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INTRODUCTION:
Fear To Touch

I stood before a black cave, wanting to go in, and I shuddered
at the thowght that 1 might not be able to find my way back.

— Anonymous patient of Dr. Wilhelm Stekel, quoted in
Campbell's The Hero With a Thousand Faces

I am afraid.

Every day, | drive with windows closed.
Pollution's bad for you. The wind might muss
my hair, and then I'd look like a freak. [ clutch
my purse tight and hold the strap to foil would-
be thieves. | listen to the news and think of all
the bastards across the world who get away with
murder. And | wonder when they'll choose 1o
murder me. | keep my voice down, my eyes
straight ahead. And [ watch for the hammer from the sky, the
butcher's mallet thar will finally justify my fear.

Was | always this way? It's hard to tell. We grow up
rightfully afraid; of strangers, of robbers, of mockery, of being
lefr alone. We're afraid of pain and there's too much of that
to go around. [ think | was even afraid as a child. It’s hard o
remember why, but there are all too many reasons.

I'm not a coward. At least | don’t think that 1 am, Later
[ will find that I am wrong, but for now I think I'm normal.
| guess fear is normal. [t our natural coping skill. Like | said,
there are reasons to be afraid. The world's too full of catastro-
phes.

Carastrophes like her.

She calls herself Aria. That's a song, | think, Her hair,
unlike mine, isdark red. Long and rangled. The angles of her
face are softly chiseled from freckled sunburned skin, but it’s
her eyes thatscare me. Blue and brightand wide, as if she were
ready to cry and laugh simultancously. When | look into
them, the world goes askew. Things tile slightly, my fingers
tingle, my palms itch. This familiar cafe pales behind Aria's
presence. Suddenly, she's all that seems real. The music from
the speakers (Bon Jovi, [ think, but [ could never tell) rises
and engulfs her words. 1 strain to hear Aria but the music is
100 loud. She makes me feel in love, but better. Please God,
tell me I'm not gay.

She walked up to me a few minutes ago and satdown like
anold friend. “Thisseat’s not taken, is it she asked as she slid
it from the table and plopped down, spread-legged. Rude. My
soda jiggled in the glass as she landed heavily. When | looked
up, annoyed, a bit afraid, she stared at me and my lictle world
went crack.

“Cassie,” she sald, “You look pathetic.”

I don't know unril later how she knows my name.

“Excuse me!" | asked, my tone just sharp enough to
show that yes, | was insulted but too polite to tell herto go

INTrRopuCTION: PEAR 10 Toucw 5




fuck herself. My fingers slip in condensation on my
soda glass. 1'd been picking at my food and it'd gotten
coldroo. | lifted the glass casually, like | was used to hippie
freaks accosting me at lunch break: “Were you looking for
a chair?"

“I've found what I'm looking for. The question is, have
you? Obviously not.”

“Do you mind!™ The tone grew a deeper edge, the
fighting knife edge girls cultivate at a young age. “l was eating
lunch. If you want the chair, take itand go. Otherwise, please
get lost.” Finished, | look away.

“Cassie,” she snapped. Her voice had the same sharp
tone. “Wake up.”

| examined my meal. "Go away.”

She reached down, took my chin, and lifted
my face to hers, “Make me."

At her touch, my heart leaps into sudden
overdrive. Would we fight? Here in the cafe?l panic,
then notice she's smiling. And those eyes are all | want
to see. The world tips on its axis, skews, and here we
are,

“What do you want"* My voice is quiet now, even to me.

“Your attention.”

She’s nothing special, really. Not by the look of her. Let's
call her mode of dress “generic bohemian™: a loose black top,
belly-bare. Denim jacker with the sleeves torn off. Gypsy
skirt, amber, with wears and patches. You'd expect her to be
dripping with jewelry — little crosses, Deadhead beads — but
all she wears is a single nose ring that catches the light from
the cafe window. As she talks, her fingers steeple and rest
beneath her nose. Her nails are short, her fingers callused.
Despite the glass-strewn street outside, Aria goes barefooted.
Later I'll learn that she always does. No one stops her. And if
she fears the glass, it doesn't show. She looks like a thousand
trampy Deadhead chicks, the kind that sat and smoked while
I took classes at GSU. She's nothing special. Except for her
eyes — bright and alive. Crackling, almost, like she's seen the
heart of the sun. | can't guess what this burnout wants with
me, but when | met her gaze | suddenly didn't care.

“Go away,” | repeat. Weak. Soft.

She lets go, trails her fingers across my chin. My face
bumms where they touch. *Trust me, you won't want me to."

Is my cheek twitching! Later I'll discover that I've got a
nervous tic. It goes away in time, but for the moment 'monly
vaguely aware of it. | felt stupid about it, though, and the fear
shifted gears, freezing my face in what | hoped was a pleasant
grin. Not a smirk, not a nervous smile. Just a friendly grin.

“So. Who are you! And why is my attention so impor-
tant"

“I'm Aria, and it’s time to wake up. There’s a part of
you that's been sleepwalking for most of your life,
and that part’s gotten hungry. | can see it.” She
locks her fingers, leans back and cradles her head
behind her. If she wears a bra, it doesn’t show. She
has bigger breasts than me, and spends more time outdoors.

6 Cuwt or Ecstasy
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This woman frightens me. She scems too awake to be harm-
less.

I'm rateled, off-guard. She can tell. "Cassic." Her voice is
asoft command. “Listen to me. Let me explain, and then you
can get up and leave if you want to.”

“Explain, already.”

She leans back and wraps her toes around the tabletop.
Red tangles cumble across her face, but her eyes blaze through.
Vaguely mocking.

*Who are you!™

“A friend. I've been warching you for a long time. You
may not recognize me, but | know you've felt me warching.”

“You're full of shit.” | pull back, despite her magnetic
gre. "I've neverseen you before. If you've been spying on me,
Inever noticed.” The thought freaks me out a bit. How long
has she been watching me? “Who the hell are you?" | repeat,
“and why are you pestering me!”

“I'm opportunity, Cassie, a walking crisis. I'm a door
that’s just opened for you, but 1 won't stay open for long. I've
been in love with you for years, but we've never met. You've
never heard my voice, but you know me.” Her voice drops as
she shifts in her seat and leans in close. Her breath smells like
mint. "and 1 know you."

Against my will, my heartbear and breathing start to
race, | swallow, bur it takes forever. Like a cobra, she pins me
to the chair with her eyes alone. “You don't know me,” |
protest, half-heartedly.

“I know you very well. Better than you know yourself, |
think. | know your secrets. Every man you've laid, I've met.
Every girl you've dreamed of kissing, I've seen. All the risks
and dares you've taken, I've known about. The time you got
drunk and went skinny dipping with Marcie in the fountain,
the time you took that lipstick from WalMare, those first few
off-campus parties you went to, that time you serewed around
with Danny MacAllister ar Sarah’s, Jeff’s birthday party,
when youate those hash brownies. I may not have been there,
exactly, bur when you fucked George in your bathtub while
your parents slept in the room next door, | heard about it. |
know you better than any of your so-called ‘friends’ do, and
Cassie, [ approve.”

=
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“So-called” friends is right. Marcie can’t keep
her mouth shut tosave her life, apparently. Why'd she
talk to this tramp! Aria knows way more than I'm
comfortable with.

She pushes herself away from me suddenly. “But now
you've grown chickenshir, Cassie. You're too worried about
what so-and-so will think. You worry about AIDS, about pollu-
tion, about health insurance and bank balances and rent and a
thousand ocher things. And it stifles you, Cassie. It's fucking
killing you, The fear is like cement and you're drowning in it. In
a year, you'll be just like all the other drones.”

The shot hits too close to home. To hell with this chick.
1shove my chairaway from the table. “Go away. Just leave me
alone." I try 1o sound cool, growling the words, but it doesn’t
work.

“If that's what you want." She stands. My belly freezes
from the look she gives me and a sudden ringing in my cars
drowns out everything but her voice. “But if I walk away now,
you will never see me again. And you'll be left wondering for
the rest of your life what you just gave up.”

“"What do you want ™ My voice sounds tiny and strained.

Aria grins: "A kiss."

“Here!"

“Here. Now. To hell with what anyone thinks but you
and me.”

linhale. The breath trembles all the way to my lungs and
shudders there, waiting. | swear | can feel sweat creeping out
of my pores. All | can sec are Aria’s flashing eyes, so | close my
own. In darkness, it's so much easier to decide. Withour a
word, [ push myself out of my chair. It takes an erernity to rise
to my feet, and | can feel each muscle shift, each joint flow
then lock into place as I step into her arms. | keep my eyes
closed as we press together. If others are staring, | don't want
to know.

God, she kisses well. Too well. I'm lost.

Everyone avoids our eyes as the two lesbos pay the check
and leave. Jesus, what have | just done?
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Iy Ecstamic LExicos

A fair amount of Tradition rerminology comes from its rootseTwo of the five founders of the original Seers of
Chronos nm;  Tantrik Divyas, so they used Sanskrit to define many of the early concepts. Other terms have been added

over time.

:\naqdl The sacred state of bliss and transcendence. Not Ascension, but a step toward it.

B!ocklaend — An outsider who doesn't get it and never will.

Chakea — Energy centers along the spine, through which mystick power flows. Various Eastern practices define L
either !’th orseven chakras; the latter correspond well with the locations of endocrine glands. Tantrik exercises (among ; :
others) Stimulare spergy flows through these centers. See ojas. B

Code of Ananda — The ethic most Cultists live by, compiled during the Tradition's founding and taught as gospel™
by Ecstatic mentors.

Lmagrrx—Amysudtcommunlon.mmetim:uexual sometimes not, which raises power andforawartnmrh ough
ashared bond.
Daemon —
\ the Sacred Self. ¥
' Dakini —A

|
s
.

DIVYJ. — A Mastern .".-.-,I.';;;".' -
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> Jambo — A “formal” Cult gatheri
R ctionate greetings.
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First VERSE
FREEFALL

Everyone is familiar with the phenomenon of feeling more or
less alive on different days. Everyone knows on any given day that
there are energies slwmbering in him which the incitements of the
day do not call forth, but which he mighe display if these were
greater. Most of us feel as if a sort of cloud weighed upon us,
keeping us below our highest notch of clearness in discernment,
sureness in reasoning, or firmness in deciding. Compared with
what we ought to be, we are only half awake.

— William James, The Energies of Man

It's raining when [ awaken. Cold hard sheets of Seconds blend to hours. The storm in my own bathtub
water roar across the parking lot like angry rickles my palm, and the sensations race across my whole
soldiers. My warm bed is empty. Aria is gone.  body until my will gives way and yet another orgasm surges
For amoment, my heart feelslike the pavement  outward. Finally, | step into the steamy tub and caress myself
outside. Then I sigh and roll over. Some things  with the water’s flow. Outside, thunder rolls again, nearer his
aren’t meant to last, | guess. time. Suddenly even this ecstasy is not enough.

My sheets fecl like raw burlap against my Sudden impulse. Dare | follow it? The back door isn't far
skin. Restless, | finally decide to rise. The light  away. It's dark. No one will sce me. Trembling, [ suddenly
filtering past the blinds looks like old coffee as  ache to feel the storm itself across my skin, my feet in puddles,
I pad to the shower, Strange; beneath my feet, the hardwood  my hair in tangles. After seeming hours of hesitation, I turn
floor seems rough, unfinished. Not unpleasant, just... more  off the water and head toward the door. What am | doing?
textured than before. Curious, I stopand sweep mytoesacross — Again, a sudden surge of panic. What will Jim and Marcie
the surface. The resulting thrill surges into my fifth orgasm of  think? Surely they're awake by now. The image almost stops
the night. When 1 stop trembling, the room feels colder. me: dancing naked in the rain while the whole complex
What's happening to me! watches, laughing. The fear freezes me halfway to the door. |

Bathroom tileshold a different feeling. Theircoolsmooth-  can’t go out there.
ness soothes my jangled nerves. As if in slow motion, I glide The back door opens. It's Aria, of course, nude and
across the floor, brushing my soles against a rug fluffier than  dripping with a wild grin across her face. A blast of cold
it seemed before. Luxurious. Istepontoitand digmy toesinto  wind hits me from outside. “Come on out, Cassie,” she
its fibers. Strange, the things you take for granted. Asthunder  whispers. “It feels like heaven.”
echoes from far away, [ shove the curtain aside and summon [ follow her, of course, and a flood of new sensations
hissing water from the tap. Hamnessed rain. [ shift the setting  hits me as 1 step across the threshold. Chill iron, wet with
from bath to shower and test the water with my hand.

9
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rain. Bright flickers from the clouds, a purr of creep-

ing thunder. Icy water-lash and warm skin beneath my
fingers. Aria leads me through the doorway and into the

rain like a new parent showing off her offspring. It's
glorious. With patient hands, she peels my arms from across

my breasts, spreads my hands, pushes me forward and blocks

the doorway. [ am naked to the storm and | worship it.

Why was 1 afratd?

Eyes closed, | let shudder after shudder ride through me.
The touch of warm fingers, palms, arms, breasts, stirs me from
my meditation. Aria wraps herself across my body, presses
close, squeezes me to her, turns me slowly around to face her.
[t's like before: I'm helpless, her puppet. She kisses me slowly,
deeply, forever.

Dawn lightened the clouds at last and the rain subsided
to drizzle. | don't know when we left the balcony and
wandered back inside. But if anyone had seen us, 1 never
heard about it. And frankly, [ never cared.
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To keep the good times rolling, I'm the boy, I'm the boy
lmydl.eumiduiﬂbewroysm—youcmpmyourmrinmc
We'll keep the good times rolling

Wait and see, wait and see

Wait and see. ..

— Oysterband, “When I'm Up | Can’t Get Down”

Aria calls him “Wolf”; comy as it is, the name fits him:
tall, rangy-lean and bearded, he prowls behind the countes
like a restless animal staring into space. Brown hair brushet s
his back and frames a face both sweet and sinister. Brown eyes
watch some enigma beyond the shop walls, and | wondes
what he sees to make him smile that way. Yesterday, |}
would've ignored this long-haired burnout, Now he scems
compelling.

Inside the shop, a techno-tribal beat throbs from hidden
speakers. I've heard it before and never liked the stuff, but this
morning it sounds fresh, like the thunder of the dawn. [ called
in sick when Aria and | arose from bed, and she brought me
here to find, as she put it, a mentor for my “new life.”

“Ican’t teach you everything you need to know,” she had
assured me, tousling my hair. “I know the dance but can't tell
you the steps. | know someone who can, though. Wolf,* Oer
my objections, she'd dressed me in her own clothes and
rummaged through my closet for some new ones. On her
insistence, we left barefooted. My feet are sore now, but I'm
not sorty. I've never walked around this way before.

I'm in a daze, a trance, a dreamwalk. Everything seems
surreal. The buzz from our dawn shower lingers and the spring
breeze rustles my skire — Aria's skirt. It's not something |
would wear myself, so tissue-light ic feels like nothing, but it
brushes my legs so softly | accept. 1 feel like a fool. I feel like
an outlaw. I feel like an agent in disguise. For now, I'll play
this game. | kinda like it.
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Back in the shop. Wolf stares oblivious as
we wander to the counter, passing black T-
shirts, fetish gear and Indian imports in a
thousand pastel colors. Who wears this shit!
Aria’s friend Is furry, bare-chested beneath a
buckskin vest. A black tattoo of his namesake graces
his right arm. *Wolf!” says Aria. “Wolf!"

‘ pS He shakes himself from his reverie and stares

' )]} straight at me. “Sorry... can | help you?™

‘ "Wolf, meet Cassie." Aria’s voice draws
him suddenly to meet her eyes, not mine. “She's
the one [ told you about.”

“[ didn't see you there for a minute, Aria.” He
laughs, apurringchuckle. “Nice tomeet you, Cassie,”
He extends his hand, his eyes appraising me. | offer
my own hand; when both meet, I feel a spark, like a
static jump between hand and doorknob. Wolffeels it too.

He purrs again. “Damn, Aria. She could be yoursister, except
for the hair."
I'm surprised. | didn't think we looked alike at all.
“She just woke up this morning, Wolf. Treat her gentle.”
Treat me? Gentle? I cover the sudden surge of panic with
a laugh. "We all woke up this moming."
*“Not like this,” Aria assures me. “Today is something
different.”

Against my better judgment, | let Aria leave me with
Wolf.

Behind the shop, there is a corridor. We followed Wolf
as he led us down into a candle-lit room thick with incense
and Persian rugs. As we descended, my terror rose. | would be
handcuffed, branded, raped, sold... the listof horrors wenton
until we reached the chamber. My sore feet welcomed the
carpet. Frightened as [ was, the room seemed comforting,
“Please, sit down," Wolf asks, indicating a pile of pillows. |
sank down gratefully while Aria made her good-byes.

When she leaves, the fear returns. Cold. Crackling
across my skin like electric spiders. I'm alone underground
with a stranger, a bearded burnout with a devil's smile and
faraway eyes. He says nothing, only watches me as he takes a
thick glass goblet from a shelf, pours some wine and sets the
glass berween us. It's my move, | guess. | take my cue from the
ring he wears, a cloudy blue stone with an inner glow, set in
braided gold. "Nice ring,” | say at last. *What is ir?"

He cocks his head ro look at it. Shyly, like a kid on his
first date. “Thanks. [t's sort of an heirloom."

“From who!"

“Thar," he answers, “is a long story..." And so began my
initiation.

9
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History Part |: THE BEaiNNNGS

If the doors of perception were cleansed,
every thing wowdd appear toman as it is, infinite,

- William Blake

This world, he says, is neither the first
world nor the last, merely a moment frozen in
time. That'sall time is: a succession of frozen
3] moments, an endless “now,” not a *then” or
“when.” It sounds confusing, but it’s vital to
understanding where the ring came from.
When it was made, no one counted time in minutes or days,
but in seasons when the crops grew or the winters came. Time
was longer then, and the people, poor as they may have been,
were happier. Life was experienced, not observed.

Our people know what the ancient ones knew.
There’s a pulse behind the seasons. If you listen
carefully, away from the modem noise
and pressure, youcan hearit. [t weaves
itself through music, throbs under
lovers” words and in the veins be-
neath your skin. The Divine Pulse.
Lakashim, The World's Heartbeat,
thnd\tscasa‘ls\wrcasdays.“t
all felt that pubse, and we were so
much more alive. Some felt the
pulse more than others, and those few
could become one with the Lakashim,
bending creation to their purposes. Oth-
ers feared them, or worshipped them and
called them shaman or artist or madmarn —
they were all one and the same. They were
the ones who made the rings, out of embers and
stone and the blood of Mother Earth, and the
rings sealed a pact, a memory of Lakashim.

As 1 listen, Wolf tells me of the origins of
artand insight. According to some theories, he
claims, human consciousness — the ability to
grasp this “Lakashim” — began when primates ate
hallucinogenic fungi and plants, The sensations blew open
the doors of abstract reasoning and mystic insight, and this
paved the way for a host of other talents. As we grew more
sophisticated, those doors shut until only a select few could
comprehend that they existed at all. And those few made the
rings, and left them to their descendants. That's us.

You could call us a cult — a Cult of Ecstasy. People have
called us Seers of Chronas, New Romantics, BOn-Po, Sahajiya,
Los Sabios Locos, Timelost, and a host of other names, notall of
them terribly polite. We're the masters of crazy wisdom, the
dancers to the Divine Pulse, the perverts and wildmen who act
out, from enlightenment, what others suppress out of fear.
We're the inheritors of the ring, the artisans of reality.

L

When | express my disbelief, he hands me a bhong.
Old, arelic from the ‘60s from the look, and well-used from
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the smell. I shake my head. I haven't smoked since college.
“Don’t smoke anything; just close your eyes and feel it
Intrigued but skeptical, | do.

Suddenly I'm on a table, 2 sunlit room spreads before me
in a 360° panorama. That shock is bad enough, but the wash
of sensations knocks me dizzy. Sea salt. Ol pot. Unwashed
bodies. Groggy voices. The light has a fuzzy quality, and the
birds outside sound raucous, almost jeering. Bottles, mirroes
and magazines litcer my resting place, and [ discover that |
can't move. All | can do is feel. All proportion is gone —
everything looks so much larger than before. 1 try to look
down and discover that [ can't.

“Hey, Cleo, where's the bhong!" a craggy, accented

voice inquires. From one side, a man
enters, naked and swaying. "It's on
the table,” comes the reply, Cleo,
I assume. The man’s eyes
widen slightly. “Oh, yeah, |
see it.” He reaches for me. O
shit!! This isn't funny! His
fingers, gritty with sand, wrap
around me as he lifts me high in
the air, flicks a lighter to life and enfolds me
with his lips...

“Aageghhhh!™ | shake myself from the
vision, spitting. “What the fuck was that?"

“That,” Wolf replies, “is magick. And it's
real.”

So I discovered the truth behind the veil. | listen
much better after that, We're all magicians, you see. [t's
our birthright. Most people never realize it. I have. So has

Wolf,and Aria. There'sa whole pack of us, loosely organized
into something he calls “the tradition.” [ guess he means that
“Cult of Ecstasy."

According tohim, this Cult began with the first sorcerers but
really came together in the late medieval period. Prior to that, our
kind had practiced as they would, and shared their visions with
their people. Music, theatre, wine-making and drug-taking all
began as ways to reach the Lakashim. Vision quests, which might
involve starvation, ordeals or tattooing, became rites of passage
in maost cultures. Life was short in those days, and 5o every pain
or pleasure broughr one closer to the Divine.

The shamans understood the link between our emotions —
the sacred passions — and the Lakashim. In time, they became
masters of creation, guides, healers, always seeking those things
that would lead to greater insights or powers. To focus himself, 4
shaman would dance, eat peyote, drink soma or make love to
spirits. Not everyone had the courage to see things that way, orto
live with such intensity. Other forms of magick began, casier ways
to reach the World-Pulse. Priests created gods to worship, then
begged them for favors. Scholars compiled facts and artisans built
devices to help them understand the Lakashim. Everyone has




insight, 50 all these methods worked. Despite their differences,
these seckers all understood that reaching their goal involved
beeaking through mortal blinders and seeing things as they are,

LB

| ask Wolf whart he meant by thar. He pauses a moment,
then hands me the goblet. “Before you can alter reality,” he
says, “you have to perceive it as it really is.” He lifted the
goblet and took my hand. The glass tingled my fingertips.
“This is solid glass, right? Filled with liquid and held in your
own flesh and blood. Solid masses, right™ | nodded out of
habit. He smiled and closed his eves. | felt a crackling in the
air, as if it had been electrified.

I screamed at what | saw, and dropped the glass. Wolf's hand
flashes. I've never seen anyone move so fast. Before the goblet
fell halfway, he caughe it, spilling only a few drops to the table.
Before they land, 1 see them splatter, slowly spreading out,
becoming droplets, floating free. .. then they fell.

| know my surprise shows. “That's a trick I'll teach you
sometime.” Wolf chuckles: “For now, please don't drop the
glass again. Just look ar it.”

1 did. Where the glass once was, particles dance, a Lattice-
work of dull blue sparkles. Inside this matrix, blinding bright
flashes swirl like glitter tea. Our hands twist together like rattan,
labyrinthine networks of cells and tendrils, millions of them,
pulsating with light in a spectrum of colors. As | warch, a
shuddering halo of bumt orange and shimmering violet washes
around my hand and wrist. A similar aura of brighe, flashing pink
surrounds WolPsown. Everywhere | look, pattemsstand in place
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of solid objects, all of them moving, shifting, pulsating softly.
Shivers ripple through me, My matrix fingers lip slowly from
around the goblet-pattern, and Wolf takes it from me in what
resembles an exquisitely shoe slow-motion film. Before he does
it, | remember it happening.

“Get the picture!” he asks as the world retums to normal.
I nod, silent. How could [ not?

L B N

Eventually, religions grew up around the sacred passions —
the temples of Astarte and Aphrodite, the more spontaneous
rites of Dionysus and Freyja, the drug-dreams of Taloc the Vision
Serpent and Ga-Oh the Wind-Bome, and the etemal replica-
tion of the dance of Shakti and Shiva. The dance that makes the
world go 'round. Other people, less enlightened but still search-
ing fora moment of bliss, joined that dance with lesser results —
and, as Wolf points out, less wisdom or discipline. Sacred rites
became reckless screwing. Irresponsibility led to uncontrolled
magick, to disease, addiction, unwanted children and jealous
partners — sort of like the modern world, The chaos led o
crackdowns from priests and kings. The temples were demol-
ished, the phallic monuments smashed, the rites forbidden.
Sacred or not, the passions were outlawed. Excepe, of course, in
war. “All’s fair..."” after all.

THe ComING OF THE SEER
By the Dark Ages, our people were scattered. In India
and China, they formed underground sects, passing Tantrik

arts to their disciples. Islamic seers used hashish and
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houris to bind assassins to their service. In the Ameti-
cas and Africa, Ecstatics still gave sacraments to the
people, but were avoided by those with less insight than
they. In the cold north, Odin's priests hung from trees
awaiting visions while Christian fanatics wandered the
countrysides naked, flogging themselves or fasting. Ecstasy
remained a universal path to enlightenment, but then, as
now, maost people were afraid of it. By the time the Christians,
Muslims and Buddhists had settled their kingdoms, our kind
were banished to the shadows, working their Arts alone.

A conspiracy began, Wolf says, in the 1200s. A con-
spiracy of reason that denied ecstasy and replaced it with
science. When these philosopher-scientises pooled their ef-
forts, they began a worldwide reality shift that he claims
blinds us all to this day. The sorcerers didn’t notice until the
14005, when a Seer came forth with a troubling prophecy:
Magick, he said, would die unless all magicians banded
together to counter the threat. Everyone dismissed him until
his words began to come true. This Seer, Wolf told me, was
called Sh'zar, and he founded our modern Tradition.

This is all too much for me. The last 24 hours seem like
a trip and | begin to crash. | can't keep my cyes open; the
pillows are too soft and Wolf's voice too low. Afeer awhile it
becomes a buzz and [ call a halt. “Look,” | begin, “This is all
really cool and everything, but I'm not sure [ want to know it.
If there's some conspiracy, I'm not sure | should know ie."

“Tomorrow, then. At least, relatively speaking.” He
Yaughs ad L Joke, bur It flies past me.,

“1 don't know. Maybe not. I don't feel like a magician,
least of all an ‘Ecstatic’ one. I've got a life to get back to.
Thanks, though.”

“Youcan'tgoback. Not now. You can leave here, but you're
adifferent person than you were this time yesterday. Aren't you
at least intrigued” [ agree that perhaps | am. “Then here,” he
says, holding out the gobler, “I'll keep this until you decide. [
can't tell you more until we make a promise to each other — a
diksham bond — but I won't force you to do something you're
not sure about. Being one of us is fun, but it's dangerous fun,
Cassie, and I'm letting you know that up front. You're standing
on t}wunpofsomethingumlmpomm than you'll ever know,
but you have to make the decision. I'm not here t sell you
anything." He takes the goblet away. “When you're ready, I'll be
here. But don't take too long deciding. I won't be here forever.
Nor will Aria.”

She's not there when I return home. Herscent lingers in my
bed, on her clothing, but there'snosign ofher. 'm relieved. And
terrified. What if she won't come back?Ina moment of madness,
I throw all my shoes away, then cry for hours. That nighe, I talk
with God. At least, I think it's God. I'm not sure anymore. His
voice carries all the doubt and indecision I've ever known:
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“Do Not. Thou Shalt Not.” | can't sleep again. I'm afraid. So
damned afraid that | hate myself.

Tospite that fear, | return to Wolf the next morning. He
doesn’t seem surprised to see me. “Come on back, Cassie,” he
says heartily. On whispering feet, 1 follow.

INITITION

The Five Steps to Ecstasy

1: Surrender Your Fear.

2: Focus Your Intentions.

3: Open Yourself.

4: Attune Yourself to the Lakashim.

5: Repeat Step One.

It scared the shit out of me when Wolf shucked his
jacket. Inside Aria's skirt pocker, I'd hidden a steak knife.
If I don’t like this, I'm not staying, I'd chought. As he takes
out the goblet and swirls the wine, [ wonder if I'll have to
use the knife. From some hidden speaker, hypnotic chant-
ing begins. Wolf sets the goblet between us, shuts his eyes,
and begins to chant himself. After a Moment, music rises,
a winding, pulsating thythm. Soon the air itself begins to
throb; I sway, in spite of myself, like 2 charmed serpentand
I'd swear that even the candles flicker in time. Afrer what
seems a liquid erernivy, Wolf opens his eyes and stares into
my own:

“I swear, by all I hold sacred and fine. to instruct you,
to guide yon, 1o tespect you. Mever shall | hiarm thee, never
shall I betray thee, for your rrust is my own. This do |
promise you.”

He holds the goblet before him, drinksdeeply, and passes
it to me. | accept. The wine smells faintly of cinnamon and
burns a bit going down. Some lingers on my lips. Slowly I lick
them clean.

Wolf extends his hands to mine. Trembling, we touch

The sex goes beyond just sex. The sweary trysts ['ve
shared so many times, even the soft intensity of Aria, are
nothing compared to this melding fire of mingled spirits. [t's
a communion beyond words, a telepathic tidal wave washing
through us both. Wolf is a stranger to me, yet we become
partners as we bleed into cach other. The twilight thunder
rides us for etemnities, then subsides finally into a shared pulse,
a steady dying roar rumbling into the rthythms of hidden
music. The dance of Shakti and Shiva ends.

“Jesus,” I mutter as the fire dies down. “What's in that
wine!"

“Cinnamon, clovesand sugar. [t wasn't the wine, Cassie.
It was us."

I laugh shakily as he holds me close. “I think I may like
this Cule.”
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Sometimes in life situations develop that only the
half-crazy can get out of.

— La Rochefoucauld, Maxims 310
20 Sometime later, we wrap ourselves in blan-
s “?" kets and return to the history lesson. We're

) - closer, now, and our touch stirs electric shivers.
P Now that the pact is sealed, Wolf tells me
v 8 | secrets. His lessons continue for hours. Al-
. though he relates the events in a bewildering
stream of impressions, as if he himself had lived them, | prefer
to remember them in the past tense. He picks back up with
the Seer, Sh'zar, and his prophecies of disaster.

Sh'zar, they say, spoke to 23 Masters of the Ars. Three
Divyas, or divine initiates, followed him, and preached his
gospel to those they met — Akrites Salonikas, Tali Eos and
Kalas Jnana. Three other Masters listened, then returned to
their own orders and convinced them to gather — Night-
shade, Valoran and Baldtic. These three Masters belonged to
warring factions with centuries of bad blood spilled between
them. The words and visions Sh’zar imparted changed their
minds. [t took time, but by 1440 arrangements had been made
10 meet.

Sh'zar and his friends had already been busy. While the
Seer conferred with Baldric, Nightshade and Valoran, the
other Divyas journeyed across the woeld, greeting others of
their kind. They traveled through dreams and across time to
places no European had explored: the Americas, the Far East
and deep into Africa. When a second mecting was arranged,
they gathered their friends together and pooled their talents.
At the second meeting, over 500 Ecstatics and their servants
arrived, including the Mayan Master Xiootin lox. The fac-
tions raged and debated for nine years and finally formed a
Council; during that time, Sh'zar and the others conceived of
a way to meld different sects into a coherent whole, a single
Tradition.

Time was one key. Each Tradition needed a specialry.
Since most of Sh'zar’s bunch were masters of prophecy, Time
seemed the obvious choice for them. The others dubbed the
Ecstatics “Seers of Chronos," and the name became official.
Of all the magi, they understood time best. Sh'zar and the
other Divyas realized that when youdive into the Lakashim
wholeheartedly, time reveals itself as just another illusion
— albeit a powerful one, with its own laws. So time was
one answer to the dilemma; respect was the other,
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Remember that we're talking about the 1400s;
kings ruled by divine right throughout the world,
soldiers killed whomever they pleased and bandits roamed
the countrysides. Divinity, in whatever form you chase to
view it, promised hardship in life and judgment after death.
Sh'zar saw a better way. In the early days, he said, the strong
protected the weak and helped them to grow. The abuse of
power was a perversion, a blasphemy to the Divine Gift, life.
He felt, as did the other Divyas, that if people could just see
what a miracle they lived in, they would at least respect that
miracle and live in harmony, if not peace.
LA B B N |

“That's optimistic.” My voice is dry and | wonder if I've
been as rude as | think [ was.

“Consider,” Wolf replies, unruffled; “You are
composed of an infinity of cells, tiny organisms
working together to obey commands
implanted decades before they ex-
isted. Thousands, millions, of them
die every day, and yet each cell that
replaces them not only follows
those old commands but reacts to
each new stimulus you provide —
millions of new events every day.
Consider that cells like that help
you to even comprehend that thoughr,
then add to that face that I, too, have
untold millions of cells in my body doing
the same thing, Multiply that by every
thing, living and unliving, on the planet,
consider how we all interact, millions of
times a day, from answering a phone to making
love togetting outof bed in the moming to even
having a moming to awaken to! Imagine all
those billions of simultaneous miracles occur-
ring within our vicinity every fucking day, then
add the ecosystem which keeps the whole mess
running through an endless complex dance of cause
and effect. Sh'zar may not have defined things in those terms,
but he saw the whole world from that perspective. When you
add it all together and just consider it for a moment, it seems
pretty insulting to think creation is anything but miracu-

L

lous!

What can | say to that?

L L B N

Obviously, the real world doesn’t work that way. Even
the other Divyas disagreed, but Sh'zar stood firm., to the point
of showing everyone what he was talking about the same way
Wolf showed me. After long debates, the Divyas drafted the
Code of Ananda, a list of proverbs that illustrated the wisdom
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a Scer should have and the responsibilities he or she should
live by. If the world would not listen to reason, said Sh'zar,
then he and his companions would exemplify it — not the
power-politics of the so-called Order of Reason, but a reason
born of respect for one's own Divinity.

Like many of us who attain high levels in our Arts, Sh'zar
saw many futures and pasts, especially his own. His beliefs
would be tested, rejected and finally compromised upon. So
he preached the Code of Ananda with a frantic fervor,
spreading the ideal of sclf-accountability throughout the
Council. Other sorcerers, particularly Nightshade, picked up
Sh'zar’s message and spread it their own way. As ye harm none,
goes one variation, do what you will, Sh'zar's emphasis was on
the “As ye harm none” part; other magi favored the second

saying— including many of our own.
Naturally, many Ecstatics re-
fused o follow the Code. Sh'zar,
in a rare moment of fury,
took a Dionysian Seer
named Thales and bonded
him empathically to a boy
he had raped. The shock (now
called a punishment wheel) un-
hinged Thales and proved two points for
Sh'zar: One, he could — and would —
enforce his Code if he desired; and two, that
a person's actions did not occur without
consequence. If those consequences could be
shared, the Scer reasoned, people would stop hurt-
ing one another. He broughe forth many old rituals
which bonded people together (a specialty of our kind,
as | was to realize), and showed how pleasure was better
shared than pain. Those that did share pain, the Seers soon
proved, made very effective weapons.

To the majority of the other Traditions, the Seers of
Chronos were a bunch of irresponsible hashheads whose
main talents included music, sex and an uncanny foresight.
The eloquence of the Divya Akrites proved them wrong; he
supposedly debated Christian scriprure with priests and the
words of the Prophet with mullahs — and won. Through it
all, he maintained a humor and lust for life that impressed
many sorcerers. The ferocious Tali Eos was said to have bested
Teutonic knights in drinking contests and samurai in swords-
manship. Xiootin lox puzzled Hermetic magi with his mastery
of astronomy, and Kalas Jnana impressed Chinese wizards
with her knowledge of the Buddhist sutras and elemental
Arts. Through force of personality and arcane power, the
Seers gained the respect of their fellow Traditions.

Until the Great Betrayal.
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intellect propels that soul to higher things — an ideal
often called Ascension. A soul with crippled passions
could never achicve that exalted state, she argued, at
least not without more sacrifices than most people would
be willing or able to make. Eos, who had been raped prior to
her Awakening, knew what she was talking about. The Nine
Sacred Passions solidified the Seers’ place amid the Council
and converted many of their critics.

Then the Bumning Times began, and Christian Europe
went berserk, torturing and killing millions in an endless
round-robin genocide of religious wars, Inquisitions, persecu-
tions, reformations, witch-hunts and finally, plague. Worse,
they brought their wars across the seas, and native cultures
(like those of our Dreamspeaker colleagues) were decimated.
All mages went underground during this gruesome time: even
Masters weren't safe from the fire. The Order of Reason
fanned the flames for a while, but even its conspiratorial eyes
wept at the carnage.

During this time, our Seers, now renamed the Sahajiya,
concentrated in India and the Middle East to avoid the
bloodshed in Europe. Many small sects broke off to pursue
their own beliefs. Those few who remained in Europe wan-
dered like mad beggars, protected somewhat by the
superstitions about insanity. In the Council chambers, in-
trigues between the fellowship table (located in a place called
Horizon) and another stronghold named Dolssetep stalled
many efforts to make the Code of Ananda an official proto-
col. The last great Divya, Eos, died in 1562 (which I guess was
understandable, given her age), and Jnana’s second son,
Siddhu Asva, struggled against a plot by a renegade sect
called the Aghoris, who thought there should be no limits in
the scarch for ecstasy. He defeated their greatest Divya in a

H

combat called certdmen. The sect retreated in 1573, but the
Aghoris still remain on the fringe.

Another splinter group, the Fellowship of Pan, had a
more productive idea. According to Wolf, faeries really did
exist once, and our group dealt with them regularly. When
witch-hunts threatened these fae, the Fellowship helped
them into hidden worlds which Wolf called Horizon Realms
(I remind him to tell me more about them when we have
more time; he reminds me that time s relative. 1 tell him
never mind). Supposedly, these faeries were, and remain,
very gratcful for the help. Finally, by 1800, the religious
madness wore itself out and a new era of possibilities began.

Tue Cavtor Bsicchus

Ah me! in sooth he was a shameless wight,

Sore given to revel and ungodly glee:

Few earthly things found favour in his sight
Save concubines and camal company,

And flaynting wassailers of high and low degree,

— Lord Byron, Childe Harold

300 years of religious warfare, 200 of colonialism and a
succession of revolutions had shaken the old kingdoms to their
knees. The Council of Traditions had been shaken severely as
well. When masses of Dreamspeakers defected from the Coun-
cil, they left the Sahajiya without allies. As “enlightenment”
spread, first across Europe then inexorably across the rest of
the world, the mages found themselves in separate corners.
When the colonial powers wound their way into the Sahajiya
strongholds in India and the Americas, most Ecstatics de-
clared war, found niches, and exploited them.

In India, the Kalika Rajas sect lashed out ar the British
authorities. (Kali, Wolf tells me, is the destructive aspect of
the goddess Shakti. He reminds me that the Hindu gods had
many faces; [ just nod and follow along.) While their followers
strangled travelers and soldiers, the mages among them sent
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madness and plagues into the cities, incited uprisings,
turned themselves into animals, and generally made
things miserable for the English. Although the sect was
demolished in the 1840s, some Kalika Rajas supposedly
survive today.

In the Americas, many Sahajiya found new and fascinat-
ing experiencesamong the Native Americansof the Southwest
and the plains. Although they often traveled alone, these

mages put up a vicious fight against settlers. Some fought
with guns, or tribal weapons. Others used magick and
caused whole cavalry units to disappear. When the Civil
War began, some American Ecstatics (renamed Los Sabios
Locas, or “The Crary Wise Ones”) picked off soldiers with
whiskey, seductions and insanity.
In Europe, some mages fed the disillusionment of
artists and dreamers, encouraging Hellfire Clubs and
Romantic poets to throw society on its ear. Society reacted
with shock and secret admiration. The drawing rooms of
Byron, Shelley, Rimbaud, Baudelaire and de Sade saw stylish
debaucheries. Someone changed the Tradition's name to the
Cult of Bacchus. And suddenly the joke wasn't funny any-
more.
This sudden violent shift after years of near-pacifism shocked
many Council mages. The Divyas in Horizon called a jambo, an
important mecting, in 1867 to discuss the problem. Sh'zar's dream
was 2 mess; the new Cult was exactly what the Code of Ananda
had been created to discourage — a pack of self-serving rebels
causing trouble because they could. Although the Cult itself had
little structure, over 150 Ecstatics came together todebate aretum
to the Code. Older mages agreed that the new blood had gone too
far; younger mages, in turn, accused the Divyas of cowardice. This
was war, they said, and ecstasy was not always kind,
A cloud of hashich, some say, heralded a miracle. Sh'zar
himself appeared above the crowd, rippling with power and
Paradox. (I make a note to ask Wolf what “Paradox” is later.) The
legend says he spoke for several hours, sweeping the assembly with
patent smoke, then vanished. Supposedly, he reminded his de-
scenctants that the highest passion was Joy, not Hate. Joy rebuilds
what Hate destroys. So saying, he performed his greatest and final
miracle: he poured the accumulated misery of all the renegades’
victims onto the assembled crowd in a monumental punishment
wheel. After recommending that the Tradition change its name
and remember its lesson, he vanished, probably for good.
After that, the Tradition re-embraced the Code. Al-
though individual Ecstatics still follow their own conscience
(or lack of one), the Cule of Bacchus became, at least for the
moment, the Cult of Ecstasy.
(I'm not sure if Wolf believes this story or not. Though he tells
it with the same conviction that he's shown throughout the
history, he doesn't scem to be the sort whoaccepts adeiexexmachina
without scoffing. When | press him, he says it’s the best explana-
tion he's heard for the Cult’s sudden reversal. Who am [ o
arpue!?)
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sharing pleasure than
painonce again. Maybe
the shift came from
Sh'zar, or maybe just
from the fact that most
Bacchanalians died
young and badly. A few
exceptions, like
Aleister Crowley,
still “did what they
would.” Most Cult-
Ists, though,
preferred examples
like Isadora Duncan or
Sir Richard Burton —
rebels eating at Victo-
rian conventions from
the inside — to assail-
ants like Crowley. The
20ch century gave both
types plenty to work
with.

The misery of
World War | un-
Ieashed a frenzy of
rebellion across the
Western Woeld. The
roaring ‘' 20s, with
their grand ex-
cesses  and
revolutionary
rone, set the ball in
motion. World
War 1, with the
largest body count
in history, demol-
ished whartever
conventions were
left standing. Cult-
ists rushed in, first

THe RevoLaTion

If we cannot wake you, then we'll have to shake you
Though some say you'll only understand a gun
Got to prove them wrong or we will lose the battle
Don’t you know you'll start a war which will be won by none
— Steppenwolf, “Move Over"
The Cule appears to be a
Tradition forever stumbling
over its own feet. By the
tumn of the century, they
seemed more interested in

tentatively, then excitedly, and helped themselves to the
confusion. The ashes of the two wars — and the succession of
wars that followed — left our Tradition a new world to work
with. People were scared— of dying, of technology, of each

other. A few Cultists and a host of mortals went in to take that fear
in hand.

[t began in coffee shops, in civil rights marches, in writers’
colonies and average homes. It began when soldiers came
home with new ideas and scientists scrapped what was left of
the old ones. It began with electric guitars, TV, radio and
drugs, and it rose up to change the world: The revolution
of the senses. The C of E heyday.

Marrison, Joplin, Hendsix, Hoffrman, Dick,
Leary, Shankar, Slick, Lennon, Goddard,
Warhol, Moog. ... an endless list. Some
were Awatkened, many were not.
Most had no idea what they were
doing but were doing their best
at it anyway. Some outsiders
give the Cult credit (or
blame) forinventing rock-
n-roll, the drug culture
and pomography; accord-
ing to Waolf, we simply
took whatalready existed
and gave it a hard push.
Anything that was dan-
gerous, wicked and
sersuml was up for grabs,
and the Cultists recog-
nized the reason: We
want the forbidden. We
crave ritual. We neod our
passions, and passion i
neversafe. Heaven iedull:
we humans crave a taste
ofhell toletusknowwhar
we're missing,
And then we blew it
L B BN BN

“Like the Beatles,"
Wolf says, “Sh'zar was
both wrong and right.
He was wrong when he
thought all we needed
was love; he was right
when he insisted that
irresponsibility would
destray us. Maybe |t
already has."

“The world was
waking up. Slowly, for
sure, but it’s coming out
¢ of a long and fitful
Y slumber. It was waking up with a big hard-on and a rumble in
its belly, ready to go. And then, in the "70s, we threw water in
its face.”

“Now imagine,” he continues, his eyes wild by candle-
light, his hands dancing like tripping spiders, “that you were in
bed. Your clock radio has just gone off. I’s time to wake up and
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you're doing it. And then some asshole dumps a big bucket of
ice water righe in your face.”

“I'd be pissed,” | reply.

"Exactly. And that's the world we're in now: groggy, drip-
ping, half-awake and angry as hell. And the worst thing is, noone
knows who threw the water. So some folks Blame each other,
some blame God, and some are looking at anyone who seems
guilty. Everyone's paranoid and the status-quo merchants, who
I'll tell you about later, hand the world a big fuzzy towel and say
*Goback to bed. I'll deal with this.” Enter the '90s. Does the world
stay up, stay angry, or stay in bed? Who knows!? [t's a toss-up. But
damn some of the carcless bastards who threw that water.”

"Didn't you say that was our job!™

“Yeah," he says at last. "] guess ic is."

It’s really late when Wolf finishes the lesson. A knock at
the door heralds the entrance of a spiky-haired blonde intro-
duced as Vivianne: “I'm locking up, Wolf. You sticking around
After introductions, | realize how starved I am. Wolf offers to
walk me home, and | agree.

“Hey, Wolf," I finally ask, "So where did you get
the ring, anyway!"

“Oh, that,” he says, glancing at the glowing stone. *|
made it."

We don't intend to stop at the bar, but it's here and 5o are
we, so we enter and order. No one comments on my bare feet; [
take that as a good sign. We laugh, eat and drink uncil the place
is spinning giddily. It's way past midnight when we reach my
building. I'm tempted to let Wolf crash for the night, but he
demurs: “l think you've seen enough of me for one day.” Deep
inside, I'm relieved. | need time to sort this all out.

Ariagreets me with a hugand a warm kiss. “You're looking
better already,” she notes.

“I'm looking nred already,” | sigh, wandering into my
bedroom and collapsing on the newly-made bed. She joins me
there, all questions, and begins to massage my back and

shoulders. She's got wonderful hands.
What the hell. I'll sort this out tomorrow.
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' OF(OND

[ACES IN THE OMORE

Tryust and its sistev, sservender. ave like a womb in which all
"?f CUMYCHSTESNS Can qﬂl’(ﬂc (J-'l(l TIUATTS .

Richanl Mass, The [ Thae is We

formation, a displaced time stream of scnsation
und desire. It's like being sick with love, but far
A more incense. Nothing fiss. | can'cconcentrare.
Every moming arrives with an uche in my
sromach and a fleshwide tingle which will noe
be stilled. My sense of time scrambles. When

.l

o=
RG] 'm on my own. my senses wander, My hair
AL :

e N pronwy bick ro s nature] suburn tangdes and my
libido is totally ouc of conaol Even looking at my own
Hipervips makes me homy. Even so, Wolf commuands me nat
to masturbare. Restraine, he says, will focus my budding

I rwers

Ui slippeng ar work, When | complain to Wall, he
rummajes through a drawer and comes oue with s wad of bills.
“Quir," he grins. *Heres your new job." | count the cash when
[ ger home — $30,000. [ don't want to know where he got it.

I can't sleep. The sheets are too rough, my body too
rebellines. Finally, when my fruseration reaches an unendut-
able peak. [ hear the creak of doors and a barefoot whisper.

VERSE:

Ariasmiles in the dirkness and greees me with kisses. Herskin
feels like bot quicksilver agamst my own. With her fingers,
tongue and hair, she helps me cum myself to sleep. When |
crash, | crash hard. When | awaken, she Is always gone.

Each day now, | visic the shop. When Larrive, Wolf gets
Vivianne to mind the store, then brings me to his sanctum.
I flow from summer into fall through an endless reel of dances,
lessons, sex and mirmcles. Marcie, my best friemd, doesnt
wem o know what to make of me now, After a while, she
st trying.

Queasionally, the tear returns, o full-blast panic furnace;
when ichappens, Wolf shares my cears and holds me until the
shakes subside. Sometimes, Aria is home before me, and we
calk like schoolgicls until dark. Ocher times, [ come back to
an empty apartment, anxlons that tonight will be the night
she will not retum.

These impressions of who and what we are pass through
the next lew weeks. While no solid thoughe halds, the
memories linger

[ o
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Tre Ecstamic Paty

Yead're all yoni've got
Canzider & a gift

— The Nails, *“Mood Swing"

The fiest thing [ leam is chac my new
“club" has no wearhelz ae life insunmce. From
Initiatson onwunl, a Culrisc is on her ewn
N sl Mentors and friends show you the Lay of the
L I} lind, buc the journey — and its missteps

e Ilrl s v
We're more a rough confederation than an organization.
Lessons are taught throogh examples anel mistakes. Each
mentor sees things a bit differently, and each student will
interpret those insights as he will. Though we all share a
similur vision, we view ic from different angles.

As Wolf pues it, we leamn to see with primal vision. By
atruning ourselves with existence itself, we can step ouside
our mortal perceptions, secing {and acting) like demigods.
Qur fellowship {only one of many, as 1 will soon learn) values
individual freedom — and respansibility — above all else.
The consequences, gooid and bad, of our actions beleng oo us
glone,

Soroe customs do exist ta keep our Cult 1ogether the
Code of Ananda is pretty important to most of our kind, and
emuotional bonds like the diksham keep us In touch amil
honest. When things get really bad, certain protocols helpus
resalve disputes or punish people who've gone oo far. For the
most part, though, we're on aur own. Only personal wisdom,
friends and sheer luck keep us from dancing into oblivion.

Lrasum: Tre Disive Puise

Crearion has a bearcbear, a pulse that everyome cn feel.
Most Cultisis call ie the Lakashim, Dhambia, the Serpent
Roud, or ocher names, Our passions, senses and unconscioos
minds eap into this pulse; our intellect blocks our perceptions
sumewhat, bue it focuses them, poo. The weal siare of con-
sclousness sends us past mere intellect or sensation inte 2
communion, through both, wich che Lakashim,

Anyone who achieves thisscate suspends hermelf in time
and works vealiry with her will. Mast people enter ino icfor
fleeting momencs. Cur Arts depend on achieving thar ieal
whenever possihle. Many kaumamargs, or “paths of desire,”
fucus your consciousness, enhancing sensatlons pnd passions
past normal human limits, The Lakashim waits beyond those
limitations.

FINanps. Ons axp SaceNsioy

The road to excess leads ta the palace of wisdem, . . for we con
nevey know what i enough sl we know whar is more than
— William Blake

As 1P, Lovecraft sakd, the most merciful thing abous
human consciousness is that it remains blind o the -

% Cuur or Ecstasy

mensity of the cosmas. We need thar blindneis o a degree;
without it, the vast scope af creation would drive people
ceazy, To stay sine and progress, we need to be able 1o put
things in: lictde boxes, give them names, and look at them in
Ways we choose to understand. Ecstacics want 1o get aroursd
that mereal blindfold, chough, to sneak u peek ar aw reality
I¢'s a dangeraus game; staning at the sun can blind vou. Sall,
most Culeises would mecher burn cher eves aur then live their
whaole lives without ever huving seen that sun fn all it glory.

Cartching sight of neality in all its splendar brings on
Indescnbable moments of mapoure. Cultists cali such me-
menzs ananda, the hliss thit stops time. That bliss allows us
tiz siclestep reality — o wark maglek. More importantly,
though, it belps ws understand the immense miracle we exast
in. That, more then any law or cade, keeps us honest. It'shard
to disrespect any aspect of creation when you can stare che
whele thing in the face.

Ananda can't be described, only felt. Most arcs, faichs
and magicks are just ways to caprure bliss. Mast people o
their whole live: knowing something s right sround the
corner of their perceptions, but never gecmore than a glimpse
of it. 1 think chaz fruscracion drives peopls 1o despair, to
fanacicism, even to war — all foranother tasce of creation's
uwn hlood, As I'm discoverding, its damned beady wine

yas, our vical life force, is the grape for thir wine
Distilled by wodding pasiiony with perceptions, ojas carries us
10 4 higher state and allows us that look behind the cunuin
Everyone has this power. Most folks, though, only feel it
during extreme stressor pleasure. Suddenly, everything seems
somuch more alive. Time crawls and perceptions go chrough
the roof. That's an ojas rush. By attuning oussefves ro thae
energy, Culrists can petfonn minor mimicles — and noc jusc
magickal ones. By cultivating our inner power, we can focus
ourselves to any rask we choose. Even people without height-
ened perceptions can tell there's something different abu
us. Beac of all, ic feels grea

Supposedly, really advanced mages can throw sway the
blindfold completely and achieve lasting ananda, campre.
hending everything i a vast endless moment. This wordless
stitfe cold be called Ascension, Nirvana, Apachensls, One-
ness, Bon, wharever, There's nosimple path to this oensition.
each person has 1o find ber own way, | guess, and am
description of it falls back inte “mortal blinders” cermioory,
How cim you describe infinity! Or cven map the road 1o
witness it!

Infinity is cerrifying. The antcipation | feel every mom:
Ing now s never far from fear. Even so, many of ws want w
help others expenience happiness. Much of the chuos in the
modern warkd, P tokl, can be Binked to anabsence of respect
ansd u desperate search for bliss. By sharing our vision, we may
be able oo share our joy, too, Muybe if we can do that, there
won't be s much need for fear,



Frr."];.‘p[ rhis i¢ the wa y the world bs 1o be, 'in noc sule
@ loe of people would wans eo find toral Ascrmsion. aByway,
Where do vou g0 from there? Mayhe it's just my fear of
something so incomprehensible, bue I chink ecstasy tmightbe
mare powertul in beiet flashes than in endless pleasure, Wl
tells me one night: “The concept of Heaven. even if it ineane
ceernal bliss, never appealed much o me. [ like to view life as
a thrill-ride with endless variatians, My ideal heaven would
be o tuke 2 thon break from this maortal menyv-garound,
then pee back on and gor for another ride. Life's much miore
interesting than an eternity of anything.” Many Cultists,
including myself, would agree with him

The Russ

As Walf keeps reminding me, the Parh ot Ceatasy s
dangersus. Passion is an abasive lover-on his gond dave,
he'll take yonso farup vou'll never wane o feturn, and
on bl ones he'll leave vou in & broken
heip It's
ecstasy smd oblivion, and Lot of people
earching for one end up: in the other.
Aside from Paradix (s magickal phe-
nomena Woll describes as slamming
the dooes of pereeplion on your head)
wir tellow Cultises have @ TASCY ten-

1 damned fine line hetween

dency ro become addicted to their own
sensations. Ur voforger e g coal bs only
wrool "lt's hard vo build & staincise wichout

a hammer,” sard Ana ane nighr, "bur it's
impossible to bulld & staircase made ot of

W
Dammers

Ananda itself can be s anvas hell. "Pad '[“;u"

foesn't sum it up halfway, Creation verges from
li_L"!II to Jarknes, and |H_~:E'|-. corraapond o lows.
Since entering this Cule, ['ve known depressions so
mntense that 1 serlously would've commined suicide
' Wolf or Aria had ler me. “It's the flip side.," Aria
told me once, holding me one night while [ crnied su
hard my eves bled, “Plessure, pairy, foy, sadness. They aren't
sepamite things, juse fucens of the same jewel, Crention ign'tall
vy one thing — ic's many chings. Noc all of them are fus. bue
they all pass into new and becter states” That ephemeral
eture, I've found, helps me o appreciace things more. When
I'm happy, the realization thur the 1oV wen't last helps me

It 1C ']L.IF much more.

Aeatars. Totens snp DAREMONS

Judgment, responsibility ard goud triends come in handy
on the razor's edge. A sman Cultist witches her balance on
she doesn’t gee fancy, she doesn't look down

SH RS

the tightrope

Respomsibility, sccording 1 Wolf, 15 4 natural phenomer:
You may tiot care whisr vou do. it when sou o somerhing,
it has un effect Anticipating those effects will save vou 3 lot
o trouble In the | WAL Furg, I‘.'!-_'-'-I |rts of r." e inle i;'tl.‘l\ll.ll']lld

jeal wirh responsibility, and thev're vers true. As lor friends,

well ic's alwan good ta have someons at your kack,

According o some people, all mages cary a
groed friend with chem. You can call it your Avatur,
your muse, your Iaemon, Uncle Knobby, whatever. The
fumne’s not imporeant; this helpmare is an aspect of YOur-
self that assises you along life’s uncertain road, inspiring,
teaching. occasionally even tempting or cormenting. Pemson-
ally, I'd consider this "Avacar” my unconscious telling me
what [ already know bur don'e want to admic Aria suggests
that icmay be a voice from my future-self passing my past-self
a tew notes, Walf believes in spirit-1otems; he's chosen his
name from his own, and calls me "Orter” on vecasion {(which
drives e batshit). Other Cultists prefer past lives, soulmates,
Placonic ideals, guardian ungels and demons, whatever, Mess
belpmates come 10 you in drenms or visions. Really powerful
unies supposedly appenr in olid form, or seem to. ar least. |
haven't seen an Avatar vet, 5o |
cn't say. [c's all & bir mera.
phusical for me, bur TUCss
'l adjusr.

VIstoNOUESTS

At turning polnts of
our lives, visions present
themselves. Sometimes we o
looking fur them, but mostly they find
us instead. Some people cull these mo
ments “Seckings," though | prefer
“visionguests” myself.

During & visionquest, you find yourself
alone with your fears, To move forwanl, ¥ou
have oo canfront them and break thrcuah. A
Cultist wsually isolares herself from friends and fa-
millar crutches, going off to some totally alien place.
What happens there is a macter of opinion: D spiries
visit you? Do you confrune God and the Devil in onei Ot
Jdo the voices and visions come from within VOur Oown
head! Same sectsand mentors stage visionquesrs for their
inithates, dosing them with drugs and sex untll they
believe they've entered, heaven, hell, or some uther world
entirely. Other Ecratics go off nlone, wanuering deserts or
mountaing of putting themselves through some ordeal, like
the Sioux sun dance or asiddhu irance, whese the spirit leaves
the physical budy behind. Some just tuke some drugs and
channel their concentracion rowand what they want to expe
rience. In sny case, the visonguest leads you to same higher
wsight; immersed in the World-Pulse, you confront yoer
inner self. From there, you are teseed, you pass, you mdvance
tira higher siate of awareness. If not, you stay where you any,
often remembering what you've just Jost.

A visionquest 15 a trial by fire. Although I've passed
through pne already without knowing it, the chought ol
another one scares the crap our of me. Sometimes [ workler
i this new e is worth its cost in fear.

Once, | asked myself who wore fetish gear. One cold
November night, Wolf shows me.
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The night began with sex... almosr. Setting 4 boml

beoween us, Waoll sweeps me to u peak, As [ writhe, sheew
clenched in whitc-)mu:klc anpcipapion, hvis ll;'n mal icks
sdvance up each thigh, slowly — G, so slowly! Where thes
meet, he kisses deeply, brings me o a sceching edge, ther

pulls away., “Nor yet,” he pures, nsing. “We have plans
1onight.”

The buming between my legs never fades. Insteal i
hangs, buzzing, tingling, thrbbing. Bastard! The bastard in
question hands me a steaming glas: of wine and. .. oby, nighe!
Despite che snow ourside, he glves me a black cloak and a
high-cur skirt, no more, Trembling, | dress. Even these
seem cumbersome. [ prorest anyway. “Concentmte on
this," he murmurs and kisses me with cinnamon lips
The warnth lingem as we wander, hlack-clad v R

warchonse ['-‘cspu-: glasay Makes in wind-toswed
hair, misty breath and croisp-crunch snow. the
only shivers | feel come from innde

Outzide the <lub, pumping rhvthms curry the
Lakadhim. "Here," mvy mentor whispers, dmwing opes
my cloak, "One more tuch.” (‘(}'U(Z-'.Il.'. shurply, u sud-
den needle lunces cold-hund nipples, Main collides with
plessure, and both with cumrage. The vemars knock me
dizzy, drag me higher. My lip goes sulty-wer between oy
teeth. \t"l"“!_{ﬁ(‘fl‘!‘ my =oft curses as he prasses nngs through
each nipple and snags a light chinn between both, Finalls, he
kisses me. *Let’s go in”
It ageee, bue no ome ek, Wolf sweeps me inin a black
l]!ﬂpl:\'j pe.mdv of l‘l-:H_ lllll.'lt:d with moeck vampires, dw_',_-
queens anil shuved-headed toughs. The deejay's electric
pulse quivers my new rings, my eanlnms, my blood, my <lic
Beyorsl the antechamber, 1 smoke-filled infersie awaits. If
the souls inside ave damned, they dance with joyous pain
Woll hiands his Biker juckee over to a waif with tarnaosd
hands. On impuisc. | pass her my climk as well, barine ms
blnodied hrensis to srransers. A few look my way, but 5o one
ﬁlsa'l:'s Wolf's kLéS lﬁi‘u I my f]m\h Silent |'-.'. we enter F“ —
appalled, amused, afruid and hot bevond words
After the anticipation, I'm disappointed. Despite a cot
tuin decadent glamour, the club and s denizens seem
patheric. Some hustle with bad pick-up lines while others di
the whice-boyshuttle, A few appear dimgenous, but most look
like elowns. | have to shour above the dim: “Ts this supposed
to be eceeasy ™
"Nf_\,“ “"C'U_ rcphcs‘. ']\ut I's o ¢ l‘ e s Imost pr-"‘;-lt‘ ger
Sad, huh"
Wedance haretoored acroes slick-sticky concrete, bached
in coronas of pulsating light, Smoke smeuns the air to a blur
now dark, now bilasted with colors. Shutting cut all others bue
Waolf, ] focas on che beat. the breathing, the blood thumping
in time. Ofas rises, elppling through me in waves Soon | fecl



their pussions, hear their inner voices, touch them from
distance then spin away again. Wolf I radiant. Our auras
expanil, filling the space between us until there is no space
and we wash aceoss ench ather. We dance until our hair hangs
dumply, until breath comes ragged and sweat sheens flesh and
waking cloth. I'm a0 wired as we stagger from the dance floar
thit sex anvl collapse both sound heavenly.

Wall has ather leas.

A gesture toa burly dude outside s pluin Black dovr opens
that deor to we. Inside, a silent crowd watches a candle-lic
sage. Their excitement vibrates into my own. The niked
womman hangs upside-down from ankle-chains, her wrists
manachod 1o the looe, Hereves stare pust us, blissful. Another
woman, caped and gloved, runs her whip tenderly across
Il slight Iy bleeding Mlesh and cocs 1o her lover in words
[ cannot hear

“l don't know abour this,.."

“Ecamasy comes in all kinds of packages," my mentor
whispers. "I'm nor even going o pretend 1 understand the
appeal of some, but [ chought you should at lease see some
different paths”

“Ia this ecstasy, ot s it just perverted

"Would you like o find out™

As the domina draws back her arm and cracks the leather
icross her lover's belly, | wonder,

Rirasmral
Shoudd I pamt ms face
Should 1 peerce my skin
Does this make me a pagan
MCAOME ONE Y SIS
W ate the saored mushruom
Arud waaled i the water
Ml liee compores
AL the uked wmioom
Robbie Robertson, “Colden Feather"

As | lewrn laver, there are plenty of those “different paths™
10 focused ecsiasy. Few Clultiaes stay on one foe lomg — the
whole point of the matter is to break out of routines —
alchough we all have favorites. In the pase, mages culuivared
(M "p-vrh of desire” over all else, These dﬂ‘p‘s. we've become
eclectic

Some Cultizts look 1o teibal cultures for inspiracion. Foe
them, tnttoning, percing, urdeals and uther nices of passape
focus cheir energics. Pain is imporcant — chrough it, you lec
go i vourr physical self —and permanent marks preserve the
experience. Techno-ecseacics design advanced gadgets o
atinulate them in wavs simple flesh never could. Some of
these puys turn other people on in magickal chatrooms;
others prefer to experiment with indwserial media, meshing

maorc, .

music, video, virtual realicy and cybemetics intowild
new art forms. Daredevils prefer raw adrenaline over
artificial stimulanos: whecher their thrills come from
skybuarding, sucide-sking or shark-surfing, these nucs
love danger with a smile.

Simpler pleasures come from music, dance and drugs:
though the Livter's nat my style, many Ecstatics still follow
the old worship of peyote, drink soma necear or cat opium
and go dream-chasing. Some facus through sexuality,
especially esoteric Tantrik and Taoist arcs, ourrageous
sado-masochustic varlations, or mass pleasure rites. In the
old countries, holy siddbus and yogis follow the ancient
dizciplines, meditating without food or warer or sending
themselves into death-trances. Dissonants and Discordians
wander through the modern world, using “ceazy wisdom™
to distupt others' thoughts and undermine social orders by
asking all the wiong questions or plaving with people’s
expectations. Time shumans go even further, summoning ',

up the actual spirits of the past — zewgeisis — 1w make
people remember what those duys were like, As Wolf
shows me, spitits are everywhere If you know whete {and
how) o look for them. Spirits of the dead, spirits of che
carth, even spirits of history itself. Jesus Chrisc!

We're a weird bunch, we Cultists of Ecstasy; some ded:-
cate themselves to spreading pleasure across the world while
others hunt pushers and rapists tor numning passion inco pain
for profit. Traditionalists swear by primal methods while
jiconoclases and tech-freaks rear everything down and stare
over. We'ne wise folk, lotus-eaters, hippie weirdo freaks and
modern Bacchantes, but above all, we're independents. Our

shared history and insight 1 the omly real tie between us.

“Sa what'd you think™

It will be hard to give him an answer until larer, The
ripple in my belly and the thunder in my heart undermine any
rational answer. | guess that's the idea. The night seems
unreal, even by my new scandards. Tomormrow mavbe 'l have
the good sense to be appalled, bur naw any wach, no marter
how harsh, seems like a sacrament.

When we dance, 1 mark Wolf as mine, and he docs the
same. Out fingernalls slide through each others sweat. Our
tongues taste one anothers’ sale. Every touch jacks the sensa-
tions higher, pushes my perceptions furcher. When we leave,
| dangle # new whip, hidden benesth the cloak, aminst my
belly. When we reach home, the fun begins.

There's blood on the sheets by the time we finksh. ['ve
never heen this way hefore. [r scares me, more than a lietle,
but the shartering orgasm rush blows thase fears away like
dust bunnies. Wmmd in swenty-sticky sheets, [ see myu“
from a distance, rolled in Wolf's arms, fearures reposed in
candlehight as the Lakashim thunder fades into darkness.
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AEX. DRuGs fmu Rom N-RoLL

s ;{ The Cult's affinity for this "unboly trinity” leaves | mast blockheads cold: putsiders can't see how such “v X

wsny insight bevond decadence. As usunl, the blockhewls ure wrong. Music, drugs and suu.a!-u. u
unitfistakable link to che World Pulse. People of all simes snd culrures crave that contace without knowing why.
of i m.:ndemam:l the value of the omance stare {sinnetimes called erntocomatose lucidity} which pieches aperson th
IRLT reality and headfirst into the Lakeshin.

wsn't purticularly safe; many folks get addicted or bum cut after 100 much stimulation, evpecially ift
iabmn how they bring it ubour. Most communities, afraid of che untapped power of trance-passions, supptes
use, arifeven some types of music, s Ecstarics risk mons tham just chewr minds when they indulyge. The 10}
ex y the more dangerous that experience becomes — which, of course, (= part of Ity wppeal. '
Most congrex. or sharing ricuals, involve sexual, chemical or musical stirnulation. Really intense ¢
called Tige Rhu*ﬂmu-swiﬂl the Dragon, use owo orall theee kamumarga o bring abou trances that eden d@ most

0 b to Really powerful magickal rites {i.e., extended rolls requiring 10 successes or mare) might deenand cr
urall 3hiacames many tisks (see Appcndm But, us they say, its a hell of a ndc

|
|

' K <l§
As Ecstatics® w}mm che bedy, mind and spiric in ways no uther stimulis can m.m;h Passion and energy.
flows and explodes iglmomentary glimpse of the unknowuble, 1t's 2 rush, & communion and : a sl activicy in o
Hindus who tnfluer BT radicl.

T radirlon, sex Is the sacred inteeplay of Shukel and Shakea {female and'ml:m ar)
drive leads ro more than Sgpleprocreation: done properly, ic's a form of worship. Done wmug. it Cfy c
sexuil partners— even unwilling ones — summons cizsgil
their bodies. Thmuah touch, .“ 1asa:c:xchrxngul Duim:m;-. -hmr-cnc-"zc- Arc 8l

of his victim, scarring her in m;'"inup
, miasturbation or voyeurisin, excites &
& s well. bur most Eceearics preter indulle
ipme sects don’t even stop there. )

fREcraing. No form of€nscnsual sex iy considerced pe
B8 re omnisexual; aimple orentations hacmna j
hough they uppenr promiscun

8 10 oty st Bostatics prefer tohave .V!mu,“‘l'llj tﬂ'm
i they've just mer. Ammr!’mu b Wi et of 1o full porential.

Cultists divide sexal uotd mhiu.gx. .mahrgand {ow be. Thcse FroL o SR o)
ng an Otgy — but they Belp discingth whar vou'ee doing,’ iﬂ'r, FWith whoth 7 >

raises ofas and chan cls it fobon one partner to snochgr, s mg m-rrgv and oxfroulthe mﬁs:ipﬁsnm. By
'-'Rxldiitipl 3 : umtmmlngm.d coneey lnl?‘fhmds. bt

L lovemaking

1S more SponEnes
pils; above all lhlng:

. dbm mwﬂ:
tm‘?ﬂt[ng, though so1

* Dhuas

Some kamamargi are su»rlaky that cven Gultists discourage their se:
modetn miseries ciused by drdg ahuse gives the Tradition pause. In thes
wotldwide Awakening by turnmng on the mundanes. The mess thar nesulteg
rest best asleep.” ¥

Some Cultists maintain chiat addiceion i a Technocrtic invention — peaple get hooked hf.x.mw r' a1l
will. Others poine out that wldicts vsually come for the fix bat don Eatay l’ur rhe wISIONA. Druga.my be aquuL o
Lakashim, bur as they say, the journcy is the teacher, not thedesg :

wanting more; it dotsn'e show you'hi ' s

. ToCuloises, drags are e ﬂmﬂg ch
Y mside-cut Some traditionalists afgtli_‘

£ .

Cuty of Eostasy o



whazanl. HeawlClultists treat cheir drugs as moore than sionple *kicka"; Shamans recognize the spirits irside the substance. and
respect dhem. Relighow Eestaries consider their dngs visian-gifts fram the gods. Even more conventional mages corsider

26 be toals with a nasty bite. Rather than stioeting a line every time he sirks magick, 2 Cultist will perfoem u ritual,
gicey: te of mtind where che focis will do the most v, (In game ceros, this takes at least a nm, often longer.)
il Ecatanics divide drugs into "running cowanl”™ wnd “running away" substimces. The
recoptive Latter shut you down. Several druge lie somewhere in between,

former muke you more

o zmrdz Cannabus, bashish, XTC, mushrooms, mescaline and peyore, herbs (belladonna, wolfshine, c1c.),
atnl drindks «nepenthe and shainthe. All of these (except XTC) have k ng histories as divine voices, vision-bringers
and gatdeuys 1o the unconscious. Most Cultists have a1 least rried them at sume point. -

* Ranning Awayv: Marmphine, erack. beroin, PCP, kucblouates, Quaalisdes and various downers. These drugs, nearly &l
moderninyent fems, &:_r ublivion over ranscendence. While some Fcstutics enjoy the sensation, most serious ones agressiat
these drugs ure more o than useful, .

pial: Z-h and coca, smart drugs {piracetsun, DI [EA, vincamine, eee. ), \-mm(.»pkkr.mlm.mq&ﬁ:;kp;-i
Wl vetarmines, | Sy ‘md '

spnthenc hallucinogens), slochol, tobacen and opium. Although thcscmychmjy\e\'hm'e porential

) 13 Nerornot those uses are worchwhile. Some drugs, like cocaine and rmnula vt tn, can be deadly,
*&‘whilgothcﬁliim jod eoBaceo don't offer much bevond Murmed inhibisions. Many modern Cadeises disdilin arvificial drugs and
1 tstenil higlu ofh : mdmdnulmahuhhm chinces, 4

Obwicnsly, Bcstitics [echnderuts Bave theis own drugs in circutation, too, These inelg

el o meny Cxsseora-munde drug, kultee warks 0 4 fisod subarl
%, this plant is addicrive, bighly illegal in che Technoeeacy,

or among the Trditicns

* Monkey Powder: Refirud by [.hgs\sdja.n Cluleises. this drug sceambles your mind

M}%dlf
wkled on food (usually not vour nwh) n De terros, it caises ull difficultics by +2 for T g
8 & Willpower roll {difficulry 8). and hyur.

L)

* Scorpion: A vicivus powsen used B $o
iriwns and mutilares her thought prodes

AT - sutll:-:mk. ~ .';’

o

¢, scorpion senils bolos of paiggBlistis duu@thc 158
(\ﬁrnc cetins, itadds +4 co all difficuleres (pain and m
the character act our wharever if pu happens 1o feel on the spat. (This say send vampires
The drug lasts for six hours, .-\Bdc pmagickal cures, only o Willpower eall difficaley

ti, aiul nol:hillg can stop the oAl

™ '9* '_

e and Witch’s Powder: Tyo mnﬂé;lmgs. the first 5o hl:}b 0
% Lo the Penumbra ( I:h:tﬁp”lﬂlb‘iﬂut}. Even Slecpetscan
b may bliss our or freak var. Ohost dance s often

-k maglc‘igtu and Nephandi. Spiric-vision
A

b, Depending on
art of a ricual, while
> hours, or less if the

i P:5601): The ul
ity she'll remain

llw. R(‘nl'rplay.'jng_ T
s ipnti! the drug weg

ormity; this drug pres
b duration (six hours o m
P's effects. If & dosed chu N
e will hreak that calm. STOPY

T The sufest kanaimargs, 3
of mhasic have magickal porench dirock miie {including varfarion
mosEpriritive dramming can mabely,
Rustings aside, Cultizos did noe begin rock-n-roll. [tevolved our of 4 gestalFe
noticéilit, bowever, Ecstaticsjoined thisfun. A good many of chem Awalkeened throug
Pure rock mindc is the song of change, the soundrrack of tebellion, which explalrey
Jace '60s and punkjfrap revislution of the ‘708 and 80 in purticulas. The best artists exiine
sell records or gee bnid but becnuse die Bave no choice bur to scream. Rock i thar wream set to music.

The secret behind potent music is passion, When the arist has soanething ke say, the tmmic itiell camics the poser, If the™e
Mmusicens are just performing, their music betoines crisply sterile. The touisen syl jes to all variations of sock # punk song can
be banal, while & quiet Fnlla»:.‘cmralluptiw&;pqu ud. Although ouny pfi'.‘.-- eter N mBtAGHNRRG KanN R
out sonlc termitory with new technology. Asg ﬂh\mm 1 is che key, 5 - '




Others Like Us

Whar limus peapie 15 that they don't have
the fuckang nevwe ar omggnnadon (o swar o thess
,‘ own maowie, let alone divect i,

— Tom Robbins, Szl Life with Wood-
[ fer

The rf;li\lrm with the Culs, Walf suys, is
that evervone wants o fly — in differenc
allth LA .".-»h|<' Tt o Pew e frhn IH\".".S%
'nl'l".C PICCHIL Us, N0 Onc I;i\'l.": lﬁ:'jl'.‘I'S ol
Juln.‘nmll-.'-; ;1-]1;\'. h'~ dreal !l‘wl Ll! ol |.t|.‘¢:|!i1nu, iy

Freefall all over again. No Mommy or Daddy, just sou

It's always good to have foends. Fortunately, [ quickly
find thar a Culvse makes friends casely, There's a
certain .. . around {.‘{‘i'-pft' who teke cheir
lives into cheir own hands. Ieirighrens cursid-
ers, bue it attracts people, too,
[!I‘L"l.ll‘ﬁ.l'.' !-Il'.L"II'-lIlL!l..'.J es
Wherever [ go, styengers 1ncro-
Juce themselves or sklieer olf
intw comers before [ even say
my came. Maybe s anmo-
gant of me, but as [ ger nsed
to the effect, | realize thar
mont of those whao mnm aren’t
people I'd want oo know any-
Wi,

[onps

As [ soon learn, mecting a per-
SN phes A loe \{rfpr'.‘ thun Nil‘l'.-]!l)
exchanging words. Lvery contact you
ever have, specially the close ones, liter
ally becomes part of you on a mezaphysical
level, Clise bancds, like good friendships, set
up a link which remains az long as vou both
stay Ielends. This, Pve found, bas a lai ta da
wich the Cult's fondness tor sex — it's not just
a cominunlon, U communication. When
there’s trouble. vou can alway: try co call upon that bond. If
youn kesose the mght magloks, that frend will Bear you

Mirre often than not, o Cultist prizes his friends
just cuc of love, but out of solf-preservavion. The link tugs
|!:'.'|| Wiays R&Z.I“\'t'l'.-]!l..-:ll:li I Em: AN, |Ilt' r"tlrl‘.ll.'r\r jru\.\h'\:,
might trear people like shit and make chem love bim for it
But st of us aren't so lucky. A lesser version of Uhe dikslum
bond applies to ene’s friends or companions: you trust they

won'thwrt you, and you ptomise not o hann them. Of coune,

somme miges fgnore those kind of niceties. To them, causing
pain 1t pleasure,

32 Caur of Ecamnsy

Generally, a Cultisr knows another Cultise on siahi
When we meet, we try o establish bonds — or aveid them —

0, YOU) SSEVEr KEHIm

az quickly as possible. Nomadic as we ;
when you might see each other again. Or v 1 ¥ou might
need o
LB B B BN

Wiher |
visit, she won's answer, Christ, A [Q-year friendship shet o
hell. And [ may never find our why.

As Wolf and | grow close. Aria pulls away. Mot
bt unumistakably. As Spring begins snd my talents blos
the grows pensive. One aftemoon, | notice we do look like

Marcie never recurns my phone calls anyosor

g Iy

Lislers. | I NEVET A8en If wlhire ATE ool

coming with us to Nevada!" | had

asked. Woll

to & huge gathering in Au

s PanIng a ing

gust, usnid he been
h_a-:!'.l.u'.j me how not 1w
act when we gt themne He
hadn't mentioned Avia in
those plans
"Weah,” she suid with e
“I'll be there.”

"Did you get your plane dicket yet

enthusiasm

She smiled, for real thus ome: “Oh
that. | woen't need nne

[ knew then that she wsan’t sticking
around, 1 cried, but hid my tear

L B BN BN

LTS

Not all Cultists are loners. Some groups come together
o pursue an organized path; for lack of a better wornl, we cull
them sects Though they don't keep a roll-call and wend 1o be
seceetive, plenty of secty predute Sh'zar by a lurge marzin
Some, like the Aghorie, cause oouble for more.. ., respecs-
ful,
really arcane pleasures

Milges Othess bond with the shadowAdolk an :.] uTSuE

More often than not, ['m told vou can recognise a sect
member when you meet him. He otten
distincion (usuvally permanent, like a e or ather body

moditication ), a loyalty cath, and common purpose with hi

raree @ mark of

tellows. Ic's generally hard to tell mages trom mundanes in a
secr: they terd to be a bl more, unt... subtle
ing Ecstutics, and don't show off as often, Secs are more

commaon u‘.!;"u_'.lu COuUnEnNEes — ||ui| 1, € eniral Americn, et

£ :.l.ll" A 'I'Il]"

than they are in the more individualistic modern worls

Arleast, che abvioos ones are, Who can el 1! They dos e e
to put up billboands to ennounce their presence



lqu?J SI rw, 'hi.'m g Supcma.ﬂ
‘mecancelved of b Tradition, the Seer covistoned a loose felluwship of en hightened folk, joined by insighs, 2%
§  nityovediient. The renlity has become slightly mare pragmatic over the centuries, but the Cult rematns an individwalistic 2 -
lue, wichietle intgmnal srructure, planning or consengiz, Even so, they remaim unified] in the face of trouble. Word has 2 wayis
WE L listaertle anywhere for Jong: notoriously restlessness, they crave conscans stimulation. Any partners they chy
2 S well. Childeen, Awakened or not, are raised on the go. Mast of these filks ure skilled in cheir own
ght be accosi lishel bedige wizards or even full-fledged mages. Quite n few Ecseazics ssmph,' love In pasug, les :
their p.irmm bhehind and making new anes along the way, Such ephemeral ways are part of iheir romantic alll.tr% .
Cultists often oeet {n the road, and usually recognize each other by thelr autss” distines glew (see Appcpdf:‘] Really "_
good festivaly, sicens or protests provide common ground, oo, Shaws by Crash Worship, Rusced Roor, thie Indigo Grirly
andd, until recentiy, the Gri Dead are certyin o bring the local Ecscatics our of the woodwark. Strangers greet each oche
i #it, & hug or a bed within momenis of introduction. More waditionaldects preler eluhorare
haric phrases or intricoce formalitics. One feature dhae comfiunds och ditions iz the almest
“the ususl daggers are left sutsde, i lease for a while, when Cultls '
_rallﬂt. wartale a farba, o "hello” where Cultists and the
o wm"'ﬁdqm one. Outsiders continue to be Hmpresse
. ny Eutirics from aﬂ over the wor hl 1o nl,nﬁ no one cl,zc

= Serlons occ: Num.l *“'_
'?‘z?.t ome together within days
-‘,‘» I}Jlliliti "‘:;\ N neous” j.miht

1

dmc, 0o g0 lluulul il every une' !_u Otltht [&ltﬂ E\)ﬁ!l[l Wl yl\'rz%

5 Two things; the first is simply o rral.lzéy Stelephtone” system, A Culrist tells 2

'i vind shon.. . The more arcane anduf nlturnmunicnncmjlrawm
gt with cach acher. These ritual exch sidan conpachic ol that pug@®
s, this sets up an implied “contiger! h,r( .grrumndem.c maa.ck <on tm«falm.umwr (tu-

chartin .\hgr]. By -rn.hm_:fr.vttha an ;

n del: uT«hnlrudaimp:urtanwmq Ranlv. sseldom mimm,m.ual' ﬁ'm:u tl
tors, however. and Ex[.‘_rmnuﬁ{ Ecstutics are ususify respeat
: mhllm tune to lutmmwha:aeu.rvlvul Iy 1 i

\
e ,she musrbchc
sggh wisly. Me
it's almose 2 man

her actions. Few Culrig
'mu ve been winnged

_ kw.\. F'-rqr time *’m-te
ieone gives up o falls senseless

eto Wlllpmvr} - &
Sl excelled ar the pligi@iment wheel; Basteally, the
between violaror and viccim.” tmrsn the crime, the longes the *
they tause, Yew want to "ride che 3h¢cl" mote cham ance,

As the Code of Ananda rmpho. Cult justice usually Invalves hanishm
by rupe or vielence — actually huntvlolatnes down. In exaeme cases, a jury
are often hagsh: exile. branding, mw:ick castration (wluch wwses Mund 4] ife 3
or death.




-éﬁ'm’

' Hundreds of ecstaric cules, sects and religions exist

ddﬁw theaworld, Many simply conslar of Sleepers search-
mgﬁ g some concact with the Divine Pulse; they oy atmrace
an Bearasy mage or two for a while, but opete mainly
thltmz,h mu;tal meuns. The sects below, however, have old
tigg 1o the! Cole of Ecstasy and involve dozens of mages in
atthre roles,

' Unlike®pmmaon Ecstutics, these sects each have particu-
lar initiation® apprenticeships and goals. All of these secrs
have Secret Code Languages (see "New Abilities” in The
Book of Shadows), and many members acquire odd Merits
arl Flawi? hlr‘rpm mingle frecly with mages in almose all of
these mm dxcmglmhcy may never actain the enlighcen
menl ol \%ﬂtll ml;mlwf-

Hitorts. flc M‘E\D HaaaLaz

b ' Fien r\nhkmmﬁ@pmimag[mw
o all limies of moraliny m of wlf-pres
ervation, these three l:n'dm-mgﬂ;t the Cide
of Ananda as weakness Omau\- they've tried o take
uver leadershipof the Cule, o g ;mluh[pn&ui\lvmmr
a war with cthe other cight Tra 4 '
sect exists in small, solared bas
them barabbi and avoid or even S
_. The Indian Aghoris go L‘ad:q. .
o means "unterrified” in Sansks i
i '__nrur rhr Furn,r,-ah hmrdcr In the'ﬁ' ﬁ pctwu cun
B & B ; ----f.am..mn

;'f"i&fhlux:- aside aH huma.n imumnﬂlﬂ' ~
% ‘_lh}aﬂ:ﬂ.ﬂul\'— he rramseends III‘\

L

¢ luh- but - pliy the ﬂmn e,’lmh The
seorpion drug is their u\('tmmn Buting
indtiatiom, new Cultists bt their e
genitals and share blood with their web
{enbal), The Hestilic Umbroind {see The
Book of Madness) take Achame off to
thelr Realms for funtime; thels |'|:;|m1n:5 Tl
would sicken de Sade. New York, L A, Berlip and

London have several small clubs where Achame webs

mather. No outsider is sate in them.

L

A
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Hagalaz reside in Nanway, revering cheir Nordic
forebears, Odin, Freyja and Lokt are their patmns,
thctirh ome claim to worehip Satan instead. Violentdy
antl-Christian, the small-but-growing sect wants to wipe
the "creed of weakness” from theirhome, While most of the
| lagﬁl.t‘:’ un-Avuakened followers are black-metal lusers, 1|n—rr'\"

Awakened leaders are accomplished Norse sorcerers, Inid®
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i this mysierions sect, bt few outsiders know for \1.,'“'..
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A Discordinn yect devored to consciousmess-unfaveling,
the Rangers use high-tech magleks o ‘warp all forms of
stimulation into overload. The sceam of consciousness is
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stresrn must be diverted lmctpv.'c&m} M;m Ran.,tn sCage .
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they're 4 fierce and bloody lot A revel of these
II 4 p‘l-,l\irm»'.i;l'f Bacchnntes m-f\'l:.lh[', ens with ‘;'llitra’
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DEPARTURS

]
(he comforiahle life casetes sperinet! deces pist as soft sweed

Colin Wilson, Poerry & Mysticism

| didn't really realize thae [ loved Wolf unril 1 saw him in
annther’s asme. The fact that *another” wasaman didn't l'\rir
my confusion. That fact that 1 can already hear his apologies,

his inslstence that no one owess anather, didn't patch che rips
wcross my heurt. So [l run before be savs he loves me back.

Aria, either. Just & note on the mble: "Cassic —
CQIC 5 c fa in \L'.\':':J.-..‘ Til- !'JL“ '-'.'J"|| [1!\':” Loty .*\fh-l

rying my foal eyes vut, 1'll toss some shit io a backpack and

hop a plane. | can get cash wichout selling anything.
Betore leaving, | punch the CD player to "Random.”
Music helpe me think lanis, the Voice of Truch, crics
alao, 26 yeam gone. “Pleceof My Hearr," indeed, [screamed
my frustration wich her as [ danced. Wherever vou are,
Janis, bless you. My eves go eaw and wet. When | finisks, all |
sk s mist, green mountaing, snd desert flat as che taste of old
beer, I'm going lots of places, | see. Gaed. | need the space.

My belly drops sich che fecling of flight. Befote | leave,
"m already gone, Jesus. Sathis is freefall Real freefall, Where
there's no one to catch you but vourself. Cod, | hope | know
what 'm doing.
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1HIRD VERSE:
FIREDANCE

The only real Blasphemy is the refusal of joy
— Paul Rudnick, Jeffrey

| dream of omers on my quest. Ouers with
Aria's brightwater eyes

The joumey tikes me west, to Colorxlo,
California, Arzona and finally w Black Rock
playa, o ocean turmed o dust, 've kept my
promise to meet the others here, and 'velearned

I1%s sy — too easy — o think vou undersrand a ching
by gazing ac a pactern and performing ricuals in a candle-lis
room. Totruly undesstand the Divine Pulse, though, haed 1o
walk an endless road. Not wich magick, but with humanicy
Blp‘ the time | reach Nevada for the l't:‘ll\.'ul. I've seen the
Lakashim refleceed in a chousand faces, voices, names. I've
lefr a bit of myself in each petsan I've met. And they've left
themeelves in me

SLEEPERS. BLOCKHEADS AND OHADOW- FoLR

Your enems is never a villai in kisown eyes. Keep
this in mind; i may offer @ way o make Jm your
friend. If not, yowcan kill him withowt hate — and
quickdy.... A bruae Kills for pleasure. A fool lills
from hude
Robere A. Heinlein, Time Enouch for
Laae
She calls hessel " Raverc More binch than
Stullone, but good with a knife. Duning our
rime togethet, shie leaves designs casved (o my skin. The pan

s exapesite, bur never dulls my Teneliness.

On the beach one nighu, § share a fire with some teenag-
ers sinoking bad dope and drinking cheap beer, Three seem
all right, bur cheir “leader,” a feral-looking dude called Max,
sends all my danger signs intw che red. They offered me some
pot, but 1 declined and quickly made excuses 1o leave. | hope
TIY I ever -It'l'.fpt\ thfif (‘ﬁ‘rr,

Outside Rena, two men almest ran me down. As the
engine gunned suddenly behind me. their malevolence hie
mie like the cur itself. | dodeed ro the side, rolled and hid
in aazh while they swopped. searched, cursed and lefr,
Lucky. Mayhe there's samething to the guardian angel

9
5
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thing. If Aria or Woll was around, 1 never saw them

Then again, perhaps it's just me
[nabarin Boulder, Hound myself appraised by 2 man
with eves like etemity. Even Ara would lose a staredown
with thisspook. Myskincrinkles like burnt paperashel
e VeET, .-mil:'\, '.||¢'1| IOV Es Ol \l«"h.lll'.x! 12 Wila, ] J;::.'l

think it was human. And ] have this feeling we'll meet again

In Phoenix, I meet Linda, One too many lovers of the
wrom kind have wrecked her, | didn'e mean tiake hes it
my care, but by the time we leave, we're companicns. In
\.'r'.'.l:l.'a | set Byer I.rc‘r. We |l|.':h |.rl-\‘;|, |mt 1|n' last cime
I saw her, she was laughing, rolling in mud wich a
felendly hoy |I|::1|'.|I-L.' Bronx. l‘lulta'p.hnw ]:Lfllc(l'lik'l‘
this. It hasn's mined since we've arrived

Raven taught me the firedance. In Nevada, | put
the lessons to work. Before a crowd of curious folks, 1
Keht the hatons. Flames flare in darkness, tonl desen
darkness lit only by ficful campfires and che inferno in
myv hands. The night s a cool, dry breeze. Lonking

bevond the crowd, | begin

| HE ALEEDERS
{t's apipe dream, [ now, butwhen g girl tiinks s bo
siah em her facs megns he loves Ber, youhawe to start some
Timuchy Toner
‘-‘;:I"I—f' not .lll"nl.". ‘\‘r‘.'r'!: -I_-'l'll"‘ I..ikil_\lf"”'l 1"rl "I‘\ Wil it it h
sacred thing, a live design of vazt complexity. 1 may call ravself
.'\'A'i'.kl‘llf‘li, T, I\Ill T e |“|If\' "I(fl.‘.'”\ Hﬂuhf"d'illill] H['..!liflll'-i” 150
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mundanc world, potential stirs, sluggish buc no less real, "Existence.”
Waoll's memaory Ay, 0 Just & sharead lallucination; few Jrezing le renlize it,
and fewer still accon the knowledee. Thoze who don's should be awalkened
with a kiss.” He similes, then: “Just dan't throw waner in thedr ce, They'll
L!“ Yiou e
[1e's noc kidding, In San Francisco, | was nearly arested, Along s
rouidd in Cuttersville, 2 woman screamed obscenitles and shot ar me,
I'vemer men I've loved and men I'd have Joved o kill and Jots of men
anul wommen in between. I you meet the Culilsr on the road, don'c kil
him, please. Lote of folks have already oied.
We nevergive up, though. Sleeping tolks ure tlames 1o vur kind
S many would dasce 1 they only heard the thythim, And. as Jim
Merrison said, we do have the numbers to sture o hell of 4 perty. Some
Eestitles consider mundanes Ly ot hets, tools or ¢ npany and sull
others, victims. Me, I'd prefer to see them e parts of myself. Don't sl

which view t5 true. I'd say all of the above

BLocrntAus

e s’ ve peat this pregt ohfmesdoe force that's rying o omogetizg
and make everything the same! And thas we must resist aond figne, becauss
that's emn-life! fad s "lige" -].:Hn! backuwards, Whatever woadd tend 10
crush the individual expression of Kfe in people — that i gedl,

— Fakir Musafar, Modemn Primitwes

1 underseand fear, My whole Awakening hasheena longfight
ta transcend tentor. Some people never cscape cheir fear. [edrives
them, consumes them. In the process, it consumes others, alsu
I II'.' I.'Jl!i.ll'l'\(lf'ﬂ:\' I“\ill‘! l.llLi 'A'I“.'.“ he |I||\:?ﬁ d'l.'i.] kl“'ﬂ.':l. If any-
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thing, they've begun again, bathed in a warm TV glow and
scrutinized for our protection.

Do you wonder at the powers behind the demagogues! 1
don't anymare. Did you ever sk yourself why otherwise e
humun beings could be so afraid of change that they'd plaster
thelr bumpers with “Rush is Right" and *Don't Blame Me..."?

Believe me, there are reasony.
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The Suavow-Fowx

There was no doubt left in my mind thar these people were
wrrying out some sort of tese thas Dion Juan had set up for me, By
confronting them | was being hurded 2o @ realm which weas
wnpossible to reach or accept in ragional terms. He had said. . that
ey vatiomality comgrised only a very small part of what he called
the witadity of oneself. Under the impact of the unfamiliar and the
altogether veal danger... my body had to make use of its hidden
vesvacrrey; or iie.

Carlos Castaneda, The Second Ring of Power

ultists thn others do,

52ust the Garoy, embarrass the T,
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Blockbheads don't get it and never will. In their
perfect little worlds, there's no room for catascrophes,
no need for fear. If they had o, they would dig the
thousand names of chaos from the sand and burn them all
alive, Some do. Thuse men in Reno, for example. Now chat
I've stepped ourside che lines, mine is onc of those thausand
names. To blockbeads, P'm a threat worth killing for. To me,
they're sad, pathetic. Buta laser with a chain-gun still has »
chain-gun, 5o it's best 1o skirt his borders and leve when he
arrives.

For the mist
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The shadows are alive. I've seen them watching roe from
bamtonls and spiderwebs. Some are myscicks like myself,
while others are unknowable, slien. Bven in my rush for
discovery, I'm not in a hurery to leam them all by name. The
man in Boulder chases my dreams, [ only pray he never
catches me in che openu Sameday, perhaps, we'll dance,
but not now. I'm fur frum ready.

Among the wizards, Wolf cells me, we have fow
friends. The Dreamspeakers and Verbena etill remember
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our Divyas, if not our contribution to their Council.
The others, P'm told, wash their hands of vur fools'
wisdom. More the fools, they, Some hacker-mages may
take nme-outs in rechno-ecstaties’ charrooms, bur I'm
leery of these types of friends. Best to walk wich my own
kind, with Sleepets, or alone.

Outside the lines of ecstany, hungner shadows wait.
Some are demented, or have black-hole hearts. As 1 heft the
flame batons, | chase the darkness fram my sight. Wichin my
reach, a firestorm whirls, close enough o singe but not
burn. 'm careful, you know, and well-irained. This firedance
won't consume me. Not now. Not ever.

fINfiNDH

All the fear has left me now

I'm not frightened anymore

I’s me haavt that pounds beneath my flesh
It's mx mouth which pushes out this breath
And if [ shed a tear I won't cage @t

I won't fear love

And if | feel a rage | won't deny it

I won't fear love

— Sarsh McLachlan, "Tumbling Towards Ecstasy”

I scand out in the morning now, my hair ruffled softly by
desert winds, Blue-geay skies vaule abave me, the nigh
retreating slowly from an unseen sun. Beneach my feet, the
playa dust drifis, grain by geun, tlckling my ankles, powder-
ing my soles. Far from me, yet close enough, | feel, to touch,
thunderclouds flash silemtly across discant mouncaintops.
Acroes the pliah, there is no sound, only boles of silent fury.
Before long, the sun will blage aceoss the desert and the
fescival will begin again. For now, I wish to dance alone and
greet the morning my own way.

Above me smnds a modern wicker man, arms out-
strerched before the moming. | mimic him, dropping my
hlanket, baring my bady o the marning cold, Nipples snap
erect, huir bristles, skin prickles as the breeze plays across me.

| stretch the sleep from aching muscles. In oy throat,
sounds form, Words 1 cannot speak becauwse no one has
invented kinguige for what 1 feel. A song. An Ani. Now |
understand.

Somewhere acrass the flat expanse, a lone drummer
greets the moming. 1 shift my weight from side to side,
carching the faraway beas and manslating them o move-
ment, They match my heartbeut. The Divine Pulse. Maybe |
only imagine chis, but perhaps he feels it too. Surely I'm not
the only one Awake here.

| ler my song hecome my muvements, ler them blesd
together in breath, in heartbear. My throat rasps; there's too
lintle witer here, and | have gone without oo long. | rusn
my tongue from side to side and caress each tooch in cum,
I swallow and malligrams of miracles caress my dusty
throat.
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| 6ill my h:rll_r'; with cold ||r~,- air and raise my voice wit h
passion praise. Behind cloged evelids, my sight races, pulsates
from my siomach to my feet to my fiigers and away, oo
cothrace the spiries of this barren wisee and the visitors who
sleep, To me, the chumping bass of a milesdistant rave is
close ar hund; the tender skin of sleepers relaxes ar my touch,
The lighming-crackle miles from me sets my hairon end and
the cool wind is a Jover with roving hands. [ sense, though [
tannat sec, the Like this was o mllion years ago; the passage
of ghost-fish ind ancient currents cause my lungs to hitch for
Jusr a moment, as | if | were submerged. Then all | fieel is dust
beneath my leet; it saddens me

Then &t pusses and | feel the par of furure raindrps
spatter dusty skin. [t will rain coday and [ revel in it now as 1
will six hours hence. The lovers I'll caress tonighe and the

onces [ had before visic me as [ dance below the wicker
man. | send myself to visic them, so those [ haven’t
met will know me and the ones 1 have met will remember.
From my belly, just above my grain, | grow warm and wet
The tingle spreads to chase away the cold acroes my skin,
pulses outward and joins the moening'sheartbeat, The desert's
heartbeat. Bven here, it never stills

One final note, [ pitch it high and long, follow its waves
as it echoes across the desert, then fall hack into myself and
shiver as the wind cools my swliden swear.

One final gift; | send a ghost of my sensations to che
lonely deummer ac his fire. Perhaps I'll meet hir later, mavhe
not. For now, he’ll know someone loves him.

For now, at leust, I've left the fear behind. It's wondedful
o hl'.' :t!n’r‘,
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Death makes angels of us all
& ghves us wings
where we had shovlders

smoath as raven's

claws

— Jim Morrison, “American Night™

Some died In Lryviisy
Some died in poversy,
But they all die
B With their boots on
At the shouting end of life
' —Oysterband, "The Shouting End of Life”
Story's over. Let’s talk game systems.
Ecatatics are daredevils, shamans, ren-
egades, hippics, and seekers of joy in a cold,
impersonal world, They could be you, if you were one of them.
It's not appearance that makes an Ecstatic mage — ic’s a
willingness to step however fur out it takes to realize that,
buricd under all the garbage, some Divinity exists. The
Journey they undercake 1o find it may be creacherous, but to
them, the danger makes the prize all the more worthwhile.
Most Ecstatics are their own foci, and they learn by
Intuition. The drugs and instruments they use o propel
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themselves into an alcered state are only tools, upaya, the
“skillful means” 1o an end. It is the mind and the spiric thar
provide their Ares. Don't be fooled by the Hallmark heigade;
priroal maglek is nasty stuff— painful, frightening and very,
very potent. As this chaprer illustraces, many Cultists bum
out at an carly age. Their impressive legacies, however, make
the sacrifice scem worchwhile. For a short, glorious time,
these mages see the world from perspectives most of their
cousing could never imagine.

{[t beans repeating once again that thisis nor an endorse-
ment for real-life danger-play. If you can't tell o game from
realicy, close this damned book and go back to killing ores!)

The following templaces may be used by players or
Storytellers. The hastories in the later pare of this chapter
show the wild lives — and sudden deaths — thar make
Caltists so notorious among their kind,

)




Dresiv DANCER

Floaring on waves of music and light Thedreamdance. Astral travel. Flesh had slwass consmained vou

The charive of the Daemon of the World now vou could escape into vour dreams. Once you discover how
Descends in silent power. to do that mrick again, all sensutions will be youss,

It's shape repased within; stight as some closd ? Concept: Although you're an astonishing

That casches but the W&“ nnge (l]' duy ;\'..._.:-‘-y.._m_ : dansces, your talents b bevorsd that: Singing,

carousing, and of course, magick. You're a

When evening wiclds to night ) ‘
s A young suevivor who's Just discovered l
z ,l.‘ﬂ y Shelley, The Daemc ®~- ‘? i, o o,  her Holy Gmail — & wild Mind talent
of the Wayld N\ e oy

i x This lew you go furcher iInmo vous

o,
>

1 Quote: If 30’“] have enly ane i ‘_.:,-" Ny dreame (and others') than youeves

day om Earth, you'd bester make e V=1 1 1 ‘.\ did before. This maglek thing is

that day werthwhile. ! N g blust. Be careful it doesn't
Prelude: Since child- : | take you wich it

hood, you've loved music.
As soon as possible, you
moved to it. Something

Roleplaying Tips: Be-
neath your indulgences, you're
an adrenaline junkic. Speak

powerful walted beneach / 1 quickly, gesture with wild
the beat, an element that I grace, and sty in motion
wlnapcrcd te you { Sensuations intoxicate yoni

through half-heard ™
runes and vivid dreams. As

you grew, you renched for it.
Dance classes, Singing lessons.
Sports. Then darker things. Nothing
quite worked ;

[rom Athletic Tomboy, you /
gradunted o Wild Child. Sex was
anadventure, and drugs a free ride.
Running away from home was a
ruzh; even hunger didn'c dull
the edge. Dreams fir you better
than realicy did. You were
heuling for a serious fall . \
when your mentor : : "\%
picked you up. He § )
played, you danced -
great combinacion.
Then he taught you
how to reach the
thythm that seemed
farever out of reach.
He taught vou yogm,
Tantea, the real dance
of the seven veils. Bet-
rer, he caught you
discipline. That lesson
helped you survive your
adolescence.

Firally, it happened. En- 3
ergy surged through your chakms one night
and busstout In a furlous wave that lizerally carried you
from your body, There you found the end of your guest.

self-control is a recent thing,

su still go overbosnl when the

opportunity arses, Death, when

the subject comes up, termifios

you, Life is tor living, dozo at
full blas,

Magick: Asleepor
waking, vour Mind Arws
are formidable. Warh
them, you can influence

anuther's thoughts,
maods ot dreams. Ocher
Spheres tumn life's inten-
sity up Joud, Cool! Music
muverment 4|?\:! T-'l‘llfll& X
rites are your main foci, althourh
R crazy stunts and even drugs will do
‘\\ &y inapinch.
\ Equipment: Anything that
'E;\ won't weigh you down.
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MAGE: The Ascension™

Name: Nature: Bon “Vivant Concept: “Oream Oancer
Player: Essence: Questing Mentor:
Chronicle: Demeanor: “Rebel Cabal:
Physical Social Mental
Steength ®9000 Charisma ®®000  Perception @9000
Dexterity__ Grace @000  Manipulation 9900 Intelligence 90000
Stamina_ Tireless SO0 Appeanmce 9900 Wits 99000
Talents Skills Knowledges
Alertness o8000 Do 00000  Computer 00000
Athletics  feaps @OOO0O Drive 00000 Cosmology 99000
Awareness 00000  Edquetce_ 00000  Culture 00000
Brawl 0000  Fircarms 00000  Enigmas 00000
Dodge @O®00 Leadership 00000 Investigation 00000
Expression ®0000  Meditation 00000 Law 00000
Instruction 00000  Melee _____@®0000 Linguistics Q0000
Intwition. Q0000 Ressach. = 00000 Lore 00000
Intimidation O0000  Stealth 00000 Medicine Q0000
Streetwise @0000 Survival__(UWbe G000  Occule 08800
Subterfuge 00000 Technology. 00000  Science 00000
W
Correspondence 90000 Life 90000 Prime Q0000
Entropy 00000 Mind 9000  Spirit 00000
Forces 00000 Matrer_ 00000 Time 80000
e T T T B e
Backgrounds Arele Health
Arcane 90000 @90 0000000 Bruised 0 0O
Avatar 88000
Oream 09800 P .‘:“l.lmowgfo o8 Injured
Mentor L . 098]
00000 coooooDooooo Mauled 2 0
Ouinigsgcncc
L -
Other Traits QOO QOO Incapacitated O
Darreiing HS8E. O O
Sinaing #9000 ‘D 0 Experience
00000 o o

00000




Techno-Ecstamc

/ ,f You've got to stop thinking abous time and space as if they were inviolahle. They
I are not inviolable! They do not exist in themselves! They are postulates of the
k' conscious mindl
' — Paddy Chayefsky, Altered States

Quote: There are no limits e experience. There's nothing new out there
in the woods, thowgh. The futiere is in technalagy. Here, slip these on. I'll show
you things you've never even dreamed of ..

Prelude: A restless, intelligent and unsociable child, you
were drawn co the wonders inslde an Erector set. The things you
did with it made your falks both proud and nervous. Chemistry

sets, hroken applisnces, spare pares from Radio Shack — these
were your favorlte toys. Instruction didn't mateer; the things
inside your head looked so much becter.

Although you'd never been popular in school, the sudden
technology explosion brought others running to you. By high
school graduation, you'd had your first aste of sex — and were
bored. Once again, the sensations you imagined were so much

mote putent then the pitiful scrapings of mere flesh. Sex chatlines
left you cold, oo, Who wanted ta download nudie pix and innuendo
when Hustler could be found in your facher's bathroom? Then one day,
you found the Real Deal,
It seemed innocuous enough: alt.xtasy snsamn. @spdm.com. Bring-
ing the newsgroup wp was a bitch; the effort made you swear — not
figuratively, but for real. The harder the puwale became, the more
decermined your effores. By the time you'd logged on, the room was
spinning and hollow, as if you’d gone 2 whale day without food or
water, The clock on your screen said you had. Impassible! This
newsgroup had better be worth i, you growled as the greeting spread
across the screen.

I was.
Now you have pltﬂl\l of friends. Some of them Yl‘)ul\‘u actually mer in
the flesh, but most were imprinted on your braln in the most dazzling VR setup
in the goddamned world. These days, you get out more often. Your talent for
invention his made you very popular, and hrings in some amazing offers
Who needs college with reachers like this?
Concept: A newly-Awakened technological genius, you strive 10
create things no one else has invented vetr. Your mundane skills were
. formidable enough; with magick, anything you want will be within
teach in u few shore years, In the meantime, you're having a ball
4 Roleplaying Tips: You're still a kid, but a brilliant one who's jusc
’ realized that a world beyond imagining exists in her back vard, Ty hanl
/ w be cool. Oh, yeah, and be mysterious. Vety, very mysterious. [f your new
friends chought that just enyane could do this stuff, they'd leave vou ina heap
Talk way above their heads to keep ‘em guessing.
Magick: Although you're concentrating on sensory input right now,
Matter and Forces will be your future specinlties. Although you prefer
high-techfocl w the old-fashioned ones, body reodifleation, smart drugs
and industrial music seem fun. Why limit yourself?
Equipment: Clusters of gadgets, decks, gear, dixcs, black cloching,
micro-tools, sensory-enhancement mods, smart drugs, Glock 9mm pistol
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MAGE: The Ascension™
Nature: ‘“stimm:y

\ 7 || _SGIH éSY-

Concept: Techno-"Festatic

Player: Essence: ‘Fattern Menfor:
Chronicle: Demeanor: ‘Rebel Cabal:
\ | ]

Physical Social Mental
Strength ®0000 Chansma__  @8000 Perception [ . &6
Dextericy 89000 Munipulation Cryfzy GOOO0  Intelligence Brillia: GOS0
Stamina 09000 Appesmance_ OB000 Wit 9800

Talents Skills Knowledges
Alertness 98000 Dv 00000  Computer Tuwisted Logic SOOGO
Athletics. OO000  Drive ®0000 Cosmology 90090
Awareness 0000  Eriguette 00000 Culture_ 00000
Brawl 0000 Firearms ®9000 Enigmas____ 00000
Dudge 00000  Leadesship 00000  Investigation 00000
Expression 90000 Meditation 00000 Law . 00000
Instruction. 00000  Melee 00000  Linguistics 00000
Intuition _0’()0()() Researcly 00000 Lore 00000
Intimidation__ Q0000  Stealth 00000 Madicine. 00000
Strectwise_ @®000  Survival 00000 Ocaule________ 00000
Subterfuge.~ @@000 lechnology 0000  Siience ____@8000

Correspondence. @O0000  Life 00000  Prime 80000
Entropy__ 00000 Mind Q0000  Spirit 00000
Forces. ®0000  Matter ®0000 Time 90000
Backgrounds Arete Health
Allies 80800 ®# 000000000 Bruised Sprns Qi El
Avatar 9000 72 31§ { AR SRS N 98
S B o‘:"op{:;v gro 0 0 ;
00000 : 2\ GO S
oocoo DOOOOOOOOD o :
Quinfessence  CEHNNIRNE
. 0B0g Incapaci
Other Traits o 00 ncapacitated
Computer Hacking SSOO0O = G i :
Tlectronies  @BO00 ‘o 5 Experience
Mach 98000 5 &

Queantiom “Physic; S#BHO00
0.80.0.8)

£ o
SYooph
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How do we measure being alive?. .. Fight, flight
and ecsiasy ave the three things, Those ave all combined
in piercings and tartoos and the marking of your passage  §
through life and the idea of it being a visual, permanent |

Ubrary of experiences that cannot be taken from you ;i
eacept by death, |
— Genesis P-Orridge
Quaote: How can you sery this is sick if you haven’s ||
rrigud (22

Prelude: In a past life, you know you belonged |
to a tribe. Thelr rites of passage were painful, but :|
they taught you how to Jeave yoursell’ behind. !
Those memories have haunted you into this incar-
nation, where no such rites exist. You remembers:d 25
them so well, you made up your awn.

It began with small plercings and home-made
tattous, then furtive experiments with constric-
tion. While imirating the O-Kee-Pa in your garage,
you nearly died. As your limbs wenr numh and
blood spartered ta the floor, you watched yourself
from the other side of the room, Somehaw you must
have corne down off the hooks; those memories
swem lost, but you've been arying to find what
you encountered thar day ever since.

Body modification became your religion.
Every hook and film you could find became
woepel. For kicks, vou did a stior with Jim
Rase's circus, Kala the Serpent Girl — yow
future lover and moentor— works there as well.
Now she teaches you how to leave time and flesh
behind Some lessons take a while, but the prize is
wortth it. Perhaps some day you can visit those
mmbal lands in person.

Concept: A modern yogi Insearch
of manscendence, you've realized the
hollowness of the industnial dream. A
world without tioual fsa worli] without
hope. Your scars and tatoocs are marks
of passage beyond all that. There i
sumething better than endless dwudg-
ery — you've seen i, vin know ie, und
sharing thae insight is imperative, On
tour, you've seen the erushes] souls, the
teal freaks, who come to watch you
“perform.” They're pathetic. You pity
them. Maybe all they need is an example.

Roleplaying Tips: Taking yourself over you've learned the hard way, Spielt Arts Intrgue vou;
the edge brings ananda. Othem think you're o that's probably where you'll concentrate next Your
ﬂ‘l«‘i\ﬂ!{]ll\l. l!lﬂ t.hq{ (ﬂn“ﬁ Ihc lmiﬁltmﬂnd lh(‘ [?illl‘l. In knmamalga ||'|,¢,,Iudt: nr;lg“[_s Of Hll alnd‘q. b._d\, arc and trance
ochercultures, you'd be considered noemal; here, you'resick.  dancing. Someday vou'll need no help ar all
Life's funny, but it’s vkay. You've leamned how 1o laugh. Equipment: Rings, weights, hlades, extensive library,

Magick: When you step outside yourself, time falls Jim Rose tour jucket.
aside voo. Your skill with Life magick reflects coneral

»
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MAGE: The Ascension™

Name: Nature: Fanatic Concept: “Prince of “Tain
Player: Essence: Questing Menfor:

Chronicle: Demeanor: Deviant Cabal:

Physical Social Mental
Strength ®0900 Charisma ®9800  Perception ( 1 88!
Dexteriry @0000 Manipulation ®8000  Intelligence 980800
Stamina__fledty  @OO®0  Appearance 00000 Wit 88000
Talents Skills Knowledges

Alertness 0000 o 00000 Computer 00000
Athletics 89000 Drive 00000 Cosmology 00000
Awareness 9000  Etiquette 00000 Culeure__ #0000
Brawl ®0000  Firearms_ 00000  Enigmas 90000
Daodge 00000  Leadership 00000  Investigation 00000
Expression 0000  Meditation 90000 Law Q0000
[nstruction 00000  Melee ®®O00  Linguistics 00000
Intuition 00000  Research 00000 Lore 00000
[ntimidation 80000  Stealch 00000  Medicine 9000
Streetwise 89000  Survival 80000 Occult 00000
Subterfuge 00000 Technology. 00000  Scicnce 90000
Correspondence_ Q0000  Life @®®000 Prime 00000
Entropy Q0000 Mind ®0000  Spirit 90000
Forces 00000  Matter Q0000 Time 89000

Backgrounds Arefe
Avatar @800 #000000000 0 0
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Qance ______@0000 a 0 Experience
Lscape B8& C‘O OO

Torture 98800
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(1M Famous Ecsstics

;2"""“ He codd read the Bible like a preacher
: Fudl of ecstasy and fire
o) | But he also wes the kind of teachey
i '?‘ Wonen woadd desire
i ~ Boiled in Lead, "Rasputin”™

Unlike many other Tradicions, the Cule
of Ecstasy has few truly powerful luminaries.
Ir's sand thae Ecstatics would rather leave
behind a wild legacy than live forever, Cer-
cainly, the histories of many of the mroup's mose notorious
members bear the theory out; most burn brightly for a few
years, then cither disappear, spiral downward or perish in an
amazing display of Paradox.

Myatery surroumnds most nocable Culrists, Did Sh'zar fade
away, or does he live on in same distant Realm? Was [sadora
Duncan's fatal ride truly an accident? And Is Jim Morrison
really dead? Chronas keeps many secrets, and if the Ecscatics
know the answers, they aren't talking.

AN'ZIR THE SEEK

Where he came from, no one knew. His name, a corrup-
tion of sh'ir, or seer, hinted at Indian origins, but many
thought him an Arab or & Persian. Although a devatee of
Tuntra, he was open to the entire spectrum of Ecstatic arts.
Afeer a lifetime of wandering the Middle Eastern wastes, he
traveled to the hidden courts of Pemia and Greece wich dire
prophecies upon his lips:

“...and as | warch, the great dawn becomes a fist of wom,
whase fingers brush the clowds and bring lose the stars. As the
celesuial lights fall 1 Earth, the fingers close and all things — stary,
mounzams, rivers, cities — become as a lump of coal in the giant
fise."

News of the distant philosopher-scientists was not new,
but Sh'zar was among the first to cake the Onler of Reason
seriously. To every magus he encountered, the Seer spoke of
the coming tribulation. Finally, three Masters listened.
Valoran, Nightshade and Baldric took his prophecies to heare
and began 1o forge the Council he had also foreseen, *...a
wise gathering, men and women both, clustered about a
glowing sphere like unto the Moon at full rie.”

Na vne knows what Sh'zar really Inoked like. His face
was said oo change like a bonfire flame, always flowing into
different guises. In many, he was handsome and proud,
dressed in fincry: sometimes he appeared ugly, naked or in
rags. Three things distinguished Sh'zar, however, regandless
of his appearance: his eloquent perceptions, his disgust for
violence, and his magickal companions

Everywhere he went, Sh'zar was guarded by a fiery
hawk and two grand male peacocks. These familiars,
Adamu, Ka'hah and Kadishtu, watched all of Sh'sar's
acquaintances .. with an almost human assessment.”
Although many Buropeans considered chem demons,

ey
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Sh'zar’s companions often saved innocents or batdled won-
scers. The Seer himself considered hashish 1o be his best
weapon. Tales speak of the Conversion of Malach, when a
horde of bandits were stopped in their acks by clowds of
smoke and words of peace. Sh'zar prophesied from moming
until late afternoon. When night came, the handits joined
him arounsd the fire, then left the next moming withour
incident.

Like so many of his kind, Sh'zar disappeared Inta time
after his disciple Akrites was accused of cowardice. After s
long meditation, the Seer shut himself in his tent and was
never seen again. By 1480, everyone agreed that he was gone
forever. Although histories speak of his appearance in the
clouds at the jambo of 1867, most Ecatatics consider thut a
myth.

fuersTer CRowLey

The rise and fall of "The Great Beast 666" scands as un
object lesson for all Cultists who would follow him. A
brilliant scholar and magician, Aleister Crowley popularized
the darker side of magick and handlly rebelled against Vicoo-
rian moralicy. Sadly, his single-minded pursuit of power and
sensation ended in a downward spiral thar supposedly cli-
maxed in 1947, The so-called “Master Therion™ seems to
cpicomize hubris gone mad.

That Crowley was Awakened is almost indisputable. His
influence and wealch were lkewise infamous. While squca-
mish Hermetics were quick todismiss the dark mystic, Cultists
recognized one of thewr own from the scart. He soudied
Tanerik magick and used it as a springboard for his own ideas,
Sadly, he favored excess and cruelty. Crowley's “Do what
thou wilt" approach included orgies, ritual sacriflce, curses
and constant drug experimentation. Many Cultises believe
he curned bavabix halfway through his career, but perhaps he
simply lét power go to his head. One Virtual Adepe claims he
gave Crowley's termination order during the post-WWII
Nephandi cleanup, but the truch remains unknown,

Ironically, although he supposedly died dissipated, friend-
less and broke, Crowely's influence lives on long past his
reputed death. For better or worse (Cultists themselyes can't
agree about which), the Master Therion's writings and cha-
risma have inspired dozens of Awakenings and undermined
a good deal of established dogma. [¢ may be char in relnvent-
ing modern magick, Crowley reached hisown dark Ascension.
Still, mose Cultises frown on his example

Rasputin

A series of outrageows tales has credited Russia’s mad
aalnt with every form of vampirism, insanity and venereal
discase imaginable, 1o say nothing of his supposed links co the
Celestial Chorws and (ludicrously!) the Sons of Ether. An
Ecstatic from the beginning, Grigory Novykh compelled
women to abundon their virtue, czars to abandon their sense,



VVVVVVVVYY

Feurts Verae: ... Froa the fnaest Gaery 55

and a young heir o abanddon a disease fram which
there was supposedly no cure.

The details of the Mad Mank’s life are far too com-
mon o bocher relacing whae few outside the Cult of
Ecstasy realize i« that thizs *Saranic" figure crusaded gpainst
Nephandic agents. His brief associarion with Isadora Duncn
exposed 2 ring of Fallen Ones influential in the Romancy
court. With her help (and several miracles), Razpurin dis-
patched the Nephandi from the coust. With one exceprion:
Prince Yusupov,

The Prince’s incompetence asa mage was revealed by his
inakility to handle the Ecstatic mank on his own. When his
magicks falled, Yusupov summoned cuwside help, Rasputin
diedl, bucic ook adiabolical effore vo slay him. Wirh the menk
out of the way, the Fallen reestablished their seeanglehold on
the Romanovs. Svon, the coun fell. The whereshouts of
Anasmsia are a wcret even to che Awakened, bur moss
Cultists believe she went o the Cauls. As for Rasputin, he
died 2 hero.

Just ask the Cultists. They'll tell you.

Lamora Duse

This barefooted revolutionary did wore than just scand
dunce conventions un their car; she advocated, thraugh her
reachingsind example, the ecstatic experience inart. Tothis
day, Cultists wonder if herodd deach in 1927 was an accident
— OF an usassination.

Isadizta was always drawn eo the dance — noc che rigidiny
of bulles, but the improvisational ferocity of the sncient
Orecks. She felt dance should be fluid and elemental, nor stff
ar ]1|:|i:&‘. and danced half-naked and aiunc, dl;iwmg the
music into her movernenis. American audiences were not
C.\;n.ll'_.‘ rnrh.rallcd; llw wif-ﬂ\wakcuml mage had much to
learn, When Isadora moved 1o Europe, she envountered Jean
Garoche, a Nephandi-hunting Cultist; the two became fov-
ers, friends and comrades iy arms. With his help, lsadera
excelled or magick and became the talk of Europe.

Duncan’s charisma and stamina were legendary, as were
her grace and libide. Lovess flocked to her bed, and students
filled her dance schools. Her sense of the Lakashim was
strong; she advocated a return to nature, and many fans
lisrened.

Then fell Garoche: Jean tumed barabd. When [adors
found our, she killed him and fled to Russia. where she met
the fae-blooded dancer Nijinski, his mentor Sergey Diaghilev
(another Ecscatic), and Rasputin, There, she thought she'd
found peace. She was mistaken. Friends of Garoche took
revenge. One "acchilent” drowned Duncan's two children
and their nanny. Anocher “coincidence” killed her newbaom
son. Her success in post-war Russia branded her a traitor back
home, the swhools failed, and leadora took to drink. As o
focus, it made a great vice; her powers declined, as did her
success. When Duncan's hushand committed suicide, she
almast joined him.

Despiee her“luck,” Duncan'secstatic teachings caught
on, changing the face of modern dance. Her star was on the




rise agmn when a mysterious “accident”™ ended her
career forever: Isadora's crademark, w flowing scadf,
cangled aroundd i car wheel and snapped her neck. Was i
chance — or a final Nephandic strike? Ta this day, many
Ecseatic dancers wear scarves in [sadora’s honor — and in
definnce of her face.

)i Mokkison

Satyr, Poet. Visionary. Drug addict. Rick god. Enigma
Jim Morrlson seemed to personify all the best and wara
the Cult has to offer. A mystick gifted with uncanny
foresight. the Lizard King turned the hippic ideal upside
down. Despite The Doors' success, it was years before their
dark truths became as obvious to us as they were to him.

Like 50 many "60s Ecstatics, [im Awakened without
guichinee. His magicks evolved by accident, and revolyved
around time and perception. From the beginning, he scemed
to know be was doomed; unyone who heard his volce recig-
nized 2 man who soared Into his own nightmares while
tuming them into dreams,

The Doors weren’t only controversial among Sleepers.
Momison didn't secem o realize how hig his game really was.
.*UIhnuRh n]wmunh‘ un Ecstatic, he never had a mentar
and never took sides. Some Cultists claim the Syndicate =l
cargeted hum from the start. Others say his excesses
spoiled great potendial, In any case, he quickly burmned
out, becoming perhaps the largest tombstone in the rock-n-
roll graveyard, Some say he was searching foe s mentorwhen
he died. Others Insist he fours] one.

Supposedly, Motrison attracted Marianna's eye, took
her up on an offer of escape, and has never looked back.
Freed from the spotlight, he continues to plumb the doors
of perception and recalls his stardom with mingled amuse-
mene, regret and contempt. If [im Morrison does live at
Balador, he has changed his appeatance and keeps o
low profile.

Morrison's heyday involved so many Ecscasy
mages andd their scolytes char it seems to have been the
Cult’s finest hour. The fact that so many have either died or
gone insane indicates either a massive Technocratic crack-
down, a Paradox ripple, or the fmilties of Culc doctrine.
Everyone has their own theories, The umon that Mick
Jagger is Awakened have since been discredited,
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Rumor has ic that che greatest living Ecsratic
Master once loved Lonl Byron himsell. Marnanna has
neither disputed nor confirmed che claim. However old
she may be, this Divvae commaends formidable talents,
mystick and otherwise,

Best known for her woxual sppetites, Marianna is
tl-.plllﬂl < h'.l\‘t‘. hwn |u|rn n 'V‘(:lllctt. ll;ﬂy m Ihc r.ul\r

18C0:. Thac heritage is impassible to rell from her looks;
Mananna changes her appearance so frequently thar even
her best friends seldom recomize her. Although she prefers
clasaical ideals — Greek statues, Borticelli nudes, Persian
belly<dincers, etc. — Balador'smistress occasiomally simples
every mode of beauey.

During the early Cult of Bacchus days, Marlanna
tended the best brothels in Venice. When the Guild
{Svndicate) tried 1o take her businesses over, she undercur

bach cheir efforts and their Constructs. Her impressive

\ prophecies made her many friends and saved many lives,

AN During both World Wars, it's suid she hid refugees in her

. brothels, and in che ‘605, she hosted one of Europe’s most

exclusive getaways. In 1976, the chief councilor of Balador

Pleasuredome passed che keys ro Marianna, [t was a wise
choice.

Since thut time, the Divya has made free love her
crusade, She loathes rapists and pederasts, and enforces che
Code of Ananda within Balador. On Earth, she spunsors a
number of aspiring arciscs while pursuing a rumored rape
cule. In persun, Balador's mistress i friencly and disarming.
Sorae mistake her constanc cheer for naiveté, but chey miss
the point. "I've met so many crazy mages in my life,” she
purrs in a continental accent, “that [ make it my goal to be
an exception.” If Marlanna has an evil side, no one living
<an ateest to ic.,

O
D
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SIPPENDIX:
Ecstane Hrs

A human being is more like a symphany them a paimting. He
is & provess, nae a thing. The scientist of the fussere will have to be
trme-oriented rather than space-omiented. When this happens, we
shall vealize that the unwerse is driven by living energies, rather
than physical forces, and that its essential processes are closer 0
magic than w wience.

— Colin Wilson, describing the theorles of Dr.
Charlorte Bach; from The Misfits

action. The Tradition's founders considered the goddess a
perfect metaphor for magick.

It was Tali Eos' idea to connece the Spheres with the
sacred passions. The 10th Sphere, Lakashim, would theorei-
callyunite themall. Inher view, amystick feels the Lakashim,
then becomes one with it. Through this union, all things are
possible. To command magick, one must first feel magickal,
which is why one's passions are considered so important.

With this pesspective, the different Spheres become
sensations to master, each with its own rules. The deeperone

2 To Ecscarics, magick is an extension of all
_ \‘.' peaphes” patential. Our inner energy can only
= | bond wich the pulse of creation through con-
cenuration, rhmm_h dcllbcrau:lv shedding the

{ can |\e Awakened, The chm-:c. ofmurse he-
longs to the individual. Frankly, given the
risks, they're not counting on many people

jolning rhem unytime scon,
Cultises dhive hewd-first into cheir magick; this Appendix
describes some of the things they do with it — and the things

it dl‘.-;.\ o them,

DHAKTI AND DTYLE

The Sanskrit word Shakei means mauny things: power,
force, the primal energy which, when given form, begins and
enuls all things. Shakti herself Is the creatrix, the wife and
lover of Shiva; together they dunce, make love and birch the
utilverse in their bliss. A complex, rangential concept, Shakti
erbodies creation (especially in its feminine qualities), and
cOnbans aspects of will. b!l&&. Cl}ﬂ.i(il)lbﬂu\'i, klklwll‘dﬂ.‘ andd
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feels, the more one understands. Thus, most mentors teach
the different Spheres as excensions of one another, linked 1o
a mage's passions. Beginners often start with one dot in many
Spheres, then work upwards from there, "Cross-craining” this
way leads to a becter understanding of everything, and in the
long run, creates a more powerful Divya than concenteating
on one or twvo Spheres would do.

In the carly days, each passion was linked to & Sphere
These relationships caused controversy, however, and were
soon abandoned. For the record, chose otiginal correspon-
dences were: Correspondence = Empathy; Entropy = Fear:
Forces = Rage; Life = Lust; Marter = Hatg; Mind = Love;
Pritoe = Jov; Splric = Jealousy; Time = Grief,




Kavamarad (Focp

Roll me aue @ harrel, IR tozst vou o your knees
Take away this safery nee, bring me my trapeze
Ordey me a sereecher, for mbdnight if sou please
Giive me sweet mugic and sirife. .
Gunpouder, whiskes, falling off the wire
Anything could put me in the ever-after choir
Hacks that wane 1o sez me shaffle off the shelf
1 hand them each & howls, | sav
i Ga fuck sourself
i — Oysrerband, "The Shouting End of Lifc”

Vanous kamamarga help Cultists achieve an aleered
state of consciousness. The onlvreal focus for Ecstatic magick
is the self; to ger around the usual barmiers, however, some
cuncentmtion becomes necessary

; A wise Cultist aleernates his tocls for sev-
\ cral reasons. One, he gains o broader
penspective by experimenting. Two, over-
use dulls both rools and senses. Three,
ill of the foci below are both dangerous
and habit-forming. Altemation beats  ©
addiction any day, The concept of

\ manipulating some aspect of re-

: ality through a single thing

{a.ka., using & special focus

with a Sphere) strikes

J mast Ecseaticsas ridicu-
v lous; whatever gers
i you off will puc vou

In tune if vou know

how to use it. Never-

theless, Cultists of Ecstasy

must still begin a game with
one focus per Sphere (before
Arece adjustroents). They
simply use whatever they
wimnt to make r_hl.ngs hﬂp-
pen,

S
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Concentration ix o vital part of the Culds Ans. Mosc
komarnarga take a tum or moee D use — one Gmnot Atzain A
Tanorik posture moa single . Wise Cultists focus dhemselves
beforehund if ic seems like their Ares will come I bandy. Many
of the foct below have Lasting effecrs, although they may ke
awhile 1o employ. Cultisss who don't mund being

[ "
vulgar may speed or shw the proces, butit's A
A .
tisky arul e always effeczive, =
K

Codnivmng Bammares a®

Many kamamarga
can becombined Jur-
ing Tiger Rites, or
used for long /72
pnnm!s of u';.«

time,
2

Althaugh
magickal
dilficulties
cannot drop be-
low 3, intense stimuli
can tesduce a difficuloy
that would nomally be
higher, or make a vulgar
Effect mure coincidental (weird things scem o happen
» When everyone's on X1C),
Adding foci tegether invalves mire leplaying than
- dice rolling. The pliver simply describes what his charac-
ter isdoing. I the Scoryeeller thinks the ritual isappropriace,
the decides the medifier, consules the dice as usual, and
decides whether complications might arise. The usunl +/-3
modifier limit still applies. Consider any focus acher than



Meditation to have an “Extra Time" bonus if used for more
than an half houe without AL,

(venbooe is <I|l\-.l)‘ i d.l!lgl‘.f. A mage ulminr'slng o
intensifving kamamarga should make 3 Willpower roll {(diffi-
culty 6 or e overwhelmed when he does. This goes op +1 for
every new focus (or every magickal success) over the second;
I Wolf scores three successes wich Bombolat, his “"I'”P_\'JW\‘.I
difficulry i 7. Whee! Failing this roll knocks the character
unconzeious for a uen or two; bocching icputshim inacoma
Addiction is the Storyteller’s prerogative, but remetnber thit
Culrists are used 1o more intensicy than mortals are. (Desting’s
Price has more in-depth rules for addiction and drags.)

* Adrenaline: Duredevils prefer 2 raw adrenaline rush.
By performing some crazy scunt, a mage can focus herzelt for
i few minutes. The muckler the uce, the longer the sensation
lasts. Dadging a buller might give her a buz for twao or three
turns; jumping & motorcycle onto & moving train might last
an hour

* Art: Some Ecstanics focus by creaning art, while ochers
like Walf can enter a trince by staring at theircreations. Mast
Culrists have some special bir of custom jewelry or body art;
st wear elubarice ninggs, though sotne prefer plercings or
tattocs, Obviously, creatingart requires some eftort, :o magick

sing thon focas will demand some time and matenals ta
work, This kind of focus must be used quickly before che
inspirntion bides

* Body Madification/Ordeals: Sucrifice is an important
ot of magick. Wich bodv mods and ordeals, Eestatics use
the sun dance, the sleep of naily, Hogging, tasting and tomure
o leave themselves behind. Some SM types have refined

hese onlenls 1o bizrre extremes, hue the intent o the smme:
to heighten consciousness by passing che point where plea-
sure and pain collide. Body modiflcarions — seariflcarion,

reshaping, constriction, castration, etc. — make the ordeal’s
MG pPermancnt Borh foguite thine (several uens or mote )
(A ;'---Tf"nn, h:i-‘ 'ht- tocus 1;}«1« fa‘.’ }‘ll‘l"r\.

* Dance: The safest and mose invigerating way to reach
he Lakashim, dance celebrates the expenence of I!Eillg
ilive and attunes che mage to music. He doesn’t have to be

3 RO il dancer, bur it hu';“. Ihis focus usually demands
TOUM ) MOVve, some music oo move to, and time to fecim
itep. A pood ecstatic oance takes several minutes to

Hrinn ."‘\' \'rl?h “17.‘71 |I'|'T\{‘| ‘}‘-!‘ h I.'-,fl‘.l’ vini 1‘”\]‘. 'h(’

necter your focus becomes

* Drugs: Although conmroversial, drugs are per-
hatps the oldest way to expand your perceptions, They'ne
risky, quick. easy to use and often illegal. One use will foecus
v Culeist for anywhere fram hve minutes {crack, crysal
mech) o six hours (LD, peyote), with meec falling zome-
whirte ]‘l'l'J.'t“.'.'l. .-‘\-. el ‘fnl;_"& Lause *l.l”uu:l'.'.li:ll:\'\, Hl 4]
Eczeatic might loze oack of objects, people, o1, of course,
i i

& Incense: An ages-old syrmbol for human wishes as-

cending o heaven, incense helps you concentrate by defining

v scent ta locus an. 1s also {n.hdu: lor covering (l.'Jl':.'.'-..
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especially in crash pads. Buming incense takes ac least three
turns; it won'c hurry, neicher should you.

* Meditation: Actually, all kamamargs are meditations;
this focus, though, involves postures, deep breathing and
exercises like yoga, prayer or Tantta. Theswe may he done
alone, or shared; some forms. especially Tanaa, require
several partners and complex positions. Mast forms recuire
uzining and preparation, and nune of them mav be hurried,
Focusing this way takesat least 10 minutez and usually longer.
The stmulation can st for bours.

® Music: The Lakashim expreses ityelf mose readily in
song. The form of music doesn't macter, but the musicians'
intent does. Some songs are always poweriul, no matcer how
they're pedormed, buc others require precise execurlon
work. Although the Technocracy and simple greed have
hanalized many of the most effective runes, music Isa battom-
less resource thar anyone can appreciate. Performing it takes
time and talent, and the focus can lasc for up w an hour;
liscening requires less of bath, hut is less effective, too

While mese Culusis favor simple acoustic instruments
like flutes, guitars, drums or voices, lots of newer recruits use
clectronic devices, syachesizers and hame made gadgets. No
barrler 18 forever.

* Sensuality/Sexuality: Touchitself is a coramunion
of the senses; touch berween two people creates o bond.
Comblining intimate touching wich intimate conract 1
che essence of sex, and of sexual magick. The incensity of
the experience {(especially if it's done properly) raises
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powet — ofas — w1 all parties concerned, A smarc Ecsearle
knows how to channel thar eneegy theough his chakras, orut
least howe 1o foens it Some mysticks concenerare on the
sensations, ochers on the rising power. Either one is effective

Pure SCI‘LSU-‘&IU@' invilves exposing ull senses to arousal;

MNas=sage, elecinc stimularion, or JUST CONCCNCIZNINEG 00 Wital
you feel all work. Sex may be sunple wtercourse or elabomte
Tantelk vees. Barh stimulation and sex requize some amount
of time. The longer chey last, the beuer the locus.

* Technology: Nocall Cultssts are nnturalists. Wich VR
the Web, compuarer merphing and induscrial music, all-now
sensations can be creared, disseoninared and piped dirsctly to
the plcaaun. centers, Techno-ecscarics [rr_-f-f.". o go beyvond
the limits of eversthing their technnlegy = alten custom.
buile, but siwone can use ir. Such foci talee hours, days or even
lomger o prepare, bue only a turn ar twa i use

PERCEPTION

Because they've removid miortal Blinders, Ecstatics claim

1 have mastered perception bevond most "noemal® semses

Raw zensualicy is a form of ecstasy, so many Culeises scav in
waich wath their we wrld h'( wearing lictle or nothing, Natu-
rally, hyper-sensicivity has a price: Overlowl. When senses
overlap, a mage pets confused. If something scimulates bet
uver the exdge, her senses break down entirely, A persun who
ks 3 lifestyle of skating along that edge. of course, will ke
difficulc to topple. ..




Mast mentoes start their students off with perceptions;
they're casy to underscand and make a lasting impression.
Soon the mystick leams to keep that “enbanced” sense anall
the ume. The focws "activares” whatever first-rank Sphere
Effect the chamcter wishes to use, and ic remains “on® for the
duracion. A Perception = Awateness roll shows her whatever
that Sphere might allow her to see,

Let's wse (asste us an example: Say she has one dot cach
in Prime, Time, Matter, Correspondence and Spirit. By
focusing hesself, she con “tum on" any or even all of chose
wnses at once, an top of her own (see the end of Chapter
Three). This cakes a livtle time, but unleashes a torrent of
wrsarions. Afcer @ while, thote aleered perceptions hecome
normal, as described In the sidebar "That Glazed Look.™
Cassie may keep one or two magickal perceptions going at
once. ad long as <he's had a chance to focus herself before-
hand.

Overload is the downside; an Ecatatle mage who moves
around in exteasensory mode suffers <1 to all of her Percep-
tion dhifficulties for every magickal sense 1n play over the first
(twowould be +1, three would be +2, etc.). Some kamamarga
cam be histracting, too. A pevore trip might open up her
magickal senaes but obscuore the normal ones, and Cassic may
mistake her hallucinations for mystick sight. Somenmes it
really is just in your mind, even if you're s Cultist of Ecscasy!

Then there's overstimulation: Any loud noise, flash of
bight, cut, caress, etc. will have dauble Its usual effect if
Cassic's senses are enhanced, and may overwhelm her unless
she makes a Willpower roll {difficulty 6) 10 avercome the
sensation. Pleasure really can become pain chis way, although
the reverse isalso mue if.shcmkcsd'tcmll.'l'hialsatrapmme
Ecstatics fall into: Overload can feel goodd — too good!

It's perfectly appropriace, by the way, ta buy high Aware-
ness, Empatby anid Enigmas scores for Cultist characters.
Their sensicivity really does grant them some spectacular
insighoa.

Eueariy i Hurns

Cultists’ sensitiviey makes them remarkably empathic;
most have at least one dot in the Mind Sphere, which allows
them ta share unather’s fcclmgs (che E.Dl‘pltl’l}‘ Effecl) and
view that person's aura. Most of them do that as often as
possible. Few things are more sticoulacing cthan unbridled
emation, or more revealing than a look a1 raw lifeforce
colors,

This empathy may explain Cultists’ obsession wich sex
unu violence. The sensation of anothers’ pain can be either
revolting or exhilarating, depending on who you are, Sex
pissions, when shared thie way, can rise to almost unbearhle
levele of pleasure. These sensations come through loud and
cleir during a fight {(Storyeellers, mke nace!) or a fisck unless
the character has scuvely taken steps to block his empathy.
In calmer circumstances, the mage might read anather’s
feelings through aura caloss, voices in his head, or washes of
sensation or emotion. In large groups, this can be exhausting,
but it can be a real hlast, wo.

Using magick e
Fellow Culrist
Psychotic/Marauder |
Unshielded thhupdut
Vampire b
Werewalf

=1

Emparhs also project thelr feelings, sometimes without
meaning to. Tali Eos, & powerful eropath, had to cultivate
inner peace to avoid alienaring every man she encountered,
Used effectively, empathy can be a strong weapon, tool or
bond, It isn't sicoply “mind reading"— In many ways, it's
more effective.

Tine Sevse
Tomorrosw never happens. I¢'s all just the same fucking day, man.

~ Junis Joplin

Time is a necessary illusion taken to an absurd degree.
Certain amounts of quantificaclon are essential to human
understanding: Names and lubels help us to communicare
andd grow. Time, though, has been defined too much; hours,
minutes, seconds are unnecessary. To most folks, time passes.
Cultists sgree — to a point, Time does pass. The way it passes
depends on how you look at it

When a person touches the Lakashim, time slows, even
fractures. The theories about why could fill a quantum physics
extbook, and make less sense. As the Cultists say, don't ask
why, just experience. Once you feel time go out of joint, you'll
underscand. It's disorienting, but that’s the idea. Because
they do rather than explain, Ecstatics have always per-
ceived rime differently. That perception grants them their
Infamous temporal power.

9
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In gume cerms, Ecstatics often speak incense shifts or long pauses
(see the [ntroduction through Chapter Theee), arrive late or early for
meetings and seem to move quicker or more slowly chan those acund
them, They have litele use for schedules, and mock those whao da. Evenso,
they have precise time senses (the Internal Clock Effect), which rarely run
according to normal clocks but detect temporal warps with ease. Many cin
we the pusdble consequences of whae they're sbout to do, a Time 2
precognition Effect like Songs of Furure Days; after focusiong himsell, the
Calrist might look o space, warch the near future, come back. and act.
This drives blockheads crazy: Why's cheie Chantrymate getzing stoned now?
For the Cultist, the answer decides bis next actions. ( Wolf was doing chis at
the beginning of Chapter One.) Precognition isn’t always an exact sclence,
but who wants 1o live fotever, anyway!

Conanions: CoNGREX AND OROX

Remember the feeling of a really geeat orgasm? The surge of
energy, the shift in perceptions! Ecseatics curn orgasm (nto an A,
and Ihcv have a thousand different wys o induce, und to share, that
SCNEA0ON

Culcists love to share. Whether che partner Is Awakenetl,
asleep or Otherworklly, a congrex (communion-bend) is consid-
cred the highese form of expression. Although the term usually
denotes sexual m:lgldt, most Ecstatics consider v formo of
sharing a sexunl experience, whether intercourse comes inro
play o1 not. "Afver all,” as Mattanna explaing, “any contuct is
a form of touch. Sex is just the most intimate concace,”
Communionsz occur through touch, music, magick, through
any number of events. Anyching chac exchanges saong
sensations fromonge being to anocher s a form of congrex.

Communions share not only passions, bur percep-
tians. And, asall mages know, perceptions hold the key
to reality, The Technocracy agrees. Any time i group
githers, its power increases. Anyching chat can sceer
thar energy o a common goal — from a rot 1 a
poracigm shift — unleashes tremendous force, This,
of course, scares hell ourt of che power scructure. [f
thar prwer isn't in their hands, it's considered
dangerous, And it s,

In game cerms, & congrex is a ricual (Mage
Second Edition, pp. 163-164) with several pirties
involved (page 172). Okox is congrex with a spirit —
dangeraus, but rewarding. Effeces like The Spirit Kiss,
Living Bridge, (boch from Mage), Dreamline or Mood
Swing are good examples of mystick cormomunione. Most congrex
sharc perceptions, even magickal ones (Mage. page 172), as Walf an
Casste do In Chapter One. Elaborate congrex, especially with un-Awsk-
ened participants, take a lot of time: Waodstock may be the ulthmare
example. The riual the charicter prefers depends on his wishes and
goals, but it must involve a give-and-take, and often some sart of
promise (“We're gonna tock the house tomight!"). The more incimate
the congrex, the more important the cath, This is one of che
reasons why many Cultises despise rape. True, it evakes power, but
that power 18 stulen, nor shared. To touch the World-Pulee is to orRazm.,
Rape doesn't touch thar pulse. Tt pisses on it
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LEITGEISTS
Some Ecstatics have discovered thar powerful emotions
actually enalesce into spirits of an age — zelrgensts. This may
tuke decades of remembrance: so far, ne one has discovered
how 10 creare such spirits deliberately, though many have
tried, Some seicgeists fade over time, whale athers mrow more
powerful. Those whirstudy the Umbrocd claig y
und Paradox spirits share a commun linesnge: 1N
pcrsoulfy generations ol emoton, und carry 1
power with them. Naturally, Ecsratics wha've hesi
geists love o commune with them.

Spirits of an age seldom appear in person; they §8
feeling than substance, though they may be see
Penumbra, Most stmply bring the essence of the vifi
them s & rush of nostalgia or fear. The strongest sp

Mastery of the {:ix-wu ol
srength: mastery of the 38
from being comerallad Hh
nm\.u.l oy m_..strﬂ u,

A cshed a uill, makes possifl
- Isha Schwaller
of the Was :
Each of the Effecr85 :
informal history. Dyeyas eoce them :
workings, 5o no real "hiztory” s aval lalgE?
of Time. Each goes by miny names, they're
pusse] down chrough use, noc “epells” written
to szudy, .
Mood Swing/Communion (** Mind)
This clementary but potent communion spell sends
empathic messages to anyone in the area, spremling good

vibes, anger, pain, joy, whatever. Ofeen performed as part of

i ritunl (# concert, an orgy, a rave, etc.), this Effect mows
more intensc and affects more peaple over time,

[As che "Range, Damage anid Duration" rules say (Mage
Second Edition, p. 165), this magick spreads sensations to
onenearby person per success, [t communicites only feelings,
not thoughits, but < be very effective when worked Into o
long casting. Several mages can combine their fforts, oradd
Manlpulacion + Expressien rolls to decrease the difficelty of
this uften-coincidental spell,

[A Correspondence 2, Mind 2 varlation, Communion,
sends empathic feelings across a distance, For simplicity,
assumne that the emotions lasc for an hour or two after che
event which caused them ends.]

% cotudered] o

the personificacions of the Hulocaust, the Classical
Gireek era, the Chinese Age of Heroes and the Sum-
mer of Love, can acreally Materialize (see the Charm of
that name in the Mage or Werewolf spirit rules), und pack

a lot of energy (hetween 20 ro 40 poines of the Power spiric
Trait). A reitgeist appears and ace: like a common stereotype
of the era. and it doesny’t always behave consistendy: the
gy be a hippie low: child, a Vietnam vetar

R never stay for long — five
amans toel thar zewgewsts fonm
g, o commune with one is
ghonor an Ecstatic can receive.

MInuUTtes N so ar

a direce link

B0/ Aphrodite’s Blessing (# Life)
re hasdshipe, a Cultist must harden herself to the
is ancient gift, known by same as Inner Heat,
nage to ucclimace to hostile envilonments —
@ oc cold, toxing, pain, erc. — without dulling the
only the bodily effects. If she chooses, the Culrist
scimulation that’s 1o intense; few do, however.
tor see how fir you can push vourself. A variation,
Blessing, Increases sexunl desire and stamina o
poels. Life 3 can extend the Blessing 10 othens.
ter heals damage inflicted by environments thar
crually injure her (fire, poison, torture, etc.) st the normal
She can't adapt in any supechuman way (i.e,, growing
Juntil Life 3, The effects of Aphrodite’s Blessing are best
lefe to roleplaving....)

Call Forth Zeitgeist (** Mind, ** Time, ** Spirit)

Also known as Nostalgia, this spell summons the spinc
of an age so thut others may experience it. Bestatics often do
this to make a point; bringing someone the actual feelings of
the Summer of Love is infinitely more effective than simply
telling them about ir.

[It helpe to be near some relic or Jucution tied oo the age
when summoning its spivie; the Buming Times may be
evoked more casily (and more colncidentally ) ina Nuremberg
dungeon chan in 4 flekd in Kansas. In a2 neutral place, such as
a library, no modifiers apply. Using a place or thing that's
accually ved o the time lowers the difficuley by -1 (like &
Nude), or pethaps more; evoking the zeitgesst in a completely
unrelated place rases the difficuley the same way.

[Most zeirgelsts wash across the area where they were
summaned, touching all people there with a brief sense of
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what it must have been like, then fade sway. Four
successes or more should bring the apirit in a more
active form. The way o zeitgeist acts is up to the Story-
teller, but che summoner's stace of hearr and mind should
shape the manifestation. A shaman rrying 1o evoke the Free
Love aspect of the Surnmer of Love will stand a beerer chance
if he's listening to the Jeffersan Airplane and feeling frisky
than if he's liscening to The Doors and afraid.]

Dreamline (* = or *** Mind, ** Correspondence, #»
or *#e Time (or & Correspondence, ** Spirit)

All Ecstatles form a bond when they meet. This urgent
communiqué jumps across space and time to deliver impor-
tant messages through chat bond. By entering o trance, the
summoner can reach into the dreams of his comrades. An
advanced version (Correspondence 3) allows him to contact
several friends at once.

[Many vartations exist. Mind Z serxls empathic impres-
sions, while Mind 3 delivers actual messages, Time 2 adjuses
the mesage so that the receiver “hears” it before it's aceually
sent; Time 3 acceleraes time 20 thac the Cultist can send
many messages in a short period. Correspondence closes the
gap: the intimacy of the bond decermines how hard che
message I8 to deliver (as per the Range chart). Finally, a Spirit
i variant calls friendly Umbrood o deliver the message
without mental contact. The shaman making such a bargain
should be prepared to pay her “delivery boy" a sender’s fee.|

Prolong Pleasure/Pain (*** Mind, *** Time)

A simple example of a time loop; by setting the Effect in
motion {often with a kiss, caress or slap), the Cultist can ser
up i "hovering” sensation. His subject will feel the next thing
the mage does for as long as the magick lasts. No physical
effects linger; the sensations are all in the subject’s head. This
can drive Sleepers to unparalleled ecstasy — or to madness.

|An act sers the sensacion in moton. Time and Mind
begin u loop which keeps the feeling at its peak level. An
orgasmo can last for hours; a whiplash can burn for fuse as long.
Depending on how strong the sensation is (and how long the
Effect lasts), che recipient may have to make a Willpower roll
10 think of anything else. Minor touches would be difficulty
4, intense pleasure or pain would be difficuley 9, and every-
thing else would fall in between. For every hour the magick
lingers, the difficulty goes up by +1. A scrong new stimulus
cancels rthe Effect.]

Bombolai (#»# Spirit, or **» Matter, ** Prime)

Named for » blessing performed over a hash pipe or
bhong, Bombolai awakens the spirit of the drug iself, making
it mure potent (see Spirit 3 rules). While holding out the
bhong or pipe, the Ecstatic shouts the blessing, lights the
bowl and inhales. Ideally, the rush will be intense. ...

[Two varlation exist: with the first, a shaman rouses che
drug's spirit; with the sccond, a more achcistic mage
charges the drug's Pattern with a burst of Quintessence.
Both styles have the same effect. For cach success, the
potency of the nsh doubles. Scaring five successes or more

demands a Stamina roll (difficulty 8) to avoid a blackout.
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[Yes, it’s possible to OD doing this spell! Combining
it with Prolong Pleasure has put some Cultists into
comss.)

Purify (see Life, o» Matter, or both)
Concerned Culeists use this ancient spell 2o cleanse a
:"KK‘I}' ot matenrial of hurmful elements, Diugs can be

forced out of 4 user'’s system, poison cin be separted

from wine, ecc.. When used on 4 living being, the

subject feels o bic shaky afterward, but suffers no
—'r seTicus elfects,

[Firsr-runk perceptions are often used 10 discover
what needs fixing before this spell i cast. Drugs and
psons are considered ane snd the sume when cleaning
cut sameonc's system, Matter pulls che components to-

#ether and Life expels them. The Macter<aly variant
cleanses poisons from inert materials, while the Life-unly
Option averts venercal disease or unwented pregnancy.
Sadly, HIV and AIDS have resisted long-1erm cures; this
spell causes a remission, but not a solutlon. The Cult SUSPECTs
the Progenitors of engineering such hardy vinmses |
Dionysus” Gift (swe# or swese Life {possibly with
* & Matter or Forces)

mﬁf

The god of wine, women and song was also an accom-
plished shapechanges and cransmuter. He cacaped caprure hy
turning piraces Into dolphing and himself into a lion, and
ofeen changed chose who offended him into animals or
plants. Some Ecatatics, notahly cthe Maenads and Fifih World
Tribe, catry on Dionysus' legacy.

[These various Effects work as per the Lesser
Shapechanging, Animal Form und Perfect Metamorphosis
Lite spells. Warking Matter or Forces ineo che magick will
change live creatures to inanimate mateer o energy. Seepuge

187 of Mage Second Edition for details.]
Aearnor's Notes

I want e repeat for the record thar I do not. through this
book, condone all of the practices I've described. They're
| "N offered for insight and accuracy, noe for imitation Drugs,
vlsonquests, alternative sex practices and body modifi.
cations can be extraordinarnix dangerous. Cult of Ecstasy
i i work of fiction, not an advertisement.
l \ I've found the following Books and musical artasts
/ey inspirational andfor informative while working on
Cult of Ecstasy. Highly recommended sources have
been asterisked. The greatest influence I've had.
though, comes from life: net from dropping acid or
attending orgies, bur from hikes, concerts, midnighe
swimy, and cspecially from the millions of sensations
we tuke for granced every day. I can think of no better
“Roleplaying Hints™ for Cultist characrers than these:
Gert a life. Experlence i, Cherish it Enjov it.
— Phil Brucaca

\
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Books

* * The Art of Sexual Ecstasy, by Margo Anand

* * The Encyclopedia of Erotic Wisdom, by Rufus
Camphausen

* The Art of Dreaming, * Journey to Ixtlan and The
Second Ring of Power, by Carlos Castaneda

* Altered Smates, by Paddy Chayefsky (the film's fun,
ool )

* Sex Magick, by Louis T. Culling

* A History of Secret Societies, by Arkon Duraul

¢ Ecstasy: Understanding the Psychology of Joy, by
Roherr A. Johnson

* Re/Search: * Modern Primitives, * Angry Women
and the Industrial Culture Handbook, by Andrea Juno and
V. Vale

* * Food of the Gods, by Terence MeKenna

* * The American Night, by Jim Morcrson

* Goa Freaks, by Cleo Odzer

* Talk Dirty to Mc: An Intimate Philosophy of Sex. by
Sallie Tisdale

s * The Misfits and Poetry and Mysticism, by Colin

Wilson

* Sex & Drugs, by Robert Anton Wilsen

Comics, Game Supplements and Magazines

* * Mara of the Celts, by Diennis Cramer
{Fantagraphics)

L 4
(£

Cuct o Ecarnay

« * Ghustdancing, by Jamie Delano and Richard Case
{Vertigo/DC)

* ¥ Mondo 2000 (Fun City Meglomedia)

« GURPS Religion, by Janer Naylor and Ceroline
Juline (Steve Jackson)

® * Destiny's Price, by Forrest Black, I'hil Brucato. Bech
Fischi, Amelia G and Steve Long {White Walf; gives sume
systems lor drugs, hlack market, sex indusery and more)

Music Artists (all in heavy rotation during this writ-
ing; cach epitomizes the C of E spirit)

David Bowie

® Crach Worship

Dead Can Dance

% The Doors

Vanilla Fudge

Jimi Hendrix

Jackalope

* Janiz Joplin

* Oyscerband

Nine Inch Nails

* Robbic Robertzon & the Red Road Ensemble

* Rusted Rooc

* Miirta Sebestvén

Ululating Mummies
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Merit Type Cost Flaw Type Bonus

Preferred Effects Rofes

Mystlick Senses (On) ——+—

Name Level |Arete |Quintessence |Appearance

————— (D ee—

Weapon Difficulty| Damage | Range | Rate | Clip | Conceal Brawlng Table
Maneuver Difficulty Damage
Punch 6 Strenzth
Grapple 6 Strength
Kick 7 Strength+]
Body Slam 7 Spectal

Armor:
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L Contacts, ‘%Icr‘por C onfacts, Awakened
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Influence, Sleeper Allies, Awakened
Resources Mentor
Familiar Chantry
Companions Node(s)

Gear (Carried) Equipment (Owned)

Preferred Kamamarga & Congrex
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Awakt*mng

Goals/Destiny

Seekings Quicts

Age
Apparent Age_
Date of Birth L
Age of Awakening
Hair
Eyes
Race «
Nationality Appearance/Nature of Avatar
Height
Weight — : S
Sex .

e ——— | _
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DREAMS
OF STeeL AND

CONCRETE

There is nothing like a dream to create the future.

— Viewor Hugo

The nightmarescame for him again that night,
their gibbering mouths uttering words he could not
understand. Michael felt their soundless speech
cover him like 2 second skin, as though they were
trying to eat their wiy through his flesh. Unless he
could understand them, they would devour him,

His own scream jolted him out of the dream.
Outside, a fire truck roared by, its siren cutring a swath of agony
through his head. He'd lived in the city too long.

At work, later, standing atop a narrow bridge of s:eel that
would soon bezome the 82nd floor of the Something-Manhattan
Office Tower, Michael lonked down at his favorite landmarks —
Central Park, the elegant St. Patricc's Cathedral and the old lady
of skyscrapers the Empire State Building. He saw his dream
phantoms emerging from the glass aad steel skeletons around him.
He blinked, nearly losing his balance. Not a good move for an
ironworker. High steel didn't tolerate mistakes, Michael went to
work, shutting out everything except the task at hand.

He ate his lunch in unclisracteristic silence, seared with his
raising gang. Usually, he was eager to contribute to the general
conversation after a morning spent communicating with the other
connectors through hand signals. Today, he hardly heard the jokes

DREAMS OF STEEL AND concpge;;;g. 3y
ey e

and sport talk. Every time he opened his mouth tospeak, his words
got I‘:IHSI-‘I{ up in images from his dream. Halfway through lunch
hour, Hank ambled over to sit beside him. A 20-yearveteran of the
high steel, Hank had been his union sponsor three years ago when
Michael! was fresh from the reservation and first breaking into his
father's r-ade. 1t was Hank who'd tried to fill in waen Michael's
father died in a fall two years ago.

“What's up, Mikey! Getting no reply, Hank tried again.
“Earch roMichael Skylawk, what's up?” Michael tumeda litele too
quickly, and shrugged.

“Nothing," Michacl said, looking away. Hank stared at him
quizzically. Michael wanted to explain about the ghostly figures,
but couldn’t even begin telling Hank about his nightmares and
waking dream.

Just before quitting time, he heard the drumming. He barely
noticed the throbbing sound amid the whine of heavy drills and
clank of steel girders being he'ted into place, But when it became
the only sound he could hear, he tried to locate the joker who had
brought a drum to work.

Perched overhead on a narrow girder, a wizened old man with
skin so dark he seemed like a silhouerte looked back ar him. He
lifted one hand from a double headed skin drum ard waved, then
went back to his drumming. Michiael couldn'timagine howhe even
heard such a soft, pattering rhythm,

.3
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He signaled frantically for the figure to come down. The old

man wore no hard hat, no protective gear. From his backlit shape,

Ml he didn’t seem to be wearing much of anything atall. The drummer
¥4 waved again.

e To bring the old man down, he would have to go up and get
him. Like most Mohawks who worked the high steel, Michael
i e refused all but the most minimal safety precautions. Hooks and
L ropes hampered his movement and led to an artificial dependence
3 on gadgets, He preferred to rely on his own surenee: and steady
nerves. He began to climb.

Above him, the old drummer seemed excited, and stood up to
lean toward Michael. Gazing upward, he realized the d-ummer had
withered breasts — an old woman. Shit, she's gonna fall! He tried - -
to hurry, not entirely watching where he was going. ;
Straining upward, Mickael extended a hand to reach for
the old woman. His foot slipped. Suddenly he was back inside
his dream. Screaming, falling, cyes meeting those of the old
woman, he plummeted dowr. For a moment, frozen in place,
suspended crazily between earth and sky in a timeless breath
of unreality, he heard the gibbering voices again. Throw-
ing his arms our wildly, impossibly trying to catch hold
of something solid, Michael connected with a narrow
girder. Bone-jarring pain shot up both arms as he
grasped unyielding metal. His grip felt weak, un-
certain, but Michael clung fiercely to the steel,
legs dangling as he hung in mid-air, only a
handgrip away from the street, hundreds of
feet below. Doubring anyone could hear, the

' young ironworker screamed for help

~ k|

_ The next few minutes scemed dreamlike
. in their intensity. His fingers ached from the [
rough steel. Michael gritted his reeth, lacking L
his hands together around the girder. Finally, _
some of the men below him pointed upward and N
reacting with a flurry of activity. Fatalism washed S
I:hmugh him, leaving & stange cubin in ity wake. .

Either they'll get to me or they won’t. Chancing a quick .
look above him where the old woman had been, Michael 2 & ;
saw only empty space. R |

“I've got you, son. Stay with us while weget you out
of this mess.”
L Michael heard Hank's vaice and felr the safety v _-\'.-'r'-, \
harness beingsnapped around his waist. Hank helped Re's
Michael release his death grip. As his fngers were i
pried loose from the metal, he panicked, shudder-
ing with the fear that he might fall again. When he
knew he was safe, the sudden relief breught giddy
elation as Michael realized that death kad stepped
aside. Only part of him kept track of his rescuers’
progress as they maneuvered him our of danger,
hustling him into the lift down tothe street.
Hank rode down, too, worry plain on
his craggy face.
“They've got an ambu-
lance waiting, ' Hank said
as he stepped out of
the elevator car and
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helped Michael onto the sidewalk.

“I don't need one,” Michael said. He started to explain that he
was fine, but his legs buckled beneath him, and his head explodul
in a warm burst of bright colors that led to blackness.

The sound — one sharp tap followed by a steady rainfall of
raps and taps — woke him. He opened his eyes to a no-color world
of blacks, grays and ghostly whites. Slowly shapes resolved into a
ecainless steel sick, plastic chair and nightstand.

I'm seill in the hospital. Michael umned his head toward the
window, where moonlight streamed faintly through the flimsy
curtain. A shadow hovered outside. He tried to focus on theshape,
and heard rthythmic drumming. He ruthed to the window, shoving
the curtain asideto get a better look, heart pounding in time to the
drumbeat.

He beat on the glass. The drummer nodded, ratsed a hand in
a wave, then went back to drumming.

“What do you want?” Michael yelled, slamming his fiston the
glass.

“Is everything all right, Mr. Skyhawk! 1 heard a noisc....."

Michael opened hiseyes. He wasstill in bed. The nusseflicked
the light on. Michael looked ac the window, hur was unable Lo see
anything beyond the room’s reflection in the glass.

“I had a bad dream,™ he said, immediarely regretting his words.

“'ll bring you something to hel> you sleep,” the soft-voiced
nurse said.

“I don't need anything,” Michael replied, but she had already
left. Quickly, he rose and went to examine the window for the
smudge marks that should have heen left by his fists. The glass was
clean. [ am not bsing my mind. Taking a deep breath he made his
way back to bed. The nurse returned with water and a large orange
pill. He didn’t awaken again until morning.

L ]
Discharged the following day, Michael spent the afternoon
Jooking up at the towering buildings. That night, he cams home
witha 12-pack and drank himselfintoa dreamless stupor, The next
day, he went to work.

Stepping out onto the girders, Michael moved to observe his
favorite view. As he neared the edge, ac heard the drum agein, and
broke out in a sudden sweat. Whipping around, he looked for the
old woman, then realized that the rounding was from his own
heart. Dry-mouthed, he stared over the edge and down, caprured by
the terrifying allure of the street far below. He jerked back from his
precarious position, realizing he had almast fallen again. Forcing
himself to concentrate, he shakily started the climb up to the day's
work area,

By lunchtime he ached from the slow, careful planning and
placement of each hand and foothold. At lunch, Michael couldn't
cat. He began a rightened, laborious crawl to the elevator and rode

to the ground. Even there, MichaePs legs felt too weak and his
stomach too knotted to allow him to ear. He walked across to
Dooley's instead. Several beers later, he felc bolstered enough to go
back to work. Michael paused to lock up at the framewurk rising
above him. Chuming terror rushed upward from his feet through
the top of his head ns he felt himself falling into the sky.

When he came to, the gang boss was standing over him. “Go

home, kid," he said, “Come back romorrow if you're feeling better.
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We'll find somethin’ for ya." As he left, Michael heard the gang
boss tell scmeone, “Lost his nerve. Happens all the time. One
minute cthey're connectors, the next they never ga up rhe steel
again. Damn shame.”

All during the next week. Michael promised himself he'd
return to work. He heard the crum whenever he tried to sleep,
invading his dreams, bringing with it the voices he felt he should
know, but didn'r. The only cure lay in the pain pills prescribed for
his wrenched muscles and the six-packs he ventured out for cach
day. Eventually he didn’t hear the drum anymore.

The nightmares began again. Screams echoed through his
head and swirled through hallucinogenic landscapes of endless
steel frameworks covered with metallic webbing, Inevitably caught
as he fled from the spiderlike creatures who created it he struggled
vainly until awakening. Sometimes, far off in the dream, he
thought he heard echoes of tapping. Waking covered in sweat, he
would crawl from the bed and sitin his armchair until dawn. On the
fifth night as he again woke and moved toward the chair, he saw
a shadowy figure in it.

She rapped once sharply on her drum and sighed. He squeezed
his eyes closed, shaking his head, denying what he saw.

“Don't shake your head at me, boy,” she whispered, her voive
like snakes slithering over rock. “You're poisoning your own
dreams and laying yourself open to bad possession. You got to get
over this and go back up the stecl!"

He laughed bitterly. “Youdon't know what you're asking.”

“Yes, | do,” she answered. “It's you who doesn't understand.
Whatever happened to showing brave! You got to gather your
caurage, boy, or you'll stay on the ground the restof your life, After
the first 40 feet or so, it makes no difference how far you fall. Forty
feet, or a thousand and 40 feet, you're most likely dead when you
hit the greund. The only difference is in how you see it. How did
[ get up there? How can | hover outside a window 10 floors up! Why
can't youdo that too? Youare the skyhawk. You need tofly, and you
can. All you've got to do is believe, so come an, hay, wake up!"

Her last words brought him fully awake, and he sat up
suddenly m bed, Shame for his cowardice and determination to
prove himself warred within him us he dressed. False dawn painted
the sky as he reached the construction site. He let himself through
an opening in the fence and moved to the elevator, beginning his
ascent.

On the 80th floor, he moved resolutely toward the outer
framework. Concentrating on rothing but the hand and footholds
he needed, he started the climb to the top. His breath rasped
shallowly as sweat broke out on his forehead and prickled against
his armpits and back. With thaking hands, he palled himself
upward. On top, no overhead beams sheltered him from the sky.
The skele-al framework made up a floor without wall supports. He
felt as if he were being offered up on some modern equivalent of an
altar 1o the gods. Gathering hiscourage, Michael looked down and
felt as if he were toppling into an endless chasm. He jerked back,
almost falling as he overcompensated.

His heart's thythm beat in his cars. “How can I nover 10 floors
wp? Why can't you do that two?” Got to believe, he thought shakily.
Shaw brave. Slowly at fiest, then with greater confidence as he fele
his fear start to leave him, he began to dance along the girder. He
danced to the beat of his heart, an old dance of his people,
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movement made new again as he leap: from beam to beam. As the
sun rose, he lifted his arms in greeting, then closed his eyes, dancing
faster wnd faster. If dhis is a dream, he though, [ prefer ft to reality. [
am the skyhawk.

Opening his eyes so he could know the moment of his choice,
Michael felt @ rush of purest ecstasy as he stepped off the building
and into the dream.

LesacoN

Most “official” Council terms reflect the Traditions’ Indo-
European roots; thus, such titles cary little or no significance
among the Dreamspeakers, While these medicine workers still use
standard words such as “Avatar” or “Quintessence” in mixed
company, they prefer calling such concepts by their “true names™
among themselves. 2

Aivana — Spirit guide; Oracle. The word means “ersrnal
bloom.”

Diaspora— The scatrering of African tribes throughout the
world as a result of the slave trade; any dispersion of groups of
people through exile, enslavement or emigration.

Dreampath — A path or roadway through the Umbra,
Dreampaths can either connecr locales in the Otherworld or form
bridges allowing passage into the dreams of another. Some balieve

that dreampaths correspond in some fashion with changeling -r £
trods. b ot
Dreamtime — The spirit world; 10 Australian aborigines, it ‘__ y o - 4_"2
represents the true world without limitetions of time or space ®:." P ]
Great Dream — This vision of an Earth reclaimed for itself i . -:":,, _—
and rransformed .nto a new home for all its inhabitants (spirits, T 3 -:‘:,.: g
humans, animals, plants and inanimare beings) forms the heart of . r ; .‘i ‘ﬁ
K .

Dreamspeaker lore.

Howahkan — “Mysterious voice”; Avatar. See also Mawiya
and ‘Uhane.
% Kaimi — A newly Awakened Dreemspeaker who has not yer
undergone iniriation; seeker; Apprentice.

Mana — Quintessence.

Mawiya — The life-force within all things, called Aeman by
other Traditions; sometimes used as another word for Avatar,

Medicine — Magick as understood by all shamans; the
e distinguishes chis gift of the spirirsfrom sorcery, which s
power wielded for personal gain. Most native cultures view
sorcerers (including other magi) as evil, selfish or deceitful
beings, to be warched carcfully and dispatched when they
become a threar, The difference between magick and
medicine colors most Dreamspeakers' views of their
fellow wizards, and causes difficulties to this day,

Moe'uhane — Literally “soul sleep,” this word
describes each individual’s personal dream or vision,

Nahimana— A Dreamspeaker who hasachieved

5
. i : s o
mastery in at least one form of medicine (Sphere); a %
wisdom keeper or Master. e 3

\

L}
Path of Nightmares — Summation of all the ' {
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Maockers and sorcerers.
Rituals — Rotes; spells.
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Sacred Objects — Tools used 1o concentrute and direct the
powers of Dreamspeakers; foci,

Shaman — The standard tern for “mages” wichin the
Dreamspeaker Tradition, this usually denotes a tribal medicine
worker who has raveled the realms between life and death. Other
names for Dreamspeakers are included below.

So’cha — Cne who has completed her figst initiation irto the
ranks of the Dresmspeakers; initiate, isciple.

Society of Dreams — Name commonly wstnl 10 dencte the
Tradition as a whole.

Sorcerer (Witch) — Onc who uses magick for personal
power, Sometimes this word also describes Nephandi or mages
from other Traditions.

Tarche — A meeting for spirit-walkers in the Dreamlands,
where matters of great importance are discussed in a protected
circle.

Tisa — The Path by which a Dreamspeaker approaches
Ascension, an angoing attempt to reach higher levels of conscious-
‘ness and 1o use that awareness for the betterment of others. Tisa is
a Tibetan word meaning “ladder.”

‘Uhane — The Avatar; Dreamspeakers acknowledge four
types of ‘Uhane. which roughly conespond to the four Esiences.
These arc: Donamna (“visible sun”), akin to Pattern; Maska (“pow-
erful"), associated with Primordial; Haidera (“lioness”), which
corresponds wita Dynamic; and Virma (“hero”), similar to the
Questing Essence.

Vision Mocker — A Dreamspeaker who has betrayed the true
::lemdmmed into a treaty or pact with evil spirits: aka.

abbi.

Wemilo — Term used for Dreamspeaker Adepts, the word
means “all speak to him” and implies someone worthy of respect;
an elder.

OTHERTERNMINOLOGY

Many disparate cultures came together to make up the
Dreamspeacer Tradition, bringing with them their own words.
Theseare used interchangeably throughout the text. Dreamspeaker
players should choose one or twoof the following (whichever seem
most approdriate) and stick with them. Names given ‘o spirits are
capitalized to make it clear when they are in use.

* Dreams — Dreams may ke referred to as visions, Maya, the
pathways of the mind, the sleeping realm, moe'uhane, spirit visita-
tions and waking sleep. : .

¢ Dreamspeakers — The Tradition’s diversity has given rise to
the following synonyms: clever men and women, the wise, sami
(“wise”), locekeepers, bakhita (“the fortunate ones”), hongred ones,

servants of the tribe, medicine men, hada (“people of destiny”), ramia.

(“prophets”), gowan (“rainmakers”), kha'vadi (“those-whose-visions-
shape-the-world"), spirit doctor, konata (“men of high station”),
medicine workers, taiun-ki (“voices of the spirits”), dreamcallers,
anwvari (“those-of-great-knowledge”), maskai (“the powerful”),
babalawos (“diviners”), sangoma (“priest"), spirit workers, men of high

# Spirits — These are also known as the Invisible, Other Beings,
Twa, Little Brothers and Sisters, Shining Ones, the Timeless, Friends
Within, Hidden Helpers, Brethren, Et (the Mayan word for “brother”),
Grandfathers, Grandmothers, Unbrood, Wisdom Speakers, Vision
Guides, Banches of the Sacred Tree, Weavers of the Hoop and
Meridians (energy currents).







SHAXTTERED

\VISIONS

(HISTORY)

The dreams of the dreame
Are life-drops that pass
The break in the heart
To the soul's hour-glass
- Georgia Douglas Johnson, “The Dreams of the Dreamer”

All wround him Michael heard the sound of
drums, thythms and simbres pounding and throb-
bing in a splendid cazophony of driving beats.

“Open your eyes, boy,” a reedy woman'’s voice
- | sounded from behind him. Michael blinked and looked

- h 8 wround. He was sandng in the midst of a vast twilit
%-' B P9 forcst. Impossibly tall trees loomed overhead, their

f ﬁ leaves and branches shrouded in a thick, Hue-gray

N R, mist. Not trees, buildmngs. Skyscrapers. The mist re-
3 olved irself into a fine network of spiderwebs that
enveloped the ghostly buildings. Hereand there a zigeag lineof green
light arced from one building to anather, leaving a trail of sparks
behind it.

“Dawn here,” the voice continved Michael looked down and
saw a now-familiar figure, barely four feet in height, old and wizened,
her dark skin wrinkled like fine black crepe.

“You're the one!" hesaid, and the woman chuckled. I saw you
up on the girder, and outside my hospital window. You were in my

dreams—"
“__ and stopped you from killing yourself with drugs and

booze, roo, didn't 1"

Her voice eracked whiplike. The young Mohawk smarted from
the verbal blow.

“In the material world, the one you left to come here, you stepped
offthe pofa building. Where are younow! [ Jid you land there —on
the pavement in some unrecogrizable bloody mass of crushed bones
and splattered brains? Or are you here, with me — with all of s —in
aplace where youare about to bezin the real stary of your life? Will you
hear what! rell you of who you really are, or would you ruther retum
to the world you kniow and give up all you might have been? You stand
on the edge. You have taken the first step and begun the dance. Will
you sing tae spirit song or live b ken-voiced forever!”

“I have no idea what you're talking about—,"” Michael began,
falcering as she begun to laugh.

“Oh really? Then open yeurself to the dream, and learn.”

Theconfused babble of voices he had heard in his nightmares
rose up, tareatening to deafen him, Just when he thought he'd be
driven insane, he heard, undemeath themall, the soft patter of the
drum. Ard he heard a soft, strangely thythmic man's voice speak-

ing....
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Berore THEe CouNciLoF NINE

Every Indian learns how w be a magician and

. | learns how w misdirect aitention and the dark hand is
B aluays quicker than the white eye and no marte- how
| close you get to my heart you will never find out my
secrets and I'll never tell you and I'll never show you the
same trick twice.

I'm traveling heavy with illusions.

— Sherman Alexie, The Lone Ranger and
Tonro Fistfight in Heaven

Brother, | speak toyou in the language of my
people. You hear me in the language of dreams. My part in your
Awakening is to tell you of the beginning time. In the darkness of
the earth, the seedawakens and looks around, wondering where it
came from and how it came to be. You ave that seed, and this & the
story of where you came from, the rtale of your ancestors.

We are not of the same tribe, but ll people are one — made
50 by the Great Spirit that some call the One Ancestor, the Creator
or the Moather. In that making, the Great One had need of helpers
to chape the world and the people who would be in it, and so were
created the Pure Ones, beings of radiant energy and wisdom, of
great power and unsullied spirit.

Other Traditions say theirs were the first Paths of true magick.
According to theirhistories, these claims may hold some truth. Qur
history as Dreamspeakers begins with the Council of Nine, in {466
according to the eslendar of the West. But we existed long before
we took that name unto ourselves. We, 100, can claim that our
medicine dates from the time of the first people, for we are the first
people. We have been here since the time before time, when the
waorld's dreams of itself were fluid and changing, and magick was
commonplace. Wehave existed for thousands of years in harmony
with the spiritsandthe Earth. We are true workers of medicine,and
we are called Dreamspeakers. The Pure Ones taughr us their ways
so®hat we might be caretakers of the world.

Our Teadition is a potlatch of diverse peoples and cultures,
thrown together by those who understood none of us — only that
we practiced magick and had mastered the Sphere that they called
Spirit. In this, they were both right and wrong. Wrong because they
saw only the color of our skins, the strangeness of our customs, and
helieved us tao primitive to fic in elsewhere. Right because without
knowing it, they reunited us, all children of the same mother, Their
failure was in not understanding that they shared kinship with us
as well.

Do not let our name mislead you. We speak the language of
dreams, but we are far more than the mouthpieces of the spirits. We
are healers and world travelers, givers of names and defenders of our
vistons, We are the last remnants of whatwere once proud peoples,
and the dreams we now carry within us will shape the future of the
world yet to come. To understand who you are, you must first know
who we all are, Each of the groups who came together to form the
Dreamspeakers has a different warld view, vet each holds certain
truths in common. Each shall speak for itself and rell you of our

origins.

TRAVELERS THRO\GH THE D REANTINAE

We have been here smce the time before time began. We have come
directly out of the Dreamtime of the Creative Ancestors. We have lived
and kept the Earth as it was on the first day.

— Australian Ahariginal tribal elder

On the first day, the Creative Ancestors moved across a
barren world, giving birth to mountains, sess, plants ard animals,
Wherever they stepped, they created something that was not there
before. Before they took those steps, they dreamed what they would
make. All things were possible in the Dreamtime; all things could
hecome other things. Mountains might transform into animals,
The Aucesturs could be animals or men. Plants could walk about
because all things were interchangeable and one. ~

The Creative Ancestors grew tired and went into the clouds,
the sky, the mountains, the people, the animals and the plants.
Each left behind a part of itself to connect us together and remind
us that visible and invisible are the same.

All pecples were created here, but not all could stay. They
forgor the Creamtime Law after the Ancestors withdrew com-
pletely into the invisible world, Some forgot the language of
creation, and forgot that all time is one time. They forgot that
things cannot be owned, and no longer felt the lifeforce which rises
from the Earth through the fect and up into the head. Taey tore at
the ground and cnslaved their brothers, the animals. Our lost kin
forced planrs ro grow where they did not wish to be. They built
shelters and wrapped themselves in the dead pelts of the:r sisters to
cut themselves off from their connection to the wind ard the rain
and the changing ways of nature. They had to go out from here for

they forgot that they were only a part of the Great Dream of the *

world. They forgot that the Earth was alive, that it had dreamed
itself into existence.

Muny believe that these forgerful people were the first, for
when they came to new lands, they built great cities and stayed in
one place. They burrowed into the ground and brought up stones
and metals, cut and planted, and forced animals ro serve them.
These things have left signs for later people to find.,

Those who stayed behind honored the sacred visions of the
land. We used only what came to kand, and left no scars upon the
Earth, When hunring, we 1ok only those who were prepared ro
surrender to the dream of death; when we gathered seeds and
plants, we harvested no more than our share. Many of cur people
were Awake to the spirits that inhabit all things, and knew their
hearts to be cae with those of the land.

We lived within the Dreamtime, understanding the need o
move back and forth from the solid world to the Otherworld. Those
who could step across the boundaries most easily acted asguides for
those who could not. By entering into the invisible world and
bringing back messages, we helped our people remain true to the
Great Dream. They called us wise women and men of high degree.

Qur understanding allowed us to move through different parts
of the Dreamtime, reaching back t the carliest days and forward




into the dreams that are yet to be. We spoke with spirits, heard the
thoughtsof our people, and knew the forces of nature, Calling forth
the potency of the Earth in dances and songs, we made ourselves
and the land strong and vital; healingillness and injury by kringing
the body back into communion with its inner self. Al these
activities would later be known as magick. To us, they were the
natural state of the world.

The sacred vision of the Earth islike a seed waiting tobe born
into a plant. All that will be is alreacy present in the seed. [t does
no good to force the seed ta be something other than whet it was
intended. The Great Dream is complere. We must remember that
our dreams are meant to form only a part of that greater vision.
Though the Dreamtime seems far removed, we are in fransition.
There may be only a few of us left, but the rest wait for us in the
timeless time of the invisible world. You are & part of this, too, a
small seed seeking the spark thar will canse you to flower, Youhave
only ta Awaken from slumber into the true dream of the world.

D reAN PRiesTS OF AFRICA

All the pover that was, that is, that ever shall be, 15 there waiting
for you to dreamit, to bring it forth from the potentiaicy of Winter to the
blossoming realizy of Spring. Sleep, and in that sleeping, wake Go into
the darkness and once there, see the light...

— Luisah Teish, Camival of the Spirt

[ am one of the living dead, an éncestor remembered from the
third generation since my death, andl speak to you from within this
priestess, who lends me her mouth and body that you may know us
all,

We are the children of sun and moon, light and darkness, wind
and rain, thunder and lightning, and all the natural forces of
change und growth. Our true history lies nor in books, but in the
minds of our lorekeepers and storytellers. It is the tale of kings,
warriors, priests, hunters, farmers and traders. Our people built
great empires before white men ever laid eyes on our lands. We
were ancient when the Egyptizns came to power.

All African people know the world came from one Creator,
whose children embody the greaterand lesser parts of that creation.
Ontsiders claim that we worshup many gods, bur we know beter.
We honor the spirits of nature and those of our ancestors who act
as the links between Creator and creation, but we do not worship
them,

The Creator and sustainerof the world has many names, takes
many forms, and has many spirit helpers. The Yoruba speak of
Obatala. the maker of the world, whose animal is thespiral-shelled
snail, andof Olurun, Lord of the Sky, distant and unknowable, who
hirthed Olodumare and Eleda, the twin forces that ‘power the
universe. The Voudoun of Dakomey tell of Nana Buluku, mother-
father of Mawu (the moon) and Lisa (the sun). Her only temple
marks the place where once she dwelled. There, she speaks to her
priests, teaching them a hundred tongues. Yemonyja, the queen of
Jreams, who is also the water feom which all life springs and in
which all life begins, and her son Olukun, the god of the ocean,
hold between them all that is necessary for passing on life from one
generaticn to the next. We ace Fulani, Dogon, Ashanti, Masaii,

Ibo, Zuly, Himba. We come from the Ivory Coast of West Africa,
the Great Rift of East Africa and the veldt of Africa’s southern tip.
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We are of muny tribes and languages, some enemies to one another, "y P

others allies. Only the eyes and the chains of outsiders have W
imprisoned us in one category.

They call us Dreamspeakers, bur we are witch docrors, priest-
esses, diviners, houngans, babalawos and sangoma. We
were the firse healers, the first to treat unbalanced
minds, the first priests and storytellers. We travel the
Orherworlds, change into animals and learn
what it is to be “other,” welcome good spirits
| into our bodies, and drive out the evil ones who

'.'. P

Q" i would do harm to others, It is our task to speak

§. -t" with the Iwa, to learn what they havz o teach, x4

._F and to pass on messages they have for the living. &
,.

We have done so for thousands of years; we will do so
in the future.

WARRIORS OF THE VISIONQUEST - =
Remember, we ar: here for a grand purpose, beyond = !

self. We are the caretakers. _
— Coyote Thunder, Apache elder -

Hear my words, for | speak the dreams of the spirits »
of the Pure Land. =y
The songs of the shapeshiftess tell how the Pure Folk, whom . = . ¢
some call the “Wyck,” brought them across a great land bridge to S
a place untouched by corruption. With them came the People, "y
whose eyes still saw the invisible world, whose hearss had not iy =
forgotten thesongs and the rthythms of the Earth Mother, We were i
the first Dreamers, and without the spiritwalk in quest of a new '
vision, we could not have come ra this place "
Our stories tell of many different journeys. The People of the e
southern forests remember their beginnings in the mud of the @
Lower World, where they were fashioned into human form by the N w2
working of someone powerful. The Howahkan of the il AN
222 Upper World joined the clay of the Lower World, .
becomingone creature, who belonged to both worlds
and to the Middle World, the Earth. The southwest-
ern People traveled through many underground ways to
reach this one. The details of their journey make up a secret ’
story, teld only at sacred times to those worthy of hearing it. |
The People of the plains, too, zntered rthis world from below. 4 i
Coyote's blood formed the People of the plateau. Raven "
created the People of the cold northern lands. Some of the
People of the northeastern woods call themselves the chil-
dren of the rising sun. There are too many stories o tell all
atonce, but through them runs one great tale, the story of the
comingofthe People to Earth, to the Land of the Turtle, the
Middle World, the Pure Land.

-
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o We are the sons and daughters of Earth and Sky,
- the animals and p[ants are our brathers and sisters. We
ThGE AR i came from the womb of the Earth, and the Grandfa-
: N ‘” 45 - ) %\? thers touched us and raught us — as they still do.
- 14 D S L Whether or not we came to the Island of the Turtle
) "Jemagt iy 5 Ve ead L Uy ,ru' -1'-"__ G — which some call the American continent — from
. 24N a 5,;:_.-‘.{‘,-* cowpld COF"E and e g~ some other place, our eyes were the first © see its
B ¥ ottt one (G Cor 2 VoDl I e i
oo p : plack L = N (eus _ -
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bodies o feel the sun's warmth and the life-bringing moisture of the
rainfall. To us, the features of the land are sacred. We came from
acave in this mountain, or rose up from che waters of that lake. This
great river marcs the place where Ukten, the river serpent, made
his home, and -hat rock bears the fcotprints of a giant.

Our medicine folk, our shamans, healers and sacrec clowns
keep the knowledge of our beginnings and our connections to the
spirit world, th: Lower World and all the worlds around us. They
are Dreamspeakess not only because they have been given thar
name, but because they speak to us o+f the world of visions. Some
have journeyed to the land of the dead and returned to share with
us the powers they gained from rouching the next world. Others
walk the paths of the invisible world and meer with the totem
spirits who live there.

Our people are the 300 nations; Iroquos, Cherokee, Zuni,
Ojibwa, Inuir, Athapaska and Salish are only a few of our names,
We are huntes, fishers and farmers. Or we were, before strangers
came to the Puse Land and made us conform to their custors. Some
of us still keep the old ways, but more have traveled far from the
ancient paths. Keepers of the bond between the Great Spiricand
his children. hetween the Earth Mother and her offspring, we
dream of the Pure Land that was and that will one day be again.

| have spoken.
K eepers oF THE BALANCE

We only come to sleep, we anly come w dream;

it is not true, not true, that we come to this world to lice.

We come ta change ourselves m green spring grass.

Onr hearts grow green again, they open info crowns,

Our body is a flower — it blossems, and then dries.

— Nahuat! verse from the Aztec, “We Only Come 20 Sleep”

From decp within the Earth, we came to the sunlit world, a
world born from the words of the gods. We live a life borrowed from
the gods, who spilled their blood over the hones of the firstrace and
gave us life. Cne duy we must retum chat life to them. You know
our ancestors as the Aztecs, Toltecs, Olmecs, Zapotecs axd Maya,
but we are older than any of those great fallen cultures.

We paid homage to the fecthered serpent, the smoking
mirror, the fleyed god, the god of the underworld, the scybearers
and other greac powers. Jaguar and Eagle taught us the way of the
warrior and gave us their forms when they were needed. Their
children, the Balam, Pumonca and Hashiya, remain hudden on the
fringes of our world, but they come when we need them. We share
a common boad, a common blood given by gods.

To honee those gods, we built great cities filled with remples.
We made sacrifices to keep the balance berween life and death, and
to pay the gods back for the lives they had given us. Our diviners
read the signe and kept the ealendar so that we might live in
harmony wita the cycles of the world, Qur priests, who were
cometimes our kings as well, interpreted the gods' words and read
the omens that guided our lives. Our shamans gave their hodies to
the animal E: and took their forms, inviting a link between the
waorlds of spirit and flesh.

You have heard of the Inca, bur do you know of the Cigaba
and Chibcha’ The Caribs, Muisca, Quechia or Aymara! We, too,
are Dreamspeakers, though most of our dreams are lost.

The southern American continent, with its great rainforest
and rowering mountains, gave us life, but the Otherworld gave us
meaning. he Shining Ones lived all around us, Wesang, danced,
and made offerings to the grest beings of the spiritworld. To us,
dreams were portents of the futare, and we listencd to the messages
that came to us in the language of symbols.

So few speak for us today, sut those few will notremain silent.

THe WAY OF THE KAHUNA

Our ancestors came from the far west. Ouss are the islands of
Polynesia and Hawai'i, built from the fire within the Earth and
carved bythe oceans, populated by the wind and waves that carried
upon then the whispers of life.

We cultivated the spirits and gathered their energy, their mana.
Omkingsandqumkeptﬁutp«wersafc.gm'dktgitforthegoodd
their people. We heard the voices of e Little Brothers every day, in
the stirrings of Pele, the goddess of the volcano, as she walked within
dwmnh.mdinthebudvofMam,theshmhwhnndeddmmdm
surrounded us. Our priests — kahunas — interpreted the will of the
gods, and did the work of the dream world. Today, many of their
survivars have joined the Drezmspeakers; others, called Kopa Loei,
continue the old ways without welcoming newcomers in our lands.
Before ourancestorsknew ot other landsand people, they were healers,
wisdom heepers, teachers and overseers of rituals. They walked and
talked with the Hidden Helpers, who taught the people to live in
harmeny with the land. Our kahunas protected us from evil sorceres,
who worked dark magicks and brought suffering, discase and other
evils to torment the living.

A< in other lands where Dreamspeakers kept alive the link
between the Otherworld and the world of matter, we. too, fell before
the civilzers and their missionaries. But we have not disappeared
urterly. We grow strong once again.

OTHER \VOICES

Weof the Buryat, Yagakir, Tungus and other tribes of Siberia,
and the Lapps of northem Scandinavia count ourselves among the
Dreamspeakers as well. The word “shaman” first applied to us. It
came from the Evenki word seman — “one who knows." Tibetan
and Himalayan Dreamspeakers have stories and histories asold and
rich as tae ones you have heard.

Donot believe that we come unly from a few piaces; the world
beyond the flesh is everywhers, We have anly recently come out of
hiding, for the grasping reach of the Soviet Union has been
shortened. The Chinese now regard many of us as “cultural trea-
sures,” living relics of a bygone age. Working within strange
parameters as “entertainers,” we perform ceremonuies and healings
before sttentive audiences, who view what we do as historical
drama. Thriving wherever there are tribes in need of our help, we
hide hehind such ritles as “lerekeepers.” Do not think we are not
there simply hecause you da not see s, for like our lnvisible
Brethrea, we are a part of the life of the Earth; our inner voices
prevail over artempts to silence them. Even the destruction of our
outer shells does not always rid the world of our presence, We
continue. We pass on our wisdom, and guard the sacred places for
all,




OuUTOoF MANY, ONE

The drum shall beat so my heart shall bear And
QI / shall live a hundred thowsand years.
— Shirley Daniels

The voices continued as Michael wandered
after the old woman, following her into the cob-
webbed forest. As he passed towering skelecans of
& steel and mesh, his stomach rolled wich vertigo. If
oA thit is a dream, he mused, it's a damned realistic. ome.
‘ And a long one, tco. The journey seemed to
last hours, then days. The old woman led the
steelworker into iron gardens and asphalt caves. By the dim flickers
of streer lamps and relevision screens, he saw a world transfixed
with false dreams, mass-produced visicns which held out hopes
they would never fulfill. He saw childrenwith guns and basketballs,
and watched dark spirits coiled around feral packs of young war-
riors. The noise of s00m boxes, cars andshouting drowned our the
clder voices in the city's familiar wash of sound.

“Is it like this back on the rez, too he asked the old weman
at lengtle.

“In ways, by, it's worse. This age ofman is dying, and people's
spirits die with it. There’s lots of nightmares hanging around to cat
the mear off our world,” she said, shooing off a crippled creature
with vacant hungry eyes, “and we've become what we are to chase
them off before they ear it all away.”

“Who's this 'we' you keep talkinz about” he demanded,
annoyed. The walkabout had made his feet sore and sent his mind
off on wild rangents.

“If you'd shut your face, youmight learn something,” the elder
cracked. Chastened, Michael fell silent, and concentrated on the
volces again,

In rime, the murmur resolved. One voice in particular seemed
to gtand cut. And Le listened....

Brother, hear now the story of how we came to be known as
Dreamspeakers, when hefore we were clever men and womren,
shamans, elders, wisdom keepers and many other names,

There was a time when we were ane with the witches called
Verbena. We did nor call ourselves a Teadirion; thar word did aot
yet exist. We shared— and still share —acloseness with the Earth
and a reverence for life, but long ago we found different ways to
express thar affinity. We chose the path of the spirits, for we hold
that our Mother Earth and everything on Her, in Her and around
Her possesses consciousness. Our task consists of speaking to our
Invisible Kin and carrying their message to the physical world.

We came from many places, traveling across wide ocemns,
crossing hostile lands to attend a grand wizards' Convocation in a
place called Horizon. Many of us endured hardships, privarionsand
terror of the unknown, rrusting in the Great Mother and Father
and their Invisible Children to guide us. Seme never made it to that
first gathering, felled along the way by those who feared their
strange garb and colored skin, or by diseases from which they had
no protection. These people we encountered seemed equally
strange to us. Their clothing, customs, even the food they ate was
unlike anything we had seen before. They prayed to different gods,

and spoke harsh languages we could not understand. Still, our
visions drovz us to make accord with other wisdom keepers.

Those of us from the Dreamtime of Australia met people who
sheltered within the torn-up bones of the Mother, hiding from their
brothers, theelements, and who gouged the Mother'sskir with hard,
shining stonz thar would not break. We of the deep junglelands
encountered those whose skins were the color of death and whose
eyestrapped the sky. For the first time, those of us from the Pure Land
to the west saw square hogans made of stone. Knowing the power of
the circle, the hoop of life, we knew not why these strangers failed
to honor it in their homes. Worse, they seemed not to know honor
and truth-speaking as we did. Many of us learned the strangers’
tongues; they dismissed our languages as barbarous. We were made
to feel that cur skins were the wrong color, our clothing strange.
They believed our ways were primitive, our thoughts somehow lesser
than theirs. Though we are the principle people, they saw it not.

The Council of Nine made the Dreamspeakers a Tradition
because they knew not what to dowith us. When they saw us with
wur black, brown and red skins, bur strange looks and stranger
customs, they lumped us into one category to “round cut” the
Council. They knew we were true workers of magick, but our
cultures, appearances and approaches differed from their own. Our
diverse customs and beliefs worked against us in the early days.
Convincing members of rival tribes to lay aside their grievances for
the good of al. took many days. Ignorance of one another's customs
led to conflict from insults unwittingly given and vigorously
teturned. These differences nearly led to bartles as we sought to
understand one another and unite.

All this happened in the 1400s, when the Mythic Age of -

Europe fell to the concerted efforts of the mages of science. Most
of the lands we came from still lay beyond the reach of European
civilization. Still, the mages whose dreams founded the Council of
Nine traveledbeyond the borders of the world they knew, convine-
ing Star-of-Eagles, Naioba and others to journey to Misridge for
the great Council thar would decice the fate of True Magick.
From Hawai'i came Kelekokio, whose name means “scahorse,”
representing the kahunas of the western sea. She said she had
followed the directions of the stars, and had traveled to us in an
outrigger cance. To this day, we do it know how she completed
that journey. . traveled where Ineeded to be,” was all she would say.
From Australia came a small woman with skin as dark as night
and eyes that held the stars within them. She called hesself Wida,
which means “eucalyptus tree,” and announced to the gathering
thar rthe dreampaths had brought her to this place inside the
Dreamtime. She greeted Star-of-Eagles like a son and Naioba like
i sister. Although she could not have met them before in the
waking world, she had spoken with them many times in dreams.
This closeness among them finally overcame our initial an-
tagonisms, #nd convinced the other Traditions that we were all
members of one common Path of medicine, the way of Those-
Who-Speak-With-Dreams, Mage: ar the Convocation were
frightened by s, for we demonstrated few of the outward trappings
by which they recognized their own. At first, some argued that we
belonged with the Verbena, for we used blood and life-fluids in our
workings. Only when we demonstrated our primary focus in Spirit




medicine did they decide thar we menited a Tradition apart from
the Life Keepers.

At the time, we did not rainsay them, so set were they on their
Nine-Fold Path. Star-of-Eagles and Naioba shared the leadership
of the new Tradition. Their marriage and their children were born
of love, and their union served 1o unite us and make us strong.

We needed that strength as our newly formed Tradition
quickly came under attack from within and withour. I+ began with
Nuivba's death, in 1464, at the hands of one of our own who had
turned away from the ancestors to walk the Parh of Nightmares.
Some of ussaw Naioba's murder as an omen foretelling disaster, and
counseled our brothers and sisters to walk away from the Council
of Nine. Before the dissenters could act on their belief, Naioba
appeared to cach of them in a dream, explaining the need 1o
transform her death, meant as a sacrifice to her assassin’s Infernal
master, intoasacrifice that would bind all Dreamspeskers wgedier.

The second assault on our Tradition took us byssurprise.
Members of the Celestial Chorus, offended by our talk of many gods
and our ignorance of Christian ways, attempted te force us to
abandon our beliefs and accept their vision. Star-of-Eagles and all
who cherished the memory of Naioba remained steadfast, despite
efforts 1o convince them that they were wrong. The Chorus finally
backed down, but many Choristers still harbored a great resent-
ment for their “backward” brothers and sisters in magick who
refused to convert.
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THe AGe oF INQuUISITION

I'he Verbena call these centuries the Bumning Times. The
Inquisition raged throughour-Furope, purging the Christian world
of heresy. Guided by directives from the Cabal of Pure Thought,
subjects of this madness attacked those whose ideas of realicy
differed from their own. The Europesn Traditions bore the brunt
of the Inquisitors’ wrath in the early centuries of their existence, for
our lands were still unexplored.

Only afrer Walking Hawk returned from the debacle of the First
Cabal with dire wamings and prophecies did those of us in the
Americas hear of the coming invasion of pale-skinned fanatrcs. He
urged the tribes tounite and prepare to withstand the forces tharwould
destroy us. Some listened, and the Iroquois Confederacy was our
answer. More refused ro hear, or, on hearing, could notaccept that our
world would soor end in bload and conquest. We were wrong.

When more of us returned to our homes, changed by our
experiences after seeing such amazing sights and speaking with
those so differen: from us, our people would not helieve our words.

EXPLOITERS AND EXPLOITED

They sailed away from their oum counery

To another man's land far across the sea

And they stole that land from the people there

And IJL-:_‘; caled chat land Australic

Why did you do it, white man?

They sailed away one winter's day

To a sunlit lind that was fm‘ away

And they stale that land from the peaple there

And they called that land America

Why did you do it, white man?

— Steeleye Span, “White Man”

I speak now for both the Africansand Native Americans who
suffered under the European conquerors. When the world was
Lounger, Mediterranean vessels sailed acrose that island -pocked
sea and mer our traders sailing the apposite way. In Northern
Africa, our empires rivaled those of Greece and Rome. As our
merchants exchanged wares and ideas, bur wise ones traded knowl-
edge with others like them from the northern lands, continuing
their association even L]ming the Crusades. We were not such
strangers to Eurooe as some would have you think.

The 15th and 16th centuries, known to Westerners as the Age
of Exploration, brought their own version of the Burning Times to
the lands that were our homes, When Columbus returned with his
tales of the strange inhabitanes of the “Indies,” he opened up the
Americas to the exploitarive dreams of Europe. While the Order of
Reason marshaled its forces for an assault on Western reality, the
seeds of its staric dream began their own voyage to new and ‘ertile
ground.

The mages of Reason were not the Dnly ones who saw
opportunity in the new world, The Celestial Chorus inchuded its
agents among the Spanish and Portuguese missionaries who ac-
companied the exoloratory fleets. While black-robed priests sought
to convert us to the worship of Christ, the Celestial Choristers
renewed their battle of will and word with those Dreamspeakers
they found among “primitive” people.
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Portuguese voyages to the western coast of Africa reintro-
duced the slave trade to Europe in 1441. Other countries quickly
followed their lead, and the Spanish soon began importing African
slaves along with their settlers tc the lands claimed by Spain. Our
sacrifice on the altars of the new gods of economic greed and
colonial expansion met with the approval of our enemies. The
sorcerers of sicience watched as arrogant European colonizers swept
across the newly discovered worlds, impelled by nothing but their
own hunget for power. This began a long period during which our
cultures were wiped out and we were denied status as human beings.

In the past, when we warred with one another, we took slaves
to keep them from coming against us again, and to adopt new
members into our tribes to replace fallen warriors. Oaly with the
coming of the Europeans did we sell one another and make war to,
profit from slavetaking.

We wisdom keepers came r America on the slave ships and
remained with our people, tryingto keepalive the knovledge of the
invisible world and todo the work of the Iwa. For the first time since
the Convocation, African kha'vedi made contact with their Native
American counterparts in the flesh. Some of us had met in the
Otherworld, but now we found ourselves forcibly joined in the
physical world.

Ironically, the African diaspora transplanued svwidé from one
continent to another, erasing distances between us and other
groups of medicine workers, Each came to better understand the
ather. As the cultures that supported us were destroyec, we became
ever closer to one another, Those of us who had lost our tribes and
families recognized our fellow shamans as new kin, drawing us into
relationshiss we never would have known if not fo: our shared
troubles.

AGE OF ENLIGHTENNMENT,
COLONIALISNA AND INDWSTRY :

The “white man’s burden” and imperialistic expansionism took
its toll. By the 1600s, Europeans preached the gospel of science,
stamping out “supcrstition” around the globe in the name of the
“Enlightenment.” The next 300 years saw the spread of Westem
civilization and beliefs throughout Africa and both Americas. Even
Australia, one of the last bastions of the Dreamwaorld, fell to the might
of Technocratic expansion. The European “dream” of technology and
science encompassed the Earth, waging a battle on two fronts.

The physical war assaulted Mother Earth herself. Discoverers
and exploters, in the name of archaeology, slowly mapped our
sacred places out of existence, condemning our holy mountains
and rivers to contour lines on topographical charts. Our ancient
cities and temples became relicssuitable only for museum display.
The Europeans “discovered” the ruins of our civilizations and
drained them of any mana, or Quintessence. When explorers like
David Livingstone penetrated the African interior in the 19th
century, the spirit world shock with anger as its most secret
connections to the physical world disappeared under the weight of
Technocratic zeal.

The second front undermined our spiritual beliefs. While
cosmologicts like Kepler brought order and science to the stars,
silencing the sky spirits with pronouncements of planetary mo-
tivns, natural scientists like Francis Bacon and Sir lsaac Newton
hammered the laws of the universe into molds cf their own
devising.




Throughout the 1700s and 1800s, our homes were overrun
and our people enslaved or driven frem their lands. We appealed
to our fellow Council members for belp. It Jid not cume. Many
Tradition mages saw us not as keepers of ancient wisdom, bur as
those whose time had passed. Taking advantage of our hardships,
the Celestial Choristers renewed theirassaults on our beliefs, while
the Hermetics decried our uselessness in the “modern” world.
Many of us felt we had no place in an aliance of mages and sorcerers
who looked down on us and belittled our ways.

Charles Darwin’s theory of evolution gutted religious convic-
tion, providing the Technocracy with a perfect vehicle for destroying
humaniry’s belief in the superatural. Social Darwinism, an offshoot

of Darwin'stheory, allowed white Europeans the license to identify all
tribal and “colored” people as subuman, ripe for extermination as part
of the ongeing progress of "man.” The same excuse allowed them o
take lands away from native populations who, they claimed,
underutilized the Earth’s resources. This opened the door to re-
educating “>ackward" peoples, destroying our cultures, languages and
belief systems to bring us the “glories” of Western civilization.

We Dreamspeakers, crushed under the heels of the conguer-
ors who enslaved our people, felt the anguish of the spirit world as
it retreated further from the new consensual reality, Some among
us wondered if we paid too heavy a price in our hope for the future.

luflgl:in rime would leartt and
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THe20TH CENTVRY

This path to the primordial veligious expenence is
the right one, but how many can recognize it? I is like
a stll small voice, and it sounds from afar. It is
ambiguous, questionable, dark, presaging danger and
hazardous adventure; arazor-edged path, to be trodden
for God's sake unly, without assurance and without

sancnian.
C.G. Jung, “Self-Representation of the
Spirit in Dreams”

The first half of the 20th century saw cur for-
tunesfalleven further. The machines of gobal war knew no bourdaries,
and the powers of Europe, Asia and the United States battled for land,
ideology and eccnomic supremacy over the breadth of the world.
Behind the scenes, great philosophical and social movements reaped
the fruits of groundwork laid in the prezeding century.

0 THe“Science” oF DREANMS AND THE
CoLLecTIVE \UNCONSCIOVS

The mast direct attack on our beliefs came from the theories
of Sigmund Freud, the inventor of mocem psychology. His writings
demystified dreams, making them functionsof human biophyriology.
e He claimed these images representzd the mind's unconscious

- strugele to convert inner conflicts and unresolved traumas into
symbols. Vivid and recurring dreams signified mental sickness
“curable” by his psychoanalysis.

The Technocracy applauded Freud's work; like the Void
Engineers, who imposed an orderly geography on the physical
world, Freud anc his followers became cartographers of the mind's
unexplored lands, systematically mapping away connections be-
tween the outer world and the inner realm of dreams.

Freud's “victory” enjoyed a sethack when Carl Jung, one of his
&vn students, proposed his theory of the collective uncanscious. In
the language of ssience, he returned the reality of myth to the belief
system of the world. Jung reintroduced the idea of archetypes, and
argued that the language of dreams tapped not the isolated fears and
hopes of the individual but the culturel foundarions of entire races.
He told the world what we had known all along: The dream world
is a real world. The best of us know that his so-called “archetypes”
are very real spirts dwelling in courts beyond the un wial wosld, and
that they project their essences through the imaginations of artists
and mythmakers. This “discovery” was not enough to undo the

5 damage, but it was a start, for Jung spoke to the Westerr: mind,

i eroding its confidence that rationality could explain everything.

KARL NAARXAND THE PoLITICS OF
NAATERIALISNA

Just as Freud's work artacked the world of dreams, Karl Marx’s
treatise on dialectical materialism gave new ammunition to the
et Technomancers. Marx sought to free the working class from the
J shackles uf a rel.gion that deferred gratification to the “next life,"
enabling the powerful to retain their privileged positions. By
reducing the forces of history to an econouic stiuggle, he unwic-

tingly buttressed the arguments of the Technocracy.
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The idea of holding material gocds in common was not new. In Nocth America, Native Americans seek to reclaim whar was
3 Mast tribal cultures espoused some form of communal life, realizing  lost, You, Michael Skyhawk, know this struggle all to well. We
. land could not be owned, only shared. Marx, however, reduced  demand our tribal nights, try to erforce long-broken treaties, reclaim
: communality to commonalty. In his ideal society, everyone was  our ancestors’ bones from museums and private collections, protect
- equal because everyone was the same. It was as if he had said that  our sacred places, and give our people hope and price. We have
- o all flowers muse be daisies and all animals must be cows, evenifthe  declared wer on the culture that stole our land and relocated us to
- “daisies” were redand had thomsand the “cows” had furandclaws.  rescrvations. When activists such as Leonard Peltier remain in prison
His idea sparked arevolution in Russiaand spread after Workd War  far longer than the worst rapists and murderers, it becomes clear thar
1T 1o the areas won by the Soviets. we battle a system thar fears “crimes” against the status quo far more
T - Neither communism nor the capitalist slternative spoke to  than violence against mere individuals. The Dreamspeakers of the 500
= % o the best interesis of the land or the spirit world. Born from  nations have roused the spirits of the Pure Land in support of these
™ materialistic amkbitions, both doctrines denied that anything ex-  struggles. We have other concerns besides Ascension.
b isted outside of the measurable univrse. Both espoused grand The Africans of the diaspora, despite the dream of Dr, Martin
o ideals burt offered only confarmity and repression. Luther King, still struggle for equality in a land which supposedly
guarantees i to them. Though we won the battle for civil righes in che
D REANASPEAKERS ANID THE courts,the war for the hearts and ainds of white Americastill goes on.
: lgnoranoemdfearnﬁhe“othcr”leadsmviolm.juuasmhm
- Nopern'WoRLD d et e ek o pprtniy, Nveles,
e , MEACans are not content to a on white
"i".‘- My peaples W was colim dnd seserved prejudice. Unemployment and lack of equal opportunity may cause
o - If not for that white dream, it would have endred family distocations, gang violence and drug abuse, but in the end, it is
My peaple were left with no choice but to decide the individual’s choice t smoke crack or shoot somecne else over
- To conform w a system “cool” shoes.
WO Their minds enclaved The anuvari of the diaspora scek to awaken the spirits of the
b o Thetr souls they caged ancestors and ro revitalize traditions thar died during centuries of
I feel the rage sl:&vew. By pbni)lmuungtl:l gr::d& of nlf{;ﬁidmﬂﬁcl;u;n,selfm
' Bl & be sinil and responsibility to family and community, we 1 reconnect
5 Bmtﬁemﬂmc: set wﬁddm s nft}m;m child We trf:oﬁfh,htweamnomf
-l . ; alraid ro force our wa ren to face the consequences
'&} The bass and drums and microphons's a threat their actions, The decision is still theirs to make. We orly show the
!v.r — Rage Against the Machine, "Darkness” way and urge them to follow,
SRR Something happened in the last few decades, however, togive
? our peaple hope. Dreams of freedom Lave grown strongerin the  UHE IN €W AWARENIES§ .
g ;‘ waning years of tae 20th century. Once again, the voices of the I the 19605, explorers on the edge of consciousness discov-
" voiceless cry out i rage. This time, those voices are being heard.  orod the philosophies of Africa, the Orient and the Native
. *".'T" In Africa, the 1970s saw the birth of self-determination move-  Americans. Suddenly, these forgotten ideas hecame “conl”
< ments. Former Earopean colonies won national Throughout the Western world, the pracrices of meditation,
© Theinterveningcenturies had left theirmark, though, aptheﬂeals shamanic healing, visionguests and other forms of alternative
E of our new natiors fell to tribal rivalries and artificially imposed spirituality blossomed. Where once we had been cutious relics,
boundaries. Charismatic leaders succumbed to the lure of power, 110w we had our foot solidly in thedoor. Over the last few years, our
hecoming military dictators. Americaa and European interests,  forgotten customs and practices have become culturally accept-
backed by a cabal called the Syndicate, funded many of these .

o wovernments and reinforced economic solonization. African bod- Thiis- sy act: feen: Imposmut sl o conkibaubu sl
£ ¥ ies hecame targers for exploitation as Progenitor-backed research magick depends on belief. For toolong, the Technocracy and even
_,-:‘,: used them as experimental populations to test new dmlg. some Traditions belittled our paradigm of reality. Now that it is
S The demands white settlers had imposed on the landscape left  fashionable <o seek a “spirit guide,” read the sacred oracles ar study
f?‘.f many new nations with depleted, ravaged countrysides. BY WMINg  ghamanic dramming, our voice in the world grows louder. A few of
Sl rainforest tofarmlend, exploiting minerel resources, pollutingrivers ¢ have begun to accept Dreamspeakers from among the children
4 and forcing urhanzation on rural farmers or nomadic huntersand  of the conquerors. Some Europeans and Anglo-Americans have

1 herders, che Western invaders changed the fave of l.l@c Altican Awakened with the knowledge that the Tradition to which they
continent. Along with our struggles for survival in the world  belong is nr thar of their cultural heritage but of Those-Who-
marketplace, the people of Africa now battle epidemics, droughts Speak-with-Dreams. When they are sincere, wha are we ro deny

s arul famines, the bitrer harvest of centuries of greed, them? We see it as payback for the shamans we have lost to other
We have interceded with the angry spirits to determine what  Traditions in the past.
sickness infects the land. While other Traditions fight for their
B idea of Ascension, in Africa, we wage a desperate battle to salvage
5 the spirit of che world.
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 “Leoroarn PaLTIER e . THEWAR FOR ASCENSION

R 6 AM (dhe American Ludion ve Arferi- :

4 s head of DA mmmﬂdmwm ety Brother, as far as [ am conczrned, the Ascension War is no war
: ‘meﬂamm?\“:\menﬂ“ w‘.ﬂmt.ww % atall. Ler the other eight Traditions fight the Technocracy over the
S - mwﬁ and force the ny govemmen threaten spoils of the lands they have all helped plunder and rzpe. We stand
o ribal leadets. Tn 1975, when M owo FB R ikt with the people who need us, who live on reservations, in ghettos,
' by Indian \.hlma for their® :::dcﬂl\mh‘( AIM ——m8§°§"h - barrios and forgorten villages, We speak for the land that has been

0 .‘['llbimﬁ.:;‘" 15, Leonard Peloer Was '-’M‘ml? ] defiled and the crearures driven ‘o the brink of extinction. We bring
ﬂnraﬁtm-qu sﬁe ;“,o Cansecutive m‘ mtrntt“ messages of wamning from the angry children of the Earch Morher.

2 wnmed,ﬁ\llw e leged FBI tampenng with cmm'm]c' Qur war is a war of dreams. Qur vision demands a voice. Our
- 0ol Despite. questions of :,:\ l{f‘.;a-_,mgsdl'-‘- g];\'Pc\ner‘- 'L; anger will be let loose. We figh: for nothing less than the redemp-
55 - h.uuw’tﬂ"ﬁ“ s}mfd“n::v \mmﬁwn. Peltier hasspent 20y tion of the visible and invisible worlds. Our scomed multiple
P@h fnuimidation © o reopenthis is case and apply for heritage draws its roots from spivit and mind as well asbody. Let our
_mml,ﬂhmm am‘;m;“ enice supporting his cast dances reflect our determination to withstand the ravages visited

has heen’ and 0 Iciee is, in fact, mmxmmf‘i“wg 2 " upon us! Let our songs reverberate with cries for justice and with

Pe -

. ’Whﬂhﬂmw \ecom Em““!mﬁ A words that strip the flesh from the despoilers of creation! Let our

e e aniherhesting Or HCRT ascribed 10 >

o8 - '&WW O than those: DN e dreams shape a rebirth of our lost connections to our Friends
Sl 5 o cor X ist spends fiyey: "' -i- Within! Let our thoughts create anew a vital world! We can wait

" _ ) ! . : ‘1 no longer for the Sleepers o Awaken, but must shout their

_» {oas bchind bars, the IRUSEEE 10 4 e ly ehinget RS Howahkan into full awareness. The Ghost Dance has begun.
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WALKING THE
SPIRUTPATHS
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o Thar TV mserviewe, that woman with the arange-dyed hair, told me: g
4 = “Lame Deer, don't frut us n — being able to calk to animals. Come on. This 5.4
N " is the 20th centsars! " | toldher: "Lady, in your Good Book a woman tulks t) : . 9 5
B 3 o i
- asnake. 1, at least, talk to hawks, and falcons, ard eagles, s
— Lame Deer, Minneconju Sioux e
-
2 “Dreamspeakers is not just a name.” The old
- woman's voice joinal the murmur of ancestors, REAMSPEAKE RS
then rose above them. “The nature of visions binds
us together. Your vison binds you to us," AN D SHAMAN I SM
L e *
e The wizened elder gestured for Michael to
P et agound. “Taaok,” she said, pointing outward in v I n
ot front of them, “and r2ll me whar you see.” QU AT ONY dhe ey marTig, o
' I'he young ironworker gazed ut the massive And live again in the dreams of the night. R
' ] *The Daily Grind” oy
e barrier of twisted metal girders rising upward ar — Fenton Johnson, “The Daily Grir g~ )
- P‘_' impossible angles, obscuring his view of what lay The Path of the shaman forms the core of our ::igf,;ﬁ-_
= behind it. “1 sec a dead end,” he answered. Tradition. Although the word shaman describes R
" 41 gok harder.” his reacher admonished him. “Sce what lies anyone who practices tribal medicire, actual sha- =
before you witk the sighe of your *Uhane.” mans are those who have made the journey, either e

§ in the flesh or in spirit, to the realm of the dead and
returned changed and blessed by chatdark trip. Like
our cousins, the Euthanatos, Dreamspeaker sha-

Michael stared again at the tangled heap, trying tomake sense of
it. In frustration, he closed his eyes o clear his vision. The barrier

-~ remained crched in his sight, but somehow, it looked different. s :
= 3 N . mans understand dearh as a natural and inevitable part of life.
- Waic," he said, reaching out with eyes still closed to touch : | . i i d i3
- the jutting piece of iron nearest him. “This is a foothold,” he . mf:}“" uudrurc‘-. 2 ‘"‘“";:“ l’ea i 'l‘i'n'“ SO
e murcered. “And here is anutles — this is a road!” keepers and wonder workers, Above all, we are wellers in two

worlds, Cur ability to pass back and forth between the material :
world and the Otherworld sets s apart, and lets us serve as a bridge -
berween both.

“This is yoser road,” the old woman said. "By seeing it ‘or what
it is, you have already taken your finst step.”

.
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The road re becoming a shaman is not an easy one — itis  and preserving the Earth Mother. Sami recognize tha: everything
harsh, often demanding. Setting forth on that Path requiressacri-  is connected, both in material form and in spirit, and we seek to
fice and change. Most shamans do net choose to become :0; the  protect and heal those vital links. Our Path reyuires thar the
spirit world calls them, and they either answer or, in some cases, dic  traveler open herself to forces ouside and beyond herself, that she

. by refusing the eIl Those who survive to walk the shamaniz Path  seek guidance in visions and speech with the Invisible Brethren,
. are sometimes called the wwice-born. Visionquests and Seckings  but most of all, that she sacrifics herself. Without toeal commit-
¢ form a continuous cycle of sacrifice and learning throughour the  ment and serious purpose, the shaman cannot hear the voicesof the
shaman's life, spirits, cannor travel in the Otherworld, or cannot transform the

Shamanism is not about having power. It is about service —  world around her.

serving your people, communing with the Weavers of the Hoop,
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. . }‘nl_ighqmmenxsflcséeki Eachmtcew'[djonmym;nhdu'quqm:mmemy, c;_rhgrwjmphysml evidencde =yl #rafeatherorseale.
m'lhnmgh phydcal&lxc't'a:ibn;‘mdmmi:hhngg ineve calorory tﬂ;mlilmparmmmhuskjn. Some So'cha matk themsclves through ritual
scarification 1o symbolize whiar they have [éariad Trom, the &y, while athers gre marked by thei clders or by the spirirs

* Recurring Dreams: Ay the Sv'cha becomes more familiar witky (he Otherworld and the creampaths, certam images recur i her

These symbolic comminications seem ncomprehensible ¢ first, bue resolve 1o an overriding vision, This "fue Reing” reveals fo the
Saaman her place in he Great Dream ang Signifies her transition to Wemilo, or “Adept.” (in game terms, the Dreamspeaker et ateain
dotsin ar least one of her Spheres and have achieyved an Arere of ng e than 4,)

* Seekingy: The Wemilo's Joumey ineroscas her undenstanding of b, the marerial g SPiritswarlds, agnd ofherplace in them. From
= there, she pushes herself taward TMOTE Stecnuous rests of endurance and will, making preacer sacrifices oy the SPITILS 0 eurn their favor und
- Prove her worgh, Through rirgials, fasts and solitudg, she actunes her body angd mind to the unseen urtiverse. Storyrelers should devisc

“Seekings” for Dreanwpcnlccrchatmcrm whowant rg buy their Arere tohigher levels; such tfy 'NE3 never come wighie Wisdom and sacrify, e
* Temptation: Sacrifices Gfret, leave ashaman, vulnerable ro tlemptation by eyil Spirits and sorcerers, Playing an the toll denial rakes

they encouragms the Dreamspeiker ro abandon her hard roud for the less ardions Path of Nightmares. Even the wise may be lured with the
thought of attaining cnough person,| might to bring thei: Visions to life in the material world. Although these seductive roads 1 power
may appear s paths leading ¢ greater good, thicre are always signs the this cormupt way s dchuinmr}r — if the mystick <ares 1o look for
“m. Those who choose xelf-adwncemcm over sustained wirk find they are no longer shamans, They may stil] he willwotkers, hug their
‘focus hag changed from Service and respect to self-agyrand Eement, All shamans EXperience tempisgiog At various times, [ Vifficulries loom
across the Pach, h; 50 horrible thar any solution (even corruption) seems begter than failure. Those who do not succumb, bue g
inthe guidanceof their totems and their own abilitics, bec, me Nahimana, or “Masters," Nal, Imana must eegjn MASeryin at least one fiyrg

“of medicine (in game terms, five does 'n 4 Sphere and an Arste of 5), hur more importantly, sych Masters muge keep the high roa in mind

* Old Age, Death and Transcendence- A_lrh_c'{ugh mast accomplishied Masters have the POYET 10 prolong their lives, man,
Peakers choose not o do so, Aging CaTTics its own wisdom, and death offers the shaman a change 1 return hér body o he Barth
Maother who created it, Anyumdtwku*awdea;b@ At of life's cycle: She hasfaml deaths terrozg o d\t_beginningnf her journey,
o ﬂiﬂlhb.;is'msﬁ@idgﬁ; br:humlnmm%péﬁkeq iﬁ_igﬁ_'&gl.dieu?qu on the marerig) Plane is done tse death 1 fansform, maving
-’ . E’mwwmmp’thmrﬂﬂnﬁmyﬁumgm Abﬂu.ar&ade Maunychocse to reincatate intstead, sencling
o ,rgmﬁnmﬁmwm ;é%wmfﬂuéﬂﬂd@ﬂ@.ﬂm&ym- = |
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“So when did 1 end up om this Parh? asked Michael. *When
1 saw you on the girders and tried to get you, or when I stepped off
the frame and fell..... " He didn't continue. Why risk endingup like
Wile E. Coyore!
“Both," replied the elder, “and during your drinking hinge as

well. You were tempted, and 1 must szy you gave in in grand style.

I was almost tempted not to let you know what you were doing to
yourself, but | knew you just needed another chance.”

“Thank you," he mumbled, a bit uncertainly.

“Oh, don't thank me yet,” he old woman continued, leading
the steelworker into a cave filled with glowing strands of web and
skittering neon spiders. “Before we get done, you maywish you had
drunk yourself to death....” ~

NISIONSOF THE OTHER WORLD

The spirit world dres not speak in the torgues of
man, but through the lenguage of the heart.

— Stalking Wolf, Apache elder

In the darknessof the cave, Michael stumbled,
The glowing spiders immediately rushed across
him. As he swatted and shook, they wrapped his
legs in moonlight strands. He couldn't rise, only
roll, and the spiders cung like drops of tar. Bound
{ in their webs, he felt the tickle of hundreds of hairy
legs, saw the dripping fangs of larger thingsas they
scuttled down the webs and wove him into their complex design.
Strong as he wes, the spiders settled about him, cocooning the
steelworker in their own form of steel.

“Don’t juststand there!" Michael howled as the elder leaned
off to the side and chuckled. “And what the fuck is so goddamned
funny™

“An irony, is it not? Or are you still too wrapped up in yourself
to see the humor in this! Ger it? Wradped up...."

Michael kicked and swore, but the spiders continued. Huge
ones, larger than he, marched from the darkness, waiting to feast.
“Tesus Christ!" he gasped. “Do something!"

“How does it feel to be wrapped like a package? How does it
feel 1o have your arms pinned down at your sides while hungry
&hings devour yeu alive! This is the doom of the Eorth, Michael

Skyhawk, and all the strength in the world won't free you. I'll do
nothing! 1 you can't figure out how to get loose, you'll find out the
hard way kow bad dreams end.”

Callitdmpiritmﬂ.melder‘svaicehad&aid.'ih@_‘mtﬁm.
the Umbra or anything else you uant; within it, we hear the heartbeat
of Mother Earthand see the life that permeates the smiverse. Thowgh this
realm exists outside the confines of time and space, it is as real as the
world we touch with owr bodies. We recognize the Otherworld as the
home of our Invisible Brethren, and seek them out to leamn from them. ...

Within the Umbra, the dreams of all people, Awakened or
not, comprise pockets of reality. Some exist only so long as the
dreamer dreams them. We can enter thase places physically as well
as in spiritform, and these worlds of dream become as real to us as
the dirt beacath your feet.

Vast reaches lie within the heart of the medicine wheel. Many
Iwa reside there, and so long as we come with respect and intend no
harm, we are welcome within their lands. There we construct our
sacred lodges, holy meeting grounds and great medicine circles. Some,
like the Locge of the Gray Squirrel, prorect whole Realms within that
world. Others occupy only small portions of it. In these places, we work
our medicine without arousing the angry specters of the white man's
magick, without ripping the blankets we seek to weave.
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NAEETING IN THE SPIRITWORLD

In the Spiri: Walk, we are young ‘orever. Good deal, huh?

— “Blackwing,” Forever Knight

Ours is the communality of the Otherworld, linked by some-
thing more thangeographic or demographic definitions. No matter
what land gave birth to us and colored our skin, as Dreamspeakers,
we speak the same language — the language of truth. We share the
same spirits and totems, though our names for them may differ, and
we all strive toward crearing a future in which the Great Dream
becomes a reality.

We are at once solitary and social. We must walk our paths
alone, but we seek out each other's company in the Dreamtime.
Because we are such a far-flung Tradition, most of our meetings
vake place in the Otherworld, in dreams, which send images of
ourselves into the world wichin,

Each of us 2nters alone through the inner door of sleep, or by
opening a gateway into the forgotten homeland. There, we find a
country without boundaries, a landscape of unhamessed potentials
and ever-shifting parameters. In the Otherworld, everything is as
it truly is, and every spirit shows the form it was meant  have.
When we meet it dieans, we appear as our inner selves. Unlike our
bodies, our soul-selves do not age or grow weak. Many of us prefer
our dream bodies to our flesh-bound ones for that reason.

[

i

We know, sometimes, when others like us — travelers across
the boundary — are present, and we communicate with them
regardless of where they may be in the physical world. Many of us,
who have never met in the flesh, have become friends in the
Otherword and have spoken together in the place of dreams. It is
not uncommon for someone on walkabout in Australia to meet
with someone traveling the great North American plains, intent
on her own visionquest.

Like the founders of our Tradition, we still meet in dreams
more often than we meet in person. Through the medicine of our
ancestors, we traverse the pathways berween worlds, leaving signs
for knowledgeable travelers to find. Such signs point to arranged
meeting places where elders wzit. At appointed times, those who
understand the signs converge and confer, then go their ways and
return to the w:.lu.ng world. These meerings, called tarehes or
“appointments,” are held in secred circles guarded by our spirit
allies and powerful medicines We hold one large tarche each
midsummer unless some great trouble descends, and all who can
artend do so. Many smaller meetings occur throughout the year;
those who are welcome receive invirations — often riddles or
visions — thar only they can understand.

Meerings berween individualy we easicr to amange. Thosc
with the proper medicine walk the dreampaths to the doorways of
the people they wish to meet. If they are friends, the caller asks for
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an invitation, enters, and begins his talk, If they are nor, he may
batter his way into the other person'sdreams and force his message
upon her. This is not our preferred way, but it is sometimes
necessary.

The Dreancry is a powerful warning or message of distress.
With it, 3 Dreamspeaker in trouble may summon anyone who hears
it to his side. Most spirit walkers recognize the signs of the
Dreamcry, and understand the ill fortune it bears; no Dreamspeaker
worth his name will refuse or ignore such cries for help. He may
never know when his own call migh: need an answer.

All of our kind bear their badge of honor into the Dreamworlds. )

Even if a person is invisible, he may be noriced unless he chooses to
cloak himself and walk in mystery. Spirit walkers who conceal their
presence are often suspect, and may carry bad news in their hearts,
so we avoid their mistakes and walk open-handed through the
Reals, Even su, there are times when stealth is necessary; like the
hunter who fox-walks silently, a Dreamspeaker may need to travel
without signs, This is skillful medicine, but many of us know how to
do it.

Manners d2mand an introduction when we meet by chance; a
spirit walker who refuses to name henelf, or who uses a falsz name,
is often suspected of sorcery and left alone. It is good to mention your
ancestors and teachers when you meet a Dreamspeaker in the
invisible world, or when you meet het anywhere, for that matter. It
is important to show where you have come from, and to le: others
know who taughr you. These things are sources of pride, and should
be declared. By tradition, an elder man introduces himself before a
young one, and a man before a woman, and an elder woman before
agirl. These are old ways, but they serve us well and thus they remain,

Respect is important, even between an elder and a youngster. Weall,

share a kindred heart, and are all worzhy of our own dignity.

Bad times demand a Nyimba, or *a Sing."” Such gatherings call :

all Dreamspeakers together, either in a waking place or in the
Dreamworld, No brother or sister of curs would willingly refuse to
attend a Nyimba unless they had something to hide or could not
cach the mecting place. We send word of a Sing across the worlds

through the Dreamery, sending visions of the meeting place and”

often of the matter to be discussed as well. Spirir allies carry the
news as well, bringing it to remote deserts, Realms and hiding
places. Because the Nyimba are so urgent, such meetings are called
only in the most dire times. No Sings have been called for nearly
10 years, and we pray that none will 5e again.

SPeAKING THE LANGUAGE
OF DREANAS

The people who man the barricades in science, religion and politics
have one thing in common which they do not share with the rest of the
vitizenty: They ure respunsille fur creuting a teclmical lungiage, incum-
prehensible to the rest of us, whereby we cede them our right and
responsibility to think. They in tumn formulate beauriful sets of kes thar
lull us to sleep and enable us to forget chout our troubles, eventually
depriving us of all rights.

— Vine Deloria, Jr., Red Earth, White Lies

Dreamspeaters carry messages back and forth betwezn the
invisible and meterial worlds. To do this, we leam to speak the
language of the Iwa, a language that has remained unchanged since
the first days. Human language imposss its reality upon the world
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based on humanirty's perceptions of how things seem, rather
. : than how things are. Differences in vocabulary account for
ik ' Ll many idcological differences between people.

Tocall “gexd” the Creator conjures up an image different
from those of the words Father, Mother, Life-giver or Prime
Mover. Wars arise from such varied perceptions. The Technoc-
racy has transformed the Creator into rhe Big Bang or the
unified field theory. These names echo across the barriers of the
worlds, but they carry nothing sacred within them. To truly
understand the power of a name, imagine that the name you
choase will force its nature upon the thing you address. If such
power does not frighten you, you still have much to learn.

Togive something a name changes that thing forever, Before
the separation of the world within from the material realm; words,
were power, linking the soul and its house. The sacred stories of
many peoples tell how, in the deginning. animals had no names.
Then someone — either the fist human or the lord of animals or
a god — gave them names, and in the naming, they became.

Tochange a name changed the named. Such s the power
of language transformation. Long ago, we traveled the worldpaths
and sought out the true names of the Shining Ones, of our
ancestors, of ourselves. We brought those names inzo the world
wnd -\pllll: thiem inw lrclla;;, And what we said became rcal,

\When the spoken word became the written word, language
stagnated, no longer holding the breath of the speaker within it.

Only the language of dreams still retains its old power, Unlock-
" ing the secrets contained in our dreams forges another link
* berween flesh and Mawiya, the life-force.

- \VISIONS

Interpreting dreams comprises an important part of our
" work, From the earliest times, visions have guided our actions,

-
B learn consciously. Listening to the voices or secing the pictures
that come to us from beyond the physical world involves aware-
ness of the many meanings behind the symbols, and the true
meaning, or Odu, hidden inside each moe'uhane.

Unlike dictionaries, which limit words to certain meanings,
dream vocabularies differ from bne culture to another and from
dreamer todreamer. While some symbols have univenal meaning,
others mean one thing to one person and something very different
to another. Visions of ravens may portend disaster to cne who sees
those creatures @ signs uf misortune, To someone clse, who
associates ravens with war, they may mean conflict cr battle. To
discover the truths cloaked in symbolic images, you must solve the
riddles of the dream tongue.

Opw: THe TenTH SPHERE

The Yoruban word Odu stands for a sacred letter or mune
usually hidden or encoded in myrhs, proverbs or dreams. It is
meaning wrapped in language, a message from the Otherworld
clothed in words. It is the Logos, the ogham, the breath of the gods,
the essence or spirit of the thing itself. For us, this is the 10th
-Sphere — the Sacred Word.

Words unlock the secrets of the world, enabling us to under-
stand the tuth of a thing. The first users of magick were the first
namers. They called a thing into being by name and there it was.
The first Dreamspeakers spoke sacred words and made their visions
“real.”

warned usof coming troubles, and taught us what we could never.
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TLet ves dvecan the world ariew!
— Dark Crow Laughing

THe \UHANE (AVATAR) AND
s EsseNce

The Dreamspeskers believe everything hasa
Mawiya — a spark of life-force — insice. The
medicine power of the kha'vadi flows from their
commection with the spirit world. The Pure Ones,
when they broke apart, did so in order v make
certain that no part of creation was left without 4 Howahkan
(“mysterious voice within," a soul portion). Every human has ane
of these soul-sherds inside her, but mast of the time; icliesdormant,
waiting for the one whose body housesit to call it by name and
bring it out of slumber. Dreamspeakers claim thar a person Awak-
ens when she discovers a particuliar ‘Uhane and givestharspirit its
name.

Most Traditions tecognize that Avatars haye tendencies, or
Essences, that shape mages’ goals and destinies. Although the
shamans agree with the basic concept of the four “persoralities”
that Avatars possess, they prefer to call them by the following
names mnstead:

* Donoma (Pattern) — ‘Uhans of the Upper World, these
great forces move the world (sky, sun, moon, wind, fire), creating
the pattern of e, 1o their pure forms, they embody MotherEarth's
grand design, Dicamspeakers whase ‘Uhanc are Donoma (literally
“visible sun") see the webs of Grandmother Spider holding the
world wgether.
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a primal connection to the Earth Mother, for they are b
hones anc skin, Preamspeakets with Maska ‘Uhane ter
strong, stubborn and Wdlkln psuplc,\'rhcn( "

about in the Otherworld as :hemma
Shamans who feel these aﬁnﬂﬁwmﬂmm ike
mals themuelves (in thebest and worstways), andlearn it shape
Such Avatars teach thclrrnuguaboutthe'_' '_: el

nndchnngc it o

heroes or important leaders amuse in D -
purpose and direction. reamspeakers with- ﬂdi ﬁw-{r&!ﬂ .
became vehicles for unfinished business fmmmwltfaﬁnu or “
bring lost wisdom back to the modern world. - :

Protocols

Although they maintain close relationghips with their tribes,
allies and blood relations, most Dreamspeakerswalk their Paths in
solitude. Unity is an important ool for teaching and survival, but
ultimatelya medicine worker learns her best lessonsalone. >
Thatisn't tosay the shamans are loness like their Eestatic allies. '
Asa whole, the Dreamspeakens are friendlier to each other than the




is {dreoreucally.
s. In practice, ofcoum:.
illy viewed with suspici
those of more “traditim members.

attend in spirit aﬁﬁ D 4

an all-out massacre. (Th UfS.'(.avalw aue-mptedmch an attack in
1863. It was thefir mt‘timemch:dunguucumd,hmhccldm
have been watching ﬁriw&tr ambush ever since.) The decisions
made in the Cirle are conveyed by proxy to the Council of Nine as
the words of the Dreamspeakers as .2 whole. The Hermetics have
always been impressed with and envious of such solidarity, and wonder
about its originsto this day, The spiritwalkers, of course, say nothing
abour the meeting to outsiders. This Tradition is used to having
enemies, and is not likely to offer its throat to one mypmsoon.

® Family

Despite their reputation as solitary nomads, the majority of
_ Dreamspeakersstay in one spot for unst of their lives— physically,

vl
"_ ';. glegﬂ;.ﬂm s0,many shamans travel long distances in the flesh and

lt.nehng visions and working to bring the Great Dream to
s, family, clan and tribe are extremely important to

r gt ; Lhem their identity. Tribal mysticks receive

mly lves but as gifts for their communities,

! thc welfare and preservation of their

.?mmg Tin? ‘take newly Awalened

wings and explain their traditions and duties,

rarely straightforward; instead, it consists of

meditations designed to make stadents think for e

whoare lasy or touself-serving (and therefore too fond of their.

mfmt)dumthecomed\amm I a student cannot or will not
nhisown, the teacher may ddiculeor frighten her pupil

fal,

of Awakening, he mustg
he takes, the signs he de
are his toface, and his’
It is almost w
bonds. Their relationship
child, and most mentors see
taking unfair advantage (
berween the shamans and their
bonds between mentor and pupil).
payments or their teaching—
tutoring must not be seriously
passed on ‘ightly, and payment
Many shamans keep their st

. Disputca and D

fan.uon dwpum or pers
Dreamspeakers. Diffi =
words or gifts are

party. or both of the




By and large, the Dreamspeakess are a Tradition bassd on
members break taboos, harm those within their care, or fail o
before a Circle of elders who hear the ca:

listen to her explanations, amlmli' ’
should be exacted. Punishr ide public
of the ‘Uimeforulmm utfoh;ﬁ:ﬂ |
enforced servitmde, mim ’EMM !
treme cases, Gilgul and death, Dreamspeakers exact ha
nnrhmwhnwmﬂmﬁ
around service. mﬂwww .
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" honor and respoasibility; even so, there are times when their

follow the ideals of the Society of Dreams. &ldtdhtkg'mmlhdi
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FACTIONSAMO
D REANASPEAKERS

The Seciety of Dreams, like any ¢
each of which speaks for a different
belong to several of these factions..
gether, Whenashaman's Path den
she is likely o leave her old society o
a new ane, or choose to go off alone.

Enterirg a new society takestime, tests and sps
would-be member must track down an el
petition her for admission, and fulfill a
the socicry’spurpose. An {uidmm@l’om Winds might have
to complete 1 long qulndz:Unln.mnferudth spirits, and give
up all her worldly goods. A future Red Spear would be given a

“map-up” assignment ta test her resalve. Each society has its own
secret code language (see"Knowledges” in The Book of Shadows)
und oaths, which are taken quite seriously. Betrayal, mmng d&.
Dreamspeakears, is never forgiven

A few of the better-known factions include;

K eerersoF THe SACRED Fire

Dreamspeakers who remain with their natixt
keep the old customs from irrevocable assimilation.”
do not deny that changes have occurred, burw




regard their own groups as the saviors of their people: These tensions have
creared a few ugly disputes — which group reafly has the culture’s best
interests in mind' Thar question €mains unanswered, and will probably
stay that way.

SOLITARIES

These isolationist Dreamspeakers believe they must emove them-
selves from rhe madern world. Solitaries often remain in erital homelinds
and on teervarions, eschewing technology and science. These mystick
fanatics believe they serve their people best by weaning them away from
outside influences. Some go so far as topunish young peopleof their tribes
for falling away from ancient traditions, and become angry figures on'the
fringes of the medern world.

The Solitaries; as their name suggests, are not a large faction, but
their voices speak loudly indeed. Many Dreamspeukers consider the
Solitaries the purestand mose worthy of theirkind. A number of the oldest
shamans; who remember the ways before white domination, join this
“socicty-of-many-but-nonc” nnd pass their memories on toyounger heirs
through tales and visions. Living museums, these ancient rages carry the
last mortal Hnksto most Dreamspenkers’ pasts. Cranky as they may be, the
Solitaries arc venerared as the treasures they are.

Grost WHeeL Sociery

“The old ways are gone,” say these urban Dreamspeakers, who seck
new paths of meaning that encompass modesm life. Speakers for the new
spirits of techrology, these urban medicine workers believe that the
weapons of the Technocracy can be tumed against. their creators by
convincing the techno-spirits to jointhe rnks of their Elder Brothers and
Sisters. (}lmit W hcvl \h.ml,m-; nfu:n mﬁ&[u(‘md(‘ ns Techlt‘ll:ﬂﬂ. mfii—
rrate Constructs and weeak havoe, or stalk the urban undergroundsand
bring their own version of housecleaning to crime-infested slums.

Despire their bravery, skill and cunning, members of the
Ghost Wheel ._Hr'u‘I(‘T\.' aften find thenuelvts L\Vl.'ﬂ'lllﬂj and
shouted down in Circles by more traditional factions.
40 Their “white man’s ways™ are norappreciated by many
: '?'v“ elders, even if their brash tactics win victories To
B _ more traditional Dreamspeakers, the Ghost Wheel
. Saociety is 1 gathering of young warriors head-
b - strong enough to tweak theiropponents“noses
' but not yer wise enough o govem themselves.,
Members of the Ghost Wheel retort that the
current climate shows that the time of dis-
cretivn b past. Desperate times démund
drastic measures, and the Ghost Wheel
Socicty epitomizes drastic solutions.

Rep SPeArs

Outspoken acrivists, these ungry
taiun-kiseekrevenge forthe wrongs against
: theirpeople. Manyjoin withactivistmove-
ik, ments tolobby aggresively for the remumof
R ;

o R §5;—_ 4 stolenlands, and practicé eco-rerrrism and
P A o “urban reform”™ — often at gunpoint. The

L N i shamars who left Horizon founded the Red

pﬁl‘ ‘_P-_‘“\I.i!’ Spears, ind many of their descendants con-

tinse thel vigorous legacy. Though they remain
¥ united with the Dreamspeakers a a whole, they

A wantnothing o do with Council politics and eare

/. licete for the other Traditions" views or members.

| WALKING THE SPIRITPATHS. 35
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BARLTI s

Mythmakers and teachers; the Bmuimaﬂzeﬂutnan}' people
have forgotten the old stories thar onu&p!ﬂlmdﬂle world before
scientific theories replaced them. Originating from the traditional
African steryteller and spreading out to encompass those from

other backgrounds, these Dreamspeakers wander throughout the -
world, collecting and disseminating the myths and legends of their

own and others' cultures. Manyactas lorekeepersfor th: Tradition,
attending meetings of the Society of Dreams and memorizing (in
archetypal form) the issues and decisions discussed there,

Healers of the collective unconscious, the Baruti remind both
Sleepers and Awakened rhar all people are descended from heroes
and are children of the natural forces. They are renowned scholars, ¥
tale-weavers, performers and promoters of intercultural harmony. v
As such, their words carry much weight.

CONTRARIES

More 2 way of life than a secret society, these hada dress in 22T
clothes of the opposite sex, walk backward, speak the exactoppo- = = = =

)
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site of their intentions, and live their lives in reverse. By doingthis, == = = = 5
they hope w accomplish several purposes. First, Cunuariesdm!- o A= RS _:':;-!1
lenge peoples” expectations by acting in reverse, Thmewhnmuld L -y

puzzle out Contraries' intentions must thmkbeymdwlmﬁ\eym_el' Y i &
and hear. Second, these sacred dlowns bring laughterand happi-
ness, knowmng that people are stronger when united in good
feelings. While comical, their actions are quite serious. In effect,
thcdiﬂimlnutomnﬂalaborundermmﬁwﬁrﬂwirmﬁ;’a
Many Dreanispeakers admire the Contraries, ho p :
cation. Fully s many others see them as 1
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even as we change the people we have beghill rms and legs. The webbing siackenedand fell
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(EXTERNAL RELATIONS)

-
L As achild | understood how to give. | have forgotten this grace since
e [ have become civilized.
e — Chief Luther S:anding Bear
L On giddy newborn wings, Michael Skyhawlk “Froedom is all well and pand, and you should cherish it like
< burst from the cavernand bolred into the sky. His  warm fire. But don't forget the shadows on thac fire's edge, little
' exultant cry cracked across the steclways as he  one, or you'll be drawn into them in time, and become like them.
flung them behind him with a rapid flurry of his ~ Nothing bueashadow, cold, dark and empty, hiding from the light.
wings. Height was exhilaration, not a threat, and “There are all wo many shadows in our world, Michael
" ' he climbed straight upward unril the skeletons of  Skyhawk, and this, too, you must learn. Our Path is old and wide,
_ seelseemed like stitchesonaslowly healingwound.  bur as the bones of our ancestars show, we do not walk it alone.
I he night sky stretched ablaze with luminous  Someone pur you on that reservation, buy, and their breath is still
; 1 dlouds and icy stars. Not since his days on the  upon this world in ways you can’t even imagine.”
& " teservation had the sky seemed so expansive, and Looking down across the land, Michael saw a wash of glowing
b, ;;,a: he dove headfinst into it like a cliffdiver into the sea. fog wrapped like tendrils around the steel mountains he had built.
AL e If this is a dream, I don't want 1o wake up. T want to fly like this Wit the razor-sight of his new hawk form, he spotted figures in the
L S for eternity mist. Some danced like maniacs others brooded in contemplation,
“If you're not careful* snapped his menror's voice, “that’s  Some seemed like people, others like ghosts, and still others like

exactly what you'll do. But it won't ke pleasant.”
Michacl wheeled, Hissurprised ¢y became the raptor'sshriek.
He searched for the source of the voice. Only distant clouds and

-
.—._‘1‘;- stars shared the sky with him.
"
4
"
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animare darkness,

People. Lots of peaple.

“Not juse people,” the old woman warned. “Some are lots
more than mere people.,.."
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THe BREATHING NIGHT

Ho! Ho!
Hi! Hu!
All the waters are mine,
All the waters are mine!
Co away!
£ Go away!
| Or I'll kill you!
— "Glooscap Fights the Water Mmsrer”
(Micmac Indian Tale)

Dreamspeakers are both solitary and sociable. We walk the
Umbral paths alone, searching out spirit teachers, totem seings
and places 1o work our medicine. We meditate alone, lost in our
visions and open to the life-pulse of the Earth. Each of us follows
a separate call, and undergoes a change through a single, lonely
trial by fire and initiation.

Ar the same time, we live within the greater arena of our
familics and tribes, and from there, we greer the world ar large.
Meering one another beyond the flesh, we recognize our kinship
and embrace our wise brothers and clever sisters. The Iwa acknowl-
edge us us allies, and the totems pass on their guarded knowledge.
For these reasons, we are never truly alone, but walk surrounded by
kin both in the visible and invisible worlds.

Reaching outward as our lives' circles encampass others, we
sec that we are alone among many. Our fellows within the Tradi-
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tions' Council accord us a place among them, though few undet-
stand who we are, Other allies such as those of the Changing
Breeds, bond with us, even while our enemies unite against us,
Together, we shake the roots of the world, and the Sleepers hear
our foorsteps as they slumber.

WITCHES

We membersof the Society of Dreams do not practice magick;
we follow the Medicine Path, and if others choose 1o call ir
“magick,” that is their concern. We make a distinction between
ourselves and the sorcerers around us, and that is this Medicme s
a tool for healing and helping
most often an extension of one-who-dreams, of a man gr woman
who sacrifices an old life to follow the ways of God and the Earth.
A witch or sorcerer seeks to bend the world to his or her will
through magick, The two are not the same. Althouzh we share
similar tools at times, our vision is a purer one. Nevertheless, we
share this world with witch-priests and science-sorcerers, and we
must take them inw account,

CRAFTS, ORPHANIS AND SOLITARIES

Many shamans follow the o.d Paths so deeply that they refuse
to recognize our own, We let them go their way so long as they do
not hinder us in ours. Many of our brothers and sisters rurned away
trom the Ceuncil, and we respecttheir decision. So badly have they

a weapon wlll.'n NLCCasary, hul
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heen beaten that Thcy rcg.!!d everyone as a threat to them now,
Some, like the island folk called Kopa Loei and Bata'a, call us
trespassers on cur native lands. Sometimes we fight, but ss a rule,
we stay to our own roads, Others, like Hollow Ones or other, more
mysterious figures, make trouble in the shadows. If we must re-
aPund, we do — with friendship if poseible, in anger if need be.

OtHeR TRADITIONS

Our companions are more predictable. Though we walk
beside them, we recall that Inng.qg.:, the sorcerers who fonmed the
Council forcedusall rogether outof iznorance and fear. Some have
learned hetrer ways in the centuries since, but many still hold o
those first opinions. The darkness of our skins is like a barrier
hetween us, and they all too quickly dismiss what we have o say.
While we urge them to grow wiser, we no longer blindly believe
that all our brethren are truly our friends.

The Verbena, Cultists of Ecsrasy and Euthanatos are our usual
allies. Though we differ in aur approaches, we four keep the oldest
traditions alive, and are the gronps most deserving of that term.
Our four ways accept the cycles of lite, and while we:may not trust
some witches' motivations, their understandings are sound. We
revere life like the Verbena, understand death like the Euthanatos,
and broaden our senses to get a hetter view like the Culrists of
Ecstasy. It is a pity that so many of these sorcerers seek power for
themselves or wander in their own delusions; not # one of them
Joes not bear some warching.

Still, they make strung allies and worthy friends, unlike the
smug wizards of the Order and the Chorus, who would bind us to

their ways, or the spider-magesof the laptop and laboratory. While
Hermerics understand the powsr of words, they fail to comprehend
their true importance; the priest-kings of the Celestial order
possess spiritual insight, but ler it blind them to the light of other,
older ways, As for the clever monkeys and their gadgets, the best |

can say is thar they understand their tools well but rely on them
overmuch.

Unlikely allies, all. Still, many amony us were once enemies
also, and we joined together to pursue a common purpose, [tisoften
said that one cannot choose ais family, and the Council is our
family. Someday, we may have to fight them, or ar lease challenge
their fallecies; until then, we walk beside them and try to change
their liauts. This world has scen enough bloodshed, and an uneney

cousin is better than an angry stranger.

THe TECHNOCRACY

awoke this moming

to find my people’s tomgues were tied

mnd ' my dreams

they were given books (o poison their minds

— Dead Can Dance, “Sang of the Dispossessed”

Thecleverest monkeys ofall have cuptured reality and placed
it in a meseum where it dances o their tune, While some of their
tricks have created good things, like strong homes and decent
sewage, the wizard-scientists won't be content unless the world lies
beneath their blanket. We hold these enemies of life and the spirit
world accountable for destroying our families, tribes and castoms.
While we despise the agents of the New World Order for eradicat-
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g our cultural identities, revile mad explorers for mapping away
our sacred places, and condemn machine-witches for pervertimg
their own ApIrtta, we save our greatcat hatred tar thi.‘ l‘mgcmwrs
and the Syndicate.

Since the 18005, the Society of the Twisted Serpents has
sterilized our people, dashed them with diseases while withholding
the cures, and tested new drugs in Africa and Asia. Their malice is
CXCEC'JE\I \"I“I‘r' h\' Ihl: h(?.lhifﬂh‘lm l}[‘\.\r.'iri 5 “'hﬁ h(‘tr.‘! l“l'r]"('(}r‘!(' nto
cities, stuff them down mine shafts, sweep them with vice, andchen
mortgage their souls. Qur people have given up their familics, sride
and heritage to work for drug cartels, wo:ld banks and trinkets. Our
children run with guns in their hands, sell themselves as prosti-
tutes, HT'IL] L!ll: C\'Cf}' L]'d" m KJIH”]{H‘L} Hl'll.! uranium nmunes \\I]il.'h
hollow out the spirit of the world and stamp it into currency. We
do not like these “shapers of a new tomorrow,” and we hamstring
them at every chance. Their wizardry confounds our ways, butnew
warriors among us have cultivated the spirits of plastic, steel and
electric pulse. Soon, we will speak their language, too, and che
plastic cards and disks that shore up this hollow magick will be
morc useless than dust. Then we shall enact our revenge.

NAARAVLDERS

We cannot l'u“', condemn the L{ud, for we know the wiys aof
the crazed prophet. The Iwa touch the minds of the mad folk, and
tew of us would raise our hands against such god-inspired individu-
als. They see dreams as the only world, and thar makes them a
threat to us and ours, bur most of them need counsel, nor desiruc-
tion. Their real mistake is that they try to speak the dream toague
as if it needed nc translation. For this, they should be pitied,
observed and inrerpreted, nor slan.

THe Lost ONes

Some i'cmg.\" who seck the inner darkness, showld be slain.
The Nephardi, who give themselves utterly to the Path of Night-
mares, revel in speaking words of destruction and urmaking o
please their Infernal masters and gain power for themseves. Other
monsters, vampires, deny the cycle of life and death, prolonging
their existence at the expense of others and refusing to take their
turnupon the Dreamwheel. Ourallies among the Changing Breeds
spf_".ﬂ( of fomori, who enter intc unholy unions with spirits of
corruption and destruction. Like our allies, we see such constructs
aAs :!IW[I[T!“L{”‘I\“\ “'}]ic}] must hl_' L'I('rl“.\l'.ki 'il‘(hl.' r'::l'n'h 1510 I‘"' hl‘:‘ll‘d-
Once, there was a place for such creatures; they have outgrown
their role in the Great Dream these days, and like thorns, they must
be cut down and cleared away.

CHANGING BReeps

Shapeshifters, spirit crosshreeds horn from the words of Grand-
mother and Grandfather, are the clearers of thase thoms and the
keepers of the Earth. The best of them wage an etemal bartle
against the Great Destroyer, which they call the Wyrm. Their gifts
allow them tostep physically into the spirit world, while theiranger
grunts them mighty powers. Part animal, part himan and pare
spirit, the Changing Breeds embaody the ties we all once had, but
have lost, In the old days, they were our teachers, our tricksters and
our companions in battle. Now the Changing Breeds, like us,
dwindle in number, but where we grow stronger, they weaken and
die. It is our duty to help our near-kin when we can, and to continue
their bartle when they, like so many orher legendary creatures, are
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gone. Hear now the names of the changing ones, and know what
they have given us:

* Bastet — From the great cats, we learned silence, stealth
and swiftness, Pumonca the Cougar and Qualmi the Lynx still
watch over us from their hidden places in the American wilderness.
Balam the Jaguar protects the rainforest of the Amazon; her shrieks
of rage echo like war cries in the spirit world. Bagheera the Panther,
Simba the Lion and Swara the Cheetah guard the secret places of
Africa. Khan the Grest Tiger watches the forests of India nnd the
mountains of Asia for the corruptes spirits and rends them to bits
with his righteous claws. Long ago, we heheld the beauty of the cat-
folk, learned their names, and passed their lessons to our children.
We still do when we can.

s Corax — Raven holds an important place in the stories of
our peaple. His children, the shapeshifting ravens, herald change
(somerimes urwelcome, such as warand death) and fortune, Their
shining eyes see secrets, no matter how well they are concealed.
They have taught us to look for hidden things and to search the
skies for signs of change. We do.

* Garou — Wolves have always carried messages between the
worlds, and the Garou today bear a message that cannot be ignored.
Mother Earth and Eather Sky are joined in bartle against those who
would corrupt them, The werewolves who call themselves Uktena,
Silent Striders and Wendigo have much knowledge to share with

Yy
us, and our warriors often jcin them against those who would
destroy cur common dream.

» Gurahl — The werebears were once our close kin. Bear is
a mighty totem, and those children of hers who still walk the Earth
are said o be masters of life ard death. Now, all toc many of them
are gone, victims of werewolf rage and human depredations. Their
doom is an ironic thing: of all the shapechangers, none loved
humans so much as these giants of the Earth Mother. Their healing
ways and fierce pratective natures gave us examples to follow.
Some of us seek them out in their hidden Realms and secret lairs,
hoping t convince the few that are left to return to an Earth that
needs them. If they will not come, we still owe them our thanks for
what they have already done.

* Mokolé — Once in a great while, we encounter a dream so
ancient it makes our elders scem like babes. We call these the
memories of Mokolé Mbembe, the Great Dragon Kings who recall
the Firs: Days in detail. Cnce in an even greater while, a
Dreamspeaker meets one of these venerable beasts, Let me tell you,
it is not 1 meeting easily forgotten.

Imegine a tree, ancient and mossy. Imagine it with teeth, and
eyes, and legs thar carry it with slow determination. Give it a
hunger for living flesh and a memory of the primal world, and this
is a Mokolé Mbembe. In the deepest swamps and forests, they




dream their ageless dreams. Seep lighely if you should ever chunce
to meet one, The Dragon King.\ do nor understand ff\t’gi'.'f:n('fq.‘u,

* Nuwisha — The shapechanging children of the Trickster,
Coyote, share the :ealm of dreams with us. Their playful, mischie-
vous natures disguise the greatness in thzir hearts, Our legends tell
af how Coyote braved the wrath of his brothers and sisters to weach
secrets to humans, and his children still dare much in ‘heir
protection of the Otherworld. Their boldness leads them into
trouble, but their cleverness shows ther the way out. It is easy to
admire the children of Coyote from a distance; if you should meet
one in the flesh, take care. Their pranks are much funnier to hear
about than to endure, and the lessons they teach may cost youyour
dignity, possessiors or even your life if you are not careful. It is
always best to laugh with Nuwisha; a serious face is a challenge to
them.

CHANGELINGS

Long ago, the invisible folk — called faeries in other
cultures — lived among us as kin, When the world became ton
harsh for them, they retreated to areas where none could fo low.
Some triedd to return to their ancient homeland, and found the
doors to it had closed right. Many humzns who valued the beauty
of these dream people offered rheir bodies as hosts to the survivors.

These mortal hasts mighr have Awakeaed as we have, if not for |

their decision to link their bodies with the spirits of raw dreaming.
As it 1s, they have Awakened in ther own way, and share a
Dreaming that even we find alien. We cannot condemn their
choice, but we mourn both the passing of the invisible onesand the
loss of our cousins to the “changeling way.”

Some say there are those among our families and tribes who
have opened themselves as messengers for the spirits of earthbound
invisible folk, and they too underwent the “changeling way.”
Those whodid are called the Nunnehi; they are che little people, the
water babies, the rozk giantsand the cloud walkers our stories spoke
of and our ancestors revered. They have preserved our dances, our
songs and the oldest ways. and they have sustained the human
triflcs, even after their own tribes have vanished. They are dreams
clothed in our flesh; treat them wath respect.

L

Now Michael flew through the city, winging between the
steel-boned structures, and peering in the windows and down the
alleys at the living shapes within. Avoiling the grasping spiders
along the webbing, he flexed his wings oncurrents of dream-air. L e
scanned the chilly blue streets, and was amazed at the colors of the
night.

Are you still heve, Grandmother? His mind-voice had acquired
a formal, more respectful tone.

Only silence.

Silence and the voices of the strezt, the webbing and the

wiril.

THe IWAAND THEIRKIND

All ohjecrs and all crearures are alive. Thisis the first principle
of Spirit medicine. Early people knew this, and lived with the
knawledge thar invisible heings of all kinds sureonmded them. They
learned ro ask guard:ans of lakes for help when fishing, and to thank
the spirits of fish forallowing themselves -0 be caught. In that way,
everyone shared a part of Dreamspeaker medicine. Twa could also
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become angry, and in the distantpast, people knew how to appease
f their anger through sacrifices and ceremonies.

Modern people have forgorten this rule. To them, animals
and plants are virtually mindless and inanimate objects are just
that — lfeless, Modern peop'e no longer understand that the
spirits of their ancestors remain close by; instead, they relegate
them to 2 plot of ground or to some distant paradise or hell.

Because the madern world denies the existence of the Invisible

Omes, it has become deal to the lessons those beings can reach.

Spirits are the breath of life. We Dreamspeakers come to them

to learn how to bring that life-giving breath back to a dying
universe,

We remember our Invisible Brethren and know their

: '\ names. Our prayers address them on behalf of thase who

\ \ % have forgotten. Helping our people to understand and ac-

7' cepechese Dreams-Made-Real is one of our greatest concerns.

" Butnotall spirits among the Et are the same. In order tospeak

e to Those-Who-Are-Timeless, you must first understand who
-:'; a2 / and what it is you are addressing,
- 4 Asshamans, we are gifted with the knowledge of how to speak

with our Friends Within. Our knowledge teaches us raspect, helps
» s to know how to please the spirits, and shows us what we can ask
¢ I\ from ther in return. We serve creation, and through that, serve
our spiritkin. Because we do not treat them as entities to be
commanded, the spirits are our friends and allies. Even those who
do not care to deal with mankind rarely harm us, for they know

they can express their dislike and we will leave. Our way isnot the
way of command, but of Fargaining and persuasion.

-

NANMING THESPIRITS

_i;‘.'_m Hear now the many forms the spirits take. Under-
= L stand their function, and respect their place in creation.

!.‘"-r- Even the corruptets have arole in the Great Dream — they

= have simply overstepped their part. Know and understand

that each type has a thowsand differences within itself, and
thut each spirit has its own wishes and needs. Trear the spirits

as if they were human beings. Our world is more populated than
you can imagine,

# Nature Spirits — These spirits live inside natural objects
and forces and include the spirits of the sky, such as sun, moon,
wind and thunder, as well as spirits of the earth such as rocks,
mountainsand rivers. Sky spirits such as Tirawa, whodwells in the
heights of the heavens, and Orungan, the Yoruban sky deity,
oversee the movement of weather patterns and the paths of the
stars. Farth spirits, including Ova the Dark Harvest Goddess and
the volcano spirit Pele, walk closely near the paths of humans.
Nature spirits appear as bolts of lighming, clouds, watery beings or
other fitting shapes, although some take on comely human forms
when it suits them, Their temperaments fit their elemental func-
tions; fire spirits are aggressive and passionate, water ones flow

smoothly but strong, air sprrits whisper and shift, and earth
spirits speak slowly and plainly. Remember: The crackle of
electrons and the dance of light waves have their spirits, to. If
you understand their ways, they make useful helpers in the
modern world.
v o Animal and Phnt Spirits — These spirits live
" within individual creatures and plants, and enjoy an even
closer relationship withhumankind. The Com Maidens of
Puzblo culture and the littler siblings of the great totem
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spirits such as Raven, Hare and Orter seck opportunities to travel
back and forth across the Barrier. Sorcerers call such animal = <
companions "familiars,” but we know them for what they really are ¥ S . .. =% u
— trusted friencs and allies. Few Dreamspeakers go without such y ' &
help. Our Path is lonely, and our burdens grow heavy without aid.

* Human Spirits — Most people's spirits remain close to the o St s T
living world after their bodies die. Some do so to guide and protect ' : %1 Y
their loved ones. These are ancestor ipirits — the remembered
dead. Others sedk an opportunities to re-enter the world of the
living through the bodies of infants born from their blaod. The
apinlb of great leaders and heroes, such as Hamiet Tuhn‘ﬂn.
Crazy Horse and Martin Luther King, Jr. stay close so long asthe
living honor their inspiration. Some of these spirits appear in
dreams as messengers or teachers, glowing with an inner light.

Srill other spiritsremain as angry ghosts, calling out for revenge
ot seekingit themselves. Their pain peisons the world, bue their
vengeance may be just. Sometimes we avenge them, or find
them new bodiesfor a second chance at life, Somerimes we s2nd
them away into Oblivion, the fearful darkness beneath the
surface of the werld where angry spirits punish themselves. Let

the spirit make her case, then decide what to do. Just beware — v ]
the spirits of the dead often lie. Very, very often, they lie. 3%

* Time Spirits — Some occurrences shake the world so :’:t'
strongly that the:r memories breed xauzeists, the spirits of an age. . 69
Rising from human emotions, such spirits embody an era not o ..“;
perhaps the way it was, but the way we prefer to remember it. l;.‘!‘; *
Even we Dreamspeakers admit that time spirits puzzle vs. They <V
appear to change form and personality according to our mood, .
and aet in predictably eccentric ways. Not many time spirits ‘
appear to exist, but it is hard to tell where one ends and ancther A
begins. Such spirits wear many hats, and speak in many voices, v

* Totem Spirits — These powerful spirit creatures take the iR
form of particularanimals, plants or natural things, but are much 4

more than that. They are guiding spirits. Bear spirits take their |
forms and natures from Bear herself, while all wolves follow the
lead of Woll. Towem spirits offer protection, wisdom and com-
fanionship to those who know how to approach them. The
Changing Breedshave aspecial bond with these beings, drawing
inspiration from them and acrively soliciting their aid and
protection. Some of us share that bond and enjoy their paton-
age as well, y
* Paradox Epil‘it.'i — Rt‘..‘ihry has ts own dream. Paradox :
spirits are its nightmarcs. When we cisturb the sleep of the ;

wor!d, lr:alll'.' waves i hand 1o make us RO away, Paradox S['irl|,\ - ,
are the fingers, thamb and fist of that hand. They can and will crush ® 3
us if you make too much noise or awaken the world too suddenly. a %

4

Onee you understand this, you can turn them against your enemies.
So long as it is not your hand which darkens reality's nap, you can
guide a Paradox spirit to wave away a witch instead.

A pity Ilmy aren't waved Away ofen rnnugh. ‘,—:

* Dream Spirits — All spirits are part of the Great Dream, of .a-
course, but some have a stronger connection to thar Dream than _;,»
others. The fae hosts call them “chimera,” spirits created by < 2
imaginarion, We call them Muses, Night Terrors and other names. 3
Ta those who only brush against them in dreams, these spirits arc . .
potent bue nor deadly. Ta thase of us wha venrure inta the dream W X b y
world in bodies, they are as real as we. Trear with these imagination i 4:
spirits 4s if they were madmen. Leamn their wisdom, then leave. J;Q: '

y ¥
¥
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¢ Weaver, Wyrm and Wyld Spirits — The First Dreams of
Grandfather and Grandmother, these three entitiescrafted Mother
Earth and Farher Sky and spread therr children across creacion.
Weaver is the porter, Wyld is'the clay, and Wyrm is the firs that
bakes the por and breaks it. From the pieces, new clay arises. At
least, this is how it should be, how it ence was, Now the five has
crept across the earth, burning it away and leaving only ash. The
potter has gone mad, and the clay refuies to take shape. In & rage,
the potter flings the clay into the oven, and we all burn. Each of
these grand spirits has its own brood, and each member of itsbrood
has thousands of young. In the spirit world, you will see them —
Pattern Spiders, Vortices, Banes and many more. Beware their
touch, for they are all insane. In time, the poreer, clay and fice will
calm themselves or so we hope. If not, their rage and fire will
consume us all.

o Epiphlings ~ These mysterious spirits embody ahstract
ideas, myths, philosophical concepts and emations. Many lack true
individuality, but others have distinct personalities and unmistak-
able appearances. Our Council cousins call them “Umbrood”; to
us, they are simply one type of spirit among many. Some are quite
powerful, and buld Realms of pure concept in the far spirit vorlds;
others simply float like balls of string, toying with our expeciations
and puzzling us wirh raw ideas.

L]

The Skyhawk disappeared. Michael was Michael once more,
and he was falling.

Slowly.

But falling.

e Mapped his arms, buc they refused to feather. His legs
pumped withouttalons. He opened his mauth, and a human voice
cried out,

“Oh, shiiiier. (1"

“Oh, hush," the old woman replicd, her voice by Michael's
car. “Where are you!"

“A dream," he recalled sheepishly, as he floated down and
inally landed ina clearing. “You've get to admit, though, itlooked
like thar was going to hart.” |

“Get used to pain, Michael Skyhawk,” she returned. The
steclworker looked around the clearing, but the old woman's voice
came from nowhere and everywhere. “We all live in a Ifetime
going from hurt ro hurt, If we're lucky, some pleasures come along
to make the pain worthwhile. Or we at lease get to chadse whar will
hurt, and how much.” i

“And what's my choice?” ,

“You tell me.” At one end of the clearing, the same cave he
had been in earlier awaited, bright with spiders and deep with
doubts. At the cther, a scuffied deertrack promised a quick escape
from the woods and the cavern. The mountains of webbed steel
were gone, as were the shapes and shadows. This choice was his,
and he was alone,

“I''m gonna regret this,"” he muttered as he strode toward the
cavern, but the complaint came from the throat, not the heart. No,
I'm not going to vegret this. | won't let myself regret it. After all, how
many people get this chance? |

“Not many,” whispered a voice as he entered the cavern and
the shadows wrspped around him. “Not many ever do...."

SLEEPERS

T peepral the ugenda

Amenica

Surrender

Make it easy on yourself

Bow, th the wind of change -

Change, with the changing wmnd

comin’ in

like a prophecy

promise

a new =eality

Giveitupgiveitupgiveitup!

— dadahdoudahda, “Son Talkin™

The Council of Nine refers 10 mortals whose Avatars seill
slumber as *Slecpers,” but we prefer to call them sleepualkers. Only
those who are truly Awake can truly sleep, and thus pass into the
world of dreams. Although many of our people understand the old
ways, only a lucky few cver experience the gift of true medicine.
This gift is not free — we pay forit all our lives — but it is precious.
Without it, the peaple of the world are blind.

Many of our kind understand the curse of that blindness. In
ghettos, towns and reservations, our people drown themselves in
anguish and disease. The blindness of greed plows the rich soil under
and turns u» worms for our childrn to eat. Many of us have had our
fill of this hanquet. Our mission in this sickly world is to dig in the dirt
with our hands and our spirits, toetrieve the rich soil, plint in it, and
hring forth a harvest of hope. If the rich blind men will not let us near
the land, we will shove their plows down their throats, Qur way is not
aneofvioleace —hate breeds hate, and we have seen the spirits of hate
themselves— but if we have no other choice, we will take the warrior's
way and hope for the best. Better, though, that we should offer the soil
of the new dream to all who slumber, white and black, Indian and
Oriental, woman and man, and that our gift shoul sweep the
Blindness from their eyes. The sleepwalkers are our hrothersand sisters,
to0, and as long as we keep dreaming, keep talking and keep working
tqgmhu.the.(}mmbmmohﬂmmmbegh

We have all spoken.

LR ]

The old woman patted Michael's knee and chuckled. “My
story's done, for the time being. It's time for you to goback and see
what has kecome of you.” The ancient Dreamspeaker rose to her
feet and gestured for Michael to do the same.

Michael stood upandstretched, feeling the ripple ofhis sleep-stiff
muscles. The clearing stood as he had left it, long before the cave and
the walk and the flight. “What happened?” His tone was puzzled,
confused, imitated yet curious, “I stepped off a building into thin air to
gcthcrc,nndlllﬁhuwnkmnﬁmam,m’ﬂhemw!%m'ﬂhe
building? Did I fall in that world' Or did I dream this whole thing”

A chorus of laughs greeted the young Mohawk's question.

“Of course you dreamed it," the old woman replied. “That’s
what Dreimspeakers do! Where you end up when you leave us
depends on how well you've learned to dream.”

“Right.” The word held resignation, befuddlement and hu-
mor. “I almost understood that™

“We'll soon find out,” the mentor concluded. “Lhope, for your
sake, that you were listening.”







SPEAKERS OF THE

- INCR.ED TONGUE

(CHARNCTERS)

A log throun into the water does not become a crocodile.

— African proverb

..and Dreamspeakers thrown into the  these spirit workers adapr tothe world around them. A very

B modern world do nor become Virtual .“.c't‘.p'fs. [)l'llCthHi Tradumn ar heart, ll‘lk‘\! do \»\'l‘uit works.

Many outsiders question the shamans' place Dreamspeakers understand only too well where man-

in the world roday, calling their ways primi-  kind has gone wrong. Though they stand apart as dreamers,

 tive and rheir magick obsolere. These  theyalsolive in the world and touch upon all the concerns
denigrators have little understanding of the  of modern life. The following characrer remplates present a

resiliency and eternal narure of spitit, ormuch  few examples of how Dreamspeakers both fit the stereotypes

knowledge of what Dreamspeakers are all  and defy all actempts to pigeonhole them.

about. Call them throwbacks if you will, but
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INNer-Crry Seirit Doctor

You will not be able to stay homz, brother. You will not be able to plug in, nem on and cop out. You will not be able 1o lose yourself
on skag and skib out for beer during commercials, because the Revolution will not be televised.

— Gil Scotr-Heron, “The Revolution Will Not Be Televised”

Quote: Don't tell me you're alienated. The world is what's alienated, and I have to bring it back.

Prelude: Your roots lead back to Haiti and Africa. A child of the children of slaves, you sought freedom by becoming a
mamba (priestess) of the Voudoun tradition. You dreamed of shaping a naw world, and opened yourself to the spirits, letting
themride you. Your body became their “horse,” your voice their voice. Now, the Iwa he Ip you diagnose physical and emortional
illness, andell you how ro help your neighbors, too. Voudoun minimizes life’s pain, strengthens those who must carry on,
and takes yengeance when necessary. It is the only fzith for you, and you follow it well. >

Now, all are angry. Those-who-have will never willingly surrender their positions and power. They laugh at the spirits

> Q while they plunder what's left of the Earth. The wrathful spirits themselves need
healing, Neicher the people nor the spirits will be denied any longer"One way
ar the other, the new world will come.

r

Concept: Anger drives you. Spirits wrenched away from their rightful
connection to the world call you their voice. In the Otherworld, you
have felt their desolarion. A heuler by nature, you now

L - = fight oppression’s disease to wipe it out.

. The city, where spirits are angricst, is where

L /; you are needed most. It’s your job to placare their

" < wrath, through appeasement or by giving it a

.y 4y A voice. Your people, dispossessed and disenfran-

o ' chised, die wirhout their connection to the

~ ‘:';“"' invisible watld, You'll do whatever ir rakes to
<.

balance the world and o ensure your people's
survival,

Roleplaying Hints: You are that most
dangerous being: the peaceful individual
who has been pushed too far. A commitred

revolutionary, you believe that
Ascension is only possible once in-
equalities — and those who
propagate them — are wiped out.
Magick: Yourmagick is rooted
in the Voudoun traditions. You
study Spirit, that you may know
those who ride you, Life and Mind
allow you to treat sicknesses of body
and mind, and give you some control
over those who will no: heed the
spirits’ lessons.
% Equipment: Altar covering,
. 8 candles, roots, herbs, flowers, pow-
;i { ' ‘\\\ ders, oils, photographs of

ancestors and saints, incense,

=® v cigarerres and liquor to offer to

the spirits, skin drum, srake, black

chicken, skull, colorful clothing, ani-
mal bones, knife, fake [D and green card.

50 DREXMSPENKERS :

]
M



MAGE: The Ascension™

Name: Nafure: CArearver Concept: nner Cry Spive Dr.
Player: Essence: PATTERN Menfor:
Chronicle: Demeanor: DeviANT Cabal:
|
Physical Social Mental
Strength @0000 Charisma_ revor:  @@O@0  Perception s o+ How GOGOO
Dexterity ®0000 Manipulation 00000 Intelligence 00000
Stamina @0000  Appeararce 8800 Wirs 08000
Talents Skills Knowledges
Alertness. 0000 Do 00000  Computer 00000
Athletics ®0000 Diive ®0000 Cosmology @0O000
Awareness ®®000 Eriquette 00000 Culture 00000
Brawl 00000  Firearms 00000  Enigmas 00800
Dodge 00000 Leadership 00000 Investigation 00000
Expression 00000  Meditation ®0000 Law 00000
Instruction Q0000 Melee @800  Linguistics Fioic, saun @@O00
Intuition 00000  Research 00000 Lore 0000
Intimidation 00000  Stealth @0000 Medicine 09000
Streerwise @e000 Survival Q0000 Occult Vaopon 11 1)
Subrerfuge 00000 Technology 00000  Science 00000
e | D N B S ——
Correspondence____ 00000  Life 00900 Prime 00000
Entropy 00000 Mind @8000  Spirit ®0000
Forces 00000  Marter 00000 Time 00000
—————— N\ Ol
Backgrounds Arete Health
AVATAR 00000 @00 000000 Bruised
ALLIES 09000 Willoower Hure
EERaEHEL S eeee .p 00000 .
S ¢ PN et 1
O Dnpnoooonn, TR
Ouintgs}scnce Crippled ~
: ippLet :
Other Traits S L
DANCING 00000 O 0
00000 el | Experience
00000 ¢ <
00000 08 na0”
00000 Paradox




TecHNO-SHANMAN

Your dream landscapes are man-made ones of skyscrapers,

Yoter weakness, city,

Is that you have a soul,
— Laurence Hartmus,
“City"

Quote: Didn't you
ever hear of the ghost in
the machine?

Prelude: Your
people were almost
annihilated when
rthe  Europeans

sidewalks, cars, computers, televisions and subways.
These things have their spirits as well, and
you hear their voicés and see their
pain. They have a righr ro exist
alongside the natural spirits, and
youinrerpret theirurban dreams
to others who just don’t under-
stand. If by doing so you can
rally the city’s spirits to
; your views, perhaps you
- ' ' & can protect them from
L | | . 1 -
Technocratic domination.
g - Roleplaying Hints:
3 1 N A" The world cannor rerurn
' b to the past. It car. only move
forward. Your vision isa future in which
youco-opt the Technomancers' ma-
chinery and fully awaken the
spirits within it. Whilc others
avoid technology, you em-
brace the Jagglings and Pattern
Spiders asspirit kin. These spir-
irs of partern-making are the
children of Grandmother Spi-
der, whose webs wove together
the world. Youdance the rites
known to your people for gen-
erations, but you do it to a
modern beat.

came. Their ways g
were scorned, Sl
their religion
belittled as su-

perstition and

heathen nonsense. Those old
customs and beliefs are almost
gone. Being a child of the

modern city, yousaw lictle
to mourn in that. You g
had a good job working 1§
on the high stecl as many

ot your people had done.
Then yourmentor arrived,
disrupting your life, opening
your eyes, and claiming your

F

allegiance for rhe
Dreamspeakers. She
showed you many worlds, and
proved that the spirits live within every mortal thing — just
as your ancesrors had said all along.

Magick: You wanr to
know all the Sp]\crcr: so that you may
flow easily from one ro another. For now, you focuson Spirit,
Matter, Correspondence and Prime. Excepr for the actual
learning of the Spheres, you have pretty much been on your
own. No one else quite believes your vision yet,

The ancient ones walked within rowering forests and
atop sacred mountains, Now you journey through the stark
landscape of glass skyscrapers, steel bridges and asphalt
highways. The spirits within rhe structures and machinery of
the modern world are yours to behold.

Concepr: You are not meant for life in the wilderness,
however much your Tradition enjoys the natural world.

Equipment: Rattles, drum, feathers, hard hat, work
hoats, hoom box, laptop computer, repair kit.
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MAGE: The Ascension™

Name: Nature: VisioNARY Concept: Tecino-SHAMAN
Player: Essence: PATTERN Mentor:
Chronicle: Demeanor: ARCHITECT Cabal:

\ [

Physical Social Mental
Strength___smer  @@@@0  Charisma ®0000  Perception 00000
Dexterity @0000 Manipulation ®0000 Intelligence 00000
Stamina 00000 Appearince_ _@8000 Wit 0000

Talents Skills Knowledges
Alertness ___@®000 Do 00000  Computer 8000
Athletics_____ ®9000  Drive _ @®000 Cosmology @000
Awareness. Q0000  Etiquerte 00000 Culwre 00000
Brawl @0000  Firearms 00000  Enigmas 90000
Dodge 00000  Leadership 00000  Investigation 08000
Expression 00000  Meditation 00000 Law 00000
Instruction_ 00000 Melee 00000  Linguistics 00000
Intuition___ 00000  Research 00000 Lore 00000
Intimidation 00000  Stealth 00000  Medicine ®0000
Streetwisc_ @0000  Survival 00000  Oceult #8000
Subterfuge_ 00000  Technology @0000  Science 0000
et T D T S ——————
Correspondence___ @0000 Life_ 00000  Prime 0000
Entropy_ 00000 Mind 00000  Spirit ®0000
Forces 00000 Matter 80000 Time 00000
W

Backgrounds Arete
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D ReANA THERAPIST

Every sickness is an attempr at healing and every
healing an attempt to escape from the everyday
i . newrosis of ordinary consciousness so as to arrive at
o i amore subtle and, in the last resort, superhuman
- form of perception.
— Holger Kalweit, Dreamtime and Inner
Space
Quote: Don't tell me what you think, tell me what you dream.
Better yet, let's drzam together. Take a walk with me?
Prelude: Your ancestors lived in the Australian outback; you
grew up in the city, relegated to an alien culture, Great-Grandmorther
remembered the old ways, and raught them to you. At night, she lulled
you to sleep with her swries; during the daytime, she watched you as you
played. You sensed your family's disapproval of your closeness to Granny, but no
one explained the funny looks on their faces every time you mentioned her
name. It wasn't until you were in your reens that you discovered that Grear-
Grandmother had dicd before you were born. When she appeared to you one
last time and called you to come with her on walkabour, you chose to believe
your dreams rather than your parents. Three weeks later, you came back as
a Dreamspeaker. Now you help others find their visions, and let the
skeprics be damned!
Concept: You meld rthe ways of your Aboriginal ancestors with
modern psychiatry. The conclusions you've reached astound your pro-
fesslonal acquaintances, bur would hardly surprise your trbal kin. Jung's
collective unconscious is alive and well, and you know how and where
to find it. Most people have been overwhelmed by modern life. It's sort
of a quest of yoursto bring them back into the Dreamtime. You dream
with them, and in dreaming, bring them to full consciousness.
Roleplaying Hints: You heal fractured and fragmented minds.
Togo that, you scmetimes have w enter orhers' inner realities and
bring their souls back from the abyss. Few would credit your methods
(especially if they ever saw you naked and painted with tribal
symbols during your sessions), so your healings reman privare
affairs. It marters little; shamans are always recognized by those who
need them. Fewer still would understand your determination o
enter the Dreameme fully as your spirit animal and bring back
those minds who have traveled too far for you ro reach. Someday
you'll solve the riddle of Marauders so they can help bring the ; N
world back to the path it was meant (0 follow. TN
Magick: Though you are ostensibly a practitioner of Western i I8
psychiatry, your magick is that of the Aboriginal wise women and
men of high degres. You concentrate on Spirit and Mind, bur also study
both Life and Time. The Life Sphere will help you cate forthose with
physical ailments, and Time will be necessary when you lzam to
exist within the Dreamtime.
Equipment: Medical bag, ocher pigment, crystal, sa-
vory herbs for burring, digeridoo, drum, bullroarer.
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MAGE: The Ascension™

Nature: ArcHiTect Concept: Dreans THeraPIST
Player: Essence: QuestiNG Mentor:
Chronicle: Demeanor: CAREGIVER Cabal:
|
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NoTeDp BRETHREN

Dreamspeakers revere and respect their an-
, | cestors, particularly those who have demonstzated
their connection with the Great Dream through

have also attained a measure of prominence for
their deeds and commitment., These are the storics
g most often heard when spirit workers gather for 4
e | tarche, and the names which resound through the
o * % i ages in the voices of the wa.

L 3

STAR-OF-EAGLES
(FIRsT Co-LEADER OF THE DREANASPEAK ERS)

Star-of-Eaglesseemed destined foraspecial purpose, demonsgrat-
ing an affinity with the spitit world that begn in early childhood. His
prowess as a hunter and his insight into the hearts of others made him
almost certain toussime a position of leadership amonghis people, the
Powhatan. He spen long hours studying spirit lore and herbal medi-
cine with the clders. Arnight, he walked wih the spirits, speakingwith
them in vivid and poreenmous dreams. Lis wiem, which appeared ro
him in the form of a grear eagle, frequently accompanied him on
hunting expeditions, and Star-of-Eagles always offered the magnifi-
cent predator a sharz of the kill.

Many thought Star-of-Eagles would become a great chief, but
his dreams told him otherwise. One day, he received a visitor — a
strange pale-skinned woman who called herself Nighrshade. Star-
of-Eagles knew her on sighe, for he hac already dreamed of her
coming. Nightshade convinced him tharshe was nota "witeh” but
a willworker who understaod sacrifice and selflessness. She 1old
him of lands where many lorckeepers, medicine men, seers and
spirit travelers were planning a grand meering ro form a united tribe
of “magick™ workers. Introducing him to the concept of the
Trgglition mages, Nightshade invited hin to come to Mistridge.

Star-of-Eagles arrived at Mistridge in time for the Second
Teibunal. There he encountered spirit mages from the far ends of
the world. When hemet Naioba, the grcsful, ebony-skinned wise
woman of the Mo-Mo Keu Dreamlands, something blossomed in
his heart — and in Naiulu’s as well. The two of them found that
they had much in commaon despite their obvious differences. By the
time Star-of-Eagles and Naioba assumed joint leadership of “Those-
Who-Speak-With-Dreams,” they had already recognizec a
soul-bond that grew into their destiny as lifemates. In 1456, Star-
of-Eagles and Naioba formally declared their union before the
Traditions in Horizen, home of the Coureil,

Eight years afrer their union, Nsioba died, the vicrim of
assassination hy a Dreamspeaker barabbi. Despite his overwhelm-
ing grief, Star-of-Eagles rallied his Tradition to prevent the Celestial
Chorus' attempt to convert Naioba's peogle to their own religious
vision. He continued to lead the Dreamspeakers alone, returning
to Horizon only when necessary,

With the other Tradition lcaders, Star-of-Eagles blessed the
Titst Cabul ay they ser out on their mission. After the broken and
defeated survivors of that ill-fated quest returned to Horizon, Star-

of-Eagles gave frecly of his personzl power and his wisdom to repair
the damage done to their spirits. When Walking Hawk — one of
the surviving members of the First Cabal — requested 1o return to
his people towarn them of the approach of dangerous times, Star-
of-Eagles willingly sent him home.

Some say that when his time on Earth was over, Star-of-Eagles
assumed the form of un eagle and flew into the dream world in
search of the spirit of Naioba, and that he wanders there still, ready
to assist others of his kind who seek his aid.

NAioga
(Wise Wor1AN OF THE .
NMo-NMo Kevu DReAMLANDS)  ~

Called 10 Mistridge to attend the Second Tribunal which
would forge tae Council of Nine and unite the Traditions against
their common enemy, Nuioba traveled the dreampaths from her
home in western Africa, certain that she would see wonders,
Already known as a wise woman of the Mo-Mo Keu Dieamlands
despite her relative youth, Naioba was a strong-willed individual
who often spent long periods of tine away from her tribe commun-
ing with spirits. The voices of her dead ancestors spoke 1o her,
teaching her the mysteries behind the visible world. One of those
remembered dead guided her toa meeting with Sh'zar the Seer and
Ali-beh-shaas, both of whom invited her to journey 10 a great
meeting of other practitioners of magick.

Naioba's heart rejoiced when she encountered the muny other
spirit mages who had made the arduous journey ro Mistridge Her arms

embmcalhcrrbllowsistmnuibmthmuﬂlwdmmpadmumyo( .

whom she had seen in the Otherworlc. She reveled in the strangers she
met as well, members of other Traditions who inhabired pale bodies
and had hair pzinted like the sunset or the deserrand eyes like the pale
colorsof the momingand eveningskies. They fascinated herjust asher
own dark skin and exotic fearures awed them. To her, no one wasa
strangeer, for all were ane in the world of the spirir. She became the
unifying thread thar wove together the potentially hostile tribal
shamans mto ne seamless rapestry, the family of Dreamspeakers,

When she met Suar-of-Eagles, she recognized in him her true
partner in loveand work. Theirmarriage and the childrenshe bore
as witness of their love anchored the Tradition of Dreamspeakers
in a deep-seated joy that shared itself with everyone they knew. As
co-leaderwith Star-of-Eagles of Those-Who-Speak-With-Dreams,
Naioba helped weld the disparate collection of shamans, medicine
workers, babalawos and wisdom keepers into a union that reflected
their common knowledge of Spirit magick.

Natoba’s overriding weakness lay in her willingness to trust
her fellow mages. Thus, she never saw the magick-chargec knife of
her murderer. Thar the Dreamspeakers did not dissolve in anger
and self-recrimination proved 4 restimonial to the bridgesof unity
and solidarity both she and Star-of-Eagles had formed. At the
request of Star-of-Eagles, the three children born to him and
Naioba, thought by many to bear the seeds of Awakening, were
adopted by other Dreamspeakers and raised in anonymity, Each
year in Horizon, the Festival of Lights honors Naioba (the sun) and
her children (the Realm’s three moons).
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Dreamspeakers, particularly those of Africa, remember Naioba as
the Mother of Loving Spirits. Some walkers in the spirit wordd claim that
they have met her there, still attentive 1o the neads of her people. Orhers
insist that Naioba's Avatar walks the Earth roday in the body of one of
her childrenchildren’sdescendanis. Some say the tales poreray Naioba
as a woman too perfect to be truly human; the mlekeepers respond,
“Why should we believe that she was anything less than perfection? A
dream dissolves when we try to grasa it in our hands for observation; so,
(w0, do the legends of our herocs pop like bubbles if we question them
too closely.” For the moment, at least, the Dreamspeakers prefer w
remember Niaoba as a perfection, as a dream, rather than as a human
being, Mayb: some dreams are too important to destroy.

WALKING HAWK |
(SENECA NAEDICINE NMAN, DREAM‘PEAKER
RepreseNtATVE OF THE FIRsT CABAL)

Although Dreamspeaker lore remembers Walking Hatk for his
part in the doomed mission of the First Cabal and for his eloguent
warning to ais people, one of this Seneca Dreamspeaker's grearest
achicvements preceded either of those deeds. Before the Europeans
evet began the voyage that would bring the whire races o the shores
of the Pure Land, Walking Hawk had already crossed the Arlanric in
a double-cance made of elm-bark. That long and treacherous voyage
to the shores of France and, ultimately, to Mistridge served as his
formal initiation into the “new” Tradition of the Dreamspeakers,
although Walking Hawk had listened to his dreams many rimes betore,

Power dreams summoned this aging warrior from his home-
land and diove him across the ocean, Few roday understand the
courage and belief necessary o sustain such a voyage into territory
as unknown then as the depths of space are today. Alone and adrift
on the currents of the Atlantic, Walking Hawk let hisfaith in the
Great Spirit carry him to his destination.

Walking Hawk leamned first-hand of the dangers presented by the
newly formed Order of Reason and their allies, the Inquisition. As
their prisoner, hissufferings hardered his hearcagainst those unbeliev-
ers. The Seneca medicine man abo gained an intimate knowledge,
through his companions in the First Cabal, of the other Traditions. His
insights into their strengths and weaknesses roused in him a compas-
sion roward his fellow mages that was not always reciprocated.

Walking Hawk returned o his home transformed by his
experiences among the Traditions and in the hands of their
enemies. Though few conrempomries believed his outrageous tales
of impending destruction, later generations, remembering — too
late — his words, artempted to unite against the Europeans,

By that time, Walking Hawk had fully entered into the realm
of spirit, leaving behind a body wracked by torture and a heart
saddened by the dissension he saw among those of his own kind,
and amongall those who professed to believe in True Magick.

ADANBARA
(CLEVER WONMAN CF THE D REANATINAE)

Named for the spider whose webs connect her to the world
beyond her body, Adambara grew up among the Aborigines of
western Australia. She Awakened just after her rites of puberty,
and began to learn the secrets of the Dreamtime During one of her
spirit journeys, she had a vision of the sacred lands falling to great
heasts of concrete and metal. The spirits of the land, the Mimis who
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dwelled in the Earth, and the Turongs, or tree-spirits, cried our as
creation was rpped away from under them,

Terrified, Adambara awoke, only to enter another dream, in
which a slender, dark-skinned woman with a loving smile and a
tall, brown-skinned man with genrle eyes calmed her fears and
spoke of a great mission. Adambara lefr her rribe and journeved
into the world of the white men, waere she entered their schoals
and camned he: credentials in ecology.

Taday, she rravels the world es o lecrurer on the vanishing
Ausrralian wilderness, urging the preservation of her homeland
and other endangered ecosystems. The power of her speeches has
won many to her cause. Like the spider, Adambara wocks con-
stantly at building her web of concern. Many who have heard her
have discovered the Avactar within themselves and have jn_llﬂl,‘(' the
ranks of Dreamspenkers, the Verbena and other Traditions who
shae in the vision of the living Earrh.

I'he Technocracy has identified her as a potent threat, and
have sent their agents t silence her, but time and again she has
slippet away from them into the Otherwurld, where her many
tricnds and spicit companiions hide her from her enemies

PAiNTED HoRse
(CONTRARY ENTERTAINER)

Painred Horse claims descent from various Plains Indizn tribes,
Sourh American tribal folk hidden in the Brazilian minforest, Yoruba
slaves brought 0 America, Chinese who worked on the milroads,
French sugar planters from the Caribbean and Irish immigranss fleeing
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the potazo famine. There may he some truth t his claims. An
extremely handsome man of mizxed blood, he standsalmost six feet tall,
with \}ﬂ'{‘p green eves and a L:mmh‘xiﬂn that ipll[s the difference
between -ed and brown, His nose is broader than those of most Native
Americans, his lips full, with high cheekbones anc hair that was
originally dark and wavy. It is no longer shining black, however, but
a rainbow of colors, some natural, some not,

A poer, musician and storyeeller, Painted Herse travels the
entertainment circles, educatu\,r.: p:n;‘]:‘ in the wiys of the Native
Americans and shamanism. He performs dances and enacts rites in
full costume and with many props, invites the audience to partici-
pate in shamanic healings, organizes Sun Dances, end lobhies for
Nartive American rights. .

He is also a Contrary. When not teaching or performing,
Painted Horse wears women’s clothes, says the opposite of what he
menns, refuses all food unril after sundown, will not travel unless
the sun it in the sky, and thensits facing backward in the convey-
ance unless forced ro do otherwise (airline hostesses are narorious
lur insistng on proper behayior while in their plines). If asked
(uestions dil’l‘.‘ill\‘. he asks questions in returmn If a seeker comes to
him truly wanting to learn, Painted Horse ignores her until she
ceases to speak o him. Then he speaks nonsense rhymes until she
can grasp the essential truth within them.

Painted Horse takes on Paradox in the form of caloring his hair,
Allofthe 15 to 20 colors in his hair came about as permmunent Paradox
Flaws. Because he often lets the spirits speak through him and so
regards himself as their "horse,” he took the name Painted Horse.
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Because he always miraculously escapes from one scrape with
the Technocracy, another with the Nephandi, and a third with
Marauders, -hose who know him say that he is much loved by the
spirits. Others claim he may actually be Coyote walking in human
form. When nsked, Painted Herse just smiles and walks away

backward.

The Technocracy hates him with a passion bordering on
psychosis. Thus far, their agents been unable to “unmask” histricks
or to sabotage his pﬂd}mn:mces. If th-:‘_.’ close a hall where he is
scheduled to perform, he does a free show at the edge of town.
Canceling his travel arrangements results in his walking out of the

Umbra somewhete near his intended destination.
a
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INSIDE THE

REAMWHEEL

DREAMSPEAKER RAAGICK

We are bovnd in the Sacred Hoop — humans, the four-legged, the

- living green things. Orbizs within orbits, circles within circles, from the

- - Great Hoop of the universe which, eons ago, dreamed itself meo
eristence, to the blood circles within your oun body,

— Crow Dog

_ “ All medicine arose from one place — the

Z dreams of the shards left within all people by the TH E SP H E RES
f = Pure Ones, whom some call the Creative Ances-
P Lors. Dreamspeakers say that no one Tradition was
\ first, for no Traditions existed when magick came

Just as there was no “first” Tradition, there is

o ¥ into the world. Perhaps those who first mastered no Sphere more important than another. Each
o Life became the Verbena, but many also became belongs to the whole — they cannot be considered
ame ! *na, : also became : z
T . individually withour first considering them as a
Dreamspeakers, Akashic Brothers and members of All | Kby the body of theorsd
- " 1 group. { are colors withun the ¢ O ¢ rain-
o the Celestial Chorus. No one owns medicine any i" Sagl et
7w YOW Serpent.
i ST more than one can own the land. Both are given in TpE W ) .
- - rrust to Awakened and un-Awakened people alike. One hdgure relire_ls_rms t 1:jmmlept of no be-
’ a o) : o L sometimes
To Dreamspeakers, magick and medicine, while similar, are FININIMG GNC.TH0 e A Gy T e
. : ; B called the Hoop and known tu many as the s
not quite the same. Instead, they divide willworking into medicine Dy heel. The circle i AR
e s 4 " ¥ eamanget., ecircle 1s a pertect shape; it gatners
and sorcery. Medicine, with its healing and restorative connota- / ; : pe F
: : . ) all else inside itself. All people, all races, all animals, plants, rocks,
- tions, is the true province of the shaman, Sorcery implies the Y :
= i : . seas and spirits, the wise and the fonlish alike, have their place
=g acquisition of sower for its own ends, regardless of the conse- T : .
- . \ ~ within the circle. Medicine also has its place within the circle.
= quences to the sorcerer or his surroundings. The shamans and their | eibal L di %
S people have nolove for the sorcerer; even if she stands beside them -‘\_mi'-“ all tribal people _-‘t‘lt‘- e a1y uj.\'ukcr ¢ gods and
# spirits from wichin a sacred circle, Ser apart from the world and

in battle, her presenne makes them uncasy A - Zobyd
outside of time, this circle is a place for raising power. Within that

circle, other smaller circles exist, which mages call Spheres. Inter-
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e spokes become one. Call this the
is the world Dreamspeakers sez with
i8ness, and whose nine spokes are the
otich the cenrer of the dream. Within

f meaning. Simple, sn't it!

p .
o cultural haf_kgmm‘lds I-'nr example‘ Et
‘ Spirits' Laughter, is called “the Way of t
4 nholsseenasanagem:ofte]ln ;
Forces is known in Africa g
name, the Odu, cr Sacrgd
< remains unchanged.
Correspondence — The Great Dan
Others speak of Corresponden|
Dreamspeakers sez it us a function of the
thi1‘lg'¢ are imerrvl.aml ancl all things

LW

'|‘ ’ |

dividuals come together to makc upa pcoplc
ations. All are related ro ane another, all a part
are the animals, the spirits, the Umbra and the
he greater whole known as the Tellurian,
gge part to another — and

secher.

.

ty, medicine people call the
d%was never meant to last forever,
. Trees rot, animals die, even stones
vcry ing has some weakness, some vulner-

laughrer of the splg
I3 and all things wi
| g Wear away in time.
ability. Entropy recognizes that decay isnecessary if new things are

sreen Corn

afe with e things of the earth,
here almost as well as cheir birthright,
are theirs 1o touch through an affinity
b Green Corn. The name reminds them
erns of birth, growth, death, decay and re-
: thc:r places m the Grear Circle, and

f‘lr‘:_- toemerge. Only spirits remain eternal and so, asall else falls to fate,
S they laugh,
. Forces — Vbice of the
’ Thuse who live close to the el&ments undertand th
earth, air, fire and water. They b e}
the sacred pipe, given their fle aifl in the Sun Dance, and
3 called the essence of the sacigd#®nes in the yuwipi ceremony.
- Mreamspeakers aparnach the efémenrs in a naniral way, asking the
o B¢ spirits for help and thanking them for their generosity. Even so,
= o . medicine workers who understand the ways of nature can call spon
> b appalling power in need. The Thunderbird does not forget his
-i-:a- friends.

Spirit. A
A% they call g
e thar life ff

most people do not believe that inanimate things havesouls, many
Dreamspeakers see the thing as the spirit within it, forzetting that
an equally strong physical side exists. That stabilizing portion of
the inanimate, called “the Heart of the Rock,” can be controlled
through this potent medicine. Such Arts are controversial among
the shamans, who often consider them an invasion of an item’s
sacred essence. Proponents of this Art point out that Inyan-Sha,
thesacred red rock some call catlinite or pipestone, becomesall the
mare sacred when it allows itself «0 be carved inro medicine pipes.
So long as the spirit inside is honored, the form is unimportant.
Mind — The Dream of the Inner Self
Withaut conscious thought andwillemgdicine pwplecando
nothing to effect the world 2 i
healer to enter her pnnent sth

Mind ;ltill.u huve other applicati§n
Dreamspeaker can enter the Maya bodil
drift into th dream world and lex
power of the Inner Self Art. By

| sImdsofdemOms These creative forces also
difaptprints on the world, footprines filled with what
all “Quintessence. “Becameallshardsmmigmaily

#if energy for medicine work.
ng With Our Brethren
Ouimdm call the Dreamspeakers “Masters of :
shamans themselves prefer to think that they maintai
totheirinvisible kin. Throughdnsnfﬁnity. which g
learn at the beginning of rhejjtrainis
Otherworlds, honor the spi.rits.
the slumbering heart of creatiol
tered” the spirits know nothing o
ties all life rogether and teaches
and all of us are one." Othd s ha -
Dreamspeakers glow with a special radiance when they travel in
the Umbra, even more so than other masters of Spirit co. Perhaps
this glow comes from the purity of their vision, a purity often lost
in modern conceptions of the Ars,
Trm: The Change of the Seasons
[olf%jew the seasons as a cycle, changing again and
warious forms, bur always returning to whar
view time the same way. To the shamans,
depending on where a person is and what
vould call thisa “subjective” versusan “objec-
e. Hold your hand in the fire. How quickly would
e it! Some among the medicine folk believe in the
less time in which everyrhing rhat has heen and
»(a ts. Perhaps we are there even now, and this allows
th the entity we perceive as time,
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SACRED OBJECTS

Dreamspeakers recognize how important ritual objects —
foci — can be when working powerful medicine. Other, more
careless magi mighe regard such objeces as “props,” easily dismissed
and discarded when “enlightenment” sets in. Most Dreamspeakers
would be quick to point out hew wrong such preconceptions can
ke. To a shaman, a ritual object is more than just a concentration
aid: all ohjects have their own spirics, and those inside tradicional
foci have a long and illustrions history of mystic aid. As most
Dreamspeakers will attest, a ritual object used with respect and
reverence makes ordinary medicine more potent than the simple
workings of a lone, proud shaman. I='s never a bad thing to have
help, even if it isn't "rechnically” needed.

Some Nreamspeakers also construct fetishes, items imbued
with spirits, by coaxing new spirits to enter frems. In almost all
cases, suchitems are constructed with the consenc of the spirit, who
SEIVEs N return 1or some sort of payment or out of respect for the
shaman. Although the followiny itsms are commonplace, each
shaman chooses his or her special wols. Odd foci like graffi,
computers, bocks and weapons, while rare, find their way into
modern shamans' rituals, Some Chost Wheels and Centraries
actually prefer rechnological toals ro traditional ones. The times,
as they say, are a-changin’

* Arr: Picrographs have survived from the earliest rimes and
provide one basis for “sympathetic” magick. This is taken to its
greatest heights by the sund paintings of the Dineh (Navajo), the
spirit paintings of the Aborigines and the symbolic deigns of

Alvican shamans.

» Bones and Animal Parts: Many Dreamspeakers use bones
as divinatory aids or fetishes. They also use feathers, fur, teeth,
claws, tails and other parts of animals in order o petiton that spirit
for aid in their workings. These creatures are not sscrificed arbi
trarily. Seme are not killed ac all; many shamans find an animal
that has nccntly died. Those wao are sacrificed know to whar ends
their bodies will be put, and give their approval.

» Circles: The sacred circle, in whatever form it rakes, lies a1
the hearr of many Drcamspeaker workings  part-cularly those
that call for lengthy or commumal rituals, Some circles consist of no
more than a stamped-out dancing place, while others are drawn
with the utmost care.

* Crystals and Other Stones: Though crystals haverecently
gained popularity, their resonant properties and healing powers
have lang been known to Dreamspeakers, Abarigines used ro ser
small crysals into their skin so hey would always have their power
available. The might of the Eaith rests within'all stonessand many
gems are helieved to enhance certain medicines, Small, round
]'L‘l‘}‘ll.‘b. such as the ane Crazy Horse wore behind his ear (which
was n‘pllrn] o profect him from bullets), are seen as :\_'Ill}"\.'l.‘- of the
universe (n miniature and often used in ceremonies designed o
restore wholeness to chat which is broken.

» Elements: Spirit workers sometimes use thz elements as
sacred objects. Such shamans focus their rituals throagh items like
a dish of water, the smoke from lit smudge sticks, incense or
tobacca, a small brazier or fire of sacred wood and a stone, or a
handful of earth or clay.
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* Fluid: Dreamspeakers know the power of water to cleanse
and wash away evil influences. Many also use blood in certain
ceremonies, especially those who practice Voudoun orother tradi-
tional African and Native American rituals. The blood shed often
comes from animals (who have a small amount of blooddrawn from
them) or fram the worker himself, Animal sacrifices (in which the
animalsare killed) are made for anly the most serious undertakings,
as this affecs the animal's spirit 35 well as its body.

® Herbs: Certain herbs and plants are considered sacred, and
their properties can be used to promote healing or clear the mind.
Such plants can be eaten, mixed into brews, sprinkled around the
area or burned.

* Language: Dreamspeakersall learn the true language. of the
spirits, which they call Odu. This is at once both a difficult”
language to master and the easiest to learn. That is because it
conslsts of things that are spoken directly from the heart, truth-
fully, with no intention to deceive, control or manipulate. An
example of such might be, “Hear me, friend Bear, and know that |
honor you. Your strength and wisdom are needed 1o aid me in
healing another. Look into my heart and see my promise to you thar
in return, T will prorect those of your childten whom | encounter
in this life,” The Iwa respect the shaman who can speak to them in
this manner, often allying themselves to her or favoring her with
less thought for whar they themselves gain ourt of the partnership.
They know that they at least gain friendship and respecr.

The Order of Hermes claims to know the “true” language of
spirits, a magickal tongue they call Enochian. Dreamspeakers say to
them, “This is no true language of communication, but one of
command. Be careful lest your controls slip, for you antagonize
many powetful spirits with this playing at speech.”

= Ming-Altering Substances: Spirit workers util:ze drugs in
much the same way Culrists of Ezstasy do: as aids 1o ¢pen them-
selves to greater possibilities. Shamans who employ psychoacrives
range from the Mexican curanders (healers), who consume mas-
siveamounts of fiery liquor, to the Narive American medicine men
who use peyote i their visionquests, to the African wirch doctors
who chew narcotic roots to open their minds to spirit possession.
These drugs aren’t used for kicks; rather, they expand the percep-
tions past ncrmal limits and open the mind into a more receprive
state. Street drugs are considered poisons by the shamans, who
often drag wers into the Umbra for a quick peek at the spirits
nearby. Few surer cures exist for casual drug use than a hard look at
an Addiction Banc.

* Movement and Dance;: Movement can be gentie swaying,
gestures, facial expressions, walking, running, a series of steps
defining a particular patrern, or an actual dance. Dancing may
consist of a spontancous personal dance or a highly stylized and
lengthy traditional affair with appropriate costume, music and
several other participants.

* Music and Song: Another powerful focus, music has the
power to change the emotions as few others do. Rhythmic drum-
ming, the sheking of rattles, chanting, humming and sinzing are all
well-known Dreamspeakers tools, The Celestial Chorus may be-
lieve it knows the song of the One, but medicine people know the
songs of the many.

* Ordexls: Pain, deprivationund dunger are wonderful meth-
ods of focusing the artention on the problem at hand. They alsa
serve as offerings or sacrifices of the body (which is the only thing
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people rruly own) to the spirits and God. Ordeals (whether fasting,
sleeplessness or wounding) can also open the mind of the cae who
suffers, rendering that individual more fit to receive the wisdom or
the aid of the spirits. Sitting Bull knew this, and carved 50 plugs of
skin from his arms hefore the Battle of the Little Bighom,

* Words of Power: Names of things, whether general or
proper names, ere powerful tools in medicine workings, Sha-
mans may call upon spirits by name, seeking their aid, or they
may try to heal sickness by re-naming it us something less
dangerous. Cermin words, often nonsense to athers, are given
to Dreamspeakers by their torem spirits, or come to them in
visions. These words of power are sun to heighten the efficacy
of medicine, as they arc a sort of soul chanr used to artune the
shaman's very essence to her workings.

FANMILIARS AND TOTENAS

Animals and Dreamspeakers have a traditionally close
relationship to cach other. Whether those animals are “simple”
companions, spirit familiars or totem spirit guides, it's a rare
shaman who goes without any kind o animal nearby, Although
hawks, horses, snakes, dogs, wolves, cats or owls make common
companions, any animal that fits the Drcamspeaker, her culrure
and her personality is appropriate.

Most companions come to the shaman's side through an
important episade in her life —un ep sude that should be p.ayed
through as part of the chronicle. They're nor just “cannon
fodder” and should never be run as such by a Dreamspeakerplayer.
Any shaman who treats her companion carelessly will lose it ina
hurry. The Book of Mirrors: The Mage Storyteller's Guide
contains statistics for & variety of animals, as does the Vampire
Players Guide. A Dreamspeaker can buy unusual animal compan-
ions as Allies, although the difficultiss of keeping, say, a rigerin a
downtown apartment are the Storyreller’s province. Details about
familiars and their various ahilities can be found in The Book of

-{'f"_' - Shadows and Ascension’s Right Hand.

i *  Unlike mast willworkers, Dreamspeakers can attract the at-
tention and favor of the totem spirits most shapeshifters revere
(see Werewolf, Axis Mundi and the various Tribebooks). With
the Storyteller’s permission, a Dreamspeaker character may
purchase the Tetem Background. Although this relationship is
special - thesespirits don't often honor a “mere” human with
their nttention it works in abnosi every way like the hand
between a Garou and his chosen parron (Werewolf: The
Apocalypse, pages 113, 259-264). The exceptions are:

* Fach Dreamspeaker must buy her own Totem Background;
there are no “pack rorems” for mages;

® Dreamspeakers cannot learn Gifts. These static powers are
the birthrights of Gaia's chosen, and do not mix with True Magick;

* The Totem's ususl Renown bonus becomes a bonus to any
Social Dice Pool used around Garou. For every point of any form
of Renown, the mage gains one extrz dic for her Pool. If the usual 2
Renown was ane Honor and one Wisdom, the Dreamspeaker
would gain two additional dice.

Totem spirits and animal compenions are connected to
a Dreamepeaker's spirit in an elemental way Those ries
should reflect themselves in the character's personaliry,
her vision and aer name — and names like Gray Falcon, 2/
Spotted Running Wolf or River Rat Smith suggest more
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st the animal beside the mage. There might be some future

thar
signilicance o the chosen campanion, foo. The ‘;pil‘lf.‘n do not send
such aid without a g\'xnf Teason or a 'u.'crth!.-' recipient.

D REAMWALKING

Dreamspeakers also share another importane difference from
cfeir willworking kin: They can enter the Dream Realms in person,
while other human travelers muse arrive through astral magicks.
This talent reflects a primal affinity thac belongs ony to
Dreamspeakers who began their Awakened lives as such, A Virtual
Adept who changes factions cannot leamn this ability, and a
Direamspeaker who joins the Virtual Adepts cannot teach thetrick
that is, he

to his friends. If he euffere a major ;‘.:nnin;m Ll}.l!l\l"u
discards hisold bel efsin favor of anew faith — the talent goes away
forever. He has rejected more than just a magickal faction, Hz has
r('!l’\:':::\_{ the Great Dream, and it rejects hml, o).

Normally, the Maya Dream Realms lie in a Zone between the
varinus Umbral Worlds, marerial realityand the other Zones. Most
explorers can only project their minds, not their bodies, inte this
odd place, alcthough facries can enter and leave as they will (see
Changeling: The Dreaming). Dreamspeaker shamans (and possi-
hly arher shamans, at the Storyteller’s discretion), however, can
walk into the Maya by stepping sideways with .qpirlr 3 medicine.
Findmg your way 1o the Dream Realms usually requires a Wies +
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Enigmas roll, with a difficulty depending on the circumstances.
Once there, the Dreamspeaker is as material as the denizens of the
Realm, who are, in rerurn, as solid as earthly creatures. See Beyond
the Barriers: The Book of Worlds for details about the Maya

Realms and their inhabitants.

THe VIsSIOoN

A Dresmspeaker's Awakening always takes the form of a
dream, a vision (like that of Michael Skyhawk) thar echoes
throughout the rest of his life. deally, a Dreamspesker player
should begin her character durinz a Prelude which involves her
Awakening vision; at the least, che should work ou: with the
Staryteller whar the vision was, when it was and how itaffects her
character’s life today.

For a shaman, this First Dream is more than a story hook —
it’s an Epiphany that changes her entire life, destroys her old self,
and leaves another individual in itsplace. The mentor, the Spheres,
the riruals she knows — all these things are peripheral compared to
the importance of the vision, Without a strong First Dream, a
Dreamspeaker is just another mage; other shamans will quiz her
about her vision, and if she does nor have good answers or insights,
they will dismiss her as a witch. And, political correctness aside,
tribal societies are notoriously hard on witcheraft. In shoet, a vision
is essential. All ather details flow from that event.
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NAeD1cINE (RoTes)

The dream is real my friends. The failure to make
it work is the unrealiry.
— Toni Cade Pambara, The Salt Eaters
Many people mistake the form for the thing
B irself, the outward trapping for the inncr spirit,
Dreamspeakers avoid this mistake through their
| medicine. While they honor the old ways and
remember the steps to the sacred dances, they
prefer to create rituals anew each time they use
them. This doesn't mean that they throw out what
works in favor of innovation; medizine people utilize whatever
works in a given situation, but often personalize their rites, custom-
izing them with clements that rescnate with the energy of the
moment. It dues no good for a would-be shaman to ape the words
and gestures of her teacher; the working must come from her, must
be a part of her, Thus, Dreamspeakars rely on only a handful of
standard rotes (sras they prefer tocall them, rituals), and alter them
as chey see fit, _

Any and &l of the Effects presented under the Spirit Sphere
listing in Mage are common tricks of the Dreamspeaker’s trade,
regardless of the names they might be given in the book. Addi-
tional medicines include:

Spirit Cleak (*® Mind, ** Spirit)

One of the first things a Dreamspeaker learns is how to
dampen the bright glow that surrounds him in the spirit world. By
shiclding his aura and dimming its power, he can pass among the
spirits without rousing an unusual fuss.

[Mind shields the aura, alteringits colors if desired. Sirit Arts
“turn down” tha pawer of the glow, or shift it into another spiritual
spectrum to disguise the Dreamspeaker’s true nature. This has no
effect on his “physical” appearance, but makes him less conspicu-
ous than a shaman normally is an the Umbral paths.|

Trailblazing (= Prime, ®* Spirit)

By laying down a spirit marker, a Dreamspeaker car leave a
trail behind her in the Umbra. The mark, which ofren resembles a
significant sign in the shaman's nat ve culture, glows with a cold
shimmer and resists any arrempt to remove it. The mark does nor
carry into the marerial world in any way, so it’s cffectively invisible
to non-Umbral travelers,

[The trail lasts for one day per success; Prime medicne fuels
the glow. When the duration passes, the sign fades. The ricual itself
is torally coincidental, and confers a zountermagickal block on the
sign to protect it from tampering.|

Dreamery (== or ®ee Correspondence, ** Mind,
aa Spirit)

By conjuring a vision and sending it across grear distances, a
Dreamspeaker can call others for he.p- Most cries involve disturb-
ing and symbolic dreams, but can beas straightforwand as a mental
“HELP” and # location in an emergency. A greater variation
contacts several parties at once.

[Correspandence medicine crosses the distance as per the
Range Chart; Mind passes the visin hetween parties, and Spirit
“addresses” the message with a tace-bond or courier spirit that

leads the target of the ritual back to the shaman. Although it’s fairly
accurate, the Dreamery vision is acceptable enough o pass as
coincidental “psychic phenomena.”|

Nightmare Dance (** Spirit or *** Mind, often with
«+ Correspondence)

An old rrick trom the slavery days allows a Dreamspeaker to
send disturbing dreams against someone with whom she’s dis-
pleased. By drumming up a frenzy and calling upon a Nightmare
spirit, the shaman projects a fearsome image into her target’s
sleeping mind, Whatever dream he might conjure wrns to blood
and evil when the Nightmare Dance inrrudes. While the medicine
isn't deadly in itself, the lack of sleep can be if it coatinues....

|Spirit medicine calls forth the spirit of a Night Tercor or Kid
Fear (see The Book of Warlds) and asks it for a fava?, which it
often performs free of “charge.” The Mind variant agsdirectly into
the subject's mind and lets the Dreamspeaker twist it however she
wants. Withour Correspondence, the shaman has to be nearby to
use this ritual; with it, it’s helpful to keep a rtrirker from rhe
victim — a lock of hair, a doll, a shirt, etc. — as a focus for the
dream. )

[Each nighr the shaman performs the Dance successfully costs
the subject one point of Willpower. When he reaches 0 Willpower,
the poor guy is a nervous wreck, and may be driven to unusual or
irrational acts, Like most dream medicines, these eerie rites are
coincidental.]

Hu]jn‘ Slumber {ooo l..ife, ss gr #eee Mind, ** or
sene Sﬁﬂ[)

By drumming up a trance, the shaman lulls a wounded person
to sleep. During his treatment spirit allies and the Dreamspeaker

herself caress the patient’s wounded body, soul and mind. What-
ever ills the Art can cure are repaired while the subjecr sleeps
peacefully, unaware of the streining shaman who eases his pain.

[Several variations exist A simple Life 3/Mind 2/Spirit 2
ritual cures the body like normal healing magick, and brings good
dreams and positive spirit energy besides. More advanced medi-
cines (Life 3/Mind 4 and/or Spirit 4) are necessary 10 cure mental
illness, spiritual possession or horh. The “acceptability” of this
healing medicine depends on how severe and how obvious the
injurics were and how quickly they were curad ]

Spear of My Fathers (#+ Matter, ### Spirit, ** Prime)

By molding the stuff of the spirit world into solid form, a
shaman can form weapons, tools, bartiers or other useful things,
Although the name given refers to a weapon passed down through
generaticns, variations can create anything the Dreamspeaker has
the time and skill to construct.

|See Mage, pages 187 and 217, for the particulars of the spirit-
to-matter rransmutation. Forming simple objects ix easy; a single
Arete roll at difficulty 6 hancles anything spear-sized or smaller
with no moving or complex parts. Larger or more complicated
objects require extended rolls and possibly the morral skills (Re-
pair, Tecanology, etc.) that it would take to build the item in “real
life.” Like other Umbral medicines, rhis ritual is coincidental, and
i lasts for the usual durarion of a spell.|
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In Memoriam: Matthew Korteling

Here and now

Long and loud

My heart eries out
And the naked bone
Of an ankle says,
“Don’t walk away!"
Reach out your hands
I'm just a step away.
How in the world can 1 wish for this
Newver to be torn apart?
Close to you "ull

The last beat of my heart

Grimmy misses you, my love!

—Krista

Special Thanks to:

Mark “Chainsaw Surgery” Rein®*Hagen, for his delicate

ghost-writing.

Stewart “von Allmen's Express” Wieck, for taking the name

before tying the knot.

Sam “Stricky Buns" Chupp for that sugary, lightheaded

felling he always gets...

Ben “Vexological Economist” Mank, for his scintillaring

lectures on finance.

Sraley “Toasr of the Town" Krause, for jugeling Elric, Sonja
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Blue, and the host of horrors.

Rob “Spoke too Soon™ Hatch, for thinking that he'd put the

games behind him.

Mike "Woody" Krause, a Natural Born Salesman.

Wes “She's not Jamie” Harris, for his True Lies girlfriend.

—Siouxie and the Banshees, "Close to You"

Authors' Special Thanks to:

Jackie Cassada for sharing her insights and proofread-
ing again and again...

Wayne Peacock, my online friend, for keeping me
abreast of Mage developments and sharing his "Edge” with
me

The Wednesday night gaming group (Carla, Beth,
Sherri, Jim, and Tony) for playing through the weeks of
unAwakened mages without powers, which had so much ro
do with how this was written.

Teeuwynn, without whose encouragement I might have
chucked the whole thing and given up writing.
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Between
the Worlds:
Samhaine Eve
(Prelude)

Issues not faced annually at Samhaine

may need to be faced at our ultimate death,

when we might not be strong enough.
— Paddy Slade; Eneyclopedia of White Magic: A Sea-

sonal Guide

Black hair flying about her face, Deborah
stood defiantly before the woman seared in
the old rocking chair. She resented being
dragged here to this old woman's front porch,
where she wasn't even allowed to sit down.
Arion, Thomn and Tanith formed a ring
around her, forcing her into a facé-off with
the crone. What kind of shir was this? The
severe, cold wind at the heart of the Berk-
shires cut through her light jacket. Frowning at the witch
woman's question, Deborah sneered “What do 1 want out
of life? That's a pretty lame question. How about wealth
and power for a start!”

Mather Celene gazed at the younger woman, then slowly
smiled. Neither she nor the others needed heavy coats. Their
powers kept them warm, though the wind soughed through the
evergreens and ratled the windows.

She could read frustration and bravado in the girl's siance,
as well as fear and anticipation. The young ones never guessed
how much she knew just from sensing their hormonal and
chemical balances.

“Be still,” she whispered, “Listen. Look. Tell me what
you hear and see.”

To Mother Celene the vibrant greens, darkening blue sky,
and orange-ved sun that set the clouds afire formed a glorious

-+ Verbena

panorama. The wind, the scritching of branches against her
house, even the soft scrape of Thorn's shoe on the porch step
were clearly audible. Mother Celene waited, hoping Deborah
would conquerher feelings and truly consider the question. If she
didn't, Mother Celene would teach her to understand true pain
and fear.

Deborah decided she’'d had enough of games. Arion
had promised her knowledge and power. Everyone knew he
claimed to be a practicing witch. She should have known
better than to come here with him and his weird friends —
especially on Halloween. She was beginning to get really
uneasy. That always made her angry.

“I' don'thear anything but the wind, which, by the way,
is freezing me to death,” she complained. “I see you, a weird
mountain top, and a grungy old cottage.” She paused for
breath.

“This whole thing was a mistake.” She turned to
Arion, “Take me home now."” Summoning as much author-
ity intoher voice asshe could, she willed him into obedience.
She felt terribly vulnerable. Arion smiled. Thorn raised an
eyebrow; Tanith laughed. Her fear escalated. Halloween:.
Witches. Shit. Why hadn't she realized they wanted her for
a sacrifice!

Mother Celene tapped Deborah on the knee with her
cane. Deborah almost screamed. This couldn’t be happen-
ing.



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

“Who made you God?” Deborah’s anger, and relief at
hearing she was to be raught, not sacrificed, coalesced into
defiance.

“Betterto ask; who could make you a goddess.” Master-
ing her own annoyance, Mother Celene stood and grasped
Deborah’s shoulder.

“Singe you will nor answer my question, I shall tell you
what [ hear and see.”

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

“I hear the wind, yes. But | hear much more besides.
Your blood sings through your veins and pumps through
your heart with a rhythm like the sea crashing on a rocky
shore. Breath rasps through your throatand bellows through
your lungs and rushes out again. | hear eyes blinking, hair
growing, the sounds of food making its way through your
bowels, and perspiration sliding along your body.

| see your shivering. Your eyes change colors and the
pupils dilare in a face pale as milk wirh cheeks reddened by
the wind. Uncertainty, fear, the very life that pumps within
you is clear to me. | know more of you than you could
possibly believe.”

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 it?" the old woman crooned. “That's
because I'm affecting your nerve centers directly. I could as
easily stop your heart or send a blood elot into your brain.”

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

“Please...”" she whispered.

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

Mother Celene lowered her hand and smiled. “Thar
was only a minor working.”

Deborah licked her lips. Shivering, but no longer from
the cold, she asked, “What was that!”

Mother Celene stroked the girl's raven hair while
gazing serenely at the sunset. “That,” she said, “was power!”

. @
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The poetis...asemi-divine figure who by combining magic,
mythology and poetry may significantly influence society.

—M. C. Flannery, Yeats and Magic, the Earlier Works

Teague changed into his bardic costume. He clasped
his deep blue velvet cloak with a silver brooch, picked up
his lap harp and examined his reflection in the mirror. The
clothes and harp looked great. His thin body, pocked face,
brown eyes and long brown hair looked like they always did.
Mundane. He hated himself for being so ordinary. Of
course, he might look a little better were he still healthy.

Stroking a melody from his harp, he cheered himself
with the thought that at least his music wasn't ordinary. He
loved the old Irish and Scottish ballads and songs, and so
did the people at the Renaissance Fair. All summer he
wandered-about the fair singing and telling old stories.
They paid him a little. He made up the rest in tips from the
tourists. He was glad to be playing the special Autumn Fair
they were holding in honor of Halloween. He could use the
money.

As he drove to the fair site, he hummed a tune and
thought about the boy he'd met yesterday. His words still
buzzed in Teague’s brain.

*Why do you waste your energies trying to recapture a
time that is gone? Come with me and I will show you how
~ to make those times come again.”

_ “He'd just stared, dazzled by the boy's good looks and

~flattered the boy had shown an interest in him. But Teague
_had thought about what the boy had said. He wasn’t happy
living in a world where poets and dreamers have no place.
If the boy came to the fair again, Teague knew he'd go with
him, wherever he took him.

Teague was in the middle of “The Elphin Knight”
when he became aware of the boy standing quietly off to his
left. Blond. Gorgeous blue eyes and a smile to die for, How
could he have forgotten his name? Robin. Teague ended
the song before he reached the last verse. The other
fairgoers didn't seem to notice, but Robin smiled. When
everyone else was gone, the boy approached. “Hi again,”
Teague said, and thought to himself, Wonderful opening!
What happened to the great poet? Nerves, he thought.

Robin smiled. “Have you decided?”

“Decided what?” He knew what Robin meant, but -

stalled for time as he tried to sort out his true feelings.

“Please, do not play games. If youwish to know the
truths of the past, if you wish to help make the world what
it could be, you must trust me and come with me now. [ will
not ask again.”

“Give me a few minutes to think about it, okay?”
Teague set his harp down near a maple tree. Just a week or
so ago, the maple had been ablaze with color. Now its
cracked, brown leaves fluttered in the wind. “I 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 trees to clear his head. He knew
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what he wanted to do, but would it be worth the effort!
Somehow, he just couldn’t believe there might be some-
thing better for him elsewhere. On the other hand, how
much longer did he have left?

He didn't see them until the first one grabbed him.
“Meeting another lover boy out here, faggot?” The boy who
held him looked about sixteen. Dirty jeansand a sweatshirt,
greasy hair. The one who'd spoken was older and wore a
black leather jacket. The third held a tire iron. His eyes
fixed on Teague with unforgiving hatred. A girl, probably
no more than fifteen, was twined around Black Leather
Jacket. She grinned as Teague tried to free himself from the
armlock Dirty Jeans had him in. “Why'n’t we do him all the
way!" she said to Tire lron.

“Nah. Let’s make him blow all of us.”

Dirty Jeans shoved him down on the ground. “l ain’tno
fairy,” he said, “and he might have AIDS or something.”
Good guess, thought Teague as he desperately tried to throw
Dirty Jeans off. Black Leather Jacket strode forward and
raised his booted foot. “Hold his hand out,” he com-
manded. Dirty Jeans grasped Teague's right wrist, forcing
his hand onto the leaf-covered dirt. Teague screamed as
Black Leather Jacket stomped on his hand, grinding it
underfoot. He felt the bones shap as white-hot agony raced
up his arm and exploded inside his head. Tire Iron moved
behind him and smashed the heavy bar into his lower back.
Teague vomited up the meat pie he'd had for lunch.

“Son of a bitch!” cried Black Leather Jacket, “The
bastard rolfed on my boots.”

“Kill him!” screamed the girl. Dirty Jeans grabbed his
hair and began pounding a fist into Teague's face. Teague
felt his heart shudder and skip a beat. As he floated toward
unconsciousness, he saw Robin emerge through the trees.
The others, intent on the beating they were giving him,
didn’t notice the slender blond boy. They did notice his
voice.

“In ancient Ireland the person of a bard was inviolate,”
he called clearly, “Release him.”

“Another one. Get him!” screamed the girl.

Then the sound began. As Teague slid into blackness,
he heard a piercing, horrid noise and realized Robin was
singing. His tormentors clutched their ears and fell to their
knees as the raging sound climbed to an unearthly scream.
First one, then another fell into fits as blood poured from
their earsand noses. When all lay still Robin whispered one
word; “Banshee.” -

When he-came to, Teague's head was cradled in
Robin's lap. He blinked several times, but still saw Robin’s
hair, new a brilliant crimson, lifting and thrashing through
the air as though blown by gale winds. Robin noticed his
gaze and said, “Paradox. What 1 did was vulgar magick.
This,” he pointed to his hair, “will stop in a little while.”

Magic? Though he still hurt, Teague felt able to stand.
The throbbing in his hand had lessened. “Watch it,” he said
to Robin, “my blood...l have AIDS.”



“l know." Robin helped him up. “But you don’t have
to.”
Teague looked at those who had beaten him. They
were still breathing, but their faces reflected excruciating
pain. “What about them?” he asked.

“They'll live. Of course, they will never hear again.
The price for failing to hear the cries of those who are
different. Now they themselves will taste that prejudice.
Let's be gone from here. We have a world to remake.”

thing stirred inside him at Robin’s words —
something that hadalways known this time would come —
uncoiled and flexed its power.

“Let’s go,” he said. He linked arms with Robin and
walked away from the fair, hardly noticing that his handfelt
fine. No one noticed their going.

e @ @

We know the sap which courses through the trees as we

know the blood that courses through our veins. We are part of -

the earth and it is part of us.

— Chief Seattle

Jon awakened to the shrilling of the phone.

“Yeah?" he mumbled, trying to make out the time in
his darkéned room. He gave it up as a lost causeand listened
as Frances talked. Damn them. Another section had been
designated for clear-cutting. They'd be'moving people in
for the logging operation in less than three hours. Didn't
those morons realize they were destroying irreplaceable
old-growth forest? They had to know. His group had been
demonstrating on the property for weeks. Some of those trees
must be over two hundred years old! Couldn't they even take a
break for Halloween! K

“Okay, I'll be there in about twenty minutes,” he told
Frances and wearily pulled on the clothes he'd discarded
only four hours ago. He was still exhausted, but running on
the energy his anger prowded He was tired of playing by all
the polite rules.

He went down into the cellar and emerged with the
tools he'd need — a bag of huge nails and spikes and a
couple of sturdy hammers. Spiking the trees in strategic
places somdﬁmes caused injuries to those cutting the trees’
when their power tools hit the spikes. One such accident
was usually enough to deter the cutters or to slow down
work enougl] l:hag: the job became unprofitable. The trees
would survive and the loggers would have to move else-
where.

A mist rose th:ough the trees as the sun burned off the
early morning rain. It q!asstlll drizzling a little. Jon had just
hammered his last spikeintoa magnificentold oak whenhe
eard the shot. He turned to warn Frances and realized her
 body was shd&fdown the tree trunk, trailing a smear of

Blﬂbﬂ h}m;wake Half her head was gone. Looking into
thee eyes of the two men whose rifles now pointed at him, he
~ read the story of his own death there. No doubt it would be
mlatned as an unfortunate hunting accident. He ran.

e — ——

Tearing through the trees, weaying ‘among them and™

praying that he could outd:s;anc‘é"the men on his trail, Jon
misstepped and tumbled down a hill and into a clearing.

Scramblingto'Ris feet and limping onward, he expected_,ﬁa S

be shot in the back at any moment. As he passed the outer
ring of trees surrounding a great ted oak, a strong hand
reached out and pulled him behind a broad beech. His
rescuer was a sinewy, bearded man dressed in jeans and a
flannel shirt. “So, you have come at last I am Jarrol, but
there is time enough to talk later.” With these words, Jarrol
stepped in front of Jon and commanded, “Watch!”

Crashing through the tregs.to'the open hilltop where. _

Jon had lost his balance, the two men paused at the crest of
the hill. One of them looked up as thunder” rumbled"
overhead. The other said, “C'mon. We've gotta,ﬂnd “that
guy. Let's look down there.”

Jarrol called out, “Go away. Tell your bosses this lan@l
is off-limits. Tell them to cur no more trees if they value
their lives."

As the men raised their rifles and took aim, Jarrol
thrust his arms toward the sky. As the bolt of lightning
grounded into the meral of both men's rifles, the accompa-
nying thunder deafened Jon. A

When Jon eame around, he saw that Jarrol had already

carried one of the bodies down the hill to the red oak which =,

formed the center of the grove. Reachmg beyund f\lmJ
Jarrol raised a sickle and slashed the man's throat
oozed from the cut. o

“As you have taken from the hfe of the fmesr. u
shall-return it,” Jarrol intoned. Then be turnéd to ]Ur;,zn
smiled; “Welcome home.” | 8

a0 0 e i

What was blood and darkness in an animal: .~ ¥
Grew in us to soul and continues A v
To seream out loud as soul. And it screams for yoh
— Rainer Maria Rilke, Song of the Women to the Poet

Kamaria closed her eyes and let herself drift along the:

moonpath-in the water. The waxing moon shone down

upon the girl named in her honor. She felt buoyant and
graceful in the water as she never did on land. This late in

- the year, the water was cold, but she reveled in its feel.

Waving her arms through the water, she visualized herself
as she wanted to be. Not a crook-backed, hunched-over
girl, but a tall, straight-limbed beauty. If the moon were
only made of wishes....

Not that she didn't have pretty features. Velvet brown
skin with no blemishes, deep brown eyes with thick, dark
lashes and long, black hair worn in cornrows were her mibst
attractive features; Kamaria had never been accorded the
honor of being tattooed or scarified-like the other girls of
the tribe. 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 giveni her
religious tracts rather than love. While they had always

Prelude i
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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 at the
moon and called out, “Moon, Sister, shine your magical
light down and change the way I am. It's my Halloween
wish. Il want to be a runner. [ want to leap and dance. I want
to be perfected!”

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

“Why what?” she asked.

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

She was suddenly, horribly 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.

“l was just dreaming,” she mumbled. Then she was
angry. And hurt. Nowhere was far enough away that
someone didn't intrude and spoil her magical moments
when she pretended she was normal.

He cocked his head to one side, studying her with a
dignity no thirteen-year-old ought to be able to assume.

“P'msorry.1didi't mean to anger you. [ thought I could
help.”

“How?!" She fiddled with the robe’s sash as if she could
distract attention from her hump that way.

“You were invoking Luna, weren’t you? You know,
goddess of the moon, patron of lycanthropes and
shapeshifters?” He looked quite serious and she found
herself responding to his lack of comment on her awkward-
ness or deformity. She even smiled a little.

“Yes, I guess | was,” she confessed.

“Then you'd like to learn how to change yourself? Did
you really mean it when you said you were seeking perfec-
tion?” His eyes picked up the moon’s glow. She took a step
backward, suddenly not sure if she liked this chance meet-
ing by moonlight. Her African heritage called out to her,
whispering of demons and shapechangers. Her longing
held her from running from this strange boy with the moon-
bright eyes.

“I want to be healed,” she said, and realized she was
crying.

He came to her and placed his hand on her rwisted
flesh. “Whatever you can visualize, you can do,” he said
gently.

As he spoke, he changed. The sweet-faced boy was
now-an-older, sweet-faced woman whose eyes welcomed
her.



“Come with me. You have a lot to learn, but you will
find healing — and perfection.”

Black hand clasped in white, the moon sisters left the
sacred pool.

L'am purified and free.

And 1 will not allow you to ignore me.

I have brought you a gift.

[tis all I have but itis yours.

My name is “I am living." I am here.

— Anna Lee Walters, Pawnee-Otoe, “I Have Bowed
Before the Sun”

It never stops, he thought wearily as the truck full of
young men roared by. Those inside it screamed with laugh-
ter as a bottle smashed into the dirt a few feet aheéad of him.
Damn fools! They should know better than to do this when
tourists were crawling all over the rez: Or maybe that's what
caused it, he thought. They keep us drinking and doing drugs
or gambling. Half the tribe is ready to sell our sacred ground to
the developers and the other half can’t stand up straight for all the
poisons in_their bodies. Our children die from lack of basic
medical care, but the tourists come to see the dances and our
“Great Indian Heritage” every year. They never seemed to
see the squalor, just the feathers and beadwork.

Like that young redhead going into the souvenir shop.
She was probably on vacation, seeing the sights and patting
herself on the back for basking in all this “Native American
Culture!” Harvest festival, hell. They didn’t even have a
harvest — they were just trying to cash in on Halloween.

Grieving for a time he had never known, Takoda raged
at his own lack of power. At school, he had done well
enough to qualify for pre-med, but lack of money or a
scholarship closed the door to medical school. The spirit
within him was silent; Takoda could not be like his grand-
father, a medicine man.

His grandfather had tried to train him, but Takoda just
couldn’t see or hear the spirits. On his vision quest, all he
saw were mental images of food and water. He tried to tell
his grandfather that he “felt” the wrongness in people when
they were sick or hurt, but he had no talent for telling which
spirit had brought about the disharmony. Kohana had been
a great man, the last great shaman of his tribe. He never
berated Takeda, but the sadness in his eyes spoke clearly
enough. Now the old man was dead and Takeda wondered
why he stayed here.

Brakes squealed and a woman's scream was cut short by
a crash. He ran toward the sound. The shrill, hysterical
screams of a small child rose above the tinkle of breaking
ghss The truck that! had held the youngmen lay on itsside.
Several groaning figures moved nearby. A small car, half

‘buried by the truck, was buckled into an accordion shape.
One door was open and a little blond girl lay on the ground,
“screaming. He could see the bone protruding through her
arm. A blond woman was trapped behind the wheel,

pinned in place by the front of her small‘car. Other people
were running toward the scene.

Takoda had the urge to just stop and let others deal
with things: What could he do that they couldn’t? Then he
thoved to help. Most of the young men seemed shaken up,
but not badly hurt. The gods protect those too drunk to feel
pain, he thought. He turned toward the mother and child.
Aside from her broken arm, the child looked fine. Then his
eyes met those of the child’s mother and he felther painand
fear. She was going to die, and she kneéw it. Painfully, she
stretched her hand out to him, an instinctive gesture that
said, “Don’t let me die alone.” He reached for her hand,
anger and helplessness washing through him, but there was
another, smaller hand in the way. _

The redhead he had seen entering the shop gently
moved herself between him and the woman. She turned to
look at him, green eyes filled with arrogant command.

“Get a crowbar or something and get her our of here,”
she snapped.

“Uh...it won't do any good,” he whispered fiercely,
trying to keep the woman from hearing him. “She’s not
going to make it. Especially if we start trying to move her
around. Let her die with some dignity.”

“She won’t die, if you'll just get to work and let me do
the same. | don’t have time to argue with you, Just do it!™
She turned back to the woman, clasped her hand and said,
“Now just relax. You're not going to die. You feel cold from.
the shock. You aren’t bleeding as badly as \,rnu'think. Head
injuries always look worse than they are.’

Wondering if he could have mmudged the extent of
the woman's injuries, Takoda called for help.

For the next hour, he'watched the redhead md mar-
veled as the garage crew twisted and pulled at the wreckage.
The ambulance arrived. They took the child to the county
hospital, but agreed that Takoda could bring the woman in
whenever she was freed.

At last the crew lifted the woman from the car, reveal-
inga long scratch down her right leg. The head injury the
redhead had treated could hardly be seen. He helped her
move to his grandfather’s old car which was parked nearby.

- The redhead tapped him on the shoulder as he was getting

in and said, “I'll meet you at the hospital.”

She came up to him in the waiting room. “You're
Takoda, right?”

He wondered where she’'d heard his name. “Yeah.
Who are you?”

“I'm an old friend of your grandfather’s. He told mea
lot about you. I wa.ssorry to hear of his death. My name is
Sarah, by the way.’ .

“He never mentioned you to me...” he began. '

“But then, he wouldn't,” she finished. “Let’s go for a
drive. I think you have some questions and I may have the
answers you're looking for.”

“Where do you want to go?” he asked.

Prelude 9
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“Somewhere | can tell you about healers who don't
have to be doctors or medicine 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 to
simulate humility.

“That’s why I'm here. But I won't 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.”

1 was right, she is arrogant, he thought. But she has true
power and she thinks she can teach me. With grim determina-
tion he said, “I won't fail, but you'd better be damn good.”

God is alive. Magic is afoot. ..

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

Magic is alive. The Goddess is afoot. ..

— several thousand Goddess worshippers

Aileen ran from the cemetery, the wind drying her
tears. Behind her she could hear the voices of shocked
mourners as her father called after her. Kathy was dead. Her
twin; her sister. Confidante and other half. Murdered. So
Kathy had sneaked out and gone to a dance club. Big deal.
Was dancing such a sin that she had to pay with her life?

Aileen had often questioned the strict rules which
guided her family’s life, but she had never before examined
her beliefs. Had Kathy “flaunted” herself? Was she “asking
for it” when she wore a short skirt and high heels? Nobody
deserved what had happened to Kathy. Mutilated, raped,
murdered — wearing high heels just didn't qualify as a
reason for that.

Her parents tried to explain: Kathy had made herself a
brazen woman. Though they grieved for her, she had not
been pure when she died and had lost her place as one of the
chosen. Somehow, Aileen just couldn’t believe in a God
who only had room for a chosen few, or one who repaid a
minor transgression with cruelty and death.

She kept walking, net really noticing where she was
going until she reached the park. She almost left when she
saw the women gathered there. Some of them looked like
dykes. Others were dressed in skirts and peasant blouses.
One was wearing a robe and some sort of silver moon tiara.
They were dancing and singing, thanking the Goddess for
all her blessings.

Yeah, thanks for nothing, she thought. She watched the
women moving ina circle dance and tried not to cry. She
suppressed the urge to jump into the circle and scream.
Laying her forehead against a nearby tree, she tried to
steady her breathing. When someone touched her arm she
screamed and jumped back.

“Don’t touch me,” she snarled.



The woman with the tiara studied her tear-streaked
face and nodded.

“Would you like to join us?” she asked. “We're about to
have cider and cakes. You'd be welcome, sister.”

Aileen lost it at the word “sister.” The strange woman
pulled her into an embrace and let her cry for a minute,
then stepped back and said, “Pain shared is pain dimin-
ished. Let us help you.”

Aileen allowed herself to be seated in their circle. She
drank cider and ate a morsel of cake. She listened to them
talk and haltingly told them her story. Their sympathy
helped some, and she realized she was enjoying their
company. As they packed up to leave the park, Stargazer,
their high priestess, took her moon circlet off and handed
it to Aileen along with a card.

“Here. You look like you need this,” she said, “and
here’s my card. If you need me, just call — any time. The
Goddess doesn't stick to office hours.”

Sherealized how late ithad gotten as she walked home,
The gaily costumed children who had thronged the streets
were long gone, greedily counting their Halloween spoils.
As the dark closed in, she walked faster, trying to keep to
well-lighted streets. A BMW driven by a handsome, well-
dressed young man pulled up next to her. He rolled the
window down and said, “Miss, you shouldn't be out so late
allalone. Can I give youa ride home?” She looked him over.
Short hair, dark blue blazer, a ready smile that showed his
braces; he looked okay. At the farend of the block a grizzled
man in a long coat stepped outof an alleyway and stared at
her blearily, “Thanks,” she said. When she was settled in,
he pulled away from the curb. Then he snapped the door
locks shut and pointed a gun at her.

“Just be cool,” he ordered, “and you won’t get hurt.” He
turned down a dark alleyway while she sat frozen, fear and
shock whispering through her. He opened his door as the
car rolled to a stop and grabbing her arm, pulled her across

the seat toward him. “Get out, bitch. Don’t make me use
this on you,” he said, raising the gun slightly. She almost
gave in. Then she remembered the strange abrasions the
coroner had found on Kathy's body, bite marks which could
have come from someone wearing braces! As he pulled her
around and opened the trunk of the car, she screamed and
turned in his arms, biting and scratching. He yowled as she
chomped down on his thumb, then dropped her as she
slammed the trunk lid on his other hand, the one with the
gun. She ran as he struggled to pull his hand free. That was
when she realized she still had his thumb in her mouth.

When she finished retching, she carefully picked up
his thumb, wrapped it in her scarf, and ran the rest of the
way home. Her father looked up from the television as she
slammed the door behind her. Her mother emerged from
the kitchen. Her mother's look of horror told her that the
man’s blood had drenched her face and chin.

Her father came over to her. She thought he was going
to wrap his arms around her and hug her. The open-handed
blow to her cheek rocked her backwards. She stared at him
in horror. :

“In the name of God, what did you think you were
doing today? You embarrassed both me and your motherin
front of every friend we have. My boss was there. He thinks
I have a lunatic for a daughter!”

Staring at the bruise on her mother’s face which

matched the one she would have, she backed to the door.

“Maybe he’s right,” she said, slipping outside. “Maybe-
that's exactly what [ am.” She slammed the door behind her
and ignored his frantic shout as he called afterher. Pulling
Stargazer’s card from her purse, Aileen brandished the
severed thumb in the air.

“A Lunatic. Goddess nut. You betcha. About damn
time.”

Prelude 11






Birth Cry:

inter Solstice
(Infroduction)

Sure as the cock crows at mom

The world in stillness keeps

The secret of babes to be born

— Loreena McKennitr, “Courtyard Lullaby”

Deborah awoke in darkness. Naked. Tied.
T]]l.' Ll‘lll }‘Ll_\l.‘\l uover IlL_] l‘l1LI\_. Il-”'l.li_'““"l.,‘_’.
her nipples and raising goosebumps on her
skin. Where the hell was she?

The gag cut into Teague’s mouth as his
head sagged forward. His hands weren't

asleep, they were tied. He hardly noticed the

cold. He always seemed to be cold these days.
e @ L
Jon was pissed off. Trust me, he says. Now here I am
trussed up like a Christmas turkey. Jon silenced his breathing
for a moment and heard distant chanting.

The blindfold bothered Kamaria, thar 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 back this way?

Takodarasted the remains of the drug in his mouth. He
tested his bonds and worked atthe gag. He was t'!'rc:m;_;. Did
| fail somehow? Am | unfit? Oris 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
Lo scream.

A sliver of light penetrated the blindfolds as others
entered the shed. A woman's voice announced, “You are
here for our Winrer 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
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stared at a circle of lighted whire candles surrounding
gnarled tree. A woman dressed in white stood beside 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 to each 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 circler.

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 motioned
for them all to come forward.

Hours later, cramped and frozen, they stirred. The
lamb which had struggled to be born turned to 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 kitchen. The feast was ready

s @ @»

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

“Do anyof you know why we just did what we did?" she
asked.

“Do 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.”
Teague nodded art the priestess. “I've heard that wisdom
comes with listening. So..." he smiled, hoping she wouldn't
be offended.

“Birth isa miracle,” she replied. “It is the beginning of

anew life. There is joy at such a beginning, but there isalso
pain and blood, tears, perspiration. The fluids of life. We
can never know joy without sorrow, pleasure without pain,
for one completes the other.

Each new life brings us another chance rto attain
Ascension. Each of you is a new child who holds the future
of our Tradition in your hands. You have come from the
womb where you were silent, blind, naked and tied to 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 who first found you and brought you to
us are here,” she answered. “I am Rhianna Flamedancer. |

Verbena

L

shall be your teacher in the days to come. Do not worry. You
will see your other friends again.”

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

Rhianna studied the younger woman. “I see. You're
one of Mother Celene's?”

“She says she’s the head witch, if that's what 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 heard herself say before she knew
she was going to speak, “l ‘moondance’ as you call it. My
sisters care about 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 backzround on who we are and what we're about.
We'll ralk after dinner.”

Nature was changeable when the world was young and
magic stll 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, goddess freaks, and
probably 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, but we are something
else independent of and beyond those realities. Some
Verbena honor the Goddess, but not all Goddess waorship-
persare Verbena. And some Goddess worshippers might be
surprised by how literally and savagely the Verbena among
them believe in the old ways.

We most definitely 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.
Nonetheless, fools throughout history have insisted upon
linking nature religions and magick with devil worship.
Arguing with such ignorance is useless. | 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 adopt. We are the light and the darkness,
the sacred within the carnal. We accept the agony inherent
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in the ecstatic and we welcome the great cycle. We know a
the wheel will turn from birth to death to birth again. &)
~ A - ]
Standing beneath the branches of our World Tree, we are li
- . L
the seeds from which new trees will grow. We are gardeners &
'
who water the roots and prune the branches that wither. i
. - = LY
We are the tree itself, each of us a root, trunk, branch, leat 3
i L s
or fruit. We are Life. ]
I'he Verbena are one of nine magickal Traditions. But ::'
only we hold the true knowledge of the nature of magick ‘]
: B,
and reality. Through that knowledge, we can mold reality, g
f : -
changing the world and ourselves. The word ‘impossible -
does not exist for us. The other Traditions are joined with r_:'
us because they, like we, do not accept the limitations !
imposed on us by the current consensual reality. While we .
do not always agree with one another, we do agree that we )
= -
must stand against the evils of the Technocracy. )
b,
Paternalistic religions that declare women evil and i
strip us of power over our lives or bodies; the Inguisition; 0
those who ushered in the Industrial Revolution with its !
L}
brutal labor conditions and deadly smoke; those wha pol- 1
lute our rivers, contaminate our land, denude our forests; b,
L
the warmongers; and the drug dealers — all are our en- e,
emies. Consider how alienated most people are from their it
bodies, how their minds are wrapped about with scientific .
h . - L
gibberish disguised as ultimate truth. All this can be laid at n,
the feet of the Technocracy. They would enslave us all to i
3 FRY . s B ']
a static world ruled by their ‘scientific laws.' Every day we P
work to liberate the world from the constraints of their -
worldview. !
1]
You must fight them by Awakening. Each of youhasan o
Avatar, an inner self. When you become aware of and o3
; . R s
interact with that Avatar, you are Awakened. You can use f'
your Avatar to learn magick. Sleepers, the majority of «
people in the world, are those who are unaware of their -
. 0y
Avatars. We want to Awaken them all. That is Ascension. B
It is perfecting your understanding of the all. When some- e
one reaches Ascension, everyone has a better chance of 4]
y - : : 0
Ascending. Our lives are a journey we take to perfect -
Ll
ourselves. v
o
Most Verbena undermine the Technocracy quietly, -
rather than force outright battles. We do not use the flash ’,_:‘
and bluster other Traditions embrace, but work subtly with '
s "
the very essence of Life. Small changes grow and spread 5
until they become the norm. The wheel turns. We survive "
" 2
and adapt, incorporate, and prevail. o
L.
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Verbena? Don't call me Verbena, boy. We could've just as 4

easily been called Damiana, or Motherwort, or Valerian. \

' e . h

Verbena is an herb that causes you to sweat and throw up. If you Ei
must call me something, call me Adept, or Wyckcae, or &
Aeduna. Or just shut up and save your sweet words for someone -
. LLY
who gives a damn. o

. ) .

— Sam Haine, Verbena Master ]

4]

o

|.

o
Talien grinned and motioned the new ap- I'll start by telling you I'm called Talien. That’s not my o
prentices to enter his jumbled bedroom and real name, but then, names have power. Don't give your Ky

* " b

find seats on the bed, floor, or at the com- name away lightly. !

puter table. “Yes, Obi-Wan,” joked Teague. I:

]

“Actually, Verbena is the Larin name “You have a computer?” Jon asked. "

for Vervain. Romans used it to consecrate Yeah, why not? | use it to organize my Book of &

their temples. It was an ingredient in love  Shadows, such as it is, and to keep my historical facts -
potions and a supposed deterrent to witches.  gerajght. Did you know there’s a pagan BBS on the net? A u

The Christians thought it was used tostaunch lot of us black sheep like to get together in our own virtual e

Christ’s wounds as he hung on the cross. Verbena isn't rare reality and reclaim a few of the old Mythic Threads. n,
£ it's pretty plai 4 yeople y StOTyY e "L 7 : ]
}““1 it ‘II‘“;T\. plain looking, li‘l” people Ilhr“t“.‘wl“"{‘ history Black sheep?” Kamaria looked interested. -

wave relied on it as a cure-all, a miracle plant. Since we et : v

: : Yeah. Technopagans, like me. Most of the others v
always get tagged as healers or herbalists, the name seemed : , , . ; L.
: : i don’t consider me a true Verbena. They're convinced I'm -

appropriate. It doesn't work for everything, by the way. At , : !
; ; : an undercover Virtual Adept spying on them. But they %

least, not since the Technocracy took over. . 4
certainly don't mind how organized | am, and they let me o]

: g : : n

teach history. That's my real function. I'm a bard, a .'

loremaster.” -

.1
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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 Mother. You may not have
noticed yet, but the days are lengthening and spring is near.
The Celts used to honor Brigit, goddess of fire, fertility and
poetry at this time of year.

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

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

e .‘_'i-‘-_L-.- a0 .:.-'-L“. o v

y 2 02 - ey

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

We Verbena are the oldest Tradition. The
Dreamspeakers 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 Bodhisattva-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 across Africa, Central America, Europe and
Asia, came those who today follow the pathof shapeshifting
through 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 eyes.
— W. B. Yeats, “The Catand the Moon”
She stretched her ripplingmusclesand stood,
jaws gaping as she caught their scent on the wind.
They would be here soon, tracking her.
Beastwoman they called her. Man-eater. Pan-
ther-goddess. Still, for all their cleverness, they did not know
which woman she might be. She enteved the sliding shadows of
the jungle. Her green-gold eyes changed as her dark-vision found
focus. The purity of her grace, her insistent hunger, and the
thrill-fear of the hunt merged into an ecstatic whole. I am the
divine huntress, her inner voice said, and we are one. The blood
which caked her jaws bespoke the primordial, carnal nature 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
hurt her sensitive ears. Annoyed, she clawed at the branch.

As the chief tracker stopped and examined the claw marks
on the slanted branch, she focused her will and began the
transformation. By the time twa of the warriors begeam climhbing
the tree, spears thrust before them, she was a glovious flash of
color ascending on 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
riverwith the other women. She stood tall, lithe and proud, while
her changing eyes laughed.

. & 9

“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 wanted to scream. My perfect
panther body, my wings, they are gone! I am here, alone. I 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. But his eyes spoke to hers and said,
“I know you, 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 this another time.”

Kamaria nodded, touched by her kindness.

Takoda stared at her. She had a vision, he thought. Does
she know how lucky she is?

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

Jon glared at Deborah. “Were you bomn a bitch or did
you have to take lessons!”" he asked. Teague strummed a
note on his harp and said, “To continue...?
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The Roots 4
| heard an old voice say "':
‘Don’t go far from the land :'5.

The seasons have their way -

No mortal can understand.’ .-{

— Loreena McKennirt, “Courtyard Lullaby” '-'
“To continue. From the blending of Pure Ones and i
humanity came the Wyck. The Wyck, who could bend fate "
and shape life to their choosing, were the first, Primordial .,
Verbena. Grear shaman who needed neither food nor o
sleep, who didn't know death, and who could heal afflic- r-:
tions with a touch, the Wyck often wandered intoa human )
encampment, stayed a few days, and left again to live apart. u
[t was said that those who crossed them died soon thereaf- _-:_
ter. Verbena tradition holds that the Wyck brought the 7.
gifts of fire, planting, wine, calendars and even written 'T'
language to humanity... o
In the civilizations of Sumer and Egypt, and later in f
Athens, Rome and Constantinople, fertility religions arose. !:
Known as mystery cults, most had similar stories or com- o
mon threads. These stories told of life, death, and rebirth or :‘.
renewal which bespoke a kind of immortality. In Egypr, Isis 3
gathered the severed parts of Osiris to restore him to life; in ]
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- g
flowing drink led to an inevitable “re-creation.” Children -
born nine months after these revels were considered to be ;
under Dionysus' special blessing. <
[ spoke of Demeter and Persephone’s story that ex- A
plained the renewal of Spring. The Romans honored Cybele, Y t
a fertility goddess associated with the moon, change and :
flux. She had three aspects — Maiden, Mother and Hag — -
and her counterpart, the god, changed as well. He won the ,,:
hand of the Maiden and became her consort, then was F:
sacrificed and his body laid out by the Hag. Finally, he was A
reborn as a son to the Mother from his union with the b
Maiden. In those days magick was not yet confined, so who ':_
is to say the stories were not true, the god-beings not real? b
Who is to say that sacrifices made to those gods in times of L
scarcity did not work some sympathetic magick to bring '.
back the sun from its winter sleep or revitalize the earth W
with living blood!? ':
. 9 :_

She crumbled the clods of earth between her fingers and ?
looked up at the elder. The people stood patiently, just at the i
edges of the field. Holding their pouches of seeds and their h,
planting sticks, they awaited the decision of the priestesses. !-;
The elder extended a hand and helped her stand. "You :‘f.
know what must be,” she said. -
The younger woman nodded her head, and they walked b
back to the pmpie. I:
“Not today,” the elder said, motioning them to disperse. o

:-“

Chapter One 19 -

T DART L 1Y e DT TET AT N e Dt o S L R e U L



= i T

- -
e e ]

L

~3 ot -

e e

e

&

HrS !:J"'4_ w

Tonp vy

A

4 s

LY e W

iz

g WS

R

e T Ty A

=

L iyt W ey L

B sk

i .:‘—'-i.:-

w AL

. L A T Lo et I g WG M T o g S G W T TSR R Y il 0 S

B B TR0 W Tl oo T P W

5 Tilting her head back to gaze at the clear blue sky, the I >y

younger priestess made a quick prayer to the Goddess to send /

rain. The land had lain without moisture for far too long. rd
yd

/ / ;
Usually the spring rains came early. This year, no clouds had / / &
; /
7

covered the sky all spring. Grass and trees, bushes and the few

almost exhausted the few, weak streams and ponds nearby.
. 5 ; Ve A
They would need to know soon if they had to abandon their home / / 2

and search for a new one.

crops that began to bud were all brown and withering. They had Vi / /

The chieftain stood a little apart. He waited until his people
had gone, then turned to the elder priestess.

“Mother?"

“Something has upset the balance,” she replied, “We have
been too greedy. We have not given thanks to the Mother, and
we have been lazy.”

Henodded. “1will tell them that we must all go without food
and water today. Perhaps the Mother will hear our plea.”

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

“He is your son.” she replied.

“And a good husband to you,” the elder woman continued.

“l will always honor him.” The elder searched the younger
woman'’s face for signs of her feelings. When she was satisfied
that the sadness she found was matched by determination, they
returned to the village.

Though they had eaten and drunk nothing throughout the
day, priestess and chieftain celebrated the Mother's love that
night. She clasped him to her, running her hands along his
muscled body, tasting 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
within her, she pulled forth the ritual knife and slashed once, then
agamn.

The young priestess rose. Clad only in her long, brown hair
and her husband's blood, she grasped the bowl which had caught
most of the hot blood and ran to the fields. Reverently, she
danced and sprinkled the blood over the lifeless ground. Over the
stony earth she passed and sang and screamed her pain.

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

e @ @

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 put a
comforting arm around her.

“I...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 it worked.”

“Hey, you 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
a dream, but not a dream.”

“A vision," said Takoda.

Jon stared at Deborah, silently daring her to say any-
thing more, but she gave him a superior smile and leaned
back.

“Don't be too surprised at your reactions,” soothed
Talien. “You may be beginning to commune with your
Avatars and get glimpses of a sort of universal shared
consciousness, or you may be experiencing your past lives."”

“Reincarnation?” asked Aileen.

“Why not? Not too long ago, you didn't believe in
magick either. Also, don’t underestimate the power of a
true bard. There are certain harmonic frequencies and
voice tones which can cause visions or hypnotize a recep-
tive subject.” Takoda sar forward attentively.

The Shaping of the
Tree

With one wish we wake the will

Within wisdom.

— Dead Can Dance, “Song of Sophia”

“We were talking about fertility religions. Similar
themes can be found in the old religions of India, Central
America, and North America.” Talien glanced at Takoda.
“Your Mother Earth, Father Sky, and Rainbow Woman, to
name a few, are all part of the same pattern. What is a rain
dance but a fertility rite! Who is the Mayan maize god but
the Corn King, the consort of the Goddess!?

The Wyck raised their children to follow the path of
the Pure Ones. These mages, whom the Tradition called
Aeduna, were the priestesses and priests of their cultures.
They were counsellors, midwives, healers, apothecaries,
astrologers, record-keepers, arbiters and philosophers: they
argued with Socrates and established the secret Bacchana-
lian blood cults and the Eleusinian mysteries. Through
their position in society, they held political as well as social
power, and their mystical abilities enabled them to influ-
ence long-term policy. Since royal blood was traced from
mother to child, and the Aeduna were the record-keepers,
they were able to prune a royal family tree ordirect its seed
in a profitable direction.

At some point, the Dreamspeakers split from the
Verbena. Where we saw Life to be revered in all things,
Dreamspeakers saw the spirits of the natural and supranatural
wortld. Those of us among the Verbena who pray to the
Goddess pray to our inner vision of the creative and
destructive force of the Tellurian. When we use the Sphere
of Life, we manipulate the energies inherent in all living
things. To Dreamspeakers, the Goddess is but a greater
spirit and the life within living things proves that each is
inhabited by a spirit. It's a subtle difference, but an impor-
tant one.
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Most Native Americans follow the way of the
Dreamspeakers. Almost all end up as shaman, medicine
men, or witch doctors. All of them have one thing in
common — they deal with the spirit world. Before the
Inquisition, the differences between Verbena and
Dreamspeaker were not always apparent, and even today,
there are strong ties between the two Trad:tions.

During the early dark ages, the Acduna became wan-
derers, their old remples and ancient knowledge lost, their
political clout dwindled. They began teaching anyone who
had the barest glimmerof the Blood, spreading their knowl-
edze and wisdom through a runic system that served as a
guide for mnemonic enhancement. Despite these runes,
most knowledge was handed down orally through
lorekeepers.

Several Wyck had spent much time in what would
later become Scandinavia. During the Norse, Saxon and
Angle invasions of the area now known as France and
Britain, the Verbena's ancient Wyck roots were nourished
as Viking and Celtic beliefs, rituals, stories and practices
merged. This mingling began long before the invasions
themselves; during the Roman occupation, many Aeduna
crossed the seas on both sides. When the cultures them-
selves crossed swords, long after the Romans had gone, the
roots of our Tradition were watered with blood...”

The sea lashed the coast, raging at the cliffs it could not
climb. He stood at the end of the promontory waiting for
inspiration. They would come soon. He must be ready. The
warriors were adorned. The rites had been performed. Weapons
lay close at hand. All was in readiness except for him.

Gray skies lowered over him, flowing with the brisk, cold
wind. The smell of the coming storm overpowered the scents of
salt spray and sea wrack. He pulled his mantle closer and began
to chant.

The gray standing stones which served to tell of the move-
ments of the stars towered over him. The wind whipped and
thrashed about them, and whispered incantations in its sighing
voice. Head bowed, he stood beneath the capstone in the center
of the circle. Leaves blew around him and soft rain pattered on
his head as thunder grumbled distantly.

“I hear you, old ones," he said quietly. "I know your secret
names and the patterns of your growing. I have learned the
ancient lore and the wisdom of my elders. I have studied the
battles and memorized the verses. Why can [ not make my own?
They all depend on me, now. The old ones are all gone. The last
of the great druids has surrendered to death and I am the only
lorekeeper for my people. | am the last.”

The young bard wept for a dying world, but when he came
down from the sacred stones, he smiled and touched the war-
riors' shoulders in reassurance. Moving to the king, the bard
blessed him. They were ready. From across the hills, they could
hear the enemy marching, clashing swords on shields as they
moved forward in their ordered rows.
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" like yourattitude, girl. Lay your tongue on me again and you
a . z : . i3

i just might find you've caught hold of a panther. Fair
:; warning.”

3 Jon looked both surprised and pleased.
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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
bard's verses was sufficient to cause the other to surrender or
agree to a truce without a battle . These cowardly Romans did not
know enough to send their own bard to meet him, so the
challenges could not be given properly. They lacked knowledge
of the old ways and profaned the ground upon which they
walked. The verses he hurled at 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 Aeduna.

Into our hands Life has been given.

We, who know the seasons.

We, who guard the secrets.

Our learning is as old as earth and sea.

We are fire and water, earth and air.

Owur blood is of the sacred Blood of the Wyckeae.

We shall spill blood this day, ours and owr enemy’s.

”f:u Jd

Blood which is water

Water in the ocean

Ocean-birthed life

Life that lives

In blood.

His ecstasy ended as the short, broad sword pierced his
heanrt.

e @& @

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.

“I will be,"” Takoda breathed, so quietly that no one
heard his wistful longing.

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

e & @

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 Deborah.

Kamaria continued, “1 said, do you know what? [ don't
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Talien stood up, “Enough.” he said. “We have things
to do. If you have difficulties with one another, leave them
outside this room...

The Melding of the Arts

Trees so tall and p'miul'

Forest so grand

How much longer will they stand

Will 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 with new.
Hermeric influences from Rome and Greece and the highly
ordered Qabbalistic influences of the Hebrew peoples
merged with the Verbena craft.

The result of this exchange of wisdom was that the

Aeduna and the Wyck merged to form the Wyckcae of

Italy, Spain, the Holy Roman Empire, France, Britain and
Ireland. All across the land the shared wisdom of the runes,
the forms, the spells, the charms that 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
changed and adapted to new environments. We developed
several disciplines of magic, which would later be called
‘Spheres:' Forces, Matter, Mind, Prime, and Correspon-
dence were all important, but we were mostconcerned with
Life, for without Life, none of the others are possible.”

.« ° @

The tree towered above him, its gnarled roots trailing down the
embankment like grasping fingers. He washed himself in the clear
pool that fed its roots. He lay back in the shallow water and gazed
at the entertwining branches overhead. They stretched and yearned
in all divections. Absently, he picked up an acorn which had fallen
into the pool and thought, “I have not felt this young in many
seasons.”

When he felt cleansed and at one with the world, he stepped
from the pool. The attendants were there to drape soft cloth about
his body. A simple robe was all he needed. He held the acom as he
walked toward the sacred grove, weighing its life potential. Smiling,
he let it drop, whispered “May you arise to shade my son,” and
entered the grove.

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

In the center of the circle, the great oak, lifetree of the tribe,
held reign. At the tree's foot a young man, strong-limbed and
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handsome, thrashed in the throes of fever and cried out as the
wise ones came near.

He knelt down beside the young man and placed a hand
upon his brow. “Be still, 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 until 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 van down,
spattering the wise ones, the tree and his son. As the blackness
took him, he thought he saw a golden light streaming from his
own body to the body of his son. Content that his sacrifice would
be enough, he whispered one word; “Awaken.”

. @& @

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

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

“So why aren’t you screaming like everybody else?”
Deborah asked. Takoda scowled at her. “Do you never
think of anything but pain?” he asked. She looked away.

“I was a willing sacrifice. Somehow, | was transferring
my life to my son, who was dying. But it was symbolic too.”

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

“Do not,"” said Takoda. “The vision is yours. You 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 personality clashes, and no one but a fool gives
away all her secrets. That said, let’s continue...

The Burning

When will [ 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 split off

and formed the other Circles. One such, the Twisters of
Fate, were a radical fundamentalist group that went back to
the Tradition’s Primordial roots. They had help from a
Wyck. To save the Tradition, the Verbena finally began
Awakening Sleepers who were not of the old Blood.

As the church gained more converts and power, the
Verbena were forced underground. Before the Burning
Times, if someone accused a neighbor of witchcraft, 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

24 Verbena
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beinga witch. Thart 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 people, the Verbena
were still highly respected as healers, herbalists, midwives,
and experts in agricultural matters.

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
ritual. The blame for this goes to the Order of Hermes and
their ‘grand experiment’ of living openly in covenants.
Splits within the Order led to practices that convinced the
church that all mages were demon worshippers. We blame
their folly for bringing the Inquisition down on us, but save
our greatest contempt for the Celestial Chorus, who in
their arrogance 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
angered a neighbor or owned land the church could steal
after it had condemned them for heresy and witchcraft...”

Though the pain had mercifully receded, her head still swam.
Was she floating? Mayhap her tormentors had the right of it; she was
a thing accursed. The coarse shift slid over her still-bleeding body
where the lash had tom her flesh. Her crushed fingers throbbed in
sympathy and she awoke enough to realize she was being carried.
She felt the fear and hatred of those who had gathered to bear witness
to her death.

She had once believed the Inquisitors would come to
understand that she was innocent. But long since then she had
despaired of telling the truth and confessed to whatever they
wished to hear. They said she was a witch and would hear
nothing else. She had never imagined that such pain and
indignity could be inflicted upon her. In the end she had signed
their foul confession. She would have signed anything. When she
recanted, they had raped and tortured her again until she made
anew confession. In her agony and delirium, she knew she had
named others — equally innocent — now doomed as she was.

The stake loomed ahead. Piles of wood lay around it,
awaiting the torch to set them alight. The hooded one stood
nearby. Set upon her broken feet, she would have fallen had not
the hooded man put a hand out to steady her. He lifted her
upward to the stake and bound her hands behind it. He pulled a
rope around her legs and locked the chains across her, binding her
firmly.

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 couldn’t remember. She thought
for a moment on the evil of those who would condemn the gifts of
the old ones. The flames were kindled, and the crackling fires rose
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all about her. Her screams mingled with the roar of the flames as her
skin blackened and burst, showering her with her own lifeblood. Her
eyes bumed in their sockets. As theropes which bound her hands and
feet bumed through, she danced in wailing agony

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

* * @

Deborah lay on Talien’s bed. Panting. Shaking. Dry
eyed. Newver 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
lay.

“Why are you here?” Deborah croaked. Her whole
body ached. She realized Talien was holding her hand.
Now that she could track hersurroundings, she saw scorches
on the wall and felt soggy blankets under her.

“What...I" She looked to Rhianna. Rhianna frowned
at Talien. The energy 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
yourself somewhere else, didn’t you?”

Deborah swallowed painfully. Her lungs still seemed
blackened from the smoke. “Whart did I do?”

“You set yourself on fire,” Talien mumbled.

Deborah shook from the memory of the flames, but
said nothing.

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

The priestess shooed everyone out, saying, “Tomor-
row, Talien will finish your history lessons.” She looked at
the young bard and added, “Without the visions, Talien.
Understood? Subdued, he nodded. She didn’t see Takoda's
face.

Rebirth

The group met again the next morning 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...

“Okay, here it is. During the Renaissance and the Age
of Reason, the Verbena formed many secret groups and re-
established family traditions. In many cases, Verbena were
lost to the Tradition as they gathered into family groups
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3 rather 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
j;-r family has kept alive for centuries. Many Mythic Threads,
B those ties to the mythic world which mages protect and
i keep alive, were allowed ro slip during this era because of
'.; : the secrecy engendered by the fear of persecurion. Scien-
.' tific knowledge gained ascendancy as old myths and legends
[ were “disproven.” As the memory 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 to understand how to do
b coincidental magick: we'd been working ‘behind the scenes'
i for centuries. After all, simple things like the gifts of fire,
. agriculture and writing have affected humanity in a major
: way.

" During the Industrial Revolution, the Verbena real-
! ized their secrecy had cost them the war forreality, and that
o the Technocracy was on its way to making the world unfit
;::. for living beings. Modern Verbena could see the value in
¢ some technological devices and had no trouble incorporat-
T ing sanitation, vaccinations, indoor plumbing and other
W conveniences. To them, rthe question was not whether
'l technology itself was evil, but whether it was used to
Y promote life or to degrade and destroy it. Many Verbena
&) fled the Gardeners of the Tree because they couldn’t hold
i to such rigid traditions any longer. This led to a fracture
“ between the Gardeners and all the other Circles that is still
i healing today.

l', 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,
(3 the Rosicrucians, the Order of the Golden Dawn, Dianic
[y Goddess worshippers, modern Druids, New Agers,
% crystalmancers, holistic healers, Native American medi-
;' cinesocieties, African witch docrors, Tantric practitioners,
,':" Chinese herbalists, and even the Masons have had Ver-
B bena among them at various rimes.

,: Today we are hunted by the Technocracy. Their view
' of reality has become so entrenched that whenever we use
-: our magick openly, we are assaulted by Paradox. Disbelief
ks is a powerful force; try conjuring a dragon in a subway
;ll station if you don't believe me. Still, we make inroads. Wt
b, plant seeds of ideas and let them germinare. We work for
i 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 to a set way of doing
K things; | say diversity is good for us.

,' The sun is shining. The snow is melting. Go outside.
"t I'm through talking."

v
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The others drifted out. Takoda still sat at the rable,
staring at his hands.

“Despite what she said, | can’t do it for you." Talien
spoke quietly.

“Itisn't your fault. The lack is in me.” Takoda sighed,
“I couldn't even see visions the time | tried peyote.”

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

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

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

-3
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Bonfirves dot the rolling hillsides

L

Figures dance around and around

To drums that pulse out echoes of darkness

o

Moving to the pagan sound
— Loreena McKennirtt, “All Souls Night”

e e

Lindara is perfect, Kamaria decided. From “Tenth Sphere?” Teague looked intrigued.

Jon's and Takoda’s reactions, she guessed “You're jumping ahead. I'd rather start with what the
||'1{"3' [htﬂ.lg}” so too. Lindara's _L:l'iit't.‘llll ]‘-lil.l\_'. Verbena d”‘ rather than whar we are.”

evident health and exotic features c« impelled

(s

5 bl

Deborah spoke, “We know what we are, we've been

attention. [t didn’t hurt that she was dressed told at great length. Can't we skip the history of paganism

thing and get to the party?”

e -

in top-flight gothic punk gear.

“The others are busy preparing for the

Lindara smiled; “Sure, go ahead.” She motioned to-

LET e i

rite. I'm going to explain a few things about

\\'a'lr\i ll'lc L!nur.

us that you might not have picked up on yet. Deborah hesitated for a moment, then, afraid to back

L) B3 o~ sy L) it Jpe ST :
Like what?” asked Jon. He seemed nervous. down, got up and left. The others looked at the floor or each

"WU”‘ ['m not sure }"Lll['\'l_' been I.\Il\_i what the Verbena other. -I-L.":!_‘__’lll_' shook his head.

try to accomplish nowadays. Do you know about the “If she doesn't want to know what | can teach her, I'm it

factions within the Verbena? Has anyone mentioned the
tenth Sphere!”

L

not going to force her to learn. Screw her, she'll make it or '

she won't. The rest of you, listen...

-ré‘ |
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Influence: Mythic
Threads

Pass the word

Pass the ladle

Pass the plate to all who hunger

Pass the wit of ancient wisdom

Pass the cup of crimson wonder

— Jethro Tull, “Cup of Wonder”

In the Mythic Age, magick helped shape the world.
Our wills created whatever our minds could conceive. The
Technocracy changed all that. The other Traditions have
a skewed picture of what we want. They think we're trying
to bring back the Mythic Age. They're wrong. Let me set
the record straight.

The Verbena aren't interested in bringing back the
Mythic Age...that wouldn’t be productive. We do want ro
establish a new Mythic Age in our own paradigm. It’s
important to guard and defend old Mythic Threads, since
they're the seeds for the new ones. We believe that they're
still there, but if no one remembers what they once were,
there’s no way to recreate them. The Gardeners of the Tree
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
our hands nicely). Of course, the things they commercialize
are diminished. Sleepers rarely encounter the truth behind
most of the occult and fantasy items they purchase. None-
theless, enough of them believe in such things — or wish
they believed in them — that our desired reality is never
wholly destroyed or forgotten.

Every instance of a true Mythic Thread in existence
today is important to building a new reality. We fight for
them all, hoping they'll blossom into an anchor for our
reality. For example, if a unicorn was discovered sleeping in
some remote area, we'd send as many initiates as we could
to guard it and lead it to one of our Horizon Realms. By the
way, this does mean the Verbena are a little close to being
Marauders, but [ guess that sort of goes without saying.

There aren’t an awful lot of us, and we don’t tend to
show off our power. Most of us find flashy magick distaste-
ful, although we'll use a vulgar magick effect if we have to.
Our way of doing things is to conceal our movements and
link our principles to compatible ideas proposed by others.
The Verbena managed to turn the Pharmacopeist’s birth
control pill into something that empowers women; we
continually work to ensure that women have control over

30 Verbena
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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

“I'd like to know a little more about Verbena society
and meetings,” 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...

“Verbena still organize themselves around the Wheel
of the Year. Once it was purely agricultural — having to do
with the seasons and harvest. Now 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 pagan festivals.

You might expect me to begin at the beginning of the
year; 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.

Samhain 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
between the worlds of the living and the dead is thinnest.
The Verbenabelieve strongly in reincarnation, in the cycle
of birth, death and rebirth, and we look during this time of
year 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
gatherings. If 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 time of new beginnings, time to introduce our new
apprentices to our Tradition. We invest our hopes for the
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future and for the preservation of the ancient Mythic o
Threads in our new apprentices. Winter Solstice is usually B
aminor meetingtime for us unless we have new apprentices ! !:
to welcome. e
Imbole and Candlemas are both held in February. E'_'
Imbolc is celebrated on February st and Candlemas on the B
2nd. These are other fire festivals, revolving around the re- y
awakening of the earth after the winter. We also see this :’
time as the re-awakening of knowledge and of dormant )
Mythic Threads. At Imbolc, 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 v
Tradition’s history with apprentices. Imbolc serves as an- I:
other of our major meetings. Spring Cottage Horizon n
Realm is open to those Verbena who can find their way to o
. &
it. 9
The Vernal Equinox, which usually occurs on March :-
21stor 22nd, is a minor festival. This is the time when dark b
and light share the day equally. Usually we meet to cel- ,:-'
ebrate with one another. If there is great need or unfinished 1]
work from our Imbolc meeting, we get back together in a '-
prearranged place to discuss things at this time. v
Beltaine, the festival we're here to celebrate tonight, is h\C

also known as May Eve. It falls on April 30th and is the *;-
third great fire festival of our calendar. This is the time n
when the Young Lord fights the old one for the Maiden’s f:
hand. He then plants the seeds within the Maiden which &
will come to fruition at Imbolc. Beltaine is a time for A
ridding oneself of a problem by taking something that '-Ef
symbolizes the problem and throwing it into the fire. [t's a il
time for overcoming obstacles that we've inadvertently 4]
placed in our own paths. Beltaine is our time for letting f:
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 !
meeting is usually held at Summer Grove, our third Hori- p
zon Realm. 4]
Summer Solstice, on June 2lst, is another minor '.
meeting, usually held only among circle members. The 5
modern Druids feel differently, and meet ar Stonehenge for -
the Summer Solstice. This is the longest day of the year, b
and it marks the inexorable turn of the wheel back to the d
second half of the year. :'
Lammas or Lughnasad falls on August 1st or 2nd, and o

is the fourth great fire festival of the year. It's a harvest g
celebration, the time 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'sa time for Awakening their Avatars and initiating A
them into the Tradition. It is a most important meeting, -
since the Verbena make plans for the future at Lughnasad. ;_
Autumn Circle, the last of the hidden Horizon Realms, is e
used for this meeting. by
4

1]
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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 meetings to discuss upcom-
ing events 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. [ like to think of it as a
time to dispense with old business and clear away dead
wood.

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

i Lindara looked at her watch. “Just about right as far as
1}
o the timing goes. The celebration is about to start. I'll see
b you all outside. I want to change into something more
“ comfortable.”
W e e o
'y
[ s
5 Challenge
L ¢ : .
- Deborah clutched the butcher knife she had stolen from the
¥ kitchen. Humiliated and angry at being so easily dismissed,
I . s
b, hating them all, but wanting desperately to belong, she had
y retreated to the barn. Unbidden tears dripped doun her face as
b she used the knife to cut shallow lines across her wrists. MAYBE
1 .
b [ SHOULD JUST KILL MYSELF, she thought. Hunched in the straw,
i Deborah cut patterns, runes of power Mother Celene had taught
u her. She licked the blood from one wrist, while drawing a
- & » . .
o wavering circle of blood with the other. If she only knew whether
u she wanted to make herself popular, to punish the others or to
[ s - . . .
5 become powerful, she might be able to work magick. Within her
L something snarled, demanding its freedom. She washed away
i the coagulating blood with her tears. NOT YET, she thought...
e T
- The fire leapt and crackled. Sky-clad dancers imitated
! the flickering movements, flowing around the circle. Each
b cast a small bundle into the fire, jumping and shouting as
! the flames consumed the packages. Kamaria moved as well
e as her crippled spine allowed, longing to feel again the
[ power she had known as a panther-woman. They had given
ol .
", herachaplet of flowers and she wished she could be graceful
L§
[ enough to wear it with honor.
e
z Suddenly he was by her side, rough hand at her waist,
| £ : . .
e, hot body pressed against her, trapping her next to him, his
Fi 4 .
Ly horned head towering above her. She looked around for
o :
:; help. No one else noticed, or made a move to help her.
| His hot breath tickled her ear; “You are the one. |
s choose you as my mate. You of the humped back and the
iia) dancing eyes.” She tried to pull away. “Why do you resist
- me?” he asked. “Did you not come here hoping to be
b chosen?lsee beyond that which you despise in yourself. Did
L X
3 you not know that in the elder days, such as you were
“
!.
3
1
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thought to be great seers and wise ones? You are not cursed,
but gifred.” He spun her in the air, 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,
but 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 to her.

“Put her down,” he commanded her capror.

“I 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 Jon. Privately,
Jon agreed with her assessment.

“I don't think so,” he said.

The horned stranger pur Kamaria down, shrugging off
her attempts to scratch 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
alarge 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.

Deborah 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.

“Deb, no!" Jon rushed forward and just managed to pull
Deborah 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.”

“l cannot,” came the pain-filled reply.
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“Then you've lost and I claim the maiden for myself.”
Did | 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 :.
o grow smaller. As his stature diminished, his muscles il
flexed and changed, flowing to other areas of his body. His g
features grew indistinct and he removed the horned cap N
from his head. A moment later, Jon realized he was looking "
down at Lindara, whosat in the grass massaging her leg. She :'!-
looked up ar Deborah and said, half admiringly, *You really -
are a bitch, aren't you?” P::

o o nt

When the others had left, Kamaria retrurmned to the fire I;
and found Jon poking at the embers with a stick. She still '-
wore ilL‘l’ L‘I‘l;!plul, :_

“Jon! I'm here.” '?'

“You don’t owe me anything,” he said, and laughed a i‘
little; “I didn't even defeat him. Go kiss Deborah if you ,
want to reward the champion.” 5:

“l want to be with you." :‘

“Here?” -

“Here.” J_:_

Removing her light robe, she folded herself down until ;;
shewas half lying in his embrace. He ran his hands over her, a4
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. Ly

“Tears,"” he said. “Don’t tell me, they're the water of r-:
life." She laughed and reached forward to cup him with her 1
hands. “I think I can find something that deserves the title "
far more rhan rears,” she reased. He gasped as her finger- I'
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, it
seeking, wanting, knowing. ,

Slick with perspiration, gasping, skins ruddy and at- "
tuned to pain and pleasure, the Young Lord and the Maiden &
danced the eternal, ever.changing renewal of life as the ;.
Beltaine fire died. *:.'

e & @ '

4]

4

Branches and Leaves )
LT

Never lose the faith '..'

From your faded heart ‘El

Never lose desire o

To f"’i't.’(!j\' the L‘hLH'IIS. ':'

- Maire Brennan, “I Believe (Deep Within)” '.

They gathered in the living room after the Maying at L

I dawn. hCt
T* “I see we're all waiting for my entrance,” boomed the *}

| short, white-haired man as he sauntered in. His scraggly n
fﬁ 11
P,
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beard was full of food particles from breakfast and a drop of
syrup had stained his shirt. “Good. [ like attentive students.
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, but you don't know squat about the divisions.
Listen up...

m There are four main groups or types of Verbena. Not
that there aren’t about a zillion variations, but in general,
these four are pretty 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 that if youaren'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 their lily whites by taking
in non-blooded mages. They keep to the rules and try to

make everybody follow their structure. They'd have a fit if
meetings weren't held on the old festival days. Don’t really
accept other types. Funny thing is, most of them are from
the old Aeduna. Got 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 fare, life and civilization, and were
some serious healers. In a lot 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 guardians of the Tree of Immortality. So
the Twisters of Fate 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-Seekers are our Questing Avatars. Who
knows what they're into? They worry that the Pattern folk
don't accept them, and they seem inordinately concerned
with following the 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 to
everything, and | know of one gypsy fortuneteller who uses
palmistry and magick todiscover illnesses in her customers.
One old man [ know moves from town to town searching
out potential Verbena and marking them for our first-
contact people. They're the fruits of the tree, the acorns, or
maybe the leaves.

P 7

AR

34 Verbena

L

R i e g e e e = e o = o~ & et



T e I R T e O B T R R Tt e g R T Lt g L I e e R g e el

Lastly, there’s the Lifeweavers. They're the Dynamic
Avatars. They just plain don’t give adamn whether anyone
accepts them or not. Always off on their own projects and
heliefs. Lifeweavers don't abide by tradition — 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
body they can, to be the best dancer or climber or singer
there is. They claim they're trying to find the limit of what's
natural. Man, woman, child, dog, old, young, in between.
They don’t care. I've always thought we should get them to
assume the shapes of some of our Technocracy enemies and
wreak havoc among the foe. Maybe they do, who knows?
They're the branches of the tree, moving out and away from
the rest of the Verbena, but still part of the whole.

Now don’t get me wrong. Nobody gets locked into 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 folk if you feel more comfortable with them
(assuming they accept you, of course). These are just
general 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 with a
larger one. Whatever keeps the Mythic Threads alive!
Next question.”

“So, the main philosophy of the Verbena can be
summed up by saying they work to protect the Mythic
Threads?” asked Jon.

“Well, that’s a part of it, but there's more to it than
that. Preserving Mythic Threads is a means the Verbena
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 knowledge of the Self can bring us to Ascen-
sion and can take others along with us. This isn't what the
Akashic Brotherhood mean when they experience their
innermost selves, because they're only talking about the
mind. Verbena view the entire Self as deity — mind, body,
lusts, experiences and all. It isn't self-glorification, but
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 wilt." Alan Watts said, ‘the
outline of your body is the inline of the universe." We don't
juststop beingat the edge of ourselves, 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

o e o = e e e Sl i R e S e

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

Teague broke in, “Youmentioned that the Lifeweavers
will take anyone as an apprentice. How do the others
chnnse ol

“I think what you really want to know is ‘how were you
chosen? correct?”

“Yeah.”

“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 Gardeners of the Tree, since the Gardeners
are the ones who trace the Wyckcan bloodlines through
generations. 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 candidates are chosen because they have some sort
of blockage which prevents them from living a full life. You
can stop looking around at one another now. We can all
pretty much figure out why each of you was chosen. The
reason you were picked doesn't matter any more. Learning
what the Verbena have to 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 little teaser, but you aren't really
supposed to know about them yet.” Bear chuckled and
continued...

The Seasonal Realms

“You 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 created. They're fragments of the old
Mythic World, shards the Verbena found floating in the
Umbraand built on. Some say that Lilith placed them there
and keyed them ro 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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] W landscape. You know the old line from Camelot about the
" .
o snow never starting until after sunset and stopping at
!_‘ cx;!cliy the right hL"i;_:Iu to be interesting rather than a
) nuisance! Well, that's sort of whar it's like. Whire deer anc
i ' Well, tl f wl like. Wi | ]
| .
i, rabbits roam around, squirrels chatrer at you, winter roses
; I .
o, wine around a boxwood maze, and a dark forest silverec
s t lal ! 1 a dark fi l 1
\ ;
'; ! wit h snow IlU\"L‘rS llt:ir'“’, II'I IhL' cast Il" L'nul't\,-';lrd. t}‘]{.‘rl.' sdn
¥ g " ~ .
" old oak with bare branches. It's crimson red. Sometimes
Id oak with | I hes. It 1, S t 1
A think that oak is the only color in the whole landscape.
A ostly though, it's all very pastoral and perfect. Of course,
:‘ Mostly though, it’s all toral and perfect. Of
Vv 2 G 5
b, you don't want to go off into the woods |1y 5-'Ulll'r<{.'1|. Thvy'rc
B dark and full of secret things.
L ;o -~ 2 :
i Spring Cottage is just that, a pretty little shingled
y cottage set into the most wonderful garden imaginable.
[ i 4 ¥ - -
5 Blooming and budding trees form a ring around the house
and shower people with perals when they walk beneath.
L 1 sl le with petals when they walk | tl
- 1e smells there are marvelous! There are lots of little
v Tt lls th lous! Tl lots of littl
?: animals there, too, and they all seem to be busy cooing at
" one another and mating. It reminds me a little of Disney's
th I mat [t i little of D
v Fantasia. | swear | saw a centaur there once, but | was pretry
W ; i : e
3 blasted at the time, so | may have imagined it. Of course, if
Ay you imagine stuff while standing on top of a Node, who
b knows what you might ger? Also, there's the well. It’s a
.I dank, overgrown thing that’s utterly lightless at the bot-
" tom. You can drop a light in, and it goes out. I've only
L
e known one person to go down into that well, and he never
b came back. Stay away from it unless you want to search out
iy the darkest part of yourselves.
ol ~ ~ . - ;
e Summer Grove is a large grove of sacred oaks which
[y surround the biggest World Tree you've ever seen. There
\ isn't much more to this Realm than the grove itself, but it
W :
K spreads out and differentiates into birch and beech,
..:-! }1i|\'\'l hi)rllt_’. 'rlpplt_'. Ultll_'l', Illilpl(." even t.'hurry frees. T}“.'rl»'..‘i
a a pond that has sleek, silvery fish in it and everything from
G bears to chipmunks come visiting when people are there.
(' The Lifetree of Summer Grove is supposed to be the
,: adopted form a Pure One. It talks to those who listen hard
o enough. Personally, | think it’s some old Wyck. Of course,
ik it could be the fey folk playing tricks on us. Don’t ever take
. any path out of the grove exceprt the one marked by the
;_: standing stones. That path is the gateway in and out of the
| p : :
4 grove. Taking another path leads you into the forest, where
" : ; . e :
% you get twisted and turned in all different directions. Some
b folks have been trapped in the byways, as we call them, for
a days, and counted themselves lucky to get out at all by
L | 3
. stumbling back into the grove.
L
7 Autumn Circle is a large, cleared dancing area cen-
: tered 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

tree has the most brilliantly colored leaves I've ever seen.
The circle’s edge is formed by a ring of trees. Outside that
is a mossy greensward filled with roadstools. Some say a
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person can have visions by eating one of the toadstools, but “Wait a minute. Which type of Verbena are you?”
[ think,” he said, looking at Takoda, “they'd just give you asked Aileen.
indigestion. A couple of unicorns are rumored to live there, He turned back in the doorway. “Who says I'm Ver- i
but I've never seen them. They say there are pools located bena at all?”” he asked. He closed the door quietly, but they |
beyond Autumn Circle which lead to other worlds... could hear him chuckling as he moved off down the
That's it. No more questions. Hope you weren’t ex- hallway.
pecting to Ascend right here and now. Have a good
festival.”
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If she floats then she is not B

. " ]

A witch like we had thought B,

A down payment on another )

One at Salem’s lot. &

— Nirvana, “Serve the Servants”
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Below them, the lights of the city glowed. “We're anything we want to be. Mostly it's the Gar- 1

- i n (ia - J— |

From the seventeenth floor, the marina deners and the Twisters of Fate who are rural. The o

looked like a fairyland. A slight breeze cooled Moon-Seekers set up wherever they feel comfortable, while L
the man and woman standing on the bal- the Lifeweavers do whatever theydo wherever they happen 'Ef

cony. to be. Not all of them even keep a World Tree, you know.” o

j Deborah turned to Talien. “Who are all Jon and Kamaria stepped out onto the balcony. “Hey, )

» Ly "o “ W

i these people?” she asked. it’s a lot cooler out here,” said Jon. “Are you guys keeping 3

L] A1 '
“Mostly people we know from other Tra- that a secret so you don't have to share? “‘-
" ditions. We're throwing a private party here “Well, not with you anyway.” Deborah quipped. She -

before a bunch of us go on to Horizon, the main meeting seemed to be less hostile since the Beltaine celebration, as '
: " : . : (1

place, for a Midsummer Night revel. Why, do they seem if she had purged some part of herself. Now, though her !
strange?!” words were cruel, there was a certain lightness to them that a
“Just different. | guess I'm feeling a little out of place told Jon she was joking. 3

“ ] : " L
here.” If you don't like the company, you can always jump, !
“Here! he retorted. She 1.Illg|1t‘\|. ."l

N

“Back in the city. | got the idea that the Verbena are Teague stuck his head out through the sliding glass i

: ; , a ¥ '
pretty much a country sort of Ililll,‘__‘.' doors. HL'\,-', has ;1I‘|y}‘tn.|\l' SEEn T'.llx‘luj;l.’ he asked. n,
“He’s gone.” said Talien. o

b

L}
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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.

“Northing that can really hurt us. I doubt the Technoc-
racy knows anything about him. He isn’t Awakened yet.”
Talien looked down at the shimmering water. “l 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 builr like a
martial artist and probably is one. She’s Akashic Brother-
hood. The Akashic Brotherhood puzzles 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.

Now, that man in the white suit practically crackles
with suppressed energy, doesn’t he? Get the feeling he
wants to stop the more lurid aspects of the party? Tense,
tense, tense. Our relationship with the Chorus was shat-
tered in the Burning Times, and yet 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 pretty 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 Culr 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.

Look 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
Euthanatos 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 Verbenaagree 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 3
hair and the jewelry. | thought they might crash the party. -
They're Hollow Ones. The Verbena have a hard time i
seeing the Hollow Ones as a Tradition. We've have seen ilb
their kind before — unfocused young mages who think they X
know everything. They seem unfocused, but those kind of "
mages helped the Verbena reestablish themselves after the :".
Burning Times. The Gardeners don’t like them one little b
bit, but the rest of us are actively trying to recruit them, not | ::
that the Hollow Ones give a flying fuck about us! '
Look, it’s an arbitrageur disguised as a mage! Actually, ';
she’s not too bad an example of the Order of Hermes. Ever g
since Roman times, the Verbena and the Order of Hermes _:_
have enjoyed an on-again, off-again relationship. For a e
time, some Verbena even joined the Order’s experimental 5
House as the Diedne...that was doomed to failure. The A
Order resents the Verbena because they believe we stole .
some of their “wisdom” to fuel the renaissance of Verbena '-
magick after the Burning Tlmes. Still, it's a chicken-or-egg :,
argument; a lot of the Order of Hermes' basic beliefs, and s
their whole system of non-formula magick, were based on i
the Verbena's exploratory, shamanistic style. Aside from "l
anything else, we still blame them for calling down the o
Inquisition with their excesses. "
See the guy 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 i.
you? He's a Son, all right, one of the Sons of Ether. They're ,
Technomancers, and the Verbena don’'t like 5:
Technomancers much. Only the most liberal Moon-Seeker &
or the most dynamic Lifeweaver will deal with the Sons of -
Ether — although they are usually intrigued by anything a l?
Verbena is willing to show them. The Sons are constantly H
trying to re-create the Verbena's traditional magick with S
their devices — shapechanging, rapid healing, and so on, !';
and they refuse to call what they do ‘magick.” Most call it Fat
‘Science’ instead. It drives the Gardeners crazy!” :’_1
“There's my date,” he said, pointing to an intense i_i.'
young woman with short black hair. “She'sa Virtual Adept. ]
Actually, a lot of Moon-Seekers have fallen in with the 3
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...” 4
,

1

The Others b
“Who is that?" asked Kamaria, pointing her chin at a e
svelte dark-haired woman in black and red. e
“Ah! Interesting isn't she? Feral grace, | call it,” said u
Talien. “That’s Calantha. She's a Garou. Her rtribe is X
known as the Black Furies, and we've been loosely allied ")
‘d.l
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with them, mostly on ecological issues, for some rime. They
suffered the same persecurions we did during the Burning
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 savage and unpredictable. I've also heard
they kill mages who snoop around their holy ground.”

“"Werewolves! Next you'll rell 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 fascinated by them. One of them even claims she hangs
out with vampires from time to time. She excuses herself by
telling me their blood is pure Quintessence. Maybe she uses
it to power her shapechanging. | don’t know about you, but
I'd rather not deal with bloodsuckers, if [ can help it. I need
my blood myself, thank you. We do have at least one thing
in common: the Inquisition still hunts both of us. Those
bastards call themselves the Society of Leopold now, and
we try to 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 abourt us, but
I'd be real careful around dead folks if | were you.

The Fey still dance around the corners of our nice
settled lictle world; Verbena have had a love-hate relation-
ship with them for centuries. Mostly we don't trust each
other. The Primordials used to trick them into lots of
agreements and truces. The Fey are attracted 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 pood 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 totally 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 ultimate 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 it, but let me
give you a quick overview of how we deal with each
Convention — that’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 to That's just a thumbnail sketch, of course. You're all e

reform some Progenitorsand bring them back into the fold, free to like anybody you want to and hate anyone who pisses n,

: - - - (1]

but wound up sucked into the Technocracy instead. It's not you off. Make your own assessments. You might even find -
. - - » . . )

a far jump for them. The Pharmacopeists especially suck  out the people you love to hate the most are your fellow &
- . " . . " g

these Verbena right in. Remember, you've been warned. Verbena. Life's a bitch... :

Ll A

Iteration X believes we should all be half machine. LR v

=5

They want to cyber us up and link our brains in with The sun beat down mercilessly on his dehydrated !

artificial intelligence. HIT Marks are the cyborgs lteration body. His eyes swam. His parched throat cried out for N

X makes and sends out to kill their enemies. Verbena can moisture. The whistles the elders blew couldn’t reach him e

sense the Life pattern inside them, though. lteration X where his consciousness had gone. Blood coursed down his !

. ) ol

hates— and | mean hates — the Verbena, and the Verbena body. One of the rawhide thongs skewered through the skin i

. . . s - v o 2 M

love to wipe them out...anything that unliving and cold is and muscle of his his chest had ripped through his flesh. h ¢

an abomination! The other was still attached, its shortening length almost !

Then there's Big Brother. That’s the Convention pulling him off the ground as he danced. No one from his N

called the New World Order. We're constantly running tribe had performed a real sundance for a generation ar B

" ,. : L

into the N.W.O. They want to brainwash everyone into least. '

being a robot. I'm told we started the health craze as a direct He danced, chanting and weaving in the scorching i

assault on their mental hold on the masses through televi- sun. As the chill of evening began to work its way across his b

sion. Pissed them off! Wartch out for the Men in Black. blistered face, his grandfather approached. -

= ]

There's always rhe fun guys in the Syndicate. They've “It is time now to pull the tether free,” Kohana said o

2 S "]

made a lot of cash selling ‘new age' crap to people. Most Grateful his ordeal was over, Takoda leaned back o

Verbena hate to see this, even if the Gardeners of the Tree  against the skewer. It began to tear through the skin of his -

aliave T har's ¢ : ‘o the ~ . - - 1 . Lt

believe the patsies should get what's coming to them. breast. Soon he would be free of it. Then he reconsidered. .

Several Verbena have fi . smselves i & riable a5 ;. § ; iy e

L\.LH| L.Il'l]tl‘l.]hl\’l. hLllund themselves i(n ';l'u_ Enetrjnnl.l't “No, Grandfather,” he said sadly, “This is my last G

\ av tdig n! ¢ 3 a r icate's : : n

I‘;’S_”‘““ l“' “““LL' w ‘”l“mﬁ ';:?m':rl: ”]‘“ b‘i“_ I"“‘m‘ > chance. | must have a vision or my life has no meaning. You )

claims, thus weakening any Mythic Threads which may of all people should understand.” b,

still be in the Tapestry’s weave. These guys are scary. 4 .. : R
4 [ understand,” the old man sighed and sat down next X

Beyond the thug level, nobody knows who they are or how e . ; T -

; . to Takoda. “l will wait until you have your vision. Do not e

to reach them. They can destroy you without ever coming - ? ..

: 2 : : take too long, though, for my bones are old and brittle and X

face-to-face with you. ; % o +

. _ o [ cannot wait outside all night. !

Last are the Void Engineers. Most Verbena didn't like . ; . > h

; ] Takoda called for some of the elders to light a fire so W

it when humanity landed on the moon. We want to keep : 5 -,

: : s i that his grandfather would be kept warm. He felt strength- B,

the moon a thing of mystery; the scientists want to demystify y . 4523 v

; - ; o ; ened by the old man’s presence and renewed his dance. His e

it. Of course, I've heard it said that the moon landing ; 4

; : : 2 grandfather seemed so proud. Takoda was so happy he ]

changed the Void Engineers — now they work for space _ s : e v

. _ ; _ jerked too hard in his exertions. The remaining thong N

exploration as a sort of saving grace for humankind. The : - 5 "

] ) R : ripped out and he fell. He crawled to the fire and sat across A

Moon-Seekers might know. They've occasionally worked ; . : : %

. : ; ; from his grandfather. Together they shared a pipe and a1
with the Void Engineers to learn more of the deep Umbra. e : -

= talked of visions and healing. b

On the other hand, many Void Engineers work to discredit : . s

) : . & T i = T [t was only as dawn arrived and the elders carried him home A

some of the fundamental elements of the Verbena's belief - _ i -

L S R TR that Takoda remembered his grandfather had been dead for a “
system, especially things like astrology, the phases of the X

; ear. s

moon, and the Wheel of the Year. yes !

L}

L]

1]

II

we

o

.

L

r-:.

L]

[

L

1]

1]

&

.

L

l:.

.

¥

[ ]

L}

(1]

|l i

L

Chapter Three 43 -

Ly

e






B e R e

¥ . |

w1 1§ je=
|lb

. Chap

o el P - e

o " sy -
B R RS L L o R

LA b A

__ er
= Fruils of the
uee
Lammas
haracter Templales) 3

Fly ST W
- =l

- 4 i

:!-- - -

Our: 3

; 7}

N sl
TR

L
L L5

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 up against the wind.

Maire Brennan, “Against the wind”

The car had been rrailing them for some time
before they noticed it. They'd come to town
to purchase last-minute necessities for the
Lammas feast. But 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't sufficed.

“Damn. 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 sc yme of us could lead them on while the others went for

help.”

TRt - rls 1 e Rty - T 1Y Ty

H e

“Screw that. If you're too afraid to confront them, I'll
ambush them art the next rtraffic 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
become a healer.

“Doany of you have an idea who they might be " asked
Aileen.

“Nope, but they have to be using some kind of magick
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
covenhouse and tell them what's happening.”

45
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tl Great, then we just wait for them to come bail us out,”
"
'« grl]l]‘}.‘lt\kl .‘\llL‘L‘I'I-
E “Do you have a better idea?” asked Kamaria.
;: . They found a phone booth on the next corner. Jon
o placed the call. All of them could hear it ring and ring on
B the other end.
L ) "
i “How can nobody answer?” asked Takoda. “There
' were at least twelve people there an hour and a half ago.”
() .
3 He was afraid to volunteer what he actually thought — that
1} y 1~
- somehow the Technocracy had found them, and that he
b and his friends were the only ones still free.
=
i Another black car screamed around the corner 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 guns.
“
] “Hold it!” one shouted. “Anybody moves and you all
B die.”
s
! ll ] H H ¢
tl Let’s live through this, folks,” murmured Teague,
" W . :
o They obviously want us alive. We can always try to escape
el later.”
‘: e »
L )i
- They awoke in darkness, each remembering the sting
Y of the needle. Hoods covered their heads and handcuffs
I . . .
3 restrained their arms behind their backs.
':I “Take thatone first,” a gruff voice said, and Teague was
! carried out. He called out to the others, “Be strong.”
) ;
g They took him to a small room and questioned him
> = "2
X relentlessly. Who were his friends? Where was he first
=
. contacted 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
W talk. No one threatened or touched him until the question-
“
R ing was over. Then the head Inquisitor stood and said, “He
" is an unrepentant witch. As he chooses to die thus, we have
r . . — .
[y no more business with him. May God have mercy on his
" soul.”
i
5 Two Inquisitors stripped him and bound his legs back
i, = 35
i beneath him so his ankle ropes were tied to the handcuffs.
Y S . : -
i He was carried outside and chained atop a rough bundle of
a .
by wood. More ropes were passed through under his bended
3 = E 3 4
e knees, forcing him to back-straddle the pyre and securing
¥ . J a . i
" him flat against it. His muscles screamed in protest.
B Five more pyres were ranged around the courtyard;
1
ia) blackened areas showed where others had alrecady burned
e down to ash and ember. The charnel smell of burnt flesh
) assaulted him. They'd already killed his friends from the
[y y
| . . *
3 covenhouse, then. His captors checked his bindings and
w left him to his thoughts.
i The scene was repeated five times as the others were
o brought to the courtyard and chained in place. The Inquisi-
b tors stood, one next to each pyre. Clad in robes and carrying
e lit torches, each of them asked once again, “Will you
W forswear your witchcraft and join with us to hunt others
Ll . [}
9 such as yourselves? You may still be saved.”
W y ¥
4
“
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When they determined that none of the young O N
unAwakened mages would willingly betray the Verbena, O o}
the Inquisitors pulled the hoods back over their victims’ O ° !:
heads. & .
Soon the only sounds were the crackle of the flames Prg :'J
racing through dry wood and the screams of those the ' '®) _:.'
flames consumed. Searing pain and choking smoke en- . ]
gulfed them as they writhed atop the pyres, desperately ('x ' 5 :‘
struggling to escape. And suddenly Deborah was free. She l
coalesced her will into a raging primal form and launched H O :"-
it at the chains that bound her. They snapped and her ' O -
handcuffs fell loose about one wrist. She pulled free the '_:
rope which bound her legs and thrust the hood from her p!
face. And there was no fire. X
All around her she saw the others writhing and scream- '-

ing, bucking and twisting away from flames that did not ':_
exist. An Inquisitor stretched up a hand to help her down i
from the pyre, and she saw he was Talien. Her Avatar bl
snarled for her to rend and tear, but she thrust it down and ,:.
slid down off the pyre. u
Then Takoda broke free, and Kamaria. Jon, then b,
Teague, came down from the pyres, the light of Awakened L
Avatars gleaming in their eyes. Aileen took the longest, "':'f
Her shattered, insane shrieks rent the air for a full ten s
minutes. As Rhianna at last moved to release her from her m,
imaginary bonds and illusory flames, Aileen finally Awoke : !-:
No flames lit the night, nor were there other blackened 4
areas. The pyres were just bundles of sticks; their bonds ':.
nothing but string. The new initiates were given fresh robes 0
and led inside where a feast awaited them. o
“What would have happened had any of us been :‘
willing to sell out the Verbena? asked a subdued and 3
shaken Aileen. S
“Then you would not have been Awakened. Nor -
would you be accepted into our company now. Let us leave ,:
it at that,” answered Rhianna, “Now it is time to celebrate. r:
We meet for Lammas, called Lughnasad in honor of Lugh, N
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 i
Awakened beings. Soon it will be Samhain again. The b
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 bid farewell to all of you, and bid you wel- :,
come.” it
¢ s o r-;

Earth, water, fire and air 4]
Met together in a garden fair ! f:

Put in a basket bound with skin :"

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

— The Incredible String Band, “Koeeoaddi There” ,.:

) g
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'} Concept: You were a spooky kid,
i always playing with insects and mak-
[ ing up charms and hexes to get your
! Still the five in my heart never leaves me. own way. You consumed everything
:" — Maire Brennan, “Ce Leis” available about witches, and always
E Quote: You believe this knife is purely ceremonial? felt sympathetic towards them. Hansel
:" Come closer. I will show you its true nature. and Gretel, the self-righteous little
) Prelude: Born angry. Always an outsider. Misun- brats, pissed you off when they tricked
kY derstood by everyone. That is your life. You've built a #,I the witch into the oven, and you cheered
.il hard shell around you, and prefer making other people 78 for the wicked witch against Dorothy in
1 uncomfortable to feeling the pain of their rejection. The Wizard of Ox.
“a The occultwas insidiously appealing. Think- Roleplaying Tips: Be aggressive.
i; ing about wirchcraft and curses to use against You are not intimidated by any situ-
-.'I those who hurtor ignored you made you feel ation and fear no nnc. (.CX\_'QPE your
o powerful. Though the spells didn’t work, Mentor). Act elusive if anyone gets
Y practicing the scowl and acid comments too inquisitive about your business
A which became your trademarks taught and always try to keep the upper
-'; you that the best way to protect yourself hand. If someone offends you o
b was to intimidate others. They should much or harmsanother Verbena, make
'-. pay for what they did. Thar phrase has him pay.

! haunted you since birth. You never Magick: You aren’t as powerful as
a really understood where that feel- you'd like to be, but are very inventive in
'E ing came from. using the magick you have. The Sphere
i Now vou know. & small ea- of Life allows you to change, heal or de-
'il bal of secretive mages stroy simple life forms. Funny how destroying
introduced you to real power. the good bacteria in someone’s body can
‘," Through studying with the have the most devastating effects, or how
oy Verbena, you have discovered changing wholesome vegetables into poisonous
h who you truly are: the rein- ones can play havoc with a dinner party. Dab-
" carnation of a witch. killed bling in Entropy lets you find the weakness in
! during the Burning Times. things, a great boon to either healing or destroy-

Your old soul cries out for re- ing them. Control of Prime lets you fuel up and

venge and magick provides you will evenrually allow you to power your creative

with the means to take it. Not and destructive capabilities directly.

that you're a crazed killer; you have an Equipment: Knife, herbs, cauldron, black

important and valuable role — hunting witchy clothing.
Y L ;
) and punishing or removing the enemies of

the Verbena. Death is a part of Life, and

next time around the Wheel, those whose
blood you cleanse now may have achange

S~ g

of heart. If they don’t, you can always take
it again.
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: MAGE: The Ascension™ <)

£y Name: Essence: Frimordial Concept: Avenging Witch :_
% Player: Nature: Deviant Mentor: :"
¥ Chronicle: Demeanor: Bravo Cabal: v
;-: Strength @ @@®00  Charisma 00000  Perception 00000 ::
:i . Dexterity Quick  @@@@0O Manipulation @ @000 Intelligence 00000 X

B Stamina 00000 Appearance ...OO Wits 00000 N
LY ; t ...,

% Talents Skills Knowledges -
i, Alermess_ @@000  Drive @0000  Computer 00000 ‘§
: Athletics____ @O000  Etiquette 00000  Cosmology 00000 I%
= Awareness ®0000  Firearms 00000  Culture @0000 '.
&t Brawl @0000 Leadership @0000  Enigmas 00000 I
: Dodge @ @000 Meditation 00000  Investigation 00000 -:-
"é_ ' Exprcssiun O0000 Melee 00000 Law 00000 : ;.,_
;' Intuition @0000 Research 00000 Linguistics Q0000 »
b Intimidation .~ @@@0O0  Stealth ®0000 Medicine 00000 -'L
fL  Streetwise_____ @O000  Survival @0000 Occult___ 00000 I
’:' Subterfuge 00000  Technology 00000 Solerice 00000 3
s ) ;
i Advantages- -,
L Spheres <3
i Correspondence 00000  Life 00000  Prime 00000 X
., Enwopy  @0000 Mind 00000  Spirit 00000 i3
:; " Forces 00000 Matter 00000  Time 00000 ilb

b’
_rl.--. -

Other Traits Arete Health

. Foisons ©0000 0000000000  Bruised O 5
e 00000 Wi|||)UWf‘I' Hurt L ol
= ' [ HITe 1 = 1 r_l ]
" 00000 0000000000 MuUreC :
bt 00000 N l_l A0 Wounded 23 3
N 00000 Quintessence M"?UlCd = ‘L
e 00000 ,00g CUfifpled 29 &
',_E & > Y5 Incapacitated o ]
ol Backgrounds > v Experience o,
'.. ! Arcane ©0000 - O i
:'E'F Avatar 00000 . A = : "t!.
g Destiny 00000 = (&) Yo
';_-: Mentor ©0000 A & Study Points v
' 00000 Opof .
5. 00000 Paradox e
-": _ Attribytes: 7/5/3. Abilities: 13/9/5 Spheres; 5 Bagkgrqunds: 7 _Fregbie Points: 15 (7/8/4/2(1)_ __ :"
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Magick: You don't have any very powerful magicks.
a r Us-  ing Life ro affect simple life forms which is the most

advanced magick you know. The Spheres of

( ‘orrespondence, Forces, Mind, Prime, anc
On and on Correspond I Mind, Prim |

Searching for a clearer view Time are very limited at present. As a bard,

Winning and losing an inner war you hope to learn something about all magick

“’_.f“n‘.[m‘ l{'h(ll we do it !’”r‘ and wanred to start \\'III‘I:1.\flrlnitj_{rmll‘lui‘;n;:

— Brian May, “Back to the Light” as you can. The insights which this pot-
Quote: Hey .‘heu you heard this one? It's a pourri of Spheres bring to you is probably
2: ey, 2y & . g1 3

: i G ; oo of more value than any acrual power you
madrigal. What do you mean ‘what's a madrigal? ; t

derive from them. You are content to

Prelude: Born at the wrong time, you should wait for mastery. The important thing

have been a troubadour or an ancient Celric bard.
Modern life never suited you very well. While

is to realize how they all

: _ interrelate.

other kids were learning to play guitar, you chose 2l

e . ' Equipment:

Celtic lap harp. Unicorns and dragons and great :
: , 5 : lap harp, music

heroes who fought terrible battles filled your imagi-

nation. The only real bartle

you ever fought was against Qg

prejudice.

Truth is important, and \

you always sensed that grownups

]‘tml\'a, i :'[L'lu nlk
and pencil (for
song and lyric
ideas), library of
fantasy books

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 =
and songs about it. Your whole life has been ,/‘
a search for truth and magic.

Then you met a wondrous person, a real
bard like those in the rales. From him, you
learned that magick has two sides and that
most truths are gray, depending more on
circumstance than on some pre-set law. Asa
lorekeeper, it is your responsibility to judge
among truths and half-truths, and to preserve N\ '™

the ancient lore. Along the way, you hope to
restore what was and what will be again. \

Concept: You were the kid who asked whart the
nursery rhymes meant. When other kids were satisfied
with a bedtime story, you wanted to know what hap-
pened to everyone else when the prince and the princess
lived happily ever after. You loved fantasy whether it was
in comics, stories, songs, movies or novels, and, at age ten,
you wondered if you might be King Arthur reincarnared.
Music has always been a part of your life and you are
gifted with a great voice. Instruments were easy for
you to master, so you chose one that was both
ancient and a challenge to learn. Even as an adulr,
you 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
peacekeeper. Always consider both sides of a question
before making a decision. Quote ancient poems and songs.

Lead through inspiration and sound judgement. Your exist-
ence keeps one of the Mythic Threads alive. Act like it.

50 Verbena
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MAGE: The Ascension™

Name: Essence: Questing Concept: Bard
Player: Nature: Judge Mentor:
Chronicle: Demeanor: Visionary Cabal:
Alributes e
Physical Social Mental
Strength ®0000 Charisma 00000 Perception 908000
Dexterity @080 Manipulation 00000 Intelligence 00000
Stamina 00000 Appearance 00000 Wits 00000
Talents Skills Knowledges
Alertness ®0000  Drive ®0000 Computer ®0000
Arhlertics 00000 Etiquette 90000 Cosmology 00000
Awareness ®0000 Firearms O0000 Culture @ @@00
Brawl 00000  Leadership 00000 Enigmas 90000
Dodge 00000 Meditation @0000 Investigation 00000
Expression 00000 Melee 00000 Law ®0000
Intuition @O®000 Research 00000 Linguistics_ @0000
Intimidation 00000  Stealth ®0000 Medicine 00000
Streetwise 00000  Survival 00000  Occult ®0000
Subterfuge 00000  Technology 00000  Science 00000
_ Advanfages et ai-toca ou s S e s o
Spheres
Correspondence _ @O000  Life 00000 Prime ®0000
Entropy 00000 Mind 90000  Spirit 00000
Forces ®0000 Marter 00000 Time ®0000
Other Traits Arete " Health
00000 Willpower Hurt -1 3
00000 .....OOOOO [njured -1
00000 Q000000200 Wounded -2 3
00000 Quintessence E\:flquleld % =
00000 L0 0 g fifpied 3]
9 & Incapacitated 2
Backgrounds _._.?> o Experience
Avatar 00000 - O
De@tiﬂ\{ ®@0000 g .I...l (]
Dream ©0000 a C
Library ©0000 A ( O SfUdy Points
00000 San¥
00000 Paradox

_ Attribytes: 7/9/3. Abilities: 132‘3 J,Jhch" 5 Bagkgrqunds: 7 Freebie Poinis: 15(7;’ A201)
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Eco-Terrorist Druid

When all the leaves have fallen and turmed to dust,

ey e A A Tl

L

Will we vemain entrenched within owr ways.

2 -

— Dead Can Dance, “Severance”

Quote: Humankind is arrogant. We ask ‘if a tee falls in the forest and there is no one to hear it fall,

==y

does it make anoise?' as if the tree's only importance were in our velationship to it. The earth, the other trees,
all life within the woods, hears it fall and echoes with the scream of its descent.

Ly

4

Prelude: You grew up in the city among towering buildings and garbage-filled alleyways. Rats were

T

the only animals that survived for long in your neighborhood. The only trees were the ones spaced out

every mile or so to bring some “greenery” l'\il}lL‘L’il\'.T]l(.' hark was unapproach-
= = ) )

able because of the gangs that ruled there. You went to the zoo once, but the

animals were penned up in bare cages and looked sick and miserable. You
knew exactly how theyfelt. Atage thirteen, you were sent away toasummer
camp for disadvantaged kids, and for the first time you experienced the
countryside. The camp had its own lake and a small forest, which you

roved through as though it was your personal kingdom. Learning

everything you could about the forest, you planned to become a
forest ranger someday. Then summer ended and you returned
to the bleak, dead city.

A e i = e e

i

g2-

Never did get to be a forest ranger! You did settle near
the largest forest in the east. Soon it became apparent that

~20

the forest was being decimarted by logging. Thar was when

you met the eco-terrorists who were trying to stop the

-

deforestation. You joined and soon became a leader in the

G- fie

movement.
Then you mert the true guardians of the forest and learned of
their power to stop those who strip the forests in the name of

industry and science.

S b

Concept: You were an underprivileged city kid who longed to live

-

o in the country. You used to pretend to be an Indian who lived in the
;l‘ primeval forest. Trying to keep a fern alive in your apartment was an
. effort doomed to failure. The only television show that interested you
o was Wild Kingdom. A study in contrasts, you don’tdislike people, but feel
:; comfortable alone in the woods.

W Roleplaying Tips: Read up on ecological issues, especially those
b having to do with the rainforest and old-growth woodlands. Quote

statistics that support the contention that man will denude the planet

s e

b 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
W positions when you can.

.:' Magick: Though youare only of the first circle now, eventually
B your magick will help shape and protect the new Mythic Reality.
iy The Sphere of Life has provided insight into the complex patterns
E which governall life on earth and you have learned to manipulate
o those patterns subtly. Command of Marter allows you to create
u new patterns to enhance the Life around it. You can make a
= small pool of water to feed 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
il things. Eventually, you will control Forces to such an extent
s that you can affect the weather and call lighming.

-:: Equipment: Robes, sickle, packets of seeds, ecology
)

pamphlets
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&\ Shapeshifter

And he went up and down among the lions, he became a young lion, and learned to catch
prey, and devoured men
Ezekiel XIX, vi

uote: Grrowwll.

Q
Prelude: Born into a tribal culture, you were almost allowed to die because
‘ of your deformity. Instead those who were more “civilized” adopted and raised
' | youl. Never comfortable in their -.\'ur|¢.|, you -Il\\’;i\'.\ felt rlwy L'.\‘{‘L‘L'IL’L{
gratitude and servitude for saving your worthless life.
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,
you imagined whar it could be like in a more primitive,
more magickal world. Longing for perfection of body and

.‘!PITI[, YOu were given «@n ANSWEr. \lbllli JGre d mage now Hn\]
may someday have the power to transform your body into
your visions of yourself. For now, you'll settle for curing the

deformity.

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 C&{Tl111| nature, even as it t'l(].‘aL'LI
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 pricde in what you are.

Roleplaying Tips: The line from C. S. Lewis'

Narnia 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

traditional chants and drums rather than the pulse of
modern life. Walk in grace and beauty. 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 sanity when
/ —" you become a full Sll;l]‘l:r&illf-ri:r. 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 ultimate Ascen-
sion. When everyone is everyone else, there will be no
need for quarreling.
Equipment: Stretch clothing, camouflage stick,
pistol (let the hunter beware)
Verbena
. i T et e s e S .
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ealer/Medicine Man

i

:" Sharing. .. must be considered with great care by the Elders and the medicine people who
) carry the Sacred Trusts, so that no harm may come to people through ignorance and misuse
: r)_f' these powerful fm'a'_\.

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

-:: Quote: Let me tell you of my vision.
L Prelude: You were born on the reservation and lived with your grandfather. He
;L was a great medicine man and you wanted to be just like him. Secretly, though, you
> feared you lacked the power or the wisdom to ever become a healer as he was. You
P longed to have a vision, but fears and doubts kept you from achieving one.
3 Lack of visions convinced you that you were not good enough to be a
'y medicine man.
:- Giving up on traditional ways, you decided you could learn to be a
] doctor. Despite poverty and lack of opportunity, you managed to make it
! through school. But you couldn’t get a scholarship, so that road was
g blocked as well. When your grandfather died, you were left alone with no
.i; money, no power and no future.

K Then the Verbena came. They promised to teach you how to heal.
i They said you had power just waiting to be released. You left the
b reservation to follow your dream. Though you tried for almost a year,
-f others had visions while you were left with none.
[y Youreturned to the reservation and renewed yourself with ancient
.: rituals. A vision came at last and you knew you must return to the
! Verbena to finish your training as a mage. Though you are not a
,j-"’ traditional medicine man, one who deals with the spirits, you are a
8 healer who respects and understands the old ways.
-,: Concept: You followed your grandfather around everywhere he
:; went trying to fathom the “trick” involved in being a medicine man.
L The spirits never spoke to you, and you wondered if you were the nly
B spirit-deaf person in your tribe. Embarrassed and hurt by your lack
;E" of success, you came very close to joining the Technocracy without
e even knowing what it was. Doing so would have killed your own
o Spirit.

:; Roleplaying Tips: Although you have embraced modern
W medicine and the Verbena way of magick, you are more than half
= shaman. Quote heavily from great medicine men of the past,
b Walk softly on the Earth. She is your Mother. You hold the
b powers of life and death in your hands. Use that power wisely.
'. Hold to the others in your cabal as though they were your
" tribe. They are.
I Magick: You specialize in Life and Prime, and emphasis
i on those two Spheres allows you to make changes to simple
b life forms and your own body. You hope that by understand-
E ing Prime you will be able to use it to heal others more
o Wy effectively. You use Entropy to locate the weaknesses in
.:: l" : % ! others which might cause problems, or to search for keys to
P :‘ ’ . ’J |l| L weakening the hold disease and injury have on people.
-l-‘ ‘l“ ”Mn ' i [ Though you are capable of causing injury or illml-ss, you prefer
) Lt ] _ r not to do so unless absolutely necessary. Thus far, you have
L [ studiously avoided learning Spirit, as the spirits ignored you for far too long.
] It makes you nervous to think abour using that Sphere.
.: ; Equipment: Herbs, first aid kit, medicine bag (Talisman), knife

: !
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Concept: You were a straight-laced rich kid, al-

Neo—-Pagan /

Human kind cannot bear very much real- / '
VI

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't really
believe in damnation — unless damnation was living

with your parents and their holier-than-thou atti-
tude. There had to be something more. It wasn’t
thar you were irreligious, it was just that their

iy.
— T.S. Eliot, “Burnt Norton" .
Quote: Come to our festival. There's .
something there for everyone. The Goddess
holds all her childven in equal regard. I
Prelude: Raised in a home without ) . religion wasn't what you wanted to believe
/ ( | in. If there hadn't been a Goddess, you
would have had to invent her for your
own peace of mind.

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; punishmentswift. What was
wrong with dancing or listening

Roleplaying Tips: You fervently be-
lieve in the Goddess and all Her blessings.
Tell everyone about them. Schedule your

life around the pagan festivals and make
sure everyone knows you do so. Call
strangers “sister” and “brother.” Be

to loud music or hanging our with
the other kids?

friendly and supportive unless you feel
like you're being taken advantage of,
then warn the sleazeball of the God-

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

dess' wrath when crossed.

Magick: Life lets you manipu-
late simple life forms and correct
small defects in yourself, allowing
you to embody the Mother’s beauty.

Your parents found out some of
what you'd been up to when your
sister was murdered. Their rage
pushed you too far. A group of

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.

pagans welcomed you and encour-
aged you to join. You left home and
never looked back, you learned about
love, sharing — and self-defense. Equipment: Athame, wand, robes,
candles, bell, crystal, herbs, cauldron, as-

trology book

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

58 Verbena
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Verbena

No living organism can con

, ndix One:
FAncient Wisdom

Magick 3

tinue for long to exist sanely

under conditions of absolute reality: even larks and katydids are

supposed, by some, to dream.

Shirley Jackson, The Haunting of Hill House

The Spheres of Magick

Verbena view magick somewhat differently
than the other Traditions. As they origi-
nated many of the Spheres, they have a more
primitive conception of how magick works,
yet their use of various Spheres often shows
a brilliance unparalleled even by the 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 — not as a rigid hierarchy of space/time.
They see the ley lines and move through the paths much

) ) |

like a spider moves through her web.

Entropy — The Art of the Fates
Life..
knowing about death, decay and the path that Life must

.and death. The Art of the Fartes is the art of

take. The most powerful Verbena have mastered this art
because lhcy realize that knowledge 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 cut the twines of Fate.

Forces — The Art of Winds

Dancers on the edge of ecstasy, Verbena hold that they
first shaped the forces of weather to allow early humans to
survive, and later to provide good weather for crops. De-
spite the advent of technology and electricity, Verbena

Appendix One 61
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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. Verbena use the Art of Blood to gently
shape bodies so that they grow stronger, better, more
beautiful. They work with the Lifeflow, the rendency 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 it.

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
but 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 nature of magick.

Spirit — The Art of Calling

Also called the Art of Drawing, this is the body of
chants, songs, dances and poetry 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 natures.

Time — The Art of Turning

Verbena feel that time is a wheel, always repeating and
always moving ahead. Farther back in time, it becomes 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
symbol 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 to be special, and
created the first calendars to mark these times.

Shapechanging
Although true shapechanging requires e®eee [ife,
many with ® ® ® e Life risk taking on higher-mammal forms
(such as wolves, dolphins and whales) without the special

62 Verbena
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Mythic Threads

Magickal footholds in modern belief, Mythic Threads embody supernatural or paranormal trappings that remain a part
of the collective unconscious. Something “special” within these concepts calls to modern minds, and they retain some
power even in the most industrialized societies.

In game terms, a Mythic Thread is something that shapes a mage’s magick style and philosophy. Used cleverly, Mythic
Threads can turn otherwise vulgar Effects into coincidental ones; a Sleeper is much more likely to believe in a fortune reller
reading his mind through tarot cards than in some stranger who just glances at himand 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 extent Do and the Digital Web are Mythic
Threads the Akashics and Virtual Adepts use. These ideas reflect and color the way a given mage views his magick; they
are symbols of his or her philosophy. The “Personalizing Magick” section in The Book of Shadows goes into this subject
in more detail, although it does not use the term Mythic Threads per se. Thread concepts shape the method of one’s magick.

By creative use of Mythic Threads, a mage may pass off some Effects as coincidental (see the Blatancy and High Ritual
Abilities in The Book of Shadows). This is largely a marter of Storyteller discretion, and will depend on the mage’s
presentation, location and conviction. A'Verbena on Wall Streetin a three-piece suit would have a harder time utilizing
Mythie Threads than if she were on the moors be in a midnight-blue cloak, her hair unbound and blowing dramatically,
Grossly. vulgar Effects — fire from one’s fingertips, summoned demons, etc. — cannot be passed off under most
circumstanees, though this too can vary. Conjuring up the Loch Ness Monster in a Scottish loch weuld be more
coincidental than creating a Tyrannosaurus in the Oval Office. As always, subtlety and reason should guide reality.

Mythic Threads of the Verbena include: !

Mythic Creatures: The Loch Ness Monster, unicorns, werewolves, vampires, ghosts, and even angels and demons
remain a part of common belief. These legendary creatures live on in folklore (or other ways), despite the encroachment
of the static reality imposed by the Technocracy. Mages utilizing this Thread must be wary, however; Baradox abhors a
dramatic paradigm change.

Crafts: Witchcraft, astrology, divination (by taror cards, runes, or | Ching), herbalism, candle=spells, poppet-making,
crystals and gemstones, hypnotism, psychics, curses, and blessings all have a place in a mage’s magickal workings. Use of
any of these in the appropriate circumstances should lower the difficulty of the magick being cast.

Times: Samhain, Beltaine, Friday the 13th, Midnight, Dawn, Eclipses — all are times of power, especially for the
Verbena. Magick used during these times should have increased power— though not always of a predictable sort! Naturally,
other times such as Sunday mornings, midday, or during the Ides of March might decrease the power of the magick, making
it more difficult for the Verbena to use. Such fluctuations in power would increase or decrease magick difficulty by one or
two (never more than three) places. _

Superstitions: The number 13, black cats, an upside-down horseshoe, ravens and four-leaf clovers have been viewed
as explanations for things beyond mortal ken. Sighting any of these portents or carrying such talismans as a rabbits foot
might increase the efficacy of magicks cast by Verbena. Conversely, bad omens might make their magick less strong or
prevent the Verbena from casting at all (see the Echoes Flaw).

benefits that come with those forms (water breathing,
flight, etc.). Such mages risk leaving their sentience be-
hind, as they do not fully understand what they are doing.
Shapechanging is very difficult to do coincidentally. Many
Verbena specialize in specific forms by purchasing that
formasaKnowledge (Mage, pgs 145-146). A specialty form
lowers the difficulty by 1 when the mage is trying to change
into that animal.

Rotes

Sense the Fleeting Moment (® Time)

Thisrote allows a Verbena to sense the proper moment
in which to act. By using the Mythic Thread of astrology,
a Verbena may choose the perfect rime and place to do a

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

[Each success on the magick roll lowers the difficulty
for one specific non-magickal task by 1. This is usually
coincidental. Once thissingle 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 lineage.

[Each success provides one fact about the target’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 useful both for discovering underground resources
and for finding water in an arid environment.

[Each success provides one more piece of information
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 Verbena can cause things to happen which
will send the rarget away. These things are usually positive:
the target wins the lottery and moves away, or finds a free
airline ticket voucher and flies to Paris for a week, or
wangles a car ride even when the last possibility has dried
up.

[Each success sends the rarget 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. Getting 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 weather-alteration affects the sky within immediate
sightof the Verbena, lasts fora“normal” length of time, and
cannot create phenomena out of nothing. Especially pow-
erful storms (hurricanes, rornadoes) are beyond the power
of this rote. Note that a larger weather pattern may evolve
after the rote is over: the weather is not a system one tweaks
without consequences.|
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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 distinctly powerful spirits
(usually allied with one of the four directions, seasons, or
classical elements) and weaving a circular pattern our of
theirspiritual essences. The result is a 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 (®*e Life, ® eMind)

A Verbena may completely sway another's mind, sim-
ply by altering his vocal chords and singing. This control is
coincidental, and allows the Verbena to influence others.
Usually those who use this rote do so only when absolutely
necessary. 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 automatic 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
that they are being bewitched), but is quite useful when
dealing with Sleepers.]

Merlin’s Ride (®®® Correspondence; eeee Corre-
spondence to move others)

[t is said this rote was first used to transport Arthur and
his army to Badon Hill when Arthur needed magickal aid
to defear those who would not join him. To achieve this
Effect, the Verbena begins 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.
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And the fear of you and the dread of you shall'be upon every
beast of the earth. ..
—Genesis 1X, ii
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Known as the Damned Queen or the Lady of Lilith created a palace for herself in the Umbra. It was, 4
Night, Lilith is counted the first Verbena. essentially, the first Horizon Realm. She gave birth to a X
Indeed, many view her as the first feminist number of children, one of whom supposedly became the b
and the first mage. The greatest of the Wyck, ancestress of the Garou. When Cain was driven out, Lilith '-.
A ik = i < . LI

Lilith was said to be Adam’s first wife. She sheltered and Awakened him. Because of the curse upon ]
refused 2 subservient position and was driven him, he was changed into a vampire by his Awakening. it
from the Garden. Lacking any comforts, she Lilith taught him her magick, which became the vampiric &
had to create what she needed to sustain Disciplines. ,:
- L
herself in the darkness. !
)
‘-I
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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 — a goddess with no navel, for Lilith
was created, not born.

CaBom gl il - g
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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 shattered 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 Tradition today.
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Heasha
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Heasha, an Adept, is the quintessential Celtic b

earth mother type. In her mid-thirties, she '.:

d 7 1 "

still looks youthful, with clear blue eyes and ||

a mane of flaming red hair which falls to her b

L)

waist. Though she is not ravishingly beauti- »

ful, Heasha's dignity and grace command e

attention and respect. I\

s L]

She learned he magicks from Night- ",

shade, the Verbena member of the Council i

e b » a ')
of Nine. Her vision of the future for Verbena has led her to .
become a spokesperson for the Verbena to other Tradi- -
tions, and she is pursued as a teacher by many young 'T..'
initiates. Her eloquence and passion speak for themselves, 5
and many older Verbena find themselves quoting her or R,
using one of her arguments when proving a point. !:

. 1

In recent years, Heasha has led the campaign to locate &

. . . 4

and integrate Orphans into the Verbena. Unlike many of -
her elders, Heasha recognizes the power Orphans have to ,
i

offer and wants to encourage all mages to embrace the cause %
" . n

of Ascension rather than waste themselves in angst and .
i )

party tricks. It
‘1

1]

.

Ly

?

-.h

J

h‘

1

ll

Ldl

r

e,

L

p

-

U

hl

1]

|I

I‘-

']

L.,
1]

2

A3

v

,..

1]

"

&

y

L.

L

:-

o

L]

nl

1

"

&

’

L.

i

:.

=

y

B,

|._|

L

l-"!

Appendix Two 67 -

]

N

L}

A R o A e S e O R e o S e Dl el =R e e e e T e S e T o e e T il



ol 13-

e

'ﬁ__'.q_

ey ko

A T e

-_;__:.:. -

e T e

402 o=

e

&

I

T T

4:- - “’ - -1.—

ok iE-

= ‘E- " T,

S

R R el A e A S Tl Lt e g L T et e e i R e Ly B Tyt W T A T T T Jaly e g AT
g - A - - L . == L - = - = A - = L’ »_ - L -

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
trappings 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
occult items and ideas the Syndicate 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
understand. Most 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 been 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 to 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.
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