kathy. Mutilated, raped,
murdercd — wearing high heels just didn't qualify as a
reason for that,

Her parents tried to explain: Kathy had made herself a
hrazen woman. Though they grieved for her, she had not
been pure when shedied and had lost her place asencof the
chosen. Somechow, Aileen just couldn't believe in a God
_whd only had room for a chosen few, or one Who repaid a

A hinor transgression with cruelry and erth.
She kept walking, not really noticing u:r}u:n: she was
* going until she reached the park. She almost left when she
saw the women gatheret] there. Some of them looked like
dykes. Oshers were dressed in skirts and peasant blouses.
One waas wearing a robe and some sort of $il¥ér moon tiara,
They were dancing and singing, Lhﬂnkmg the Goddess for
all het blessings.

Yeahi; thanks fornothing, she thought.She warched the
women moving inva circle dance and madm to ery: She
siippressed the urge to jump inte the circle and scream.
Laying Her forehead apainst a nearby tree, she tried o
steady her breathing. When someone rouched her armih-;}-
screamed and jumped back.

“Don't touch me,” she snarled.

10 Verbena
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woman with the tiara studled her tear-streaked the seat voward him. “Getol

fm anﬂ nodded. _ N this on you,” he salﬂ,.‘n‘[?. Nz £hE : 3
R like tojoin us” sheasked, “We'reaboutto  gave in. Then she seembered the strange abrasions £\ )

haw & :mg cakes. You'd be welcome, sister.” ' y's boc r%"
Inﬁ 12 'I:I.hﬂfm‘d Hsister,” The strange w g '. S - Y N
F;l.lﬂed’ i a-- U let her cry foriemmute " around and opened the tnmknf thecar, she screamed arl F-{!_r'-_ . = 8
thenj_ REEE e fﬂd "Pam qlmm] is pain dlmll‘l rurmned in his arms, blt!.ng and scrat i“. :-. He -,ruwlﬁ.l as she HT-,.!’,.-'?#;
tth el T ' elp you" |+ 2 chomped down on his thumb, then drepped her as she |
L IS o tﬂi}e seatel in their cifcle. She slammed the trunk lid on his other hand! théane with the = 8

3 '_-'-_ nndateamfﬁcﬂ;u She listened to them > : 3 ' A g Py
and altingly. ﬁlﬂ‘them her story. Their s?mpath? when she realized fh‘" L o

hf:lped :a.]ldﬂ she realized she was enjoying t_,h’e:r . _

'.st rHe? packed up to leave the park, Stargaze /N his th ;
their h iesress, rook her mm% circlet off and hw "!"“ ' o
it to Aileen alm:-_f with a card,

“Here. You look like you need this,” she ﬁtd Yandh
here’s my card. If you need me, just call -

GMM t stick ro office hmm

lized how latr_- 1tha&gmtcn asshe wal

were gone, greedily counting their Hallo

As the dark closed in, she walked faster, trying) i
well-li streers: A BMW driven byah I : Aale ¢
dresse wnmgmanpu‘lledﬁpmtto _ .#Vﬂl."f‘ nd we have. M}r'bnm\vaﬂhm_‘

window down and said, “Miss, you should = lunmﬁm a daughter!”

allalone. Can | give youa ride home!” She
Short hair, dack blue blazer, a re;
braces; he looked okay. At the fapen
man in a long coat stepped ouref an
her blearily, “Thanks,” she aald) W
he pulled away from the curb.
locks shut and pointed a gun at her

4 “Justbe cool,” he ordered, “and
turned down a dark alleyway wl’iaie
shock wl‘uspeung through her I-ré

+ “Maybe he's right,” shua:,al;
5exacﬂ?whmlam"5h¢sl







...
-y Y

ey

] N

N
-

Birth Cry:
Winter Solstice
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2, .
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(Intfroduction)

Sure as the cock crows at mom
The world in stillness keeps
The secret of babes to be bom

Loreena McKennitt, “*Courtvard Lullaby”

Debarah awoke in darkness, Naked. Tied.
The eold played over her body, hardening
her nipples and raising goosehumps on her
skin. Where the hell was she!?

The gag cur infn Teague's mouth as his

head sapoed forward. His hands weren't
hal £ |E asleep, they were tied. He hardly noticed the

cold. He always scemed to be cold these days.

Jon was pissed off. Trust me, he says. Now here | am
trussed up like a Christmas terkey. Jon silenced his breathing
for a moment and heard distant chanting,

"

The blindfold bathered Kamaria, that and her naked-
ness. Why were they doing this (whoever they were)! Tears
of shame ran down her face. Why were they exposing her
humped hack this way!
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Takoda rasred the remains of the drug in his mourh. He
tested his bonds and worked at the gag. He was freezing. Did
I fail somehow? Am 1 wunfic? Or is this a test, a vision quest?

Aileen awoke screaming as her “friend” with the
braces loomed over her. She screamed as he brandished the
electric carving knife he'd used on Kathy. “Where's my
thumb!" he roared.

Aileen awoke. Tied, gagged, naked, blind, she began
[y sCrean.

A sliver of light penetrated the blindfolds as others
entered rhe shed. A woman’s voice announced, “You are
here for our Winter Solstice rites. Do not struggle. Trust
and learn." Blankets were draped around them and they
were walked out into the snow. Stumbling along, they were
led in a circle, then pushed down into straw. Their blind-
folds and gags were removed, and their bonds loosed. They

Introduction 13
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stared at a circle of lighted white candles surrounding
gnarled tree. A woman dressed in whire stood heside the
tree, a large pile of straw next to her. An enormous red
candle burned before her. Around the circle stood dark-
robed men and women, At four points were set colored
candles — yellow, red, blue and green. Next toeach in turn
stood a man in yellow holding a wand, a man in red holding
a sword, a woman in blue holding a cup, and a woman in
green holding a circlet.

The woman in white lifted her arms and spoke; “We
stand in the sacred circle of the Mother, whose child will be
born this night. Let us partake of her gifts."

She moved enough straw aside for them to see a ewe
lying among the tree’s roots. The ewe’s distended belly
rippled and she bleated with pain. The priestess morioned
for them all w come forward,

Hours later, cramped and frozen, they stirred. The
lamb which had struggled w be born turned o nuzzle its
mother. The priestess’ robes were stained crimson with the
ewe's blood and soaked with her own sweat. She motioned
them to go, saying, “The rite is ended. Go from this place
freely and of your own will.”

The others led them into the house. Frozen toes and
fingers thawed and ached in the warmth of the living room
fire. Warm clothing was brought for them and hot cider
pressed into their hands. Delicious smells emanated from
the kirchen. The feast was ready.

The priestess, no longer clad in her soiled robe, sat at
the head of the rable.

“Dio any of you know why we just did what we did?” she
asked.

“Dio you mean birthing the lamb or kidnapping and
torturing us!" Deborah demanded.

“It was a test.” Jon said to Deborah. Takoda nodded;
“Yes, a test, but also symbolic.”

Aileen volunteered; *It was a rite to the Goddess.”
Teapue nudded at the priestess. “I've heard that wisdom
comes with listening. So...” he smiled, hoping she wouldn'r
be offended.

“Birth is a miracle,” she replicd. "1t is the beginning of
anew life. There is joy at such a beginning, hut there is also
pain and blood, tears, perspiration. The fluids of life. We
can never know joy without sorrow, pleasure without pain,
for one completes the other.

Fach new life brings us another chance to attain
Ascension. Each of you is a new child who holds the future
of our Tradidon in vour hands. You have come from the
womb where you were silent, blind, naked and tied ro the
umbilical cord. We have cut you free. Now you are new-
born. Learn of us, and join with the Verbena.”

Teague asked. “Where's Robin"

“None of those whao first found vou and brought you to
us are here,” she answered. “I am Rhianna Flamedancer. |

14 Verbena

shall be your teacher in the days to come. Donot worry. You
will see your other friends again.”

“They aren’t my friends. They said they'd teach me
power.” Deborah challenged Rhianna.

Rhianna srudied the younger woman. “] see. You're
one of Mother Celene's?"

“She says she's the head witch, if that’s whar you
mean.”

Rhianna paused in thought. “Child, I would extend to
you the chance to leave that one's Path. There are many
differing Paths open to the Verbena. You need not choose
one so filled with pain and violence.”

Deborah sneered, *“Why! What are you going to teach
me, moondancing!”

“Screw you," Aileen heand hur&elfsuv'hefcr{e she knew
she was going to speak, "l ‘moondance’ as you call it. My
sisters care ubout me. Just because you're twisted....” She
broke off as Teague raised a hand.

“Peace. Pax. Enough. We aren’t here to fight.” He
gestured for Rhianna to continue.

The priestess studied Deborah for another moment,
then said, “Perhaps it would be best for me to give you a
little background on who we are and what we're about.
We'll talk after dinner.”

Nature was changeable when the world was young and
magic still at play.

— The Enchanted World: Spells and Bindings

Rhianna composed herself and began; “You may have
learned parts of this before. Be patient. We will cover at
least some things you don't know...

You may have heard us called many things: witches,
wiccans, pagans, new agers, druids, poddess freaks, and
probahbly scores of others | can’t remember right now. We
are more and less than all of those. Some of us may espouse
one or more of those philosophies, bur we are something
else independent of and beyond those realiries. Some
Verhena honor the Goddess, but not all Goddess worship-
pers are Verbena. And some Goddess worshippers might he
surprised by how literally and savagely the Verbena among
themn belicve in the old ways.

We most definirely are not Satanists! Most of us don't
believe in Satan and, in any case, summoning and com-
muning with spirits is not our primary Sphere of magick.
MNonetheless, fools throughout history have insisted upon
linking nature religions and magick with devil worship.
Arguing withsuch ignorance isuseless. | can only hope that
changing peoples’ perceptions of what is real and good will
eventually eradicate that destructive and dangerous belief.

Now that I've explained what we aren't, let me explain
what we are. We are the eldest. We remember when we
sprang from the Pure Ones and created the magick that
others would later adopr. We are the lightand the darkness,
the sacred within the carnal. We accept the agony inherent
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in the ecstatic and we welcome the great cyele. We know
the wheel will turn from birth to death to bitth again.
Standing beneath the branches of our World Tree, we are
the seeds from which new rrees will grow. We are gardeners
who water the roots and prune the branches that wither.
We are the rree itself, each of us a root, trunk, branch, leaf
or fruir. We are Life.

The Verbena are one of nine magickal Traditions. But
only we hold the true knowledge of the nature of magick
and reality. Through that knowledge, we can mold reality,
changing the wotld and ourselves. The word ‘impossible’
does not exist for us. The other Traditions are joined with

us because they, like we, do not accept the limitations -

imposed on us by the current consensual realivy. While we
do not always agree with one another, we do agree that we
must stand against che evils of the Technocracy. .

|.:|:|||.'5Tl1ii|ihll'§.'. Tt'.llﬁll:'lT'l!\ |11:i| I.Ir'l'.]HTl": WILIITIESTY r"l.-'ll :iT'lLF
strip us of power over our lives or bodies; the Inquisition;
those who ushered in the Industrial Revolution with its
brutal labor conditions and deadly smoke; those who pol-
lute our rivers, contaminate our land, denude our forests;
the warmongers; and the drug dealers — all are our en-
emies. Consider how alienated most people are from their
bodies, how their minds are wrapped abour with scientific
gibberish disguised as ultimate truth. All this can be laid at
the feer of the Technocracy. They would enslave us all to
a static world ruled by their ‘scientific laws.' Every day we
work to liberate the world from the constraints of their
worldview.

Youmust fight them by Awakening. Each of you has an
Avatar, an inner self. When you become aware of and
interact with that Avatar, you are Awakened. You can use
your Avatar to learn magick. Sleepers, the majority of
people in the world, are those who are unaware of their
Avatars. We want to Awaken them all. That is Ascension.
It is perfecting your understanding of the all. When some-
one reaches Ascension, everyone has a better chance of
Ascending. Our lives are a journcy we take to perfect
ourselves

Most Verbena undermine the Technocracy quietly,
rather than force outright bartles. We do not use the flash
and bluster other Traditions embrace, but work subtly with
the very essence of Life. Small changes grow and spread
until they become the norm. The wheel turns. We survive
and adapt, incorporate, and prevail.”

Introduction 15
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Imbolc/Candlemas
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Verbena? Don'tcall me Verbena, boy. We could ve just as
easily been called Damiana, or Motherwort, or Valerian,
Verbena is an herb that causes you to sweat and throw wp. If you
must call me something, call me Adept, or Wyckcae, or
Aeduna. Or just shut up and save your sweet words for someone

who gives a damn.

Sam Haine, Verbena Master

Talien grinned and motioned the new ap-
prentices ro enter his julnhil:d bedroom and
[irud sears on the bed, floor, or ar the com-
puter table,

“Actually, Verbena is the Latin name
for Vervain, Romans used it to consecrare
their temples. It was an imgredient in love
potions and a supposed deterrent to witches.

The Christians thought it was used to staunch
Christ's wounds as he hung on the eross. Verbena isn't rare
and it's pretty plain looking, but people throughout history
have relied on it as a cure-all, a miracle plant. Since we
always get tagged as healers or herhalists, the name seemed
appropriate. It doesn't work for cverything, by the way, At
least, not since the Technocracy took over.

Col s R ol e e i Rl e

I'll start by telling vou I'm called Talien. That's nor my
real name, but then, names have power. Don't give your
name away lightly,”

“Yes, Obi-Wan," jculred Teague.

“You have a computer™ Jon asked.

“Yeah, why not? | usc it to organize my Book of
Shadows, such as it is, and to keep my historical faces
straight. Did you know there's a pagan BBS on the net! A
lot of us black sheep like to get together in our own virtual
reality and reclaim a few of the old Mythic Threads.”

“Black sheep!” Kamaria looked inreresred.

“Yeah. Technopagans, like me. Most of the others
don't consider me a true Verbena, They're convinced I'm
an undercover Virtual Adept spying on them. But they
certainly don't mind how organized | am, and they let me
teach history. That's my real function. I'm a bard, a
loremasrer.”

Chapter One 17
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“So get to the point.” Deborah stared through him.

Talien made a mock bow. *As you command, lady fair,
but since it is the festival of Imbolc, [ implore you to let me
do so in honor of the Earth Morther. You may not have
noticed yer, but the days are lengthening and spring is near.
The Celts used to honor Brigit, poddess of fire, fertility and
poetry at this time of year.

Just to confuse things, tomorrow is Candlemas. 1t's a
Roman celebration in honor of Demeter. They used to light
candles for her because she sought her daughter Persephone
by candlelight. If you don't know that story, you'd probably
better go back to Mythology 101. Tlike to think of both rites
as a search for truth. Kind of like the raror card with the
hermit holding up the lighted lantern. Anyway, since
Imhole is associated with enlightenment and truth, what
better time to teach you whar we know of our past. So let
me begin.."

“About time,” spat Deborah, followed by a *Shhh,”
from everyone else...

“Let me say this: what you will hear is the truth as [
know it. I will not willingly lie to you. My words mean
nothing and everything., What you are about to hear is a lie.
When you understand that, you will know what it is to be
a mage.

We Verbena are the oldest Tradition. The
Direamspeakers are our closest cousins among the Tradi-
tions, but they were born from the fringes of our magick.
We knew the original Pure Ones in their unsullied form.
The Pure Ones gave the gift of blood and flesh to humanity,
and shapers of their kind took on flesh and blood to guide
the newborn living beings. These Bodhisateva-like Avatars
mated with their charges, and the blood of the Pure Ones
was mixed with that of humanity. From that wild blood,
which spread ucross Africa, Central America, Furope and
Asia, came those who today follow the path of shapeshifting
throuph magical manipulations of the body."

Living Time: Visions

— | Minnaloushe creeps through the grass
- | Alone, important and wise,

| And lifts to the changing moon

| His changing eves

—W.B. Yeats, “The Cat and the Maon™
\ She stretched her ripplingmuscles and stood,
I\ LR | jaws gaping as she caught their scent on the wind.
: Lu" ’1 They would be here soon, tracking her.

Beastwoman they called her, Man-eater. Pan-
ther-goddess. Stll, for all their cleverness, they did not know
which woman she might be. She entered the sliding shadows of
the jungle. Her green-gold eyes changed as her dark-vision found
focus. The purity of her grace, her insistent humger, and the
thrill fear of the hunt merged into an acstatic whole. I am the
divine huneress, her inner voice said, and we are one. The blood
which caked her juws bespoke the primordial, camal natre she
had chosen to embrace.

The beaters moved through the forest, clashing spears and
whirling chewed leather noise-makers. They hoped to drive her
before them so the warriors of the tribe could battle her on ground
of their choosing. She leapt upward along a slanted branch and
disappeared into the lower canopy. As they passed beneath her,
she snuffled, tasting their blood scent and sweat. The clashing
huert her sensitive ears. Annoved, she clowed at the branch,

As the chief macker stopped and examimed the claw marks
on the slanted branch, she focused her will and began the
transformation. By the time two of the warriors began climbing
the tree, spears thrust before them, she was a glorious flash of
color ascending om new wings. By the time they reached the
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branch where she had lain in wait for them, she was back at the
river with the other women . She stood tall, lithe and proud, while
her changing eves laughed.

"o

“Kamaria?" Talien was waving a hand in front of her
face as the others stared curiously. “Are you alright?"

No, I'm not alright, she wanred ro scream. My perfect
panther body, my wings, they are gone! I am here, alone. [ am
deformed. No primitive voice sings within me. She hunched
over and tried to hide her back against a pillow.

“I'm fine," she answered.

“Well, some people say I'm boring, but that's the first
time I've ever knocked someone out at the very start of a
lesson!” Talien smiled. Par his eyes 3Tn‘r]-'.c to hers and said,
“I know vou, panther-goddess. | see the truth of you that
you do not yet know.”

Aileen stroked her hand and whispered, "If you don't
feel well, we could do rhis another time."

Kamaria nodded, touched by her kindness.

Tukoda stared at her. She had avision, he thought. Does
she kmow how lucky she is?

“If we're through coddling her, can we get on with
this!"

Jon glared at Deborah. “Were you born a bitch or did
vou have to take lessons? he asked. Teague strummed a

note on his harp and said, “To continue...n”
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The Roots
[ heard an old voice say ‘.:
‘Dan't go far from the land :‘.
The seasons have their way -
No mortal can understand.' X
— Loreena McKennirr, “Courryard Lullaby™ ,:'.
“To continue. From the blending of Pure Ones and i
humanity came the Wyck. The Wyck, who could bend fate : é
and shape life to their choosing, were the first, Primordial A
Yerbena, Grear shaman who needed neither food nor o
sleep, who didn't know death, and who could heal afflic- ";-
tions with a touch, the Wyck often wandered into a human A,
encampment, stayed a few days, and left again to live apart b
Ir was said rhar those who crossed them died soon thereat- pr.
ter. Verbena tradition holds that the Wyck brought the -
gifts of fire, planting, wine, calendars and even written !‘
lanpuage to humanity. .. o
In the civilizations of Sumer and Egypt, and later in o
Athens, Rome and Constantinople, fertility religions arose. : !:
Known as mystery cults, most had similar stories or com- &
mon threads. These stories told of life, death, and rebirth or . :
renewal which bespoke a kind of immaortality. In Egypt, Isis o
gathered the severed parts of Osiris to restore him to life; in i
Greece, Dionysus’ death and rebirth as the son of the ::.'
fertility goddess Semele sparked an orgiastic cult in which )
wild dancing, overindulgence of every kind, and free- &
flowing drink led to an inevirable “re-creation.” Children .
born nine months after these revels were considered to be X3
under Dionysus' special blessing. ::
[ spoke of Demeter and Persephone’s story thar ex- .
plaimed the renewal of Spring. The Romans honored Cybele, . t
a fertility goddess associated with the moon, change and :
flux. She had three aspects — Maiden, Mother and Hag — E'_-
and her counterpart, the god, changed as well. He won the !
hand of the Maiden and became her consort, then was s
sacrificed and his hody laid our by the Hag, Finally, he was A
rebom as a son to the Mother from his union with the B!
Maiden. In those days magick was not vet confined, so who E_
is to say the storics were not true, the god-beings not real! i
Wha is to say that sacrifices made to those gods in times of L
scarcity did not work some sympathetic magick to hri:n;_{ ::t
hack rhe sun from its winter sleep or revitalize the earth 0
with living blood! .".
.. |
She erumbled the clods of earth between her fingers and W
looked wp at the elder. The people stood patiendly, just at the "i,'
edges of the field. Holding their pouches of seeds and their o,
planting sticks, they awaited the decision of the priestesses. !:
The elder extended a hand and helped her stand. “You :‘-
know what must be,” she said. -
The younger woman nodded her head, and they walked ::
back eo the people. 'i'
“Not today,” the elder said, motioning them to disperse. L
II [}
(™
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Tilting her head back to gaze at the clear blue sky, the
younger riestess made a quick prayer to the Goddess to send
rain. The land had lain without moisture for far o long.
Usually the spring rains came early. This year, no clowds had
covered the sky all spring. Grass and trees, bushes and the few
crops that began to bud were all brown and withering. They had
almast exhausted the few, weak streams and ponds nearby.
They would need 1o know soon if they had to abandon their home
and search for a new ome.

The chieftain stood a little apart. He waited wungil his people
had gone, then turnad o the elder priestess.

"Mother?"

“Something has upset the halance,” she replied, “We have
heen o greedy, We have not given thanks to the Mother, and
we have been lagy.”

He nadded. “Twall tell them that we must all go without food
and swater today, Perhaps the Mother will hear owr plea.”

When he was gone, the elder nemed to the younger priestess
and said, “He 15 a fine man.”

“He is youer son.” she replied,

“And a pood hushand to you,” the elder woman continued.

“T will always honor him." The elder searched the younger
wimnan's fuce for signs of her feelings. When she was savisfied
that the sadness she found was maiched by determination, they
retiwrned to the village.

Thowugh they had eaten and dnnk nothing throughout the
duy, priestess and chieftain celebrated the Mother's love that
night. She clasped him tw her, running her hands alomg his
muscled body, wasting his sweat mingled with hers, as their bodies
moved as one in the ancient dance. When she felt he was
satisfied, when her magick told her that she now carried his seed
awithin her, she pulled forth the ritual knife and slashed once, then
AT,

The young priestess Tase. Clad only in her long, brown hair
and her hushand's blaod, she grasped the howl which had caughe
maost of the hot blood and ran o the fields. Reverently, she
denced and sprinkled the blood over the lifeless pround. Over the
stomy earth she passed and sang and sereamed her pain.

Blinding light illuminated the fields, The blood-drenched
woman danced and laughed, then knelt and wepr as thunder
rolled across the sky and rain began to fall.

Aileen’s crazed laughter was followed by a scream.
Tears ran down her face. Talien silently handed her a
tissue. Deborah snorted in disgust. Teague moved to puta
comforting arm around her.

“],..saw myself. Like in a dream when you aren't your-
self, but you know it's you.” Aileen almost whispered. She
was shaking, "I killed my husband. 1 had to, to end a
drought. It seemed so sensible at the time. ] mean, it sounds
horrible, but ir worked.”

“Hey, vou can kill them all for all 1 care,” smirked
Deborah.

20 Verbena
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Kamaria ventured, “That's what happened to me. Like
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Most Native Americans follow the way of the

a dream, but not a dream.™ Dreamspeakers. Almost all end up as shaman, medicine B,
"A vision,” said Takoda, men, or witch doctors. All of them have one thing in f:
Jon stared at Deborah, silently daring her to say any- ORI, — they deal with the spirit world. Before the %
thing more, but she gave him a superior smile and leaned Inquisition, the differences between Verbena and -
back. Dreamspeaker were not always apparent, and even today, v
“Doni't be too surprised at your yeactions,” soothied there are. strong ties berweern the two Traditions. r'
Talien. “You may be beginning to commune with your During rhe early dark apes, the Aeduna became wan- X
Avatars and ger glimpses of a sort of universal shared ‘-I'-‘Tf':r_h their old ti::mpfl'_"ﬁ and ancient know.ledgf: lost, their b
consciousness, of you may be cxperiencing your past lives.” political clout d“_"""dlﬁi They began tEHfh_'“E et who :L_
i b mimaios 1 hebiib Adlnar: had the hﬂl‘ﬂ.ﬁt glimmer of the Blu.ud, spreading their knowl- e
- ; - - edpe and wisdom through a runic system that served as a [
Why not! Not too long ago, you didn't believe in ; : : ; 23
g ; ; guide for mnemonic enhancement. Despite these runes, * !
mapick either. Also, don't underestimate the power of a n,
: ; ; most knowledge was handed down orally through .
true bard. Thete are certain harmonic frequencies and !
5 . S ; lorekeepers. : q]
voice tones which can cause visions or hypnotize a recep- ¥, -
tive subjecr.” Takoda sar forward arentively. Several vak had spent much time in whar*would .
later become Scandinavia. During the Norse, Saxon and i
4 ; . ; :
; Angl rasions of the area nc e ¥
The Shaping of the e nvions o h v o koo o e and B
Britain, the Verbena's ancient Wyck roots were nourished A
Tree s Viking and Celuic beliets, rituals, stories and practices .;4
metged. This mingling began long betore the invasions b,
With one wish we wake the will : . =
th one Wish we 2 U themselves; during the Roman cccupation, many Aeduna e
Within wisdom. crossed the seas on both sides. When the cultures them- 1]
— Dead Can Dance, “Song of Sophia” schres crossed swords, long after the Romans had gone, the -
“We were talking abour fertility religions. Similar roots of our Tradition were watered with blood..." n,
themes can be found in the old religions of India, Central L !:
America, and North America.” Talien glanced at Takoda. The sea lashed the coast, ragng at the cliffs it could nor =
“Your Mother Earth, Father Sky, and Rainbow Woman, to  climb. He stood ar the end of the promontory waiting for s
name a few, are all part of the same parrern. What is 4 rain inspiration. They would come soon. He must be veady. The o
dance but a fertility rite? Who is the Mayan maize god but warriors were adomed. The rites had been performed. Weapons 5
the Corn King, the consort of the Goddess! lay close at hand. All was in readiness except for him. n,
The Wyck raised their children to follow the path of Gray skies lowered over him, flowing with the brisk, cold -
the Pure Ones. These mages, whom the Tradition called wind. The smell of the coming storm overpowered the scents of v
Aeduna, were the priestesses and priests of their cultures. salt spray and sea wrack. He pulled his mantle closer and began :'
They were counsellors, midwives, healers, apothecaries, to chant. "
astrologers, record-keepers, arbiters and philosophers: they The gray standing stones which served to tell of the move- i
arpued with Socrates and established the secret Bgcchama- ments of the stars towered over him, The wind whipped and :.
lian blood cults and the Eleusinian mysteries. Through  gprchod about them, and sohiistievad incamstasions i its Hghing ),
their position in sociery, they held polirical as well associal e Head bowed, he stood beneath the capstone in the center 5
power, and their mystical abilitics cnabled them to influ- of the circle. Leaves blew around him and soft rain pattered on k.
ence long-term policy. Since royal blood was traced from his head as thunder grumbled distantly, i
mother to child, and the Acduna were the record-keepers, o Rz e old " he said quietly. *] it secvet ’
they were able to prune a royal family tree or direct its sced s and the patterns of your growing: T have learned the .
in a profitable direction. ancient lore and the wisdom of my elders. | have studied the ’
At some point, the Dreamspeakers split from the  poyles and memorized the verses. Why can I not make my oum? .
Verbena, Where we saw Life to be revered in all things, They all depend on me, now. The old ones are all gone. The last ]
Dreamspeakers saw the spirits of the naturalandsupranatutal — of the great druids has surrendered to death and [ am the only H
world. Those of us among the Verbena who pray to the lorekeeber for my people. I am the last.” 4
Gnddesa. pray to our inner .vision of the cmativF and The young i;rard wept for a dying world, but when he came I:
destructive force of the Tellurian. When we use the Sphere g0, oy the sacved stnes, he smiled and wuched the war- &
of Life, we manipulate the energies inherent in all hving riors” shoulders in reassurance. Moving 1o the king, the bard A
things. To Dreamspeakers, the Goddess is but a greater blessed him. They were ready. !I:mm acvoss the Rills ll.hejrcould L
spirit and the life within living things proves that cach is heité the enerivy *“"—'“—I‘-“%% clashing swords on shields as they -
inhabited by a spirit. It's a subtle difference, but an impor- |4 forward i their ordleved youss. ,
Lart one. W
I.
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He gave the signal and the warriors started forward. He
moved ahead, and began to chant. As he saw the invaders, all
fear fell from him.,

In the old days, it often chanced that the strength of one
hard’s verses was sufficient to cause the other to swrrender or
agree o atruce without a battle. These cowardly Romans did not
know enough to send their own burd to meet him, so the
challenges cowdd not be given properly. They lacked knowledge
of the old ways and profaned the ground upon which they
walked. The verses he hurled ar the Romans blackened and felled
them as they marched. For every one he killed, another stepped
forward. Battle was joined, and he sang:

We are the inheritors, the wise, the Aecduna.

Intw our hands Life has been given.

We, who know the seasons,

We, who puard the secrets.

Owr leawming is as old as earth and sea,

We are fire and water, earth and air.

Oher Blood s of the sacred Bloond of the Whyckcae.

We shall spill blood this day, owrs and our enemy's,

Blood !

Blood which is warer

Water in the ocean

E Crcean-birthed life

4 Life thar lives

r.; In Blood. [
- His ecstasy ended as the short, broad sword pievced his

e heart.

Teague gasped and sat forward. The sheer power of the
vision both repulsed and thrilled him. Deborah stood up
and headed for the door.

“Call me when we get back to business,” she said.
Aileen patted Teague's back. Kamaria squeezed his hand.

Jon shrugged apologetically. “Wonder who's next ™ he
said.

“1 will be,” Takoda hrearhed, so quietly that no one
heard his wistful longing.

Talien stood up. “That's it for now," he said. “You need
rime to digest what you've heard. We'll meet again tomor-

1]
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They gathered in his room the next morning, Kamaria
smiled at Deborah and said, “I've been thinking about my
vision, and you know what!"

“Do you think you're speaking to someone who cares
what you think? asked Dehorah.

R TR

e

Kamaria continued, “1 said, do you know what? I don't
like your attitude, girl. Lay your tongue on me again and you
just might find you've caught hold of a panther. Fair
warning.”

Jon looked both surprised and pleased.
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Talien stood up, “Enough.” he said. "We have things
to do. If you have difficulries with one another, leave them
outside this room...

ARARN
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The Melding of the Arts |44

Trees so tall and proud

Forest so grand

How much lomger will they stand

Wil they stand

— Maire Brennan, “Voices of the Land”

Back to history, We ended with the merging of the
ways. So. There was a sharing of old knowledge wich new.
Hermetic influences from Bome and Greece and the highly
ordered Qabhalisric influences of the Hehrew peaples
merged with the Verbena crafe.

L3 T

Y

The result of this exchange of wisdom was that the
Aeduna and the Wyck merged to form the Wyckeae of
Italy, Spain, the Haly Roman Empire, France, Britain and
Ireland. All across the land the shared wisdom of the runes,
the forms, the spells, the channs tha had been passed down
for generations now were given to a new kind of Verbena
— the old wise woman in the woods who offered herbs for
sickness and who drove away dark faeries, the cunning man
who knew songs for the hunt and could carve arrows
straight so they would pierce deep. Like the Wyck, these
wise people knew about healing and life. Like the Aeduna,
they were midwives, record-keepers, rememberers and ar-
biters. Many more traditions sprang up as magick grew and
C}I.‘]ng{ft] :lT'l.Il HdH E"'t ‘:d L0 New environments, w{: dﬂ"r"ﬂ," I,Ul"cﬂ]
several disciplines of magic, which would larer be called
*Spheres:’ Forces, Matter, Mind, Prime, and Correspon-
dence were all important, but we were most concerned with
L[?L', for without Life, none of the others are possible.”

[}
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The tree towered above him, its pnarled voots trailingdown the
embankment like prasping fingers. He washed himself m the clear
pool the fed i roows. [ e lay back in the shallow warer and puzed
at the enternwining branches overhead. They seretched and yerned
in all divections. Ahsently, he picked up an acom which had fallen
into the pool and thoughe, T have noe fele this young i many
seasons.”

When he felt cleansed and at one with the world, he stepped
Sromn the pool. The attendants were there w drape soft cloth about
his body. A simple rohe was all he needed. He held the acom as he
walked toweard the sacred grove, weighing its ife potental. Smiling,
he let it drop, whispered “May you darise to shade my son,” and
entered the prove

His brothers were waiting for him. Moving forward, he
clasped them in tumn, greeting and thanking each for attending
the festival. They sar. Each ool a barley cake, symbolic of the
bounty of the land, and ate it. They washed it down with barley
beer, then all stwod and formed a circle.

In the center of the civcle, the great oak, lifetree of the tribe,
held reipm. At the tree's font a young man, seromp-limbed and
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handsome, thrashed in the throes of fever and cried our as the
wise OmEs CAme Near.

He knelt doum beside the young man and placed a hand
upon his brow. "Be sall, my son,” he said, “You will not suffer
long now." He turned to the others. "I am ready.”

They tied the rope about his neck and threw the other end
over a sturdy branch. He looked at his brethren for the last time.
“For the life of my son,"” he said and closed his eyes. They pulled
the rope untl he hung from the tree; they then chanted for the
renewal of life. As he jerked and kicked , two grabbed his flailing
arms and slashed them with their sickles. His lifeblood ran down,
spattering the wise ones, the tree and his son. As the blackness
took him, he thought he suw a golden light streaming from his
oum hody to the body of his son. Content that his sacrifice would
be enough, he whispered one word; “Aweaken.”

Jon opened his eyes when Aileen poked him, “Fall
asleep!” she asked.

“Was it another vision?" asked Takoda. Jon nodded.

“Sp why aren'r you screaming like everybady else!”
Deborih asked. Takoda scowled at her. “Tla you never
think of anything but pain?” he asked. She locked away.

" was a willing sacrifice. Somehow, I was transterring
my life to my son, who was dying. But it was symbolic too.”

Teague asked, “Do you want to tell us the whole story?”

*DNo not," said Takada. “The vision is yours. Y ou must
interpret it and use it to guide your life.”

Kamaria nodded her agreement. “Keep it for yourself.
If there is a need to share it, tell it to us then.”

Talien smiled. “You're learning.” he said. "Even within
the Verbena, there are secrets we all keep. We don't all
agree with or confide in one another. Even within cabals
there are persomality clashes, and no one but a fool gives
away all her secrets. That said, let's continue...

The Burning

When will I see

An end to destruction and woe

— Clannad, "Anam"

During the Inquisition, the Wise were nearly wiped
out. There were only five covens left after the Burning
Times. Two of those were Gardeners, the others splir off
and formed the orher Circles. One such, the Twisters of
Fate, were a radical fundamentalist group that went back ro
the Tradition's Primordial roots. They had help from a
Wyck. To save the Tradition, the Verbena finally began
,‘ﬁ.wakfning Sltcpurﬁ w]u‘:- were not q_ﬂ- the old Bload.

As the church pained more converts and power, the
Werbena were forced underground. Before the Burning
Times, if someone accused a neighbor of witcheralt, the
burden of proof was on the accuser. Also, before the church
equated Herne the Hunter, or Cerrunos the Stag, with the
devil, no one had any reason to condemn someone for
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being a witch. That just meant she was a pagan ora Goddess
worshipper, and might be able to brew herbal remedies or
make the cow start giving milk again. Though they had lost
their position as spiritual leaders of the peaple, the Verbena
were still highly respecred as healers, herbalists, midwives,
and experts in agriculrural marrers.

The Burning Times let loose a horror of false accusa-
tion, torture and death unlike anything even dreamed of by
the old ones who had practiced blood sacrifice as a sacred
titual. The blame for this goes to the Order of Hermes and
their "grand experiment’ of living openly in covenants,
Splits within the Order led ro pracrices that convinced the
church that all mages were demon worshippers. We blame
their folly for bringing the Inquisition down on us, but save
our preatest contempt for the Celestial Chorus, who in
their artogance ignored the death cries of their fellow
mages. Many Verbena went to the gallows or the flames to
protect others from persecution. Other victims of the fires
were simple people who knew nothing of magick, but had
anprered a neighbor or owned land the church could steal
after it had condemned them for heresy and wircheraft.. "

Though the pain had mercifully receded, her head still swam.
Was she floating? Mayvhap her tormentors had the vight of it; she was
a thing acewrsed. The coarse shift slid over her stll-Weeding body
where the lash had tem her flesh. Her crushed fingers throbbed in
sympethy and she awoke enough to realize she wos being carried.
She felt the fear and hatred of those uho had pathered to bear witness
to her death.

She had once belicved the Inguisitors would come to
understand that she was innocent. But lomg since then she had
desparred of telling the truth and confessed to whatever they
wighed to hear. They said she was a witch and would hear
nothing else. She had never imagined that such pain and
meignicy could be inflicted wpom her. In the end she had signed
their foul confession. She would have symed anything, When she
recanted, they had raped and tortured her again until she made
anew comfession. Tn her agony and delivium, she knew she had
named others — equally innocent — now doomed as she was.

The stake loomed ahead. Piles of wood loy around i,
awaiting the torch to set them alight. The hooded ome stood
nearby, Set upon her broken feetr, she would have fallen had not
the hooded man put a hand out to steady her, He lifted her
upsward to the stake and bound her hands behind it. He pulled a
rope cronnel her legs emd locked the chains across her, bindimg her
frrmly.

The grim Inquisitor who had broken her body read her death
sentence; "For that this woman hath been found guilty of
witcheraft and consorting with Satan and the demons of Hell,
and whereby she hath recanted her confession and refused
absolution, then do we condemn her to that flame which shall
consume her soul forever. Amen.”

Had she recanted again? She conldn't vemember. She thoughr
for o momnent om the el of those who would condemn dhe gifis of
the old ones. The flames were kindled, and the crackling frres rose

all abowt her. Her screams mingled with the roar of the flames as her
skin blackened and buerst, showermgher with her oun lifeblood . Her
eves burned in their sockets. As the ropes which hownd her hands and
feet bumed through, she danced m wailing agony

Held fast by the chains of imorance and greed which bound
her to the stake, Deborah shrieked her agomy and rage.

Dieborah lay on Talien's bed. Panting. Shaking. Dry
eyed. Never again, she vowed. The others stood over her,
their white faces showing shock. She smelled burnt hair,
and noted with some surprise that Rhianna was there as

well. Crackling bolts of energy radiated from Rhianna’s

fingers and eyes. Everyone except Talien stayed well away.
Even he was careful not to touch the bed where Deborah
|y ! ..

“Why are yvou here!" Deborah croaked. Her whole
bidy ached. She realized Talien was holding her hand,
Maw that she could track her surroundings, she saw scorches
on the wall and felt sogey blankets under her.

“What..." She looked to Bhianna. Rhianna frowned
at Talien. The cnergy bolts gained power and zapped out
toward him. He leaned away.

“Our bard has many powers,” Rhianna began, “not
least among them the power of suggestion. You imagined
vourself somewhere else, didn't you®™

Deborah swallowed painfully. Her lungs still seemed
blackened from the smoke. “What did [ do?

“You set yourself on fire,” Talien mumbled.

Deborah shook from the memory of the flames, but

said nothing.

Rhianna spoke; "1 believe you have an old soul and a
powerful Avatar, Deborah, but one that was horribly and
painfully denied irs time in your past life. Perhaps thar is why
you are so negative in this one. You lash out; you destroy. |
hope you can learmn and grow this time around. We will do all
we can to help you reach Ascension. For now, Talien and Jon
will carry you o your room. You need to rest.”

The priestess shooed everyone our, saying, “Tomor-
row, Talien will finish vour history lessons.” She looked at
the young hard and added, “Withour the visions, Talien.
Understood™ Subdued, he nodded. Shedidn't see Takoda's
face.

Rebirth

The group met again the next moming in the kitchen.
All were quiet and thoughtful.

"We won't go into too much more detail,” Talien said,
“Especially since I'm pretty sure most of you know a lot of
the rest...

"Oleay, here it is. During the Renaissance and the Ape
of Reason, the Verhena formed many secret groups and re-
established family traditions. In many cases, Verbena were
lost to the Tradition as they gathered into family groups

Chapter One 25
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tather than covens. Even today, there are still people who
discover their heritage when they attend a Wiccan cer-
emony or stumble upon descriptions of “superstitions” their
family has kept alive for centuries. Many Mythic Threads,
those ties to the mythic world which mages protect and
keep alive, were allowed to slip during this era because of
the secrecy engendered by the fear of persecution. Scien-
tific knowledge gained ascendancy asold myths and legends
were “disproven.” As the memary of the Burning Times
grew dim, Verbena became more bold, remaining secret but
growing powerful again. Many still believe that Protestant-
ism was the Verbena's strike against the Celestial Chorus
(though no one will admit it). On the plus side, Verbena
didn't have to work very hard ro understand how to do
coincidental magick: we'd heen working ‘behind the scenes’
for centuries. Alter all, simple things like the-gifts of fire,
agriculture and writing have affected humanity in a major
way.

During the Industrial Revolution, the Verhena real-
ized their secrecy had cost them the war for reality, and that
the Technocracy was on its way w making the world unfir
for living beings. Modern Verhena could see the value in
some technolopical devices and had no trouble incorporat-
ing sanitation, vaccinations, indoor plumbing and other
conveniences. To them, the question was not whether
technology itself was evil, but whether it was used to
promote life or to degrade and destroy it. Many Verbena
fled the Gardeners of the Tree because they couldn't hold
to such rigid traditions any longer. This led to a fracrure
between the Gardeners and all the other Circles chat is still
healing today. :

Many of us have found places within the ranks of
various occult groups. Gardenerian (as distinct from our
Gardeners of the Tree) and Alexandrian Wiccan groups,
the Rosicrucians, the Order of the Golden Dawn, Dianic
Goddess worshippers, modern Druids, New Agers,
crystalmancers, holistic healers, Native American medi-
cinesocieties, African witch doctors, Tantric pracritioners,
Chinese herbalists, and even the Masons have had Ver-
hena among them at various rimes.

Today we are hunted by the Technocracy. Their view
of reality has become so entrenched that whenever we use

is a powerful force; try conjuring a dragon in a subway
starion if you don't believe me. Still, we make inroads. We
plant seeds of ideas and ler them germinate. We work tor
environmental concerns, hoping we can save enough to
bring about a new Mythic Age. Some among us claim we
will never succeed until we all agree o a ser way of doing
things; I say diversity is good for us.

The sun is shining. The snow is melring. Go ourside.
I'm through talking."

i Verhena

e

our magick openly, we are assaulted by Paradox. Dishelief -

i, g
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The others drifred out. Takoda still sar at the table,
staring at his hands.

“Despire whart she said, 1 can't do it for you.” Talien
spoke quietly.

“It isn't your fault, The lack is in me." Takoda sighed,
“I couldn’t even see visions the time [ tried peyote.”

“I'm sotry.” There was true regret in Talien’s voice.

1 guess I'll have to settle for what | do have." Takoda
tried to smile as he stood up. * Afterall, | can see health, and
| need no vision to teach me that.” He nodded to Talien
and went outside.

The bard watched until Takoda, whose name means
“friend to them all,” was lost to view.

Chapter One 7
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Hunﬁra:i dot the 1'(1”11'1&; hillsidles
Figures dance around and around
To drums that pulse our echoes of darkness
a Moving to the pagan sound
— Loreena McKennitt, “All Souls Night"

Lindara is perfect, Kamaria decided. From “Tenth Sphere! Teague looked intrigued.
Jon's and Takoda’s reactions, she puessed “You're jumping ahead. I'd rather start with what the
rhey rthought so too. Lindara's graceful body, Verbena do, rather than what we are.”
evidenthealth and exotic features compelled Deborah spoke, “We know what we are, we've been
attention. Ir didn’t hurt thar she was dressed told at great length. Can't we skip the history of paganism
in top-flight gothic punk gear. thing and get to the party!”

“The others are busy preparing for the Lindara smiled; “Sure, go ahead.” She motioned to-
rite. I'm going to explain a few things about 2.4 the doar.
us that you might not have picked up on yer.”

Deborah hesitated for a moment, then, afraid to back

“Like what?" asked Jon. IHe seemed nervous. down, gor up and left. The others looked at the floor or each
“Well, I'm not sure you've been told what the Verbena other. Teague shook his head.
try to accomplish nowadays. Do you know about the “If she doesn’t want to know whart [ can reach her, I'm
factions within the Verbena! Has anyone mentioned the not going to force her w learn. Screw her, she'll make it or
tenth Sphere ™ she won't. The rest of you, listen...
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4 Influence: Mythic
b Threads

) Pass the word

'_: Pass the ladle

" Pass the plate to all who hunger

"y Pass the wit of ancient wisdom

e Pass the cup of crimson swonder

,-:‘ — Jethro Tull, *Cup of Wonder™

..-: In the Mythic Age, magick helped shape the world.
il Our wills created whartever our minds could conceive. The
:5 Technocracy changed all that. The other Traditions have
L'}

a skewed picture of what we want. They think we're trying

L]

i to bring back rhe Mythic Age. They're wrong. Ler me set
a the record straight,

E The Verbena aren’t interested in bringing back the
[y Mythic Age...that wouldn’t be praductive. We do want to
i establish a new Mythic Age in our own paradigm. It's
i imporrant to guard and defend old Myrhic Threads, since
" they're the seeds for the new ones. We believe that they're
g still there, but if no one remembers what they once were,
E there's no way to recreate them. The Gardeners of the Tree
" i are the most fanatical guardians of the old Threads, My own
¥

group, the Lifeweavers, believe we can empower the Mythic
Threads by finding them within ourselves and bringing
them to fruition.

Verbena influence can be seen in the rising popularity
of crystals, tarot cards, faeries, psychics, vampires, were-
wolves and medieval fantasies. The Syndicate makes
shitloads of money from these crazes, but they do so at the
expense of their Technocratic brethren (which plays into

* curhandsnicely). Of course, the things they commercialize

T T o

II are diminished. Slecpers rarely encounter the truth behind
b maost of the nccult and fantasy items they purchase. None-
:i theless, enough of them believe in such things — or wish
‘o they helieved in them — that our desired reality 15 never
L wholly destroved or forgotren.

1 Fvery mstance of a rrue Mythic Thread in existence
i today is important o building a new realicy. We fight for
"': them all, hoping they'll blossom into an anchor for our
" reality, Forexample, if a unicorn was discovered sleeping in
""i some remote area, we'd send as many initiares as we could
3 to puard it and lead it to one of our Horizon Realins, Dy the
ag way, this does mean the Verbena are a little close to being
X Marauders, but | guess that sort of goes without saying.

v There aren't an awful lot of us, and we don't tend 1o
. shiow off our power. Mast of us find flashy magick distaste-

i ful, although we'll use a vulgar magick effect if we have ro.
I Owur way of doing things is to conceal our movements and
9] link our principles to comparible ideas propused by others.
: The Verbena manaped to turn the Pharmacopeist's birth
control pill into something that empowers women; we
continually work to ensure that women have conrtrol over
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their own bodies. Our spies within Technocracy laborato-
ries warn us of impending moves and will one day use their
positions to destroy the Technocracy's stranglehold over
medicine. Along with our allies, we war against those who
destroy the earth. Any questions!™

Festivals

“T'd like to know a little more about Verbena society
and meerings,” Aileen asked.

Jon absently put his arm around Kamaria's shoulders
and seemed surprised when she flinched. “Stop that, There
is nothing wrong with you,” he whispered fiercely. She
slowly relaxed as Lindara began speaking again...

“Werbena still organize themselves around the Wheel
of the Year. Once it was purely agricultural — having to do
with the seasons and harvest. Mow it's as much symbolic as
anything, though the Gardeners of the Tree, the Moon-
Seekers, and some of the Twisters of Fate might disagree
with me, We have a number of meeting times which
correspond to old papan festivals.

You might expect me to begin ar the beginning of the
vear; we tend to think of starting at the end. Naturally!
We're mages, we don't have to do things logically. One of
the Gardeners talked about it once in terms of "working.”
He said in order to perform a magickal working upon
something or someone, you first had to clear out the old
garbage. You don’t make a dancing circle without clearing
out the sticks and stones that might bruise someone's feet,
and you don't start the new year or begin a new work
without bidding goodbye to the old one. Besides, it’s all
circular anyway. The end is the beginning. For whatever
reason, we begin by ending, so we begin with Samhain.

2 Sambhain is held on October 31st, which most people
call Halloween. Despite the spelling and the Verbena who
calls himself Sam Haine, the word is from Gaelic and is
actually pronounced “sah-vun.” Originally, it was one of
the four great fire festivals that marked the year. Though
it's a nature festival, it's also the time when the veil
hetween the worlds of the living and the dead is thinnest.
The Verbena believe strongly in reincarnation, in the cycle
of birth, death and rebirth, and we look during this time of
vear for the rebirth of one or more of the old ones, the Wyck
who first shared the blood of the Pure Ones, That's why we
traditionally search for apprentices at Samhain. Those who
can’t attend the Great Gathering keep the festival in their
own circles. We're always doubly on guard at Samhain as
well, since our enemies know it is one of our most important
patherings. [f you Awaken and become a part of us, you will
be taught the way to Winter Castle, one of the four secret
Verbena Horizon Realms, so you may celebrate with us
there.

Winter Solstice occurs on December 21st or 22nd.
This is a rime of new beginnings, time to introduce our new
apprentices to our Tradition. We invest our hopes for the

future and for the preservation of the ancient Mythic
Threads in our new apprentices. Winter Solstice is usually
a minor meetingtime for us unless we have new apprentices
to welcome,

Imbole and Candlemas are both held in February.
Imbole is celebrated on February 1st and Candlemas on the
2nd. These are other fire festivals, revolving around the re-
awakening of the earth after the winter. We also see this
time as the re-awakening of knowledge and of dormant
Mythic Threads. At Imbole, many honor the Maiden, the
first aspect of the goddess, who bears within her the seeds
planted the previous Beltaine. It is a time to share our
Tradition's history with apprentices. Imbolc serves as an- -
other of our major meetings. Spring Cottage Horizon
Realm is open to those Verbena who can find their way to
1L. -

The Vernal Equinox, which usually occurs on March
21st or 22nd, is a minor festival. This is the time when dark
and light share the day equally. Usually we meet to cel-
ebrate with one another. If there is great need or unfinished
work from our Imbole meeting, we get back rogether in a
prearranged place to discuss things at this time.

Belcaine, the festival we're here to celebrate tonight, is
also known as May Eve. It falls on April 30th and is the
third great fire festival of our calendar. This is the time
when the Young Lord fights the old one for the Maiden's
hand. He then plants the seeds within the Maiden which
will come to fruition at Imbole. Beltaine is a time for
ridding oneself of a problem by taking something that

symbolizes the problem and throwing it into the fire. It'sa

time for overcoming obstacles that we've inadvertently
placed in our own paths, Beltaine is our time for letting
intuition rule. The word *intuition” means inner tuition, or
self teaching, and we work to find strands of the Mythic
Threads buried inside ourselves at this time of year, This
meering is usually held at Summer Grove, our third Hori-
zon Realm.

Summer Solstice, on June 21st, is another minor
meeting, usually held only among circle members. The
modern Druids feel differently, and meet at Stonehenge for
the Summer Solstice. This is the longest day of the year,
and it marks the inexorable turn of the wheel back ro the
second half of the year,

Lammas or Lughnasad falls on August 1st or Znd, and
is the fourth great fire festival of the year. It's a harvest
celebration, the rime when we assess what we have accom-
plished during the preceding months. Lammas is usually
the time we harvest what we have wrought in our appren-
tices. It's a time for Awakening their Avatars and initiating
them into the Tradition. 1t is a most important meeting,
since the Verbena make plans for the future ar Lughnasad.
Aurumn Circle, the last of the hidden Horizon Realms, is
used for this meeting.

Chapter Two



The Autumnal Equinox, which falls on the 22nd or
23rd of September is another time of equality. The sun loses
its potency, as the darkness overtakes it and the days
shorten. Circles often schedule meerings to discuss upcom-
ing evenrs at the Autumnal Equinox. Traditionally, it
served as a festival to mark the last of the harvest and clear
the ground for the spring planting. 1 like to think of itas a
time to dispense with old business and clear away dead
wood.

That brings us back around to Samhain and the wan-
ing of the year again. We've followed the wheel of the year
as it turned, but we haven't refurned to the place where we
began. We've changed and grown and learned all during
the year..."

Lindara looked at her watch. “Just about right as far as
the timing goes. The celebration is about to start. I'll see
you all outside. | want to change into something more

comfortable.”
- &8 ®

Challenge

Debeorah clutched the butcher knife she had stolen from the
kitchen. Humiliated and angry at being so easily dismissed,
hating them all, but wanting despevately to belong, she had
retreated to the ban. Unbidden tears dripped doun her face as
she used the knife to cut shallow lines across her wrists. MAyBE
[ SHOULD JUST KILL MYSELF, she thought. Hunched in the straw,
Deborah cut patterns, runes of power Mother Celene had taught
her. She licked the blood from one wrist, while drawing a
wavering circle of blood with the other . If she only knew whether
she wanted 1o make herself popular, to punish the others or to
become powerful, she might be able to work magick. Within her
something snavled, demanding its freedom. She washed away
the coagulating blood with her tears. NoT YET, she thoughe...

The fire leapt and crackled. Sky-clad dancers imitated
the flickering movements, flowing around the circle. Each
cast a small bundle into the fire, jumping and shouting as
the flames consumed the packages. Kamaria moved as well
as her crippled spine allowed, longing to feel again the
power she had known as a panther-woman. They had given
herachaplet of flowers and she wished she could be graceful
enough to wear it with honor.

Suddenly he was by her side, rough hand at her waist,
hot body pressed against her, trapping her next to him, his
homned head towering above her. She looked around for
help. No one else noticed, or made a move to help her.

His hot breath rickled her ear; “You are the one. |
choose you as my mate, You of the humped back and the
dancing eyes.” She tried to pull away. “Why do you resist
me!” he asked. “Did you not come here hoping to be
chosen 1 see beyond that which you despise in yourself. Did
you not know that in the elder days, such as you were

thought to be great seers and wise ones? You are not cursed,
bur gifred.” He spun her in the ait, catching her effortlessly.

The others had stopped and stood watching them.
They still made no move to help. Perhaps they did not
know she wanted to resist.

“Help me!" she screamed. Aileen started toward her,
hut was pulled back by a member of the circle Kamaria
didn't know. She couldn't see Takoda or Deborah across
the glow of the fire. Teague looked as though he would help
her, but two men stopped him. Jon was nearest. No one
stopped him as he ran across the clearing ro her.

“Put her down,” he commanded her captor.

*] will fight you for her,” came the reply. Jon studied
the man's bulging muscles and hoped speed and agility
could win the battle for him. -

“No, he'll kill you!"” Kamaria shouted at]c:;. Privately,
Jon agreed with her assessment.

“1 don't think so,” he said.

The homed stranger put Kamaria down, shrugging off
her artempts to scrarch his eyes and knee him in the groin.
Two women placed hands on her shoulders and led her
away.

The men circled, searching for openings. Jon fought
defensively, luring his larger opponent closer to the fire,
The stag man moved after him. After several backwards
movements, Jon rushed in and punched the stag man in the
abdomen. The stag man swung a fist and clipped Jon on the
side of the head. Jon's blow seemed to have no effect. The
other’s fist knocked Jon back. Wondering if his jaw was
broken, Jon moved farther out of reach. He almost fell over
a large hummock of grass. Keeping his eyes on the stag man,
he carefully stepped around it.

The stag man raced forward, clearing the hummock
with an impressive leap and landing on the far side of it
face-to-face with Jon. “Stay where you are. Do not run from
me again,” he commanded.

Jon straightened up from his crouch and faced his
death. The stag man started to move toward Jon.

Dieborah sprang up out of the covering of leaves and
grass that both men had taken for a hummock. "Bastard!
You goddamned bastard! This is just the same as every-
where else,"” she screamed. Slashing with the butcher knife
she had considered using on herself earlier, she hamstrung
the stag man's left leg. He screamed as he fell, dark blood
spurting.

“Deh, no!" Jon rushed forward and just managed to pull
Debarah off the stag man before she gutted him. The others
moved toward them as the stag man thrashed in pain.

Jon stood before the fallen stag man; “Get up and fight
me-d‘

“] cannot,” came the pain-filled reply.
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*Then you've lost and [ claim the maiden for myself.”
Did 1 just say that? he wondered.

“It is your right. | release her to you. May you have joy
in your union.” The stag man sat up and placed his hands
on his wounded leg. As the flow of blood ceased, he seemed
to grow smaller. As his stature diminished, his muscles
flexed and changed, flowing to other areas of his body. His
features grew indistinct and he temoved the horned cap
from his head. A moment later, Jon realized he was looking
down at Lindara, who sat in the grass massaging her leg. She
looked up at Deborah and said, half admiringly, “You really
are a bitch, aren't you?"

- & @

When the others had left, Kamaria returned to the fire
and found Jon poking at the embers with a stick. She still
wore her chaplet. =

“Jon? I'm here.”

“You don't owe me anything,” he said, and laughed a
litele; “I didn't even defeat him. Go kiss Deborah if you
want to reward the champion.”

I want to be with you.”

"Here!”

"Here.”

Removing her light robe, she folded herself down until
she was half lying in his embrace. He ran his hands over her,
even caressing her hump. He felt her tears drop onto his
hands as he pulled her around in front of him and gently
stroked her breasts.

“Tears,” he said. “Don't tell me, they're the warer of
life.” She laughed and reached forward to cup him with her
hands. “I think | can find something thar deserves the ritle
far more than tears,” she teased. He gasped as her finger-
nails slid along his length. Moving her legs to lie atop his,
he pushed forward slightly. She maneuvered him inside
her. They moved together, hands, lips, and sex pulsing,
seeking, wanting, knowing.

Slick with perspiration, gasping, skins ruddy and at-
runed to pain and pleasure, the Young Lord and the Maiden
danced the eternal, ever changing renewal of life as the
Beltaine fire died.

& & @

Branches and Leaves

Newver lose the faith

From your faded heart

Mewver lose desire

To break the chains.

— Maire Brennan, I Believe (Deep Within)"

They gathered in the living room after the Maying at
dawn.

] see we're all waiting for my entrance,” boomed the
short, white-haired man as he sauntered in. His scraggly
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] beard was full of food particles from breakfast and a drop of
syrup had stained his shirt. “Good. Llike attentive students.
m _ My name is none of your business, but you may call me Bear,
it being as good a name as any.” He beamed at them.

“Now before you bother me with questions, I'm getting
started. You've heard the Tradition's history, beliefs and
' practices, bur you don't know squat abour the divisions.
Listen up...

There are four main groups or types of Verbena, Mot
that there aren't abour a zillion variations, but in general,
these four are pretry indicative of what we're about. Follow
me so far?

First there are the Gardeners of the Tree. They're
Pattern folk. You've learned about the four types of Ava-
tars, right! Well, the Verbena types sort of match those.
Simple, right? Anyway, the Gardeners feel thaeif you aren't
of the Pure Blood, you aren't a real Verbena. Of course,
those fools would have let the Tradition die out during the
Burning Times rather than sully cheir lily whites by taking
in non-blooded mages. They keep to the rules and rry to
make everyhody follow their structure. They'd have a fic if
meetings weren't held on the old festivaldays. Don't really
accept ather types. Funny thing is, most of them are from
the old Aeduna. Gor messed in with the Greeks and
Romans and stole a bunch of stuff from astrologers. Even
got into runes. So they aren't as unsullied as they'd like to
believe. If you think of the Verbena as a family tree, they're
probably the trunk.

The Twisters of Fate are sort of neoprimordials, if that
makes any sense. The first Verbena were primordial, in
touch with the original essence of everything. They were
the Wyck who shaped fate, life and civilization, and were
some serious healers. In a lor of ways, they were the ones
most associated with fertility goddess worship. More like
shaman than anything else. Some blended back in with the
Aeduna and probably gave those folks the notion they
should become the puardians of the Tree of Immortality. So
the Twisters of Fare are the roots of the tree. They split off
from the Gardeners, some say under the influence of one of
the original Wyck. For the most part, they're so secretive,
they don't get involved.

The Moon-Seckers are our Questing Avatars. Who
knows what they're into! They worry that the Partern folk
don't accept them, and they seem inordinately concerned
with following rthe old ways. The old new ways, | mean. A
lot of them are Goddess worshippers, some are just
neopagans. Some claim to be priests of Thor. Lots of them
work with crystals, some swear the chakras are the key o
everything, and | know of one gypsy fortuneteller who uses
palmistry and magick o discover illnesses in her customers.
One old man | know moves from town to town scarching
out patential Verbena and marking them for our first-
contact people, They're the fruits of the tree, the acorns, or
maybe the leaves.
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Lastly, there's the Lifeweavers. They're the Dynamic
Avarars, They just plain don’t give a damn whether anyone
accepts them or not. Always off on their own projects and
beliets. Lifeweavers don't abide by wradition — they take
anyone as an apprentice and ignore the festivals and
meetings whenever they feel like it. A lot of them are
shifters. They alter themselves to have the best possible
bady they can, to be the best dancer or climber o singer
there is. They claim they're trying to find the limitof what's
narural. Man, woman, child, dog, old, young, in berween.
They don't care. I've always thought we should get them to
assume the shupes of some of our Technocracy enemies and
wreak havoc among the foe. Mayhe they do, who knows!
They're the branches of the tree, moving outand away from
the rest of the Verbena, but still part of the whole.

Mow don't pet me wrong, Nobody gets locked mto a
particular group just because of her Avatar. If you have a
Questing Avatar, there's no reason you can't join up with
the Pattern [olk if you feel mare comfortable with them
(assuming they accept you, of course). These are just
peneral divisions, and they're pretty broad categories. There
are other groups, too. Lots of them. Most are small circles
or cabals not linked to any of the larger groups. Those
include folks like Mother Celene’s Avengers, the Druids of
the Glade, and the Bardic College. | see some of you belong
to those groups already, or will once you've Awakened. It's
possible to hold membership in one of the smaller groups
and still receive instruction from or have contact wirh a
larger one. Whatever keeps the Mythic Threads alive!
Mext question.”

“So, the main philosophy of the Verbena can be
summed up by saying they work to protect the Mythic
Th_{cads?" asked Jon.

“Well, that's a part of it, but there's more to it than
that. Preserving Mythic Threads is a means the Vetbena
use to achieve a reality modeled after their own conception
of what reality should be. Verbena seek Ascension through
a sort of tenth Sphere. That Sphere is Self. The Verbena
believe that knowledee of the Self can bring us to Ascen-
sion and can take others along with us. This isn't what the
Alkashic Brotherhood mean when they experience their
innermost selves, because r]"IE‘;"rE Dn]‘s«‘ taﬂcing about the
mind. Verbena view the entire Self as deity — mind, bady,
lusts, experiences and all. It isn't self-glorification, bur
becoming part of the All. Life in all its creation is guided by
the inner Self. ‘Do as thou wilt' isn't too far off the mark, but
the phrase should be ‘Be as thou wile.” Alan Warts said, ‘the
outline of vour body is the inline of the universe.” We don't
juststop beingat the edge of vurselves, we fold into the space
around us, mold it to us, and are molded by it. We're part
of it all. When we understand that fully, we'll reach
Ascension, and when one Ascends, all may follow. That's
why the Verbena spend so much effort locating and train-
ing potential mages. The Ascendant Self may be one of

you. Or it may be one of the blasted Virtual Adepts for all
I know, Of course, Verbena aren’t letting them know that!
Il you don't understand all that, don’t worry. Most of us
don't either.” Bear laughed.

Teague broke in, “You mentioned that the Lifeweavers
will take anyone as an apprentice. How do the others
choose?”

*I think what you really want ro know is *how were you
chosen! correct?

HYEFI]'E.”
“There are four ways the Verbena choose apprentices.

They examine people touched by their Mythic Threads.

New agers, people who are already involved with magick in
some form — even if the magick they're studying is com-
plete bunk. Some Verbena choose based on”a person's
Avatar. Some become Verbena by right of blood. Most of
those become Gurdeners of the Tree, since the Gardeners
are the ones who trace the Wyckean bloodlines through
generarions. Lastly, some are chosen because they are in
pain. The pain might be physical, caused by some imbal-
ance or infirmity, but it might be mental or emotional.
Often candidares are chosen because they have some sort
of blockage which prevents them from living a full life. You
can stop looking around ar one another now. We can all
pretty much figure out why each of you was chosen. The
reason you were picked doesn't marter any more. Learning
what the Verbena have o teach you and moving beyond
that are the important parts. Then of course, there are the
Lifeweavers. A lot of them choose an apprentice because

she's pretty or he has an interesting voice or because they

happen to be standing outside in the rain at 2 a.m. Nobody
can fathom why they choose someone.”

“What about the Horizon Realms? Where are they?
What are they like? Aileen asked, a bit dizzied by the
mage's rapid-fire ramble.

“I'll give you a lictle teaser, but you aren't really
supposed to know abour them yer." Bear chuckled and
continued...

The Seasonal Realms

“¥ou know that Horizon Realms are pockets of other
realities located in the Umbra. Well, the Verbena maintain
four semi-secret ones where they go to meet and conduct
the business of the Tradition. These particular four aren't
ones the Verbena ereated. They're fragments of the old
Mythic World, shards the Verbena found floating in the
Umbra and built on. Some say that Lilith placed them thete
and keyed them o Verbena magick so no other Traditions
could reach them...”

“Lilith!"" Teague interjected.

“Don't interrupt!”

*Sorry.”

Bear continued: "The first one, Winter Castle, is a
small white medieval castle set in an idealized winter
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! landscape. You know the old line from Camelot about the
K snow never starting until after sunset and stopping at
L'} :

‘ exactly the right height to be interesting rather than a
: nuisance! Well, that’s sort of what it's like. White deer and
gl rabhits roam around, squirrels chatter ar you, winter roses
E twine around a boxwood maze, and a dark forest silvered
i with snow hovers nearby. In the castle courtyard, there'san
'E old oak with bare branches. It's crimson red. Sometimes [
L think that oak is the only color in the whole landscape.
1 Mostly though, it’s all very pastoral and perfect. Of course,
4 you don't want to go off into the woods by yourself. They're
;_: dark and full of secret things.

:; Spring Cottage is just that, a pretty little shingled
¥ cottage set into the most wonderful garden imaginable.
e Blooming and budding trees form a ring around the house
Ll and shower people with petals when they walk beneath.
4 The smells there are marvelous! There are lots of lietle
i-r‘ animals there, too, and they all seem to be busy cooing at
i one another and mating. It reminds me a little of Disney's
'y Fantasia. | swear | saw a centaur there once, but 1 was prerry
e blasted ar the time, so | may have imagined it. Of course, if
.;j you imagine stuff while standing on top of a Node, who
- knows what you might get! Also, there's the well. It's a
e dank, overgrown thing thar's urrerly lightless at the bot-
" tom. You can drop a light in, and it goes out. I've only
'y known one person to go down into thar well, and he never
'.- came back. Stay away from it unless you want to search out
41 the darkest part of yourselves. -
K Summer Grove is a large grove of sacred oaks which
', surround the biggest World Tree you've ever seen. There
" isn't much more to this Realm than the grove itself, but it
:‘ spreads out and differentiates into hirch and beech,
I hawthome, apple, elder, maple, even cherry trees. There's
-"j a pond that has sleck, silvery fish in it and everything from
Y. bears to chipmunks come visiting when people are there.
fy The Lifetree of Summer Grove is supposed to be the
" adopted form a Pure One. It talks to those who listen hard
k. enough. Personally, | think it's some old Wyck. Of course,
:' it could be the fey folk playing tricks on us. Don't ever take
’1 any path our of the grove except the one marked by the
Ly standing stones, That path is the gateway in and out of the
y: grove. Taking another path leads you into the forest, where
" you get twisted and turned in all different directions. Some
;' folks have been trapped in the byways, as we call them, for
: days, and counted themselves lucky to get out at all by
o stumbling back into the grove. -
s Autumn Circle is a large, cleared dancing area cen-
:; rered around a flat stone altar. The altar is circular, but has
% a hole in the middle. A World Tree grows up through the
,'._, hole and shades most of the area. It's autumn there, and the
2l tree has the most brilliantly colored leaves 1've ever seen.
W The circle's edee is formed by a ring of trees. Outside that
o is a mossy greensward filled with toadstools. Some say a
E,
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person can have visions by eating one of the toadstools, but
I think,” he said, looking at Takoda, “they'd just give you
indigestion. A couple of unicorns are rumored to live there,
but I've never seen them. They say there are pools located
beyond Autumn Circle which lead to other worlds...

That's it. No more questions. Hope you weren't ex-
pecting to Ascend right here and now. Have a good
festival.”

S S iy o, T - e Tyl ':l;'_l_'"-a:'.'!. T e L AL s Loy

"Wait a minute, Which type of Verbena are you!™
asked Aileen.

He turned back in the doorway. “Who says I'm Ver-
bena at all’ he asked. He closed the door quietly, but they
could hear him chuckling as he moved off down the
hallway.
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If she floats then she is not
A witch like we had thowghe
A doun payment on another

Ome at Salem's lot,
— Nirvana, "Serve the Servants”

Below them, the lights of the city glowed.
From the seventeenth floor, the marina
looked like afairyland. A slighcbreeze cooled
the man and woman standing on the bal-
cony.

Deborah turned ro Talien. “Whao are all
these people!” she asked.

“Muostly people we know from other Tra-
ditions, We're throwing a private party here
hefore a bunch of us po on to Horizon, the main meeting
place, for a Midsummer Night revel. Why, do they seem

strange!”

“Tust different. [ guess I'm feeling a lictle out of place
here.”

"Here!™

“Back in the city. | got the idea that the Verbena are
pretty much a country sort of thing.”

i ool B e S s g o o ol B e o e S S e

“We're anything we want to be. Mostly it's the Gar-
deners and rhe Twisters of Fate who are rural. The
Moon-Seckers set up wherever they feel comfortable, while
the Lifeweavers do whatever they do wherever they happen
to be. Not all of them even keep a World Tree, you know."

Jon and Kamaria stepped out onto the balcony. “Hey,
it's a lot cooler out here,” said Jon. “Are you puys keeping
that a secret 50 you don't have to share?”

“Well, not with you anyway.” Deborah quipped. She
seemed to be less hosrile since the Beltaine celebration, as
il she had purged some part of herself. Now, though her
words were cruel, there was a certain lightness to them that
told Jon she was joking.

*If you don't like the company, you can always jump,”
he retorted. She laughed.

Teague stuck his head out through the sliding glass
doors. “Hey, has anybody seen Takoda? he asked.

"He's gone.” said Talien.
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"Gone! Gone where!”

Aileen pushed past Teague. “Yeah, he left last night.
He said he had something important to do.”

“And they just let him go™ asked Kamaria.

“Why not!” Talien replied, "He’s not a criminal or a
prisoner. We don’t force people to join, and the Verbena
aren't for everyone.”

“But he knows so much...” Jon said.

“Nothing that can really hurt us. I doubt the Technoe-
racy knows anything about him. He isn't Awakened yer.”
Talien looked down at the shimmering warer. “ don't
think he found what he was looking for here,” he said. “But
let me take this opportunity to give you the lowdown on the
other Traditions and a few other things besides...

Council Brethren

See that woman in the green dress? She’s built like a
martial artist and probably is one. She's Akashic Brother-
hood. The Akashic Brotherhood puzles a lot of Verbena.
We don't understand their tendency to place the mind
above all else. Still, many Lifeweavers have learned a lot
about their bodies and the pathways of the Lifeweb from
the Brotherhood.

MNow, that man in the white suit practically crackles
with suppressed energy, doesn't hel Get the feeling he
wants to stop the more lurid aspects of the party! Tense,
tense, tense, Our relationship with the Chorus was shar-
tered in the Burning Times, and vet many Verbena feel it's
time to make peace with them.”

A long-haired man in black leather stumbled onto the
balcony and almost fell over the rail.

“Whup! Jon, Teague, hold him up will you! Let's settle
him on the couch. He's a little far gone even for one of the
Cult. We get along pretry well with the Cult of Ecstasy folks

until some fool brings up philosophy or history. We've
worked with them since Roman times, and we learn a lot
from each other, but mostly we feel that the Cult folks act
like irresponsible children who've never grown up.

The woman over there is an Australian aborigine.
She’s a Dreamspeaker of course. There's a tremendous
amount of respect between the Verbena and the
Dreamspeakers. We've always been allies and probably
always will be. Still, we feel they're too focused on the
Other World. They need to pay more attention to this one.
Also, a lot of us are really irked that so many of the other
Traditions think the Dreamspeakers were the first mages,
when they weren't.

|.ook at the guy in gray near the refreshment table. He's
Euthanatos. | wouldn’t drink the punch after he's been near
it, that’s for sure! Just kidding; everyone thinks the
Euthanatas are out to kill everybody. Only the Twisters of
Fate get along with them. Otherwise there's a considerable
amount of opposition against the Euthanatos, even from
the Moon-Seekers and Lifeweavers. Still, it's amusing to
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how often the elder Verbena agree with the elder Euthanatos
when the Council of the Traditions meets.

Yeah, there they are. See that group over there all
dressed in torn-up black clothes! The ones with the weird
hair and the jewelry. [ thought they might crash the party.
They're Hollow Ones. The Verhena have a hard time
secing the Hollow Ones as a Tradition. We've have seen
their kind before —unfocused young mages who think they
know everything. They seem unfocused, but those kind of
mages helped the Verbena reestablish themselves after the
Buming Times, The Gardeners don’t like them one little
bit, but the rest of us are actively trying to recruit them, not
that the Hollow Ones give a flying fuck about us!

Laook, it's an arbitrageur disguised as a mage! Actually,
she's not too bad an example of the Order of Hermes. Ever
since Roman times, the Verbena and the Order of Hermes
have enjoved an on-again, off-again relationship. For a
rime, some Verbena even joined the Order's experimental
House as the Diedne...that was doomed to failure. The
Order resents the Verbena because they believe we stole
some of their “wisdom™ ro fuel the renaissance of Verbena
magick after the Burning Tlmes. Still, it's a chicken-or-cgg
arpument; a lot of the Order of Hermes' basic beliefs, and
their whole system of non-formula magick, were based on
the Verbena's exploratory, shamanistic style, Aside from
anything else, we still blame them for calling down the
Inquisition with their excesses.

See the puy over there! Looks pretty normal, doesn't
he? You'd never know that he watches Weird Science like it

was a graduate program in experimental physics, would

you? He's a Son, all right, one of the Sons of Ether. They're
Technomancers, and the Verbena don't like
Technomancers much. Only the most liberal Moon-Secker
or the most dynamic Lifeweaver will deal with the Sons of
Ether — although they are usually intrigued by anything a
Verbena is willing to show them. The Sons are constantly
trying to re-create the Verbena's traditional magick with
their devices — shapechanging, rapid healing, and so on,
and they refuse to call what they do ‘magick.’ Most call it
‘Science’ instead. It drives the Gardeners crazy!”

“There's my date,” he said, pointing to an intense
young woman with short black hair. “She’sa Virtual Adept.
Actually, a lot of Moon-Seekers have fallen in with the
Virtual Adepts because of their flexibility and cutting-edge
magick. The Gardeners can't stand them, of course. Some
Lifeweavers have found ways to walk into the Digital Web
and many have formed covens online. | think I mentioned
something about this before...”

The Others

“Who is that™ asked Kamaria, pointing her chin at a
svelre dark-haired woman in black and red.

“Ah! Interesting isn’t she? Feral grace, [ call it," said
Talien. “That's Calantha. She’s a Garou. Her tribe is
known as the Black Furies, and we've been loosely allied

Chapter Three 41

BT o A Fy Sl e .-_ q= N g T —EmAT - e ALY _--I g W, e



with them, mostly on ecological issues, for some time. They
suffered the same persecutions we did during the Buming
Times. There are other tribes of Garou, what most people
call werewolves. I've heard we have some dealings with a
couple of the others. Except for those few, though, they're
supposed to be savape and unpredictable, I've also heard
they kill mages who snoop around their holy ground.”

“Werewolves! Next you'll tell us there's a vampire at
the party,” laughed Aileen.

“There are vampires, you know,” Talien remarked;
“Most Verbena hate them. They seem foul to the Garden-
ers and the Moon-Seekers, Still, some Lifeweavers [ know
are fascinared by them. One of them even claims she hangs
out with vampires from time to time. She excuses herselfby
telling me their blood is pure Quintessence. Maybe she uses
it to power her shapechanging. I don't know about you, but
I'd rather not deal with bloodsuckers, if I can help it. I need
my blood myself, thank you. We do have at least one thing
in common: the Inguisition still hunes both of us. Those
bastards call themselves the Saciery of Leopold now, and
we try Lo stay as far away from them as we can, They burned
us once. Never again...

Do you believe in ghosts? They believe in you. Lots of
people know how to call the dead, but I'm not sure they
enjoy it once they do. Wraiths often visit the Dark Umbra
on Samhain eve. | have no idea how they feel about us, but
I'd be real careful around dead folks if I were you.

The Fey still dance around the comers of our nice
sertled little world; Verbena have had a love-hate relarion-
ship with them for centuries. Mostly we don’t trust each
ather. The Primordials used to trick them into lots of
apreements and truces. The Fey are artracted to our life
energies, I'm told, though I've never met one myself. | really
don't know if they're dangerous or not, but from all the old
stories, I'd suggest a good deal of caution and a quick wit
when dealing with them..."

The Enemy

“What about the Technocracy?™ asked Jon. “Aren't
they mages, too? Why do they hate us so much!”

“The Technocracy may be our most dangerous en-
emies. They are mages, but work toward a rotally different
reality than we desire. They want complete order and
control of everything, Naturally, we want to impose our
own version of reality instead. It's a hate based on radically
different ideas vying to create the ultimare reality in the
same space. Luckily, they seem as disorganized as we are, or
at least, they don’t all agree on a single road to domination
of the Tellurian. This isn't the best place for ir, but let me
give you a quick overview of how we deal with each
Convention — thart's what they call their Traditions. ..

Let's start with the Progenitors. They're probably clos-
est to the Verbena, except what we enhance, they corrupt
by claiming to ‘better nature’ through genetic program-
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ming and manipulation. A few Moon-Seekers tried o
reform some Progenitors and bring them back into the fold,
but wound up sucked into the Technocracy instead. It's not
a far jump for them. The Pharmacopeists especially suck
these Verbena right in. Remember, you've been warned.

Iteration X believes we should all be half machine.
They want to cyber us up and link our brains in with
artificial intelligence. HIT Marks are the cyborgs lreration
X makes and sends out to kill their enemies. Verbena can
sense the Life pattern inside then, though. Treration X
hares — and I mean hates — the Verbena, and the Verbena
love to wipe them out...anything that unliving and cold is
an abomination!

Then there's Big Brother. That's the Convention
called the New World Order. We're constantly running
into the N.W.O. They want to brainwash everyone into
heing a robot. I'm tald we started the health eraze as a direct
assault on their mental hold on the masses through relevi-
sion, Pissed them off! Warch ourt for the Men in Black.

There's always the fun guys in the Syndicate. They've
made a lot of cash selling ‘new age’ crap to people. Most
WVerbena hate to see this, even if the Gardeners of the Tree
believe the pawmsies should get what's coming to them.
Several Verbena have found themselves in the unenviable
position of having to ‘disprove’ some of the Syndicate's
claims, thus weakening any Mythic Threads which may
still be in the Tapestry's weave. These guys are scary.
Beyond the thug level, nobody knows who they are or how
to reach them. They can destroy you without ever coming
face-to-face with you.

Last are the Yoid Engineers. Most Verbena didn’t like
it when humanity landed on the moon. We want to keep
thgmoon a thing of mystery; the scientists want to demystify
it. Of course, I've heard it said that the moon landing
changed the Void Engineers — now they work for space
explaration as a sort of saving grace for humankind. The
Moon-Seekers might know. They've occasionally worked
with the Void Engineers to learn more of the deep Umbra.
On the other hand, many Void Engineers work to discredit
some of the fundumental elements of the Verbena's belief
system, especially things like asrrology, the phases of the
moon, and the Wheel of the Year.

- u:".'!.-.‘-"a"..‘l. .j:‘- I:" ] .'-"4' __L .:'_ L'.— L _L .:i-l

That's just a thumbnail sketch, of course. You're all
free to like anvbody you want to and hate anyone who pisses
vou off. Make your own assessments. You might even find
out the people you love to hate the most are your fellow
Verbena. Life's a birch..."

L

The sun beat down mercilessly on his dehydrated
body. His eyes swam. His parched throat cried out for
moisture. The whistles the elders blew couldn’t reach him
where his consciousness had gone. Blood coursed down his
bady. One of the rawhide thongs skewered through the skin
and muscle of his his chest had ripped through his flesh.

The other was still attached, its shortening length almost ~

pulling him off the ground as he danced. No one from his
tribe had performed a real sundance for a géneration at
least. =

He danced, chanting and weaving in the scorching
sun. As the chill of evening began ro work its way across his
blistered face, his grandfather approached.

“It is time now to pull the tether free,” Kohana said.

Grateful his ordeal was over, Takoda leaned back
against the skewer. It began to tear through the skin of his
breast. Soon he would be free of it. Then he reconsidered.

“No, Grandfather,” he said sadly, “This is my last
chance. | must have a vision or my life has no meaning. You
of all people should understand.”

*| understand,” the old man sighed and sat down next
to Takoda. “T will wait until you have your vision. Do not

take too long, though, for my hones are old and brittle and

I cannot wait outside all night,”

Takoda called for some of the elders to light a fire so
that his grandfather would be kept warm. He felt strength-
ened by the old man's presence and renewed his dance. His
grandfather seemed so proud. Takoda was so happy he
jerked too hard in his exertions. The remaining thong
ripped out and he fell. He crawled to the fire and sat across
from his grandfather. Together they shared a pipe and
talked of visions and healing.

Tt was omly as down arrived and the elders carvied him home
that Takoda remembered his grandfather had been dead for a

VELT.
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Defying their leaders

Holding out for free will
The strong dare to echo

Nothing can stop
Nothing can stop us now

Up against the wind
Old ways wp against the wind.
— Maire Brennan, “Against the wind"

The car had been trailing them for some time
1 before they noticed it. They'd come to town
to purchase last-minute necessities for the
Lammas feast. Bur they couldn't return to
the covenhouse with a strange car on their
tail. Cutting through stores and emerging
onto other streets hadn't worked to throw
their pursuers off the scent. Even mingling
with crowds and threading in and out of clubs

hadn'r sufficed.

“Diamn. They're good, whoever they are,” Teague said.

*Too good.” said Jon, the only one of them who had
dealt with pursuit by government agents.

“Maybe we should split up,” suggested Kamaria, “That
way some of us could lead them on while the others went for
help.”

S T e

R e

“Screw that. If you're too afraid to confront them, I'll
ambush them at the next traffic light.” offered Deborah.

“There may be a reason they've only followed us so far.
They might be waiting for us to split up so they can pick us
off easier,” remarked Takoda. He had returned soon after
the sundance, at peace with himself and determined to
hecome a healer.

“Dio any of you have an idea who they might be 7" asked

DRy o Bl

]

Aileen. EL'
“Nope, but they have to be using some kind of magick B

to keep up with us,” said Teague. %
“Well, we need to do something,” snarled Deborah. £
“Look for a phone booth,” Jon said. “I'll call the r;-
covenhouse and tell them what's happening.” "
1

|l
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“Great, then we just wait for them to come hail us our,”
grumbled Aileen.

“Do you have a better idea™ asked Kamaria.

They found a phone booth on the next corner. Jon
placed the call. All of them could hear it ring and ring on
the other end.

“How can nobody answer?” asked Takoda. “There
were at least twelve people there an hour and a half ago.”
He was afraid to volunteer what he actually thought — that
somehow the Technocracy had found them, and that he
and his friends were the only ones still free.

Another black car screamed around the cemer and
drew up opposite the first. Four doors from each car opened,
spilling out men in black suits and mirror shades. All of
them held suns. 3

“Hold it!" one shouted. *Anybody moves and you all
die.”

“Let's live through this, folks,” murmured Teague,
“They obviously want us alive. We can always try to escape
later.”

- & &

They awoke in darkness, cach remembering the sting
of the needle. Hoods covered their heads and handcuffs
restrained their arms behind their backs.

“Take thar one first,” a gruff voice said, and Teague was
carried out. He called out to the others, “Be strong.”

They took him to a small room and questioned him
relentlessly. Who were his friends? Where was he first
conracred by the Traditions? Who taught him? Whar had
he learned so far? He answered none of the questions. His
captors seemed strangely unconcerned by his refusal to
talk. Noone threarened or touched him until the question-
ing was over. Then the head Inquisitor stood and said, "He
isan unrepentant wirch. As he chooses to die thus, we have
no more business with him. May God have mercy on his
soul.”

Two Inquisitors stripped him and bound his legs back
heneath him so his ankle ropes were tied to the handcuffs.
He was carried ourside and chained atop a rough bundle of
wood. More ropes were passed through under his bended
knees, forcing him ro back-straddle the pyre and securing
him flat against it. His muscles screamed in protest.

Five more pyres were ranged around the courtyard;
blackened areas showed where others had already burned
down to ash and ember. The charnel smell of burnt flesh
assaulted him. They'd already killed his friends from the
covenhouse, then. His captors checked his bindings and
lefr him to his thoughts.

The scene was repeated five times as the others were
brought to the courtyard and chained in place. The Inquisi-
tors stood, one next to each pyre. Clad in robes and carrying
lit torches, each of them asked once again, "Will you
forswear your witcheraft and join with us to hunr others
such as yourselves! You may still be saved.”
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When they determined thar none of the young 0
unAwakened mages would willingly betray the Verbena,

[ 1]
the Inquisitors pulled the hoods back over their victims' ‘ @) °O !:
heads. Y o b

Soon the only sounds were the crackle of the flames 'rl:l
racing through dry wood and the screams of those the T
flames consumed. Searing pain and choking smoke en- ty
gulfed them as they writhed atop the pyres, desperately E:.'
struggling to escape. And suddenly Deborah was free. She b

coalesced her will into a raging primal form and launched
it ar the chains that bound her. They snapped and her
handcuffs fell loose abour one wrist. She pulled free the
rope which bound her legs and thrust the hood from her
face. And there was no fire,

All around hershe saw the others writhing and seream-
ing, bucking and twisting away from flames that did not
exist. An Inquisitor stretched up a hand to help her down
from the pyre, and she saw he was Talien. Her Avatar
snarled for her to rend and tear, but she thrust it down and
slid down off the pyre.

Then Takoda broke free, and Kamaria. Jon, then
Teague, came down from the pyres, the light of Awakened
Avatars gleaming in their eyes, Aileen took the longest.
Her shattered, insane shricks rent the air for a full ten
minutes. As Rhianna at last moved to release her from her
imaginary bonds and illusory flames, Aileen finally Awoke.

Mo flames lit the night, nor were there other blackened
areas. The pyres were just bundles of sticks; their bonds
nothing but string. The new initiates were given fresh robes
and led inside where a feast awaited them.

“What would have happened had any of us been
willing to sell our the Verhena? asked a subdued and
shgken Aileen.

“Then you would not have been Awakened. Nor
would vou he accepted into our company now. Let us leave
it at that,” answered Rhianna, “Now it is time to celebrate.
We meet for Lammas, called Lughnasad in honor of Lugh,
who was slain and resurrected. Lammas is a harvest celebra-
tion when we give thanks for what we have gained during
the year. You have passed from death into a new life as
Awakened beings. Soon it will be Samhain again. The
Wheel will have spun its course. The new year begins with
the closing of the old. Your new lives begin with the
shedding of the old. Tonight you will choose your names in
magick. We hid farewell to all of you, and bid you wel-
come.”

" 8 @

Earth, water, fire and air

Met together in a porden fair

Put in a hasket bound with skin

If you answer this riddle, you'll never begin...

— The Incredible String Band, *Koceoaddi There”

Chapter Four 47 :.:

e T e A e Sl e o e S e o S e e e S e




Concept: You were a spooky kid,
always playing with insects and mak-
ing up charms and hexes to get your
own way. You consumed everything
available about witches, and always

felt sympathetic towards them. Hansel
and Gretel, the self-righreous little
brats, pissed you off when they tricked
the witch into the oven, and you cheered
for the wicked witch against Dorothy in
The Wizard of Oz.
Roleplaying Tips: Be aggressive.
You are not intimidated by any situ-
ation and fear no one (except your
Mentor). Act elusive if anyone gets
too inguisitive about your business
and always try o keep the upper
hand. If someone offends you too
much or harms another Verbena, make
him pay.

Magick: You aren't as powerful as
you'd like to be, bur are very inventive in
using the magick you have. The Sphere
of Life allows you to change, heal or de-
stroy simple life forms. Funny how destroving
the good bacteria in someone’s body can
have the most devastating effects, or how
changing wholesome vegetables into poisonous
ones can play havoc with a dinner party. Dab-
bling in Entropy lets you find the weakness in
things, a great hoon to either healing or destroy-
ing them. Control of Prime lets you fuel up and
will eventually allow you to power your creative
and destructive capabilities directly.

Equipment: Knife, herbs, cauldron, black
witchy clothing.

Still the fire in my heart never leaves me.

— Maire Brennan, “Ce Leis”

Quote: You believe this knife is purely ceremonial?
Come closer. T wall show you its true nature.

Prelude: Born angry. Always an outsider. Misun-
derstood by everyone. That is your life. You've builta
hard shell around you, and prefer making other peaple
uncomfortable to feeling the pain of their rejection.

The occult was insidiously appealing. Think-
ing about witchcraft and curses to use against
those who hurt or ignored you made you feel
powerful. Though the spells didn't work,
practicing the scowl and acid comments
which became your trademarks raught
you that the best way to protect yourself
was to intimidate others. They should
pay for what they did. That phrase has
haunted you since birth. You never
really understood where that feel-
ing came from.

Now you know. A small ca-
bal of secretive mages
introduced you to real power.
Through studying with the
Verbena, you have discovered
who you truly are: the rein-
carnation of a witch killed
during the Burning Times.
Your old soul cries out for re-
venge and magick provides you
with the means to take it. Not
that vou're a crazed killer; you have an
imporrant and valuable role hunring
and punishing or removing the enemies of
the Verbena. Death is a part of Life, and
next time around the Wheel, those whose
hlood you cleanse now may have achange
of heart. lf they don't, you can always take
It AgAI.

Verbena
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B d Magick: You don't have any very powerful magicks.
a r Us-  ingLife to affect sitaple life forms which is the most
advanced magick you know. The Spheres of
Correspondence, Forces, Mind, Prime, and
Time are very limited at present. As a bard,
you hope tolearn somethingabout all magick
and wanted o start with as firm a grounding
as you can. The insights which this pot-
pourri of Spheres bring to you is probably
of more value than any actual power you
derive from them. You are content to
wait for mastery. The important thing
is to realize how they all
interrelare.

Omn and on

Searching for a clearer view

Winning and losing an inner war

Wonder what we do it for,

— Brian May, “Back to the Light”

Quote: ey, have you heard this one? It's a
madrigal. What do you mean ‘what's a madrigal?'

Prelude: Born at the wrong time, you should
have been a rroubadour or an ancient Celtic bard.
Modern life never suited you very well. While
other kids were learning to play guitar, you chose

Celtic lap harp. Unicorns and dragons and great i ! Equ:pmen.t:
h : : o | lap harp, music
ecroes wha fought terrible battles filled your imagi- | j _ e e

natiori. The only real bartle
you ever fought was against
prejudice.

and pencil (for
song and lyric
B . ideas), library of
[rurh is important, and : .

fantasy books
you always sensed that grownups
were lying when they said magic had
never existed in the world. All your instincts
told you that if magic had never existed, there
wouldn't have been so many stories, poems P
and songs about it. Your whole life has been 5
a search for rruth and magic.

Then you met a wondrous person, a real
hard like those in the rales. From him, you
learned that magick has two sides and that g
most truths are gray, depending more on {
circumstance than on some pre-set law, Asa \‘
lorckeeper, it is your responsibility to judge
among truths and half-truths, and to preserve
the ancient lore. Along the way, you hope to
restore what was and what will be again,

Concept: You were the kid who asked what the
nursery thymes meant. When other kids were sarisfied
with a hedtime story, you wanted to know what hap-
pened to everyone else when the prince and rhe princess
lived happily ever after. You loved fantasy whether it was
in comics, stories, songs, movies of novels, and, at age ten,
you wondered if you might be King Arthur reincarnated.
Music has always been a part of your life and you are
gifred with a great voice, Instruments were eusy for
you to master, so you chose one that was both
ancient and a challenge to learn. Even as an adult,
vou tried to live in the fantasy world of the Renais-
sance Fair or a medieval recereation organization,
rather than get a real job.

Roleplaying Tips: You are judge, facilitator and
peacckeeper. Always consider both sides of a question
before making a decision. Quote ancient poerns and songs.
Lead through inspiration and sound judgement. Your exist-
ence keeps one of the Mythic Threads alive, Act like it.
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Eco-Terrorist Druid

When all the leaves have fallen and twmed to dust,
Will we remain entrenched within owr ways.

— Dead Can Dance, "Severance”

Quote: Humankind is arrogant. We ask ‘if a tree falls in the forest and there is no ome to hear it fall,
does it make anoise?' as if the tree’s only importance were in owr relationship to it. The earth, the other trees,
 all life within the woods, hears it fall and echoes with the scream of fes descent.

Prelude: You grew up in the city among towering buildings and garbage-filled alleyways. Rars were
the only animals that survived for long in your neighborhood. The only trees were the ones spaced out
every mile orso to bring some “greenery” to the city. The park wasunapproach-
able because of the gangs that ruled there. You went to the 200 once, but the
animals were penned up ini bare cages and looked sick and miserable. You
knew exactlyhow they felt. Atage thirteen, youwere sentaway toasummer
camp for disadvantaged kids, and for the first time you expetienced the

-~ countryside. The camp had its own lake and a small forest, which you
e roved through as though it was your personal kingdom. Leaming
i everything you could abour the forest, you planned to become a
""' forest ranger someday. Then summer ended and you rerurned
- tor the bleak, dead city,
3 Never did ger to be a forest ranger! You did settle near
E the largest forest in the east. Soon it became apparent thar
f the forest was being decimared by logging. That was when
q you met the eco-rerrorists who were trying to stop the
b deforestation, You joined and soon became a leader in the
.: maovement,
9 Then you met the true guardians of the forest and learned of
% their power to stop those who strip the forests in the name of
' industty and science.
\ . : .- Concept: You were an underprivileged city kid who longed to live
[ / s l ini the counrry. You used to pretend to be an Indian who lived in the
it r primeval forest. Trying to keep a fern alive in your apartment was an
b } effort doomed to failure. The only television show that interested you
P was Wild Kingdom. A study in contrasts, you don't dislike people, burfeel
-

comfortable alone in the woods.

Roleplaying Tips: Read up on ecological issues, especially those
having to do with the rainforest and old-growth woodlands. Quote
statistics that support the contention that man will denude the planet

of trees within the next fifty years. Remember you are also a Druid.

The Druids were leaders and teachers in the old days. Assume these
positions when you can.

Magick: Though you are only of the fisst circle now, eventually

your magick will help shape and protect the new Mythic Reality.

The Sphere of Life has provided insight into the complex patterns

which govern all life on earth and you have learned tomanipulate
those patterns subtly, Command of Matter allows you to create
new patterns to enhance the Life around it. You can make a
small pool of warter tofeed a tree denied enough moisture. Prime

lets you divert Quintessence to a needed pattern, and Forces
allows you to perceive the energy flow which surrounds all
things. Evenrually, you will control Forces to such an extent
that you can affect the weather and call lighming.
Equipment: Robes, sickle, packets of seeds, ecology
pamphlets
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\ Shapeshiffer

\_ ; And he went up and down among the lions, he became a young lion, and leamed to carch
\ prey, and devoured men.
— Ezekiel XIX, vi
Quote: Grrowwll,
Prelude: Born into a tribal culrure, you were almost allowed ro die because
of your deformity. Instead those who were mare “civilized" adopred and raised
vou. Never comfortable in their world, you always felt they expecred
gratitude and servitude for saving your worthless life.

b
i

Somewhere within you prowled an ancestral memory — of a
sleek cat or a brilliantly plumed bird. Denied your rights®as a
member of the tribe, you knew that someday you would
change, and in that change would find yourself as you
should have been. -
Meanwhile, suffering the difficulties of an infirm body,
vou imagined what it could be like in a more primitive,
more magickal world. Longing for perfection of body and
spirit, you were given an answer. You are & mage now and
may someday have the power to transform your body into
your visions of youtself. For now, you'll settle for curing the
deformiry.

Concept: You are a “primitive” tribesperson decked
out in "civilized” costume; always out of place among
those who are out of touch with their bodies and emo-
tions. The deformity which ruled your life has made you
more aware of your own carmal nature, even as it closed
the door to the fulfillment of your desires. You crave
perfection in yourself. Because you have so often been
the object of pity or ridicule, you empathize with those
who are hurt or treated cruelly. You once hid your
deformity as though it were a curse, but now you begin
to take pride in what you are.

Roleplaying Tips: The line from C. S. Lewis'
Nammia chronicles, “It's not as if he were a tame lion,” suits
you perfectly. Show the strength, ferocity and gentleness
of the panther within you. Move to the rhythms of
tradirional chants and drums rather than the pulse of
modern life. Walk in grace and beaury. Always look for
ways to perfect yourself. Talk about shifting with
anyone who will listen,

Magick: Your study of Life allows you to make
changes in yourself. Soon you hope to be able to shift
forms with ease. Mind magick will make certain you
can retain your own personality and saniry when
you become a full shapeshifter. You seek to use the
Time Sphere as a means to examine the past for clues
to your ancestral memories, You may one day use it to
escape hunters or bring down prey. You are convinced
your shapeshifting holds the key to ultimare Ascen-
sion. When everyone is everyone else, there will be no
need for quarreling.

Equipment: Stretch clothing, camouflage stick,

pistol (let the hunter beware)
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X Sharing. .. must be considered with great care by the Elders and the medicine people who

a5 carry the Sacred Trusts, so that no harm may come to people through ignorance and misuse

G of these powerful forces.

[y — Resolution of the Fifth Annual Meering of the Traditional Elders Circle

LLh W

" Quote: Let me tell you of my vision.

I Prelude: You were born on the reservation and lived with your grandfather. He

0 was a great medicine man and you wanted to be just like him. Secretly, though, you

Tm i .

-1 feared you lacked rhe power or the wisdom to ever hecome a healer as he was. You 1
-4 longed to have a vision, but fears and doubts kept you from achieving one- :
I Fooe '

= ; Lack of visions convinced you that you were not good enough to be a §
] n medicine man.

Giving up on traditional ways, you decided you could leam to be a .
doctor, Despite poverty and lack of apportunity, you managéd to make it
1|| through school. But you couldn’t get a scholarship, so that road was
blocked as well. When your grandfather died, you were left alone with no
money, no power and no future,
Then the Verbena came. They promised to teach you how to heal. !

5 o B They said you had power just waiting to be released. You left the

ay i 2 reservation to follow your dream. Though you tried for almost a year,

‘: i others had visions while you wete left with none.

s i[ You returned to the reservation and renewed yoursell with ancient

. ::= rituals, A vision came ar last and you knew you must return to the

;l i Verbena to finish your training as a mage. Though you are not a

i " traditional medicine man, one who deals with the spirits, you are a

a3 ' healer who respects and understands the old ways. -

e Concept: You followed your grandfather around everywhere he

L ; went trying to fathom the “trick” involved in being a medicine man.

| The spirits nevet spoke to you, and you wondered if you were the only

= spirit-deaf person in your tribe. Embarrassed and hurt by your lack

i of success, you came very close to joining the Technocracy without

I even knowing whar it was. Doing so would have killed your own

b spirit.

:; Roleplaying Tips: Although you have embraced modern

"y medicine and the Verbena way of magick, you are more than half

5 shaman. Quote heavily from great medicine men of the past.

L Walk softly on the Earth. She is your Mother. You hold the

v powers of lile and death in your hands. Use that power wisely.

4 Hold to the others in your cabal as though they were your

i tribe. They are.

- Magick: You specialize in Life and Prime, and emphasis

w5 on those two Spheres allows you to make changes to simple

a1 life forms and your own body. You hope that by understand- :

K ing Prime you will be able to use it to heal others more

', ) effectively. You use Entropy to locate the weaknesses in %

" others which might cause problems, or to search for keys to 1

i weakening the hold discase and injury have on people.

i Though you are capable of causing injury or illness, you prefer i

] not to do so unless absolutely necessary. Thus far, you have

‘ studiously avoided learning Spirit, as the spirits ignored you for far too long.

! [t makes you nervous to think about using that Sphere.

': Fquipment: Herbs, first aid kit, medicine bag (Talisman), knife e
d

.'.4 '
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Concept: You were a straight-laced rich kid, al-
ways doing exactly what Mommy and Daddy
commanded. The other kids you knew could dance
and go out on dates and do a lot of other things your
parents told you led to damnation. You didn'r really
believe in damnation — unless damnarion was living
with your parents and their holier-than-thou acti-
| rude. There had to be something more. It wasn't

that you were irreligious, it was just that their

- religion wasn't what you wanted to believe
4) J : in. If there hadn't been a Goddess, you

0l = d e would have had to invent her for your
| ) own peace of mind. ' -

Neo—-Pagan

Human kind cannot bear very much real-
ity

— T.5. Elior, “Bumt NMorton™

Quote: Come to our festival. There's
something there for everyone. The Goddess
holds all her children in equal regard.

Prelude: Raised in a home without
joy or love, only duty — to par-
ents, religion, and school — you
couldn't believe in the all-pow-
erful, cruel God they said ruled
your every thought, Praise was
rare; punishment swift. What was
wrong with dancing or listening
o loud music or hanging out with
the other kids?

Secretly, you tried all the things
your parents forbade, And God didn’t
srrike you down. Dancing and sing-
ing made you happy. Loud music made
you feel alive. Being kind rather than
competitive brought you joy.

Your parents found out some of
whar you'd been up to when your
sister was murdered. Their rage
pushed you too far. A group of
pagans welcomed you and encour-
aged you to join. You left home and
never looked back, you learned about
love, sharing — and self-defense.

The pagan attitude is cool. No-
body will ever tuke you away from this
and nobody will ever forbid you to do
what you want.

Roleplaying Tips: You fervently be-
lieve in the Goddess and all Her blessings.
Tell everyone ahout them. Schedule your
lifie around the pagan festivals and make

sure everyone knows you do so. Call
strangers “sister” and “brother.” Be
friendly and supportive unless you feel

like you're being raken advantage of,
then wam the sleazeball of the God-
dess’ wrath when crossed.

Magick: Life lers you manipu-
late simple life forms and correct
small defects in yourself, allowing
you toembody the Mother's beauty.
Mind allows you to receive em-
pathic feelings from other living

beings. Prime and Forces may eventually
power changes you wish to make and help
you understand the weather.

Equipment: Arhame, wand, robes,
candles, bell, crystal, herbs, cauldron, as-
trology book
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Ancient Wisdom

Verbena Magick
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No living organism com continue for long to exist sanely
under conditions of absalute reality: even larks and karydids are

514rpu::ﬂd. by some, to dream.
— Shirley Jackson, The Haunting of Hill House

The Spheres of Magick

Verbena view magick somewhat differencly
than the other Traditions. As they origi-
nared many of the Spheres, they have a more
primitive conception of how magick works,
yert their use of various Spheres often shows
a brilliance unparalleled even by cthe Tradi-
tions which nominally specialize in those
areas.

Correspondence — The Art of the

Pathways

Verbena see Correspondence as a way of moving from
place to place — nor as a rigid hierarchy of space/time.
They see the ley lines and move through the paths much
like a spider moves through her weh.

A e e e e S e ol e R R e e

Entropy — The Art of the Fates

Life...and death. The Arr of the Fates is the arr of
knowing about death, decay and the path that Life must
take. The most powerful Verbena have mastered this art
hecause they realize that knowledpe of Life is nothing
without knowledge of Death, just as knowledge of Time is
nothing without knowledge of Fate. Verbena see the Fates
as lines of possibility streaming out from the now, and
revere the teachings which show them how to choose,
measure out and cur the twines of Fare.

Forces — The Art of Winds

Dancers on the edpe of ecstasy, Verbena hold that they
first shaped the forces of weather to allow early humans ro
survive, and later to provide good weather for crops. De-
spite the advent of rechnology and electricity, Verbena
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largely see the Art of Winds as control over the forces of
weather, although many of them recognize the tides and
flows of electricity to be very like the blowing of the wind.

Life — The Art of Blood

This primordial Sphere is the focus of the initial
Verbena training. Verhena use the Art of Blood to gently
shape bodies so that they grow stronger, better, more
beautiful. They work with the Lifeflow, the tendency for
life to keep moving, changing, dying, and reproducing
itself. This is the problem they have with the Progenitors:
the Progenitors believe either that the Lifeflow is a super-
stition, or that they themselves have discovered the means
by which to control ir.

Matter — The Art of Crafting

Long ago, Verbena shaped the first stone cutters and
knives with their power. Now the Art of Crafting serves
them to create tools and craft things of beauty or power.
The Art also deals with the use of herbs, roots, seeds, and
non-living organic things.

Mind — The Art of Sight

Though long neglected by Verbena, the Art of Sight
helped them to survive during the Burning Times through
the careful shaping of minds. Curiously enough, many
Primordial Verbena specialize in this art, claiming that the
Wyck used it before they were Embodied.

Prime — The Art of Power

Many Verbena consider the Art of Power important
hut secondary, although some of the most powerful Ver-
bena are Masters of this art. Many young mages try to
master it as well, thinking they can outdo their older
mentors through studying the base narure of magick.

Spirit — The Art of Calling

Also called the Art of Drawing, this is the body of
chants, songs, dances and poctry that reaches back to the
first times. Summoning spirits is now the specialty of
Dreamspeakers, and has stagnated among Verbena except
among those of Questing narures.

Time — The Art of Turning

Verhena feel that time is a wheel, always repeating and
always moving ahead. Farther back in rime, it hecomes a
spiral: a circle with no end that continually moves down
into the past. When you step back through Time, you ride
that spiral. Many of the pattern-oriented Verbena were
shocked at the Progenitors’ use of the double-spiral as a
symbal for DNA. The double-spiral has long been the
symbol that represented both the Lifeflow and the Timeflow
— as they are linked together. Because of this belief, the
Verbena hold certain times of the year ro be special, and
created the first calendars to mark these times.

Shapechanging
Although true shapechanging requires *eeee Life,
many with ®® e # Life risk taking on higher-mammal forms
(such as wolves, dolphins and whales) without the special
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Threads can rurn otherwise vulgar Effects into coincidental ones; a Sleeper is much more likely ro believe in a fortune teller
reading his mind through tarot cards than in some stranger who just glances at him and learns the same things without effort.
Mythic Threads tie into cultural beliefs — concepts that can work in a mage’s favor.

The different Traditions have different Mythic Threads — to a certain exrent Do and the Digital Web are Mythic
Threads the Akashics and Virrual Adepts use. These ideas reflect and color the way a given mage views his magick; they
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might increase the efficacy of magicks cast by Verbena. Conversely, bad omens might make their magick less strong or
prevent the Verbena from casting ar all (see the Echoes Flaw).

benefits that come with those forms (warer breathing,
flicht, erc.). Such mages risk leaving their sentience be-
hind, as they do not fully understand whar they are doing.
Shapechanging is very difficulr to do coincidentally. Many
Verbena specialize in specific forms by purchasing that
form asa Knowledge (Mage, pgs 145-146). A specialry form
lowers the difficulty by | when the mage is trying to change
into that animal.

Rotes

Sense the Fleeting Moment {* Time)

Thisrote allows a Verhena rasense the proper moment
in which to act. By using the Mythic Thread of astrology,
a Verhena may choose the perfect time and place todo a

specitic thing, and may even be successful at discerning
whether or not the thing should be done at all.

[Each success on the magick roll lowers the difficulty
for one specific non-magickal task by 1. This is usually
coincidental. Once this single action ends, the magick ends
as well.]

Bloodsight ( * Life)

This rote allows a Verbena to sense how healthy a
person is, what diseases (if any) she has, whether she is
insane or pregnant or how old she really is, and alerts him
to the presence of any foreign substances including bullets,
drugs, and alcohol. The Verbena also use this rote to
determine someone's lincage.

[Each success provides one fact about the rarger's
physical state.]
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Dousing (* Life, * Correspondence)

Using a forked stick (hazel is best} and this rote, a
Verbena can search an area for the presence of water {or
oil), by sensing both the presence of minute life forms
attracted to the moisture, and the volume of liquid present.
This is uselul both for discovering underground resources
and for finding water in an arid environment.

|Each success provides one more piece of informarion
about the liquid, i-e. if there is liquid present, how close to
the surface it is, how much there is, if it is safe ro drink, etc.

Banishing Blessing (** Entropy, ** Mind)

Verbena often use this to rid themselves of people who
are annoying but not actually threatening. By controlling
the randomness of everyday events and offering mental
suggestions, a Yerbena can cause things to happen which
will send the target away. These things are usually positive:
the target wins the lotrery and moves away, or finds a free
airline ticket voucher and flies ro Paris for a week, or
wangles a car ride even when the last possibility has dried
up.

[Each success sends the target away for more and more
time. The Effect is always beneficial rather than baneful;
this is seen as a more subtle means to be rid of others. ]

Calling the Wind Lords {#* Forces, ** Spirit)

This rote summons spirits of the wind, who will then
influence the local weather. The Verbena use this to alter
the weather slightly: a sunny day becomes cloudy, clouds
become rain, rain becomes a thunderstorm. Since the
weather is still not completely predictable even by the
science of meteorology, this Effect is usually coincidental.

|[Each success on the roll enables the Verbena to alter
the local weather; the more successes she rolls, the greater
the change, Gerting a cloud to block the sun for a moment
would require one success, while summoning a full-blown
storm would require five. These changes must be gradual
and slow; speeding the Effect can result in vulgar magick.
This wearher-alteration affects the sky wirhin immediate
sight of the Verbena, lasts for a “normal” length of time, and
cannot create phenomena out of nothing. Especially pow-
erful storms (hurricanes, tomadoes) are beyond the power
of this rore. Note that a larger weather pattern may evolve
after the rote is over: the weather is not a system one tweaks
without consequences.]

Circle Ward (# * Spirit, ®* Mind, ** Prime)

This rote creates a circle of power within which a
Verbena can safely work. The ward itself is created by
summoning four separate and distinetly powerful spirits
{usually allied with one of the four directions, seasons, or
classical elements) and weaving a circular pattern out of
their spiritual essences. The resultisa very strong ward that
can hold up against many kinds of direct magickal attacks.

[Each success on the roll gives the Verbena +1 to her
countermagick roll for the scene, as long as she stays within
the circle. This rote cannot be maintained for more than
one scene per point of Staminal.

Taliesin's Song (*** Life, * *Mind)

A Verbena may completely sway another's mind, sim-
ply by alrering his vocal chords and singimg. This control is
coincidental, and allows the Verbena to influnce others.
Usually those who use this rote do so only when absolutely
necessury. The target must be able to hear the music sung
or words spoken for this rote to be successful.

[Each success on the roll adds an aytomatic success to
the Verbena's Social rolls against the target or targets
within range, for the magick's usual duration. This Effect
can be resisted by Willpower if the target is aware that some
coercion is being used, of course. Taliesin’s Song is not
terribly effective against other mages (who may be aware
thar they are being bewitched), but is quite useful when
dealing with Sleepers.]

Merlin’s Ride (*** Comespondence; **** Corre-
spondence to move others)

It is said this rote was first used to transport Arthurand
his army to Badon Hill when Arthur needed magickal aid
to defeat those who would not join him. To achieve this
Effect, the Verbena bepins to walk, run, or ride {a horse is
preferable, although some Verbena have learned to do this
while driving a car). Slowly, the scenery begins to blur
around her as she travels toward her destination. The
traveler does not appear “differently” to outside observers,
as the Effect speeds and slows the traveler gradually.

[Each success on the Effect roll reduces travel time by
20%. Five successes on the roll cause the user to arrive
almost instantaneously. Note that this Effect can be coin-
cidental if done late at night or with very few witnesses, and
the area around the traveler is in deep wilderness or on a
lonely road.
I
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334 Known as the Damned Queen or the Lady of

B MNight, Lilith is counted the first Verbena.
‘-'5 Indeed, many view her as the first feminist
4 and the first mage. The greatest of the Wyck,
Lilith was said to be Adam’s first wife. She
refused a subservient position and was driven
from the Garden. Lacking any comforts, she
had to create whar she needed o sustain
herself in the darkness.

Lilith created a palace for herself in the Umbra. It was,
essentially, the first Horizon Realm. She pave birth to a
number of children, one of whom supposedly became the
ancestress of the Garou. When Cain was driven out, Lilith
sheltered and Awakened him. Because of the curse upon
him, he was changed into a vampire by his Awakening.
Lilith taught him her magick, which hecame the vampiric
Disciplines.
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Verbena

It is said that Lilith could read the twines of Fate and
would share her knowledge with any who asked. Such
knowledge always came with a price, however, The beau-
tiful, dark woman whose eyes pierce through darkness and
disguise to read the soul is rumored to survive in her hidden
Realm. Tales abound of mages who learn deep magicks at
the feet of a goddess — 4 goddess with no navel, for Lilith
was created, not bom.

Verbena acknowledge Lilith as the mother of all Ver-
bena and the originator of all Spheres of magick. She is
believed to have rescued the four secret Horizon Realms of
the Verbena from the shartered remains of the Mythic
World and set them floating in the Umbra, keyed-to
Verbena magick. If this is true, Lilith may still have deal-
ings with the Tradirion roday.
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Heasha
Morningshade

Heasha, an Adept, isthe quintessential Celtic
earth mother type. In her mid-thirties, she
still looks youthful, with clear blue eyes and
# a mane of flaming red hair which falls to her

waist. Though she is not ravishingly beauti-
o] ful, Heasha's dignity and grace command
attention and respect.

She learned he magicks from Night-
shade, the Verbena member of the Council
of Nine. Her vision of the future for Verbena has led her ra
become a spokesperson for the Verbena to other Tradi-
tions, and she is pursued as a teacher by many young
initiates. Her eloguence and passion speak for themselves,
and many older Verbena find themselves quoting her or
using one of her arguments when proving a point.

In recent years, Heasha has led the campaign to locate
and integrate Orphans into the Verbena, Unlike many of
her elders, Heasha recognizes the power Orphans have to
offer and wants to encourage all mages to embrace the cause
of Ascension rather than waste themselves in angst and
party tricks.
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Sam Haine

The gruff, dour fellow who calls himself Sam
Haine is a troubleshooter for the Verbena.
He doesn't agree with most of the witchy
rrappings and rituals so many of the Verbena
enjoy. He travels the world looking for pieces
of the Mythic Threads and coaxing them
back into reality or to Verbena Horizon
Realms where they can be preserved. His
secondary job is as a debunker of the false
pecult irems and ideas the Syndicare sells to a gullible
public.

Because he sees himself as a lone crusader doing the
Verbena's dirty work, he is rude, intolerant and difficult to
undersrand. Mast Verbena would just as soon he shut up
and joined the Technocracy (except he knows too much).
Sam has been captured by the Technocracy more than
once and somehow managed to escape each time. Many
Verbena suspect he has allies or sympathizers within the
Technocracy, but if he does, he keeps his own counsel. The
only reason most Verbena trust him is that Sam Haine has
never heen known to tell a lie or to repeat sensitive
information that someone asked him to keep quiet.

Sam is able to change his appearance magickally and
likes Lo scout out new territories or situations in various
forms before he commits himself to action. To many
acquaintances, he is simply known as Changing Man.

] Verbena
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