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INTRODUCTION:
Fear To ToucH

I stood before a black cave, wanting to goin, and I shuddered
at the thowught that | 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

| am afraid.

Every day, I drive with windows closed.
Pollution's bad for you. The wind might muss
my hair, and then I'd look like a freak. [ cluech
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 to
murder me. 1 keep my voice down, my eyes
straight ahead. And I 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 I was even afraid as a child. It's hard to
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. It's our natural coping skill. Like [ wid,
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, is dark red. Long and tangled. The angles of her
face are softly chiseled from freckled sunburned skin, bur it’s
hereyes thatscare me. Blue and brightand wide, as if she were
ready to cry and laugh simultancously. When I 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. | 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
anoldfriend. “Thisseat's not taken, is it 7" she asked asshe 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 unil 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 her to go

INtROBUCTION: PEAR 10 ToucH 5




fuck herself. My fingers slip in condensation on my
soda glass. I'd been picking at my food and it'd gotten
cold too. [ 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 ata young age. *1 was eating
lunch. If you want the chair, take itand go. Otherwise, please
get lose.” 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! | panic,
then notice she's smiling. And those eyesareall l 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 jacket with the sleeves tomn off. Gypsy
skirt, amber, with wears and patches. You'd expect herto 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 barefoored.
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 — brightand 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
burns where they touch. “Trust me, you won't want me to."

Is my cheek twitching? Later I'll discover that I've gota
nervous tic. It goes away in time, but for the moment I'm only
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. I can see it.” She
locks her fingers, leans back and cradles her head
behind her. Ifshe wears a bra, it doesn’t show. She
has bigger breasts than me, and spends more time outdoors.

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

I'm rateled, off-guand. 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 acrass her face, but her eyes blaze chrough.
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 shie.” | pull back, despite her magnetic
gase."I've never seen 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?” I repeat,
“and why are you pesteting me?”

“I'm opportunity, Cassie, a walking crisis. I'm a door
that’s just opened for you, but | 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 rakes 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 screwed around
with Danny MacAllister at Sarah's, Jeffs birthday party,
when you ate those hash brownies. I may not have been there,
exactly, bur when you fucked George in your batheub 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 chickenshit, 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.
Ishove my chairaway from the table. “Go away. Just leave me
alone." I try 10 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 | 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 see are Aria's flashing eyes, so | close my
own. In darkness, it's =0 much easier to decide. Without a
word, [ push myself out of my chair. It takes an etemity to rise
to my feet, and | can feel each muscle shift, cach 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 cyes as the two lesbos pay the check
and leave. Jesus, what have | just done?

ish.R
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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 slumbering 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 discemment,
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

S | It's raining when [ awaken. Cold hard sheets of
' water roar across the parking lot like angry
soldiers. My warm bed is empty. Aria is gone.
For amoment, my heart feels like the pavement
outside. Then I sigh and roll over. Some things
aren’t meant to last, | guess.

My sheets feel like raw burlap against my
skin. Restless, [ finally decide to rise. The light
filtering past the blinds looks like old coffee as
| pad to the shower. Strange; beneath my feet, the hardwood
floor seems rough, unfinished. Not unpleasant, just... more
textured than before. Curious, | stop and sweep my toes across
the surface. The resulting thrill surges into my fifth orgasm of
the night. When | stop trembling, the room feels colder.
What's happening to me!

Bathroom tiles hold adifferent feeling. Theircool smooth-
ness soothes my jangled nerves. As if in slow motion, | glide
across the floor, brushing my soles against a rug fluffier than
it seemed before. Luxurious. I step onto itand dig my toes into
its fibers. Strange, the things you take for granted. As thunder
echoes from far away, [ shove the curtain aside and summon
hissing water from the tap. Harnessed rain. [ shift the setting
from bath to shower and test the water with my hand.

Seconds blend to hours. The storm in my own bathtub
tickles my palm, and the sensations race across my whole
body until my will gives way and yet another orgasm surges
outward. Finally, | step into the steamy tub and caress myself
with the water’s flow. Outside, thunder rolls again, nearer his
time. Suddenly even this ecstasy is not enough.

Sudden impulse. Dare [ follow it? The back door isn't far
away. It's dark. No one will see me. Trembling, [ suddenly
ache to feel the storm (tself across my skin, my feet in puddles,
my hair in tangles. After seeming hours of hesitation, [ turn
off the water and head toward the door. What am | doing?
Again, a sudden surge of panic. What will Jim and Marcie
think? Surcly they're awake by now. The image almost stops
me: dancing naked in the rain while the whole complex
watches, laughing, The fear freezes me halfway to the door. |
can’t go out there.

The back door opens. It's Aria, of course, nude and
dripping with a wild grin across her face. A blast of cold
wind hits me from outside. “Come on out, Cassie,” she
whispers. “It feels like heaven.”

[ follow her, of course, and a flood of new sensations
hits me as | step across the threshold. Chill iron, wet with

Pirst Verse: FreeesLL 1
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rain. Bright flickers from the clouds, a purr of creep- Aria calls him “Wolf”; comny as it is, the name fits hime
ing thunder. Icy water-lash and warm skin beneath my tall, rangy-lean and bearded, he prowls behind the counte
fingers. Aria leads me through the doorway and into the  like a restless animal staring into space. Brown hair brushet
rain like a new parent showing off her offspring. It's  hisback and frames a face both sweet and sinister. Brown eyes
glorious. With patient hands, she peels my arms from across  watch some enigma beyond the shop walls, and | wonder
my breasts, spreads my hands, pushes me forward and blocks what he sees to make him smile that way. Yesterday, |

®

the doorway. [ am naked to the storm and I worship it. would've ignored this long-haired burnout, Now he seems
Why was 1 afraid? compelling.
Eyes closed, | let shudder after shudder ride through me. Inside the shop, a techno-tribal beat throbs from hidden

The touch of warm fingers, palms, arms, breasts, stirs me from  speakers. 've heard it before and never liked the stuff, but this
my meditation. Aria wraps herself across my body, presses morning it sounds fresh, like the thunder of the dawn. [ called
close, squeezes me to her, turns me slowly around to face her,  in sick when Aria and | arose from bed, and she brought me
I's like before: I'm helpless, her puppet. She kisses me slowly,  here to find, as she put it, a mentor for my “new life.”
deeply, forever. “lcan’t teach you everything you need to know,” she had
Dawn lightened the clouds at last and the rain subsided  assured me, tousling my hair. “I know the dance but can't rell
to drizzle. | don't know when we left the balcony and  you thesteps. [ know someone who can, though. Wolf.” Oes
wandered back inside. But if anyone had seen us, I never my objections, she'd dressed me in her own clothes and
heard about it. And frankly, I never cared. rummaged through my closet for some new ones. On het
insistence, we left barefooted. My feet are sore now, but I'm

THE LE§§0N5 BE("N not sorry. I've never walked around this way before.

I'm in a daze, a trance, a dreamwalk. Everything seems

larnthcfounmfnofaffecnbn—duimmmwnwfm

: S : surreal. The buzz from our dawn shower lingers and the spring
To keep the good times rolling, I'm the boy, I'm the boy breeze rustles my skire — Aria’s skirt. It's not something |
I say the world wll be our oyster — you can put your trustinme  yould wear myself, so tissue-light it feels like nothing, but it
We'll keep the good times rolling brushes my legs so softly [ accept. 1 feel like a fool. I feel like
Wait and see, wait and see an outlaw. | feel like an agent in disguise. For now, I'll play
Wait and see. .. this game. [ kinda like it.

— Opysterband, “When I'm Up | Can’t Get Down” _ -
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Back in the shop. Wolf stares oblivious as
we wander to the counter, passing black T-
l 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. “Wolfl"
s 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.”

“I didn't see you there for a minute, Aria.” He
laughs, a purring chuckle. “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. Wolf feels it too.
He purrsagain. “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 momning, Wolf. Treat her gentle.”
Treat me! Gentle! ] 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.”

L L

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

Behind the shop, there is a corridor. We followed Waolf
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 ie?"

He cocks his head to look at it. Shyly, like a kid on his
first date. “Thanks. It's sort of an heirloom."

“From who!"

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

9
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History Part |: THE BeisninGs

If the doors of perception were cleansed.
every thing would appear to man asit is, infinite.
— William Blake

This world, he says, is neither the first
| world nor the last, merely a moment frozen in
34 time. That'sall time is: a succession of frozen
§] 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,
butin 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 Heartheat,
When the seasons were asdays, we
all felr that pulse, and we were so
much more alive. Some felt the
pulse more than others, and those fow
could become one with the Lakashim,
bending creation to their purposes. Oth-
ers feared them, or worshipped them and
called them shaman or arist or madman —
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 | listen, Wolf tells me of the origins of
art and 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 Chronaos, New Romantics, BOn-Po, Sahajiya,
Los Sabios Locos, Timelost, and a host of other names, not all 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 B

When I 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 sale. Old pot. Unwashed
bodies. Groggy voices. The light has a fuzzy quality, and the
birds outside sound raucous, almost jeering. Bottles, mirroes
and magazines litter my resting place, and I discover that |
can’t move. All | can do is feel. All proportion is gone —
everything looks so much larger than before. | try to look
down and discover that I can't.

*Hey, Cleo, where's the bhong!™ a craggy, accented

voice inquires. From one side, a man
enters, naked and swaying. *It'son
the table," comes the reply, Cleo,
I assume. The man's eyes
widen slightly. “Oh, yeah, |
see it.” He reaches for me. Oh
shit!! This isn't funny! His
fingers, gritty with sand, Wwrap
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 tha?"

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

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

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

L L N

Accordingtohim, 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 mighe
involve starvation, ordeals or tattooing, became rites of passage
in maost cultures. Life was short in those days, and so every pain
or pleasure brought one closer to the Divine.

The shamans understood the link between our CmOotions —
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, a
shaman would dance, eat peyote, drink soma or make love 1o
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 byilt
devices to help them understand the Lakashim. Everyone has
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insight, so all these methods worked. Despite their differences,
these seckers all understood that reaching their goal involved
breaking through mortal blinders and seeing things as they are,

LA B N

| ask Wolf whar he meant by that. 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 ks 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 eyes. | felt a crackling in the
air, as if it had been electrified.

| 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, | see them splatrer, slowly spreading our,
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 at 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 ratean,
labyrinthine networks of cells and tendrils, millions of them,
pulsating with light in a spectrum of colors. As | warch, a
shaddering halo of bumt orange and shimmering violet washes
around my hand and wrist. A similar aura of bright, flashing pink
surrounds Wolf'sown. Everywhere | look, pattemns stand in place
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of solid objects, all of them moving, shifting, pulsating softly.
Shivers ripple through me. My matrix fingers slip 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.
[ nod, silent. How could [ not?

L B

Eventually, religions grew up around the sacred passions —
the temples of Astarte and Aphrodite, the more spontaneous
rites of Dionysus and Freyja, thedrug-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 discase, addiction, unwanted children and jealous
partners — sort of like the modern world, The chaos led to
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 falr..." 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 Ameri-
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 & universal path to enlightenment, but then, as
now, most 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-scientists 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
1400s, 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 eyes open; the
pillows are too soft and Wolf's voice too low. After a while 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 | showld know ie."

“Tomorrow, then. At least, relatively speaking.” He
Yaugho au Libs Juke, Dur it flies past me,

"1 don't know. Maybe not. I don't feel like a magician,
least of all an ‘Ecstatic’ one. ['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 the cusp of something more important than you'll ever know,
but you have to make the decision. I'm not here o 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'snot there when [ retusn home. Herscent lingers in my
bed, on her clothing, but there's nosignofher. I'm relieved. And
terrified. What if she won't come back?In a moment of madness,
I throw all my shoes away, then cry for hours. That night, 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.” I can't sleep again. I'm afraid. S
damned afraid that | hate myself.

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

INITIATION

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 pocket, 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 rhythm. Soon the air itself begins to
throb; I sway, in spite of myself, like a charmed gerpentand
I'd swear that even the candles flicker in time. After what
seemsa liquid eternivy, Wolf opens his eyes and stares inro
my own:

“I swear, by all I hold sacred and fine, to instruct you,
to guide you, 1o tespect you. Mever shall | harm 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 angd
burns a bit going down. Some lingers on my lips. Slowly 1 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. It'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 each other. The twilight thunder
rides us foretemities, 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, *] think I may like
this Cule.”
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Sometime later, we wrap ourselves in blan-
kets and return to the history lesson. We're
closer, now, and our touch stirs electric shivers.
Now that the pact is scaled, Wolf tells me
secrets, His lessons continue for hours. Al-
though he relates the events in a bewildering
stream of impressions, as if he himselfhad lived them, I prefer
to remember them in the past tense. He picks back up with
the Seer, Shzar, and his prophecies of disaster.

Sh'zar, they say, spoke to 23 Masters of the Arts. Three
Divyas, or divine initiates, followed him, and preached his
pospel 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 Baldric. 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 ook time, but by 1440 arrangements had been made
to meet.
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Sh'zar and his friends had already been busy. While the
Seer conferred with Baldric, Nightshade and Valoran, the
other Divyas journeyed across the world, 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 meeting 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 specialty.
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'te 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.
L B BN

“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
youto even comprehend that thought,
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-
lous!"

\What can | say to that?

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'sar
saw many futures and pasts, especially his own. His belicfs
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 to 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 Seer reasoned, people would stop hurt-
ing one another. He brought forth many old rituals
which bonded people together (a specialty of ourkind,
as | was to realize), and showed how pleasure was better
shared than pain. Those thatdid 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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In 1466 the First Cabal, a group of hand-picked magi
including Akrites Salonikas, journeyed out from the meeting
site on a mission of goodwill. In 1470 they were betrayed from
within. The Betrayer wasn't one of the Seers, bur many
outsiders viewed Akrites as an accessory. The prophet, they
claimed, had fallen down on the job and let one of his best
friends (and, they gossiped, his lover) destroy their Cabal.
Although he, Tali Eos and Sh'zar himself went our to rescue
mages who had ended up in an Inquisitor's dungeon, the
Seers were disgraced. Dispirited, Akrites left the Tradition
and disappeared. Soon after, Sh'zar went looking for him and
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perished. The whole Council was in ruins, and the Seers
seemed buried at the bottom of them.

The remaining Divyas refused to let the legacy collapse.
Although Xootin lox had died by this time, Ecs and Jnana
remained Masters to be reckoned with. Fortified with schol-
arship and backed up by formidable allies from the Verbena
and Dreamspeakers, these Seers struggled to continue
Sh'zar’s dream. Eos' masterpiece, The Nine Sacred Pas-
sions, remains a hallmark for serious Ecstatic magi (called
mages by this time). This eloquent document argued that
the sear of all magick is the soul; emotion wedded with
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intellect propels that soul to higher things — an ideal
often called Ascension. A soul with crippled passions

could never achieve 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 Burning Times began, and Christian Europe
went berserk, rorturing 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 search for ecstasy. He defeated their greatest Divya in a

o

combat called certdmen. The sect retreated in 1573, but the
Aghaoris 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 is relative. | tell him
never mind). Supposedly, these facries were, and remain,
very grateful for the help. Finally, by 1800, the religious
madness wore itself out and a new era of possibilities began.

Tre Cavtor Bsccrus

Ah me! in sooth he was a shameless wight,

Sore given to revel and ungodly plee;

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

And flaunting 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 comers.
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 at the British
authorities. (Kali, Wolf tells me, is the destructive aspect of
the goddess Shakti. He reminds me thar 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-
ingexperiencesamong the Native Americansof the Scuthwest
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 Crazy 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 janbo, an
important meeting, in 1867 to discuss the problem. Sh'zar’s dream
was a 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 to debate a return
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 hashish, 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 spake for several hours, sweeping the assembly with
patent smoke, then vanished. Supposedly, he reminded his de-
scendiants 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 Culr 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'tseem to be the sort who accepts adewexexmachina
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

argue!)
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THe RevoLaTioN

If we cannot wake you, then we'll have to shake you

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’
Though some say you'll only understand a gun colonies and average homes. It began when soldiers came
Got to prove them wrong or we will lose the battle home with new ideas and scientists scrapped what was left of
Don’t you know you'll start a war which will be won by nane the old ones. It began with electric guitars, TV, radio and
— Steppenwolf, “Move Over" drugs, and it rose up to change the wotld: The revolution
The Cult appears to be a of the senses. The C of E heyday.
Tradition forever stumbling Marrison, Joplin, Hendrix, Hoffman, Dick,
over its own feet. By the Leary, Shanlear, Slick, Lennon, Goddard,
wm of the century, they Warhol, Moog. ... an endless liss. Some
wemodmore interestedin L, oy were Awakened, many were not.
sharing pleasure than S Mm_t had no idea what they were
painonce again. Maybe doing but were doing their best
the shift came from at it anyway. Some outsiders
Sh'zar, or maybe just give the Cule credit (or

==

from the fact that mast blame) forinventing rock-
' Bacchanalians died n-roll, the drug culture
' young and badly. A few mﬂm’g‘l{hrmtd
exceptions, like ing 1o Wolf, we ug-ﬁy
Aleister Crowley, m)kuhu_a]mﬁ)'t:\'mu!
still “did what they and gave it a haed pish
would.” Most Cult- Anything d'uiu;]n dm&
. gerous;, wicked an
ol e sensual was up for grabs,

preferred examples

like Isadora Duncan or
Sir Richard Burton —
rebels eating at Victo-

and the Cultists recog-
nized the reason: We

want the fochidden. We

ran conventions from craveritual. We need our
the inside — to assail- passions, and pasa?m =
ants like Crowley. The neversafe. Heaven edull:
20¢ch century gave both we humans crave a taste
t 1 M:' cmk 7 ofhell toletusknow what

:"il:;‘f S e ( 3 we're missing,
‘The misery of ; And then we blew it.
World War | un- tosne |
“Like the Beatles,'

leashed a frenzy of
rebellion across the
Western Woeld. The

Wolf says, “Sh'zar was
both wrong and right.
Hewas wrong when he

:](:;m;:fh thought all we needed
cesses and was love; he was right
revolutionary ‘I-t'hcn he :zix'urcd th?j
i uresponsibility wou
Sy ol dest::;y us. Maybe it
Sl already has."
l\z':;s:u:'tzm::}: “The world was
in history, demol- waking up. Slowly, for
ished wharever surc.bnm'nm:mn:g out
conventions were _— : of a long and fitful
lefe standing. Cule- é~ Y slumber. It was waking up with a big hard-on and a rumble in
ng. '&'p G . its belly, ready to go. And then, in the '70s, we threw water in

ists rushed in, first
tentatively, then excitedly, and helped themselves to the LW el _ ] :
confusion. The ashes of the two wars — and the succession of ?\Iow imagine,” he continues, htf f‘,‘ﬁn'-\'l[\.i by candle-
wars that followed — left our Tradition & new world to woek llght.hmh:mdsdancmgh.lcclnpplngspt\'.icr.s. that you were in
with. People were scared— of dying, of technology, of each bed. Your clock radio has just gone off. It’s time to wake up and

its face.”
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you're doing it. And then some asshole dumps a big bucket of
ice water right 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 careless bastards who threw that water.”

"Didn’t you say that was our job!”

“Yeah," he says at last. "1 guess ir 1"

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. Yousticking around ™
After introductions, | realize how starved [ 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. “I
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 undil 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 hug and 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 gor wonderful hands.

What the hell. I'll sort this out tomorrow.
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DECOND

[ACES IN THE OMOKE

Trust and ies sistey, siervender. are like a womb in which all
of cumycivusness can gesiate and manre.
Richunl Mass, The | Thae s We

v oy ol The next few weeks rush by in a haze of trans.
* %] formoation, a displaced time stream of sensation
S _._. and desire. It's like being sick with love, but far
/A more incense. Nothing fiss. | can’cconcencrare,
Every moming arrives with an uche in my
stomach and a fleshwide ringle which will nac
A | be stilled. My wense of time scrambles. When
I'm on my own, roy senses wander, My hair
grows hick o its nitural subum tangles and my
libido is totally ouc of concroel Even locking at my own
Hngertips makes me homy. Even so, Wolf commands me naot
to masturbace. Restraine, he says, will focus my budding
[ rwers

Pin slippmg ar work., When | complain to Wall, he
rurnmagtes through a dmwer and comes oue with & wad of bills.
“Quir," he grins. “Here's your new job." [ count the cash when
$30,000. I don't want to know where he got it.

I can't sleep. The sheets are too rough, my bady too
rebellious. Finally, when my fruseration reaches an unendut-

able peak. | hear the creak of doors and a barefoot whisper.

[ per home

VERSE:

Ariasmilesin the durkness and greecs me with kisses. Herskin
feels like bot quicksilver agamst my own. With her fingers,
tongue and hair, she helps me cum myself ro sleep. When |
crazh, [ crash hasd. When | awaken, she is always gone.

Each day now, [ visic the shop. When L arrive, Wolf gees
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 miracles. Marcie, my best friend, doesn’t
scem to know what 1o make of me now. After a while, she
stops trying.

Qeeasionally, the fear returns, o full-blast panic furnace;
when it happens, Wolf shares my cears and holds me until the
shakes subside. Sametimes, Aria is home before me, and we
calk like schoolgirls until dark, Ocher times, [ come back to
an empty apartment, anxloos that tonight will be the night
she will not rerum.

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

Yeac're all youd've got
Consider it a gift

— The Nails, *Moed Swing”

The first thing [ leam is chac my new
“club" has ne :earbelt a¢ life insurnce. From
Initiatson aowanl, a Culeise is on her cwn
Mentors and friends show you the lay of the
4] lind, but the journey — and its missteps

— AR (o vou.
We're more o mough confederation than an organization.
Lessons are taught through examples armil mistakes. Each
mentoe sees things s bit differently, and cach student will
interpret those insights as he will. Though we all share a
similur vision, we view it from different angles.

As Wolf pues it, we leamn o see with primal vision. By
atcuning ourselves with existence isself, we can step outside
our mortal perceptions, secing {and acting) like demigods.
Our fellowship (only vnve of many, as ] will soon learn) values
individual freedom — and respansibility — above all else.
The consequences, goodd and bad, of our actions belong oo us
alone,

Some customs do exist to keep our Cull 1ogether the
Code of Ananda is pretty importane to most of our kind, and
emotional bonds like the diksham keep us In touch amil
honest. When things get really baud, certain protocols helpus
resalve disputes or punish people who've gone 1eo far. For the
enost pare, though, we're on aur own. Only personal wisdom,
friends and sheer luck keep us from dancing tneo ohlivion.

Larasums: Tre Disive Pagse

Creation has a hearchear, a pulse that everyome cm feel.
Most Cultists call it the Lukashim, Dhambia, the Serpent
Roud, or other names, Our pazsions, senses and unconscions
minds cap into this pulse; our intellece blocks our perceprions
somewhat, bur it focuses them, oo, The ideal siare of con-
sclousness sends us past mere intellect or sensation inte &
commmunion, through both, wich che Lakashim,

Anyone who achicves thisscare suspends hemelf In time
and works realiry with her will. Mot people enter inro icfor
fleeting momencs. Cur Arts depend on achieving thar ideal
whenever possible. Muny kamamargs, or “paths of desize,”
fucus your consciousness, enhancing sensatlons and passions
past normal human limits, The Laknshim waits beyond those
limitations.

ANanps. Qs anp Sscensioy

The road to excess leads 1a the palace of wesdom. .. for we cen
nevey know what is enough insil we know whar is more than
enough,
— William Blake

As HLP, Lovecraft said, the most merciful thing abous
human consciousness is that ic remains blind o the m-

% Couror Ecstasy

mensity of the cosmaos. We need char Blindneis 1o a2 diesree;
without it, che vast SCOpe ol ereation would drive people
ceazy, To sty sane and progress, we need to be able o put
things in lictle boxes, give them names, and lock at them in
ways we choose to understand. Ecstacics want to get around
that mereal blindfold, chough, to sneak o peek at ow reality
It's a dangerous gime; stating at the sun can blind vou. Saill,
st Culeists would mecher burn cherr eyves aut then live their
whole lives without ever huving seen that sun in all ies glory.

Carching sight of reality in all its splendor brings on
Idlescribable moments of mpoure. Cultists cali such mo
menzs ananda, the blis thit stops tirme, That blias allows us
tiz siilestep reality — o wark maglek. More importantly,
though, it helps s understand the immense miracle we exgse
in. That, more than any law crcode, keeps us honese, It'shard
to disrespect any aspect of creation when you can stare the
whole thing in the face.

Ananda can't be described, only felt. Mose ares, faichs
and inagicks are just ways to caprure bliss, Mast people g
their whole live: knowing someching s right sround the
corner of their perceprions, but never gec more than a glimpse
of it, 1 think chaz froscracion drives people 1o despair, to
fanacicism, even 1o war — all for another tasce of creatson's
irwn blocd, As I'm discovering, its damned heuly wine

ey, our vical life force, is the grape for thar wine
Discilled by wodding pasionswith peTCEptions, Of &8 CRITICS us
1o @ |\|g|'|c'r state and allows us that look behind the cunain
Everyone has this power. Most folks, theugh, only foel it
during extreme stressorpleasure. S
somuch more alive. Time crawls and percepeions go chrough
the roof. That's an ojas rush. By attuning ourselves ra thae
energy, Culnists can perfonn minor minicles — snd noc just
mapickal anes. By cultivating our Inner powesr, we can focus
oursclves to any rask we choose. Even people without heiglt-
ened perceptions can tell there's something different uhat
us. Besc of all, ic feels grem

dl: l’\l&'. everyth INg seemms

Supposedly, really advanced mages can throw mway the
blindfold completely and achieve lasting ananda, compre.-
hending cverything i a vast endless moment. This wordles
stitte could be called Ascension, Nitvana, Apacheosls, One-
ness, Eon, wharever, Theres nosimple path to this aransition:
each person has to find her own way, | guess, and any
descripion of it falls back inte "mortsl blindens" cermitory.
How cim you describe infinity! Or cven map the road 0
witness it!

Infinity is cormifying. The antcipation | feel every mom-
Ing now bs never far fram fear. Even so, many of ws wane w
help others experience happiness. Much of the chaos in the
modern warkd, P tokl can be inked to anabsence of respect
arxd i desperate search for bliss. By sharing our vasion, we muy
be able oo share our joy, too. Muybe if we can do that, there
won 't be so much need for fear,



Pechaps this is the way the world has to be. ' not sui

u lot of people would wane eo findd roral Ascension. anyway,

Where do you g0 from there? Maybe it's just my fear of

somcthing so incomprehensible, bue [ chink ecscasy might be

mare powertul in brief flashes than in endiless pleasure, Wal

tells me one nighs: " The concept ot Heaven, evenif it ineine

ceerenal bliss, never appealed much o me. [ like 1o view life as

| a thrill-ride with endless variatians. My ideal heaver would

be 1o take 2 shon break from this maoersl mesty-o-round,

then gee back un and go for anather ride. Life's much e

interesting than an eternity of anything.” Many Cultists,
including myself, would agree wich him

[ e Rusgs

As Wolf keeps reminding me, the Farh ot Ceatisy is
danigerous. Passion isan abasive lover; on his g oud ilavs,
he’ll take youso farup vou'll never wane co seturmn, and
on kel opes he'll leave vour it & broken
heap. It's a damned fine line helween
ecstasy and oblivion, and Lo of people
searching for one end up in the other.
Aside from Paradix (s magickal phe-
nonena Woll describes slamming
the doots of PeTCoplion on your |le.x],‘|
wir fellow Culrises have a TLHSCY fen-
dency ro become addicted to their own
fensations, Ur o forgerthiae s tool bs anly
1 ool i

shard e huild a staincise wichout
8 hummer,"” soid Ana ane night, "bur it's
impossihle to bulld 4 staircase made oxt af
DaAlnmers

Ananda ieself can be s ary-as hell. "Pad twip”
doesn’t sum it up halfway, Creation verges from
light tor darkness, and highs corrGipond o lows.
Since entering this Cule, ['ve khown depressions wo
intense that 1 serlously would've commined suicide
I Wolf or Aria had ler me. “Ir's the flip side." Aria
tald me once, holding me one night while I cnied su
hird my eves bled Plesssure, pain, joy, sadness. They anen't
scpamte things, just facens of the same jewel, Creation isn'tall
vy onc thing — it's many chings. Noc all of them are fus. bue
they all p 1 new and becter states” That ephemeral
aature, I've found, belp me toappreciace things more. When
I'm happy, the reald

55 I

tion thue the 1oy won't las I"*‘?['-‘.' me
i it chat uch more.

Heatars. Totens sno DAEmoNs

Judgmene, responsibility and good friends come in harndy
on the razor's edge. A smanr Culrist watches her balance on
the tighti pe che diesn tgerhngy, she .ll‘.v\‘n'[ look i YWTL
Responwibility, sccording 10 Wolf, 1 1 natural phenomenr:
You may not care whiar vou do e whe

ANV

n you o somerhing,
it has un effect. Anticipating those effects will syve you a lot

Ble (n the long run,™ Most pares of the Code of Ananda

Jeal wirh responsibility, and they're very true. As fiie friends,
well, ic's alwirys good o have zomeans at your back.

According to some people, all mages Cary o
goed friend with chem. You can call i your Avatar.
your muse, your Daemon, Uncle Knobby, whatever. The
fume’s not imporcants this helpmate is an aspect of your-
self that assises you along 11fe’s uncertain road, inspiring,
teaching, ocens ionally even tempeing or cormenting. Pemsnn-
illy, I'd consider this *Avacas" my unconscious telling me
what [ already know bur don't want to admit. Aria Suggests
that i may be a voice from my future-self passing my pasi -elf
& tew notes, Walf believes in spirit-totems; he's chosen his
e from his own, and calls me "Orter” on vecasion {(which
drives me batshir). Other Cultists prefer past lives, soulmates,
Flatonic ideals, guardian angelsand demons, whatever, Mese
belpmates come 10 you in drenms or visions. Really powerful
ones supposedly appear in solid form, or seem to. ar least. |
haven't seen an Avatar vet, so |
't say. [e's all & bir mera-
physical for me, bur | gucss
'l adjuse.

VIsoNOUESTS
At turning points of
our lives, visions present
thetselves, Sometimes we po
looking for them, but mostly they find
us instead. Some people cull these mo
ments “Seckings," though | prefer
“visiongquests” myself
During 8 visiongquest, you find yourself
alone with your fears. To move forwanl, you
hive to confront them and break chrough. A
Cultist usually tsolares herself from friends and fa-
milkar crutches, going off to some toeally alien place.
What happens there is a macter of opinion: Do spirics
visit you? Do you confrone God and the Devil in onel Ot
do the voices and vigions come from within vour own
heud! Some sectsand mentors stage visionquesrs for cheir
Initiates, dosing them with drugs and sex until they
helieve they've entered. heaven, hell, or some uther warld
entirely. Other Ecsratics go off alone, wandering deserts or
mountains of putting themselves through some ordeal, like
the Siowx sun dance oz asiddhu irance, where the spirit lenves
the physical body behind. Some just take some drugs and
chiannel their concentration towand whate they wint to expe.
richce. [n any case, the visiooguest leads you to same higher
wisight; immersed in the World-Pulse. you confront yimir
inner self. From there, sou are tesced. If you pass, you mdvence
to a higher state of awareness. If not, you stay where you ar,
often remembering what you've just Jost.

A visionquest iy a trial by fire, Although I've passed
through pne already without knowing it, the chought o
another one scates the crap out of me. Sometimes [ woncler
i this new Life is worth its cost in fear.

Once, [ asked myself who wore fetish gear. One cold
November nl.ghz. Walf shows me.

Stcond Versr: Faces v THE Swoxe
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The night began wich sex... slmesr. Setdng o bowl
beoween us, Woll sweeps me to a peak. As | writhe, sheewm
clenched in white-knuckle antieipation, hix lips amdl licks
advance up each thigh, slowly — Gad, s slowly! Where thes
meet, he kisses deeply, brings me to a sceching edge, ther
pulls awav, “Noc yer,” he purrs, nsing. “We have plans
rondghe.”
The buming between my legs never fade. Insteal i
hangs, buzzing, tingling, thmbbing. Basterd! The bastard in
question hunds me a steaming glass of wine and... oby, night!
Despite che smow ourside, he gives me s black cloak and &
high-cur skirt, no more, Trembling, | drese. Even these
b\ seem cumbersome. [ protest anyway. “Concentmite on
?;‘;._ this," he murmurs and kisses me wich cinnamaon lips
The warnich lingen as we wander, hlack-clad vugn
honds theough frosen-crystal streets, co s thundermg
warchouse, Desplte glassy flakes in wind-tossed
}Iillr. msly i‘l"tfil”". rlY'II_I L’n&'p Cl‘L‘I\::'. EOw, '.llL
only shivers | feel come from insde

Outside the club, pumping rhvthms corry che
Lakashimn. " Here," my mentor whispets, drawing open
my cloak. “One more tuch.” Quickly, shurply, v sud

5,9 den needle lances cold -hund ripples. Main collides with
/  pleasure, and both with outrage. The tremans knock me
dizzy, drag me higher. My lip poes sulty-wer between my
teeth. Wolf ignores my soft curses as he passes nngs through
eachnipple and snagps a light chits betwesn both, Finalls, he
kisses me. “Let's o in.”

I'm uf age. bue no ome psks, Wolf sweeps me inin a black

draped parody of hell, lictered with mock vampires, drag
queens anid shuved-headed roughs, The deejay’s elecrric

pulsc quivers my new rings, my eanlnims, my blood, my clic
Beyundl the antechamber, a smoke-filled infernn awaits, If

the souls inside are damned, they dance with joyous pain
Woll lunds his Biker jucker over to a waif with anoned
hands. On impulse. 1 pass her my cloak as well, baring mv
blnodied breasis to strangens. A few lool my way, but a0 one
fusses. Wolf's kiss adds 1o my flush. Silently, we enter bell —
appalled, amused, atriid and hot bevond words

Adter the anticipation, I'm disappointed. Despite a ce

tuin decadent glamour. the club and s derizens seem .,

pathetic. Some hustle with bad pick-up lines while others do
the whice-bovshuttle, A few appear dangenons, but moest look
lke clowns. | have to shour above the dim: “Ts this suppased
o be eceeasy™

"No," Weolf rcpllcs. “hut it's s close as most prople per
Sad, buh?"

Wedance harstoored scrces slick -sticky concrate, batched
in coronas of pulsating lighe. Smuoke smenns the air to o blur

now datk, now blasted with colors. Shutting cut all others bue
Waolf, ] tocus on che beat., the breaching, the blood
in time. Ofas rlacs, eippling through me in waves

Inumyprng
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their pussions, hear their inner volices, touch them from &
distance then spin away again. Wolf s radiant. Our auras
expant, filling the space beoween us until there is no space
and we wash acenss each ather. We dance until our hair hangs
dumply, until breath comes mgged and sweat sheens flesh and
waking cloch. I'm ao wired as we stagger from the dance (loae
thint sex aryd collapse both sound heavenly.

Waoll bas ather wleas.

A gesture toa hurly dude outside s plain black door vpens
that deor to we Inside, a silent crowd warches a candle-lic
stage. Their excitement vibrates into my own. The naked
worman hanis upside-down from ankle-chains, her wrists
manacled 1o the oo, Hereves stare past us, Blisdful, Another
woman. caped and gloved, runs her whip tenderly across
birulaed, sll}:hl Iy |'!r,ﬂ{|ng lesh sl coos ta her lover in words
[ cannot hear

“l don't know abour this..."

"Ecamsy comes in all kinds of packages," my mentor
whispers. "l'm not even going 1o pretend 1 understandd the
appeal of some, but | thought you should at leasc see some
different paths.”

"Ia this ecstasy, or s it just perverted?

"Would you like o find o™

Az the domina draws back her atm and eracks the leather
icross her lover's belly, 1 wonder,

Ritasmnra
Should I paint mey face
Should 1 pserce myx skin
Does this make me o pagan
Sweatmg ont ovy sins
We ate the sacred mushroom
Arud wenledd m the wuter
Homlesge like cxrpores
Al the wurked moon
Robbie Robertson, "Golden Feather"

Asl lewrn laver, there are plenty of those “different paths™
10 fncused ecseasy. Few Clultlas stay on one for long — the
whole poine of the matter is to break out of routines —
alchough we all have favorites. In the pase, mages cultivared
ome “path of desiee” over all else, These days, we've become
more, . eclectic

Some Cultists look 1o ribal cultures for inspiraclon, For
them, mttoning, piercing, ordeals and other rives of passape
focus cheir energies. Pain is imporcanc — chrough it you let
g vour physical sell — and permanient marks preserve the
cxperience. Techno-ecstacics design advanced gadgess o
athulate them in wavs simple flesh never could. Some of
these puys turn other people on in magickal chatrsoms;
others prefer to experiment with indwserinl media, meshinyg

music, video, virtual realicy and cybernetics into wild
new art forms. Daredevils prefer raw adrenaline over
artificial stimulano: whecher their thrills come from
skyboerding, suicide-skang or shark-surfing, these nucs
love danger with a smile.

Simpler pleasures come from music, dance and drugs;
though the lareer's nat my style, many Ecstatics still follow
the old worship of peyote, drink soma necear or cat opium
and go dream-chasing. Some focus through sexuality,
especially esoteric Tantrik and Taoist ares, oucrageous
sado-masochuacic varlations, or mass pleasure rites. In the
old countries, holy siddbus and yogis follow the ancient
disciplines, meditating without food or warer or sending
themselves intu death-trunces. Dissonunts and Discordians
wander through the modern world, using “crazy wisdom”
to distupt others' thoughts and undermine social orders by
asking all the wiong questions ar plaving with people's
expectations, Time shumans go even further, summoning
up the actual spirits of the pasc — zewgeists — 10 make
people remember whatr those duye were like, As Wolf
shows me, spitits are everywhere If you know whete {and
how) 1o look for them. Spirits of the dead, spirits of the
carth, even spirits of history itself. Jesus Chrisc!

We're a weird bunch, we Cultists of Ecstasy; some dedi-
cate themselves to spreading pleasure across the world while
others hunt pushers and rapists tor ourning passion into pain
for profit. Traditionalists swear by primal methods while
iconoclases and 1ech-freaks tear everything down and stare
uver. We'ne wise folk, lotus-eaters, hippie weirdo freaks and
modemn Bacchantes, but above all, we're independents. Our
shared history and isight 1 the only real tie berween us.

LB B ]

“Sa what'd you think™

It will be hard to give him an answer until larer, The
ripple in my belly end the thunder in my heart undermine any
rational answer. | guess that's the idea. The night seems
unreal, even by my new scandards. Tomorrow mavbe [l have
the good sense 1o be appalled, bur naw any ach, nn marter
how harsh, scems like a sacrament.

When we dance, 1 mark Wolf as mine, and he docs the
same. Our 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 8 new whip, hidden beneath the cloak, aminst my
belly. When we reach bome, the fun begins.

There's blood on the sheets by the time we finish. ['ve
never heen this way hefore. [r scares me, more than a lietle,
but the shartering orgasm rush blows those fears away like
tust bunnies. Wrapped in swenty-sticky sheets, | see myself
from a distance, rolled in Wolf's arms, fearures reposed in
candlelight as the Lakashim thunder fades into durkness.
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AEX. Drugs be Rom N-RoLL

ult s affinity for this "unboly trinity” leaves most blockheads cold: outsiders can't see how such “v
ugny s F insight beyond decadence. As usual, the blockheuds ure wrong Music, drugs snd suuu.ul‘tu.
miistakakle knk to che World Pulse. People of all tintes snd culaures crave ihat contace without knowing why,
of gt e, ynderstand the value of the ance mtc{nmnmu called erntocomatose lucidity) which picches a pesson t g

chatbars reality and headfirse into the Lakashim.
S isn’t purticulasly safe; many folks get addleted or burmn out after 100 much stimulation, epecially if ¢
Pt |ubmhowﬂ\cv bring itaboue. Most communities, sfraid of the unt: ipped power of trance-passions, SUPPrEs S
g use, arfg even some types of music, s Ecstatics risk mone than jusc their minds when they indulge. The mes
e experience, the more dangerous that experience becomes — which, of course, (= part of Ity wppeal.
~ Muost congrex. or shating ricuals, involve sexual, chemical or musical stimulacion. Really intense ¢
- called Tig Rhu*fhmwuhlhc Diragon, uee cwo or all three kismiumarga to bring abour trances that esén g]se most
o Cultssts sigeumb to. Really powerhul magickal rites {1e., extended rolls requirtng 10 successes an more) might deenand <
' i {t 'lhiltanm roany tisks (see Appcndlx" But, os they say, its a hell of 2 ndc

. {4’-‘
S, '\

CE RN Fﬂ‘m ditbﬁd‘h eninkd and spiric in ways ne ucher seimulis can m.m;h Passion anud energy kil

| '_ AN -' -' fu Ul\lﬁp‘t‘l&fth& unknowusble, Its s rush acommunion and a uxwlacnwcv mao

the ] q&lon sex i the sacred mrs:rpl.n ol Shakei and Shakea {female and male pow:

bplaprocreation: done properly, it's a form of worship. Done wmugtn cufl

l3 sexuill partacrs—— even ynwilling ones — surmmons oj 3 <

'1asan. exch.ma:d Dtmm,'mp, -h.w—cnt mes are sty
ofhu. victim, stm'rmghcfinwu)knup %

@scraint. Nos form ut-(omcmmlwx mccnmﬂ\:‘n:d :
B8 are omnisexual; aimple orentations hﬂcmlm)
05t Ecstatics prefer to have sr‘-mnldml uf eI
e acr of s full porenial. : 2
oo hiph se ma}ungandmu, ke, Thm i
Hog u'ﬁ"clﬁgj' — but llny p dl.stmgﬂ!!iush it you're doing, B#rg ilh who
| $ex raices ofas and chan cl‘ it from one fartner tu ancld'\g Sring enerry and @
' ing rmmtngwd conceptepgton, High sex partners

tgfie SM communions qual
1l's Mone SponENeoUS
pils; above all thmg g

_(Oﬂﬂl?llsnc-m By
3 tnd?}nmds bur

L lovemaking
%:ul demands

hctwc-..n friersls
gatoms make love

&nmc kamamarg: are mrhlqr that cven Gultists discourage their s
modern miseries caused by drig ahuse gives the Tradition pause. In the 505 _ corspienthangh o .
wothlwide Awakening by lunpn;,onrhc mundanes. The mess thar resul e ol the Cocle of Anithid mﬂw*"\'i‘umctﬂnds
rest best asleep TN e A

Some Culrists muintain chiae addiceion ij a Technocrutic invention — peaple get hooked beciuse rl'woﬂlhq
will. Others poine out that wldicts usually coime for the fix but d.on LAty fur the visions. Drogsmay bc : quick roal
I,.dmshun. l-ut ax they say, :h:m‘nuy 1: lhe teacher. nov thudégiz N

4
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,.,_;."

" imnnL-Hcmg:f( altists treat cheir drugs us more than simple "kicks"; Shistsans recognize the spiries inside the smebstance. und

! eliging Ecstarios consider their dngs vision-gifts fram '_l_hc gods. Even more conventional mages consider
pevchoactiveste e (E:rth anasty kite. Rather than snortinga line every time he srks magick, a Cultist will pesfoem a rizual,
Retting into @Eccptivetate of mind where the focis will do the most givd, (ln game cerms, this takes at least a curm, often longer.)

¥ Ecstavics divide drugs into “running rowant™ und “running away" substimeces. The former mitke you more

rcccwlw- batter shut you down. Several thrugs lie somewhere in between,

* Ruak 'zlrds Cannabis, bashish, XTC, mushrooms, mescaline and pevore, herhs (belladorna, wolfshane, ac),
atwl drivdeg snepenthe and shainthe. All of these (except XTC) have tong histories as divine voices, vision-bringers
and gatdéuys 1o the inconscious. Mose Cultists 3

have a1 least tried them at some puint.

* Banning Awayv: Marphine, crack, Beroin, I'CP, barbltuates, Quaalixles and various down:
9 < ' ; >
moderninventions, cRer oblivion pver sanscendence. While some Fcstat icsenjoy the sensation, most serious (ree agl
these drugs ire mone e than useful,

-

ergial: % w and coci, smart drugs { piracetan, DI [EA, vincamine, eoc.), venoms {.mkicr.cnimtnqlﬁ't:;kp;fg.j.
{ar synthenc hallucinogens), sloohol, tobaces and opium. Although these prychoactives huve porential
\ ' ﬂrnr'tthm:malcwurrhw}ulc.Humdmw.[ikccuminclndimndl'v i i be deadly,

while others Hll:r. e aceo don't offer much bevond blureed inhibitions. Many modern Caldefses i 1artiticial drugs and
'&h-l:fﬁmmml higha« - h&?ﬁltuimhﬁm chinces, g

; Obviously, Ecariticsy
;r ¢ Kaltee: A niysterions fets

c:pu}nr pmong many Teg

¥

ccruts biave their own drugs in circulation, too. These inclu

st o mny Cstora-mude drugy, kultee works a8 4 food subarl
‘. chis plint is addicrive, Dighly illegal in che Technoceucy,

-.._sml pY

J mild hallucin

, ‘1 W r
or among the Traditions : :
. * Monkey Powder: Refined by Disclpdian Culeises. this drug scrambles your mind

inkled on foud (usually not vour nwh) !u. e ceps, it raises ull difficolrics by +2
A ; . -
& Willpower roll {difficulry 89, cm&'h;;mﬁ suécemls. o

"ZS-cwr.fions A vicious potson used b _
fons and mutifares her thought prodes
the character uct out wharever it pulsg
B The drug lasts for six hours. Asidd

2, scorpion samls bn'?ni of pai

he g
nkame terms, iradds + 4roalldi

Jmppcm 1o feel on "h“P.‘“'-n.hﬁ'. Oﬂﬂ rci ¢
magickal cures, only'a mnp\wm"'ﬂkﬂw ¥ Ths

o
.
ce and Witch's Powder: Tayo aunirgamgx, the finst wn hab
ato the Penumbra (like Spivie Sight ), Even Slecpitsea use
may l\ﬁis QUL r Fr%ak et Ghnm dance is ;‘M
bk mag[-;-igps and Nephandi. Spiric-vision t > hours, or less if the
& '

an I'.:_SE‘HDI b: The ultig
i, she'll remain g
Jdrugs. Roleplaying, not
cﬁiﬁﬂmtﬂ the drug RS
EREN Qoo e - keepiny
filrinks. .. 5 e

oremity; this drug pre
duration (six houss of m

#
0 =l
'-‘

7 The sdfest kacimargs, 59w bur potent, acx sha
of mhssic haee magickal pocenciad anack o {ncliding varki
mosEprimitive dramming cin maboly,

Rummiogs aside, Cultiees did noe begin rock-n-roll. [t evolved out of 4 JE o thee
noticeil it, however, Ecstaticsjoined thiefun. A rood many of them A wakened throu
Pure rock mugic is the wong of change, the sounderack of rebellion, which explal®y _ _
lnee '60s and punkfrap revislution of the ‘708 and Bl in particular. The best artises exPes Bl passtons for thetr
wll records or gee baid but becatse thet Bave no choice Bur 1o sceeam. Rock i thae soream set to music. _ e

The secret behund potent music is passien, When the artist has something ki say, the s itell camics the power, [f the™
Mmusicins are just performing, their music betines crisply sterile. The touisem ; plies o all variations of o ek —- & punk song can
be banal, while s quier hallad e call up the Serpent Ryud. Although many ?il'-" Tgter b EtATIRRE ComE Ve S S,
out zonle territory with new rechnology. As alwoys, passicin is the key, ; =




OtHeRs LIk Us

What limits peapie 15 that they don't have
she fur farng nevwe
own movie, let alone divecy i,

— Tom Robbins, 540 Life with Wood-

aet feer

[ih l'ITI-'.'J"ITLL'.-IJ'.‘l tir spar wn thess

T he prublem with the Cule, Walf says, is
thar everyone wants o fly — in differenc
directiane Astle trom o few mocdern | vy
who represenc us, no one gives ordes or
determines palicy. 10 grear, but kil of unserthing, tixo
Freefall all over agatn. No Mommv or Daddy, iust sou

It's always geod to have foends. Fortunarely, [ quickly
find thar a Culuse makes friends casdy, There's a
around people whao take their
lives into cheir own hands. Iefrightens cursid-
ers, bue it attracts people. too,
(?PCL]:].I'.' LIL:L‘II::]'I‘JL'.I ea
Wherever [ go, strengers incro-
Juce themselves or skirer oll

certain TS .

imtu comers before [ even say
my name. Maybe s ano-
gant of me, but ay [ ger el
to the cttect; | vealize that
micnt of those wha rom aren'’t
people I'd want oo know any-

Wiy,

[onns

As [ soon leamn, meeting a por-
sun pies o lor desper thun \;in:ph
exchanging words. Lvery contact sou
ever have, especially the clise ones, liter
slly becomes part of you on a mezaphysical
Jevel, Clime boncds, like good frienidships, set
up a link which remains a: long as vou both
stay (Hends. This, P've found, has a lob to da
with the Cult's fondness tor sex — it's not just
a communion, 15 communication. YWhen
there’s trouble. vou can alwarys try o call upon that bond. If
ponn kesose the mght magioks, that fnend will hear you

Murre olten than nor, o Cultist prizes his friemds
just ouc of love, buc our of sclt-preservavon. The link tugs
both ways. Really charismuic Eeeatics, like AleisierCrowley,
might trear people like shit and make chem leve bim for it
Lut st of us aren't so lucky, A lesser version of the diksluom
bond applies te ene’s friends or companions: vou trust they

won't hurtyou, and vou promise not (o harmn them. OFf coune,

nie

some miges ignore those kind of niceties. To them, causing
pain 1 pleasure,

32 Caur of Ecamnsy

- = . 1
Generally, a Cultisr knows another Cultiare om siahi

When we meet, we try o establish bonds — or aveid chem —
as qul.’l.l‘.' a8 |':L'ﬁ:'li')!ni Nomadic as we are, vou sever koos
when you nu.:l_.-:'m see each other again. Ur when you _:ngh:
need o,

& & & B »

Marcee never recurns my phone calls anymoee. Wher |
visit, she won's snswer, Christ, A [Q-year friendship shet's
hell. And [ may never find out why.

As Wolf and I grow close. Aria pulls away. No

but unmistakably. As Spring begins snd my talents bl

Py,
2O,

the grows pensive. One aftemoon, | notice we do look Tike

slarers, | .I PeEver seen i bvelforne Are v

comingwithusto N
I"-klfl “"--I! s

to 2 huge gathering in Au

Eust, wuni

evadal!" | had

ATHTINRE @ 1wl

he's been
teachiing me how not
act when we pot there, He
hadn't mentioned Avk
those plans
Yeah,"” she suid with folse
enthusiasm, “I'll be there."

1 i

“Did you get your plane dcket yet
She smiled, for real this gme: “Oh

that. | won't need one
[ knew
aroungd, 1 cried, but hid my tears

L B B B

then thar she wasn't sticking

SECTH

Not all Cultists are lonems. Some groups come together
1o pumue an organized path; for lack of a better word, we cull
them sects Though they don't keep a roll-call and rend 1o be
secretive, plenty of sects predute Sh'zar by o
Some, like the Aghoris, cause oouble for more. ., respec
ful,
really arcane pleasures

| Irge marmn
i ges Othess bond with the shadowdolk are

More often than not, ['m teld vou can recognise a sect

member when vou mest him. He often shuree a0 mark of

distincrion (vsually permanent, like a oo or ather body
lllthmi:.‘!l in), a |n'r.l[l'.l n.l!l"., il common purpos Wi his
tellows, It's generally hard to tell mages trom mundanes in s

. '-;I‘fl" ':l.nl W

sect: they tersd to he 2 BiE more, um tulet
ing Ecstutics, and don't show off as ofrenn. Secsi are more
Ccolmmon in |:"IU\'I'J Counbines — IIII.Ii LA il ."'.Il ETICIL, T
than they are in the more individualistic modern worla
Arlense, che abvioos ones are, Who can rell?'They dos'v ted

to put up billboands to ennounce their presence



8 Foaiies. Jaunos. the Dresmavise asn Povtsanests
u responsiiality, that s why muse men dread it. ;

B..ﬂﬁ.! Shanw, Man ¢nd Superman

St'sseconcelved of his Tradition, the qccrcmﬁsiancd.alnm;. felliwship of enlightened folk, joined by insighr, 38 .
it jyived i m Thie reality has become slightly mdare pruginatic over the centuries, but the Culr remams un inchividwaliseic 55
lut. with intgmal structure, planning or consensiz Even so, thev remain unified in the face of trouble. Word hasa wa

.uhmnrlﬂr anywhere furlong: l‘lD{OﬂDUﬂS’lt‘.‘nlr_-hnc“ they crave conseans stimulation. Any partnems they chixod
well Children, Awakened or not, are raised on the go. Mast of these (olks ure skilled in cheir own '
et b ,h,txmti I:vshﬂl bedige wizards or even full-fledged nuages. Quite n few Ecstatics aunply love In passing, les
their pidrtners behind and making new anes along the way, Such ephemeral ways are paet of 1heir romantic alluredi™ N
Cultists t.\‘&m meet gnche read, and wsually rec vgnize cach other by thelr auss” distines glow (see Ap{.‘cgdfﬂ ﬂ& 5
good festvald, Jiac 18 O Eratesty provide common ground, 1oo. Shaws by Crash Worship, Rusted Reor, thie [ndigo Crirly
atd, until recenti, the Grateful Dead are vertiin co bring the local Ecscatics our of the woodwark. bmng:'tsgrcc:cnh pchee
| JaEnt, & hug or a bed wichin momentx of introduction. More traditionalects prefer eliborare
wih hatic phrases or intricace formalities. One feature than wmfiunds och ditions is the almest
rotal tiwse most Bost fure; the usus! dagger are lefr ouside, m leasr for a while, when Cy tige mr:e
Serlous accasions, [ : __'duﬂc.wmuamh-.. # "hello” where Cultists and cheif €otapacions gathes. Thes
-.‘ e hr‘,rthrr within :h'ri ielie dis "n"ﬁﬂ'ﬁm one. Outsiders continue o he mpresse
,,, abtht.c‘ ponitanecus” finnhi N N ing Ecscatics: ﬁ'am all' over the worlil 1o places no one else
Bwntown Chie ago. a lifcless dedere in NL\';ILLI I3 1 mOuneain retreac m\]cpﬁl There; |h|,-,q., :
dru:;_ oo g arouiiud, ol By eryone 1u Dﬂ.ﬁ\! latcsr BoasIp, Wit gives]
. Two things; che first is sinply u ceully Stelepltone"syatem. A Culrist tells twd
)n snd soon. . The more arcane and ulydyt B oftommunication glie dreamd
with cach ather. Thew ritual exch 3 k"an copathic borf] that pus ;
am, rhls sets up an ;mplicd "r.(mt' m:smndr:mc m:lﬂlr.k ‘.nmm:femw (tﬂ'

.

ted, she muscbe he
sga_'luusl-;. M

e

em Will[h.mw} :
Sﬁ_tr excelled ar the phinid
between violator and viccim. m:mﬁm crime, theltmgn the
they G, few want to "ride che ‘hecl more cham cnce, (37

As chel Code of Ananda 'lmpll('). Cult justice ususlly Invalves hanishnsent ot ze
by rupe or vielence — actually huntviolatoes down. In extreme cases, a jury of TR

are often hasb: exile. branding, mw:i.ck castration {whld\ wes Mind 4/1ife 3/ Tl
or death.
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¢ Hundreds of ecstatic cules, sects and religions exist

.u..!ﬁw the ‘l.bntld Many simply consiar of Sleepers search-
lngﬁ_rwmru,lnr.utmrht‘wr Divine Pulse; they mpy attrace
an Besrasy mage or two for a while, but operate mainly
thitizh mggral meuns. The sects below, however, have old
“.é-‘i"“ thelole of Ecstasy and Invalve dazens of mages m
atthve toles,

Unlike®ommon Ecstutics, these seces each have particy-
lar iniriation®; apprenticeships and goals. All of these secrs
heve Secret Code Languiges (see “New Abilities™ in The
Book of Shadows), and many members acquire odd Merits
arel Fls lwc.'SIrrpl:n I'I‘III'“IJ_II.‘ frecly with muages in almose all of
these p’m@, clmugh*-ghc‘,f may never attain the enlighcen-

ment ol ”\%‘n’d ml:nﬂwn

"-3 PE‘I SO CUn

- ﬁ&mq,l.l. sell,

.

3 \crmtcry tnyc;‘amd rgﬂlﬁ.”;

s Ly |r..,mun.|qh i

I luh hm phiry the ﬂmo cﬁmh The
seorpion drug is their lntearion. Puring
fnlttarion, new Cultists brond their own
renitals and share blood with their web
{eabsisl). The Hestalic Umbrod {see The
Book of Madness) take Achame off to _
thelr Realins foe funtime; thels plesures R
would sicken de Sade. New York, LA, Berlin and

Londan have several small cdubs where Achame webs
mther. N putsider is safe in them.

34 Cur of Eesrasy 4 o



Hiagalaz reside in Norway, revering cheir Nordic
forchears. Odin, Freyja and Loki are their patrons,
thetich tome claim to worthip Satan instead. Violently
antl-Christian, the small-hut-growing sect wants to wipe
the "creed of weakness™ from theirhome, While most of the
Hagalae' un-Awvakened followers are black -metal lnsers, their =
Awakened lesders are sccomplished Norse sorcerers ]_ni-:
tiates carvie runes into theirskin and drink animal blood. k‘ﬁm'_:
werewoll tribe. the Get of Fenris, sends its warriors to the
sect's aid Certain mages believe that some Verbena belidg 4

tin this mysterions secr, but few outsiders know for sumed

[onge's Kavaers

A Discordian sect devoted to consciousmess-untaveling,
the Rangers use high-tech magleks to‘warp all forms of
stimulation into overload. The steam of consciousness is
scens as the enly rue road 1o the L.&:nshim 1o reach i, that
stream must be diverted llnt'(pﬂ:wal} Many Rangers scage £
raves, dispensing music, drugs and endless stimulation g
mmidanes in'un effort to undcmﬂm: mca:-t‘,-. and spcn.km:ﬁ
arcanc gibbetish cven most purisid. “le ;

when Blickbends and Gra m,
+ shail the waters be wro & v
\hw ||rnv' s ||n|lu-f|1rt w

"y. Imlmrcﬂ hnw.fhﬁrsrmn 5 rambi

.

Ll'.ll I il‘d

memmﬁf‘ A

: ,.-.;;?
Nk Hﬁﬁmn Timnes, thissects %lns wrtH the
,5- wxchange for all the p EWOlg tOLps

I‘l.\‘l.li‘ll._\ urolmi fulcr

;ttun n‘.J hnmw&ufhm the 19 PR
Palsdorand Horizon for partics - Fhis
 during the Accordance War (¥
saming), and remain in many nobles'

s Fellaws of Pan are welcome ar
: Eeizvmlldﬂm!:ilmdt pacTons.
il 14 ciansorcrafmsrnen; and ha‘acl_.l_} R 7
ok it ol Ly anne van sy {.uhi\;.; 4;&-..1-@ e

¢ W‘Jﬂp {eaves nitharis : ".” pr friendy;
since chese tcr‘.\{ | ICCeptangen vinvolv:i long
houts of drinkd nil \ intetspersaty :.' ifxirin: d dehptes
and insult mnw;tﬁm talencis cssential, and one o two
Supernatural Meriis help. Mast Fellows have® lugh Ally
Background ratings, the Faerie Affinity Meric, or bothsg




“{Corax) and werecoyote (Nuwisha). Although
s potent, the graup itsell s faiely disorganised
throughout nently a dozen primal-beat bands. les
have o bad rendency m ler drigs, money and -.plnnml'
ences come between them, and the Technocracy b g
advantage of this by sending Syndicate agents w rempeiiing
with cash, coke and MTV exposure. For now, the potierof
the Fifth Warld remalns unapped.

DIRSONENCE JOCIETY
= Angrher group of Discordians, chis one dedicared
ftelectubl overthrow. Unlike the Ringers, Dissonancers
sehighly organized, pracrical and eloquent. By dissemi-
N e radical ideas, financial incentives anc libesal amounts
#ic, group congrex and spirit magiek, these Cultises
° to upen their minds to areechy and self-
pvernmentsare seen as evil, bue pure selfishness
rain . Ta the Society, hope for the future comes
_ ,_i th mutual respect, responsibility and the over-
firow of nmi'!ny Primal nature is often seen as Divine.
Although some Bi rs can be violent, most prefer
subtle magickal atficks over rndom descruction, *If we hurer
ances notes, “we'te no beteer than che

[l
Fit A
o

Although the Tribe reguires no formal inickathos s
members go off on frequent visionguests u-(msasp}!m x
deserss and beaches, Nawural purity 5 2 » "
Worlders are vegans who shun anything ml?‘ (e
course, in their instruments). Although new mesibers
know how msingmrplﬂ !hrTnh: wihicenizates o) Fatithe -

ATE 0 MU,

y Is quite coiminal, Iniclacion in-
sestablishment figure or function gy Lq
g ",'c!pmmg political conruprion,

Rrlc paradox has undermined A Chinese Taoist sect, these Eceratics combi
_ pcwplc don't4ene to mke 2T meditations and sexual CRORIEX 10 ﬂld\,l

| Chi energies into cwﬁﬂ 2
aw.md\thau_!_:'do about it, Akashic Brothers, theK

stimulation. Unli
barbartans"), che
,mj_ meditutio at l:nntml u
ucmc_ppsmﬁ:s These techniq
Tiss, s which s salila ll.'l.l,th&
morg intuitive Cultists admire
0 T b dismise haa"mo;h’w,
! ' metimes disciplinEiATaee :

Sracic WIsan,
: mysticks mn

gx

— driving polics
tnciting riots, etc.
the Dissonancers' effo
control of chetr own lives.
are cumshanl sources IJ IJE “".

- RuLysty FLsGeLLanTs N
E I The Russian Christian sect made il :
& these monks believe that in order to ba, th
sin. By Indulging in forbidden ] 1\ sty hing
air passions to a pitch; the ricuily

s 0F “llu, rjm.. mL'
v lived: Manianna
t.:mlm.'\l{ (Khun Si,

iIcByOns are {uite
y fuiged during
Fergrofind; now it

.

I‘I Lu Masters on the P

iund Iniko Tajiburo), & thuyh‘. -the most

efrs l_hum."‘

ter the Kan Ly, ane 1i 'kam; after the
kdown of the lute 9RO, igiicult. The

nm\-cd thew temples lnm

rs, where theyschool their h\ o

e ol Americans, the Tribe incory
i theroanlsm, hippic anaschism and®
b powﬂfu] muslc intoa grstaltthpt cuuld shuke the roots of the o
modern world. In time, they’ hope o buing i down and
replace it with a cleaner, spifit-oriented culture.

Los Sabios Locos, the peyote-Cultises of the 18005, Laid
the framework for this secr duting the 1940s. During che ‘60s, _ :
it cime into full bloom, Ju Morelsion himself may have These five sects have certaln ﬁ‘m'[“"f&-ﬂg ﬁm‘“’“h

been inspired by one of their m th Clo-ud Thun- women, fuvor apixltcmmphasm sexuality §
i -eipeclally on women. The styles 5y,

a.mong the simpcshlftcrs. cip:cml[\r 25, WCTCTaVETis
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ow the Vooudun faich. chrough
nme Sain ?":n.r, hev poss into the

pioc orktdenoer deoam: and sooche both mind and body

| Her iy imyg s ranic anil frenzied
Bocmg imte posscssion by helphul spinios, Iniciation re-
hoted trstaesl oiten by o lemily mengber), eguene

t 9 a viston rd

o fhose whtvanger them, these mages are quite fear:

i STt iles Dt

AU

1 N [ty el ar
' hem iggrotesque Way: with Life Ares, Althougha seccun

nemsciven, Jingn nambos lrequently work with the Pata’a
Lrait (see The Book ‘of Crafts) They often parher into

iy f nine women. with 41 least one Awakened it
peeserit, smid wigk Hind initheir communities to teach and
ATl ¢ ldreny

| Kise o %ﬂe 1% lfll--li m pesiny sacr, Dianic In
foundation Bt unibetislidn spplication. Unlike the Erzuli

Astartial e ae bians, and have elake ties with
Amerlein Black Fury werSil packs, Thiese myscicks use

¢ coniebtoed swillinto mMluverstion,
1 ul recribtfignaMusic, chanting and
garce nr AV IMpOrtant pares nf‘d }.h[x.,. and vismnt ]‘lq: _
(ke evore snd belladonna$ a,‘n& ﬂlu-‘ll wx add po

_ ile che ARARERAERER S
gheircar Earth Goddess, chev foc .;.._fgtm,ﬁ]’&t&_ﬂ‘ Al
Sironuciuueness tham upon connecs 11;’(‘3%{@&7 ar the
e ol “ nd awaken ‘I'K“*(tﬁm‘*m'i'
SRR IR L A T ey oy ; i ¢ i
L WatneIt maRhiy of whoft s
R ﬁ‘t‘\ 4mf T Mers. Lpern as ¢
eneimtiss; 5 &
The Ka's pisect
FETTERE & Tbn!ﬂi.x_

IE»_\(II L § fve e ries. Wh

! 'tﬁ thﬁ-‘t Tﬂxtm. systichn oo y_m{qm]?_'
nnhn-;.r\ o ti_ri---m Iiu—y mm ) o

suve r}mrh .l &5 Fr‘hmd.thrn\] am%ktﬂimﬂlmmc

leopir: and carry it home 3851 G8s: “this wsence Mels mental
imid phvac || heulings. To pfevenc discovery, the mages
i INGE thowr torm and becomerdmeam lovers, gsually 1o

T 3
ly encmph, Ka's never become preemiant
)

when using‘only magick 1o make dove. Their pararoours
vl b feeling listless anil deained {but cheerful
Macnads ha 0C OI T eat unpressive legaciesin '.ll_

buom Toug wler, was cne of |._",.-_'[[ oan

. u 4
DoCa LIvEE, thiesc 1o '.'--,'.:---1].]l-‘|1'.?-.i|.‘-|.'n_i>-'r A —.t.-lld; lace
tind o deep e | with the Hi.}.‘,‘l F‘II“?'V('F"'\-'.‘-'-I"

thing they have friends i bl places —
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they're 4 fierce and bloody Lot A revel of these
i modern-day Bacchuntes imevitably emds witly spilled

‘ S soee and Kidden bodics
2 Givest toodern-day criminology and morality, the
sromtl Macnad sub-cects are more discreet than theirancien!
|' Inesbeati; members often work in rape crisis centers, halfway
heanses, dg‘lm!rv schoolsand sovernment agemcies in between
petels. Evory full moon, however, che sisters meet in some
seetuded place, drink, dance and scream down the moon
Dicnysus, iivhis androgynous aspect, 1s invoked and hisspirit
sers them free. Whatever insults they've seen or suffered
comne oo che surface to be purged. As the evening progresses,
the purty gess wilider. Anyone unlofruname enough
stumble ngnn the mccnn" is torm aparc by & frensied

i E‘.

\Irhmi#uo.:gn_hlh- undlsciplined, most
Macenads are gﬁyjﬁalh imposing, with sy
apely elfective 'Mih&}\m aivd Life talones.
Many use archaic na if & battle &5
called fur. Sume .mmq };[kl ~wavk (o
Black Furics. Despite thb.&q.s many un-
Awikened members, M; u.ﬁﬁ‘.l!'t_u\'u linele
problem with vulgar Effoces S The's
Irenzy makes all slirers "“ware’ ﬂ;_
continues (i.e., they're not "wi
muening, the Maenads disperse.

femsin in contact between full SRGERE MN
cime talents often allow thum mﬁ%ﬂ :

.mdm retions. ‘-Q:_

hﬁéfp&ﬁm{.‘emm Sh‘:.m"
'ﬁﬁopﬂf‘: lvn‘m flu-lrp!r.«r\ {]m-.

: _ﬁudv to mtlt like
dud i . .
Culr raimor at.lf&'ihﬂ t:he VI&I\'L‘ have an 'm_dh:;
willage in the mountaing of Nepal, whero no man goes anth;
sutvives. There, it's said, theyraise dheir children o spread
Tenirik ceaching chroughout Indin. The boys are fpreeld o
leaveavhen they reach pubetry, after the elder Viatvas ini
ciare them inte sexuality. From there, ity thoughs, many
wandering siddhu begin their lifelong quests,
L I O
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DEPARTURE

[he comfortabde life caseses sperituedd deces st as soft swees
fo 155 oth '.-r_'- 1Yy

Colin Wilson, Poerry & Mysticism
lidn't ceally realize thae [ loved Wolf unril 1 saw him in

s arins, The fact that “another” wasa min dicdn't help

at fact that 1 can already hear his apologies,
his inslstence that no one owes anather, didn't patch che rips
wcross my heurt. So U1l run before he savs he loves me back,

1 Aria, either. Just 8 note on the cable: "Cassic —
Crone. See ¥a in Nevads,” To hell wich them both. Aler

ng my fool eyes out, I'll coss some shit in a backpack and

hop a plane. | can get cash wichour selling anything.
Betore leaving, | punch the CD player to "Random.”
Music helpe me think Janis, the Voice of Truch, crics
alao, 26 yeamgone. “Plece of My Hearr," indesd, Fscrenmed
my frustration wich her as [ danced. Wherever yvou are,
Janis, bless you. My eves go caw and wet. When | findshs, all |
ack i Mis, green mountains, anid desert flat as cthe taste of old
beer. I'm going lots of places, | see. Good. | need the space.

My belly drops wich che fecling of flight. Before | Jeave,
"m already gone. Jesus. Sathis is freefall. Real freefall, Where
there's no one to catch vou but vourself. God, | hope | know
what I'm doing.
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THIRD VERSE
FIREDANCE

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

| drcam of oners on my quest, Oues with
Aria's brightwater eyes.

The jpumey tikes me west, to Colorsdo,
California, Armzona and finally 1o Black Rock
phaya, an ocenn turned b duse Pve kepr my
promise to meet the others here, and 've learned

v Lie hesides.

[1%s sy o think vou underseand a thing
by guzing ac a pactern and perferming ricuals in a candle-lic
room. Totruly undesstind the Divine Pulse, though, 1 had ro
walk an endless road, Not wich magick, buc wich humanicoy
B'r‘ the rime | reach Nevada for the feicival, 've seen the
Lakashim reflecoed in a chonsand faces, voices, names. 1've
lefr a bit of myself in each person |'ve met. And they've left
themeelves in me

FO0 easy

SLEEPERS. DLOCKRHEADS AND SHADOW- FoLk

| Your enemvs is never a villain in kis oun eyes. Keep
this B mind; o may offer @ way 0 make Jm oo
fricrd. If not, youcan kill him sithowt hate — and
quickly. ... A brute Kills for pleasure. A fool ks
from hate,
Robere A. Heinlein, Time Enough for
Love
She calls hesselt Raverc" Maore binch than
Stullone, but good with a knife. Duning our
gethiet, shie leaves designs carved o my skin. The puan

Cune i

s Excqesite, b never Jdulls my ll'nrlif‘l{“i?

Cn the beach one night, [ share a five with sume teenag-
ers sinoking bad dope aod drinking cheap beer. Three seem
all right, bur cheir “leader,” a feral-looking dude called Max.
senuds all my dunger signs into the red. They offered me some
por, bur 1 declined and quickly made excuses 1o leave. | hope

T Ne ever .II.‘I'J!'[\‘\ th("i" C.“ﬁ‘!“f‘

Cutside Reno, two men almost ran me down. As the
engine gunned suddenly behind me. their malevolence hit
me like the cur itself. | dodged to the side, rolled and hid
in cazh while they stopped. searched, cursed and lefr,
Lucky. Mayhe there's something to the guandian angel

9
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thing. If Ariaor Wolt was around, | never siw them

Then again, perhaps it's jusc me
Inabarin Boulder, ] tound myself appraised by 2 man
with eyes like etermity. Even Ar would lose o staredinem
with this spook, My skin crinkles like burnt paperashe locks
mie over, smitles, then moves on. Whatever he was, 1 don't
think it was human. And ] have this fecling we'll meet again
In Phoenix, | meet Linda. One oo many lovers of the
wrane kind have wreecked her, Fdidn's smean tinake hes inca
my care, but by the time we leave, we're companicns. In
Nevisda, | set ber free. We hioth eeled, but the Lt cime
I saw her, she was laughing, rolling in mud with a
{etendly hoy from the Bronx. Funny, how I remember
chis. It hasn't mined since we've armived
Raven taught me the firedance. [n Nevada, L put ¥
the lessons to work. Before a crowd of curious folks, | AR
Kiht the hatons. Flames tlare in diarkness, toial deser g
darkness lit only by ficful campfires and che inferno in . "{
mv bends. The night s a cool, dry breeze. Lauking » '
beyond the ceowd, [ begin s}

1

| HE SLEENERS
{t°s apipe dream, Tinow, but when agiv tiinks s box s
sech om her facs mesans he loves fer, somhawe to start someehore.
Timuchy Toner
We're not alone. Never. The Lakashim thoobs within each
sacred thing, a live design of vast complexity. 1 may call mvself
."\'ﬂ":kl"lle’ll, i, I'll" Ty OThe |||.|I‘.' 'I{fl‘.||\. H:I:Ilif'd'l'.l.‘.lll IH',.II..IIIL'-”I'. 15
raundane world, potential stirs, sluggish buc no less real, “Eustence.” ¢
NColPs memaory says, is just o shazed lallucinaion; few people renloe 1, .
and fewer still accon the knowledge. Thoze who don's should be avakened
with a kiss.™ He siriiles, then: “Just dan't throw waters in their Lace, They'll
kill you,”
He's noc kidding, In San Prancisco, 1 was nearly arresced, Alonga
rouid in Cuttersville, 4 woman screamed abscenitles and shot ar e,
I've met men I've loved and men I'd have loved o kill and Jots of men
anal wornen in between. I yon meses the Culolsr on the road, don't Kill
him, please, Lote of tolks have already oried
We never give up, though. Sleeping tolks ure Hlames ro vur kind
S many would dance [ they only heard the sthythm, And, as Jim
Morrison said, we do have the numbers to sturc o hell of 4 perzy, Some
Eestatles consider mundases N ol hers, ool or campany and sull
ochers, victims. Me, I'd prefer to see themuss parts of myself. Don't sl

which view i troe. I'd aily all of the above

BLockne s
]

e v’ v gt this pregr obfressive fomce that's trying e homagenizg

and make sverything the same! And thas we must resist and fign, because
gu. 9 Wi ¥ 3 o1 g _LITH

that's :.‘r:wl;_lv:. A T R \.'m.”::.! hackwards, Whatever wanld tend 1o

crush the individual cxpression of e in people — that is geil,

— Fakir Musafar, Modern Primitwes
lunderscand fear. My whaole Awakening has beena long fight
to transcend rernor Some people never cscape cheir fear, [edeives
them, consumes them. In the process, it consumes others, alsa
The witch-humis didn't end when the fires died dowan. If ane-

L 4
S

2 Corrop Ecsrasy



thing, they've begun again, bathed in o warm TV glow and
scrutinized for our protection.

Do vou wonder at the powers behind the demagogues! 1
don't anvmaore. Did you ever ask yourself why otherwise sine
humin beings could be so sfraid of change that they'd plaster
their bumpers with “Rush s Right" and “Don't Blame Me..."7

Believe me, there are reasons.

“Pposite Y bar ind;
bicud tpilled) 4
" Satyry
T hi« rrlanonshjp shoyld be
fitound in each others' .

ofte

The Sunvow-Fouy

There was no doubt left in my mind thar these people were
caTying out some sort of wese thas Don Juan had set up for me, By
confronting them | was being hurded nzo a realm which was
mpossible to reach or accept in rational terms. He had said. . that
ey vatomality comprrised only a very small part of what he called
the wtadity of oneself. Under the impact of the unfariliar and the
altogether veal danger... my body had o make wse of its hidden
TESUNTIEY, OF dw

Carlos Castaneda, The Second Ring of Power

Blockheads 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 1o, they would dig the
thousand names of chaas from the sand and Butn thenm all
alive, Some do. Those men in Reno, for example. Now chae
I've stepped ourside the lines, mine is one of thase thousand
names. To blockbeads, Pm a threat worth killing for. To me,
they're sad, pathetic. Buca laser with a chain-gun scill has 4

chain-gun, 5o it's best 1o skirt his borders and leve when he
artives.

Pracions 0y
. d “tflc ilbuug

The shadows are alive. I've seen them watching me from
bamtonls and spiderwebs. Some ure mysticks like myself,
while others are unknowable, alien. Bven in my rush for
discovery, I'm not in a hurry ro leamn them all by name. The
man in Boulder chases my dreams, | only pray he never
carches me in che oper. Someday, perhaps, we'll dance,
but not now, I'm far frum ready.

Among the wizanls, Wolf cells me, we have few
friends. The Dreamspeakers and Verbena still remember

9
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our Drivyas, if not our conaibution to cheir Council.
The others, Pm told, wish their bands of vur fools'
wisdom. More the fools, they Some hacker-mages may
take nme-ours in rechno-ecseatics' charrooms, bur 'm
leery of these cypes of friends. Best to walk wich my own
kind, with Sleepers, or alone.

Ouwstside the lines of ECALagy, hungnt:r shadows wait.
Some are demented, or have black-hole hearts. As | heft che
flame hatons, | chase the darkness fram my sight. Wichin my
reach, a firestorm whirls, close enough o singe buc not
burn. P'm careful, you know, and well-1rained. This firedance
won't consume me. Not now. Not ever.

fINfiNDH

All the fear has left me now

I'm not frightened anymore

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

I won't fear love

Andif | feel a rage | won't deny ic

I'won't fear love

— Sarah McLachlan, "Fumbling Towards Ecstasy”

I scarsd out in the morning now, my hair ruffled softly by
desert winds. Blue-geay skies vaulr above me, the night
retreating slowly from an unseen sun. Beneach my feet, the
playa dust drifis, grain by graun, clekling my ankles, powder-
ing my soles. Far from me, yet close enough, | feel, co touch,
thunderclouds flash silently across dlscant mountalntaps.
Acroes the pliah, there is no sound, only boles of silent fury,
Before long, the sun will blage across the desert and the
fescival will begin again. For now, [ wish to dance alone and
greet the morning my own way.

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

| stretch the sleep from aching muscles. In oy throar,
sounds form. Wards 1 cannot speak because no one bhas
invented Langunge fuor what | feel. A song, An Ani. Now |
understand.

Somewhere acrazs the flat expanse, a lone drummer
greets the moming. | shift oy weight from side to side,
carching the faraway beass and manslating chem oo move-
ment. They match my heartbeat. The Divine Pulse. Maybe [
only imagine chis, but perhaps he feels it too. Surcly I'm not
the only ane Awake here.

| ler my song become my movements, ler them blesd
together in breath, in heartbeat, My throat rasps; there's too
lirtle water here, and | have gone without toa long. | run
my tongue from side to side and caress each tooch inoum.
I swallow and malligrams of mimcles caress my dusty
throat.
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Lall my lungs with cold dry air and taise my voice with
passinn praise. Behind closed evelids, my sight races, pulsates
from my siemach 1o my feet to my fingers and away, to
embrace the spirkts of this barren wasee and the visitors who
sleep, To me, the chumping bass of a miles-distant rave s
close at hiund; the tender skin of sleepers relaxes at my touch.
The lighming-crackle miles from me scts my hairon end and
the cool wind is a Jover with roving hancds. [ sense, thiugh [
cannat see, the Like this was a million years ago; the passage
of ghost-fish ind ancient currents cause my lungs to hitch for
Jusr a momene, as | if | were submerged. Then all | feel is dust
benecath my leer; it saddens mie

Then &t pusses and | feel the par of furure raindrnips
spatter dusty skin. Ir will rain eoday and [ revel in it now ss 1
will sixt hours hence. The lovers I'll caress tonighe and the

oncs [ 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 morning's heartbear, The desert's
heartbeat. Even here, it never stills

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

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

For now, at least, I've left the fear behind. It's wonderful
o hl:' il!l\'l:'.
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VERSE:

...'Ro THE SINCIENT
(ALLERY

Death makes angels of us all
& ghues us wings
where we had shoulders

smonth as raven's

vl

— Jim Morrison, “American Night™

Some died in eoxtasy

Some died in poverty,

But they all die

With thelr boots on

At the shouting end of life

' —Qysterband, *The Shouting End of Life"
Story's vver. Let’s talk game systems.
Ecaratics are daredevils, shamuns, ren-

egades, hippics, and seekers of joy in a caold,

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 cakes to realize that,

buried under all the garbage, some Divinity exists. The

Jjourney they undercake o find it may be treacherous, but to

them, the danger makes the prize all the more worthwhile.
Most Ecstatics are their own foci, and they leamn by

intuition. The drugs and instruments they use to propel
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themselves into an altered stare are only tools, upava, the
“skillful means" 1o an end. It is the mind and the spiric char
provide their Ares. Don't be fooled by the Hallmark brigade;
priroal maglek is nasty stuff — painful, frightening and very,
very potent. As this chaprer illustraces, many Cultists bum
out at an carly age. Theirimpressive legacies, however, make
the sacrifice seem worchwhile. For a short, glotious time,
these mages sce the world from perspectives most of their
cousing could never imagine.

{It bears repeating once again that this is 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 orcs!)

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

d




DrEsin DANCER

Floanng on waves of music and ligh Thedreamdance. Astral travel. Flesh had slways consmained you
The charive of the Dacmon of the World now vou could escape inm vour dreans. Once you discover how
Descends in silent power. to do that wick sguin, all sensutions will be yours,

It's shape reposed wichin; stight as some closd ? Concept: Although you're an astonishing
That catches but the pak“ nnge Uf ‘_‘uy _f“'.':'-""'w.- _ darnices, Vit l;llt:l[il.-s_gn h‘.‘_\';m;] t||.'1;c: :-.mz.:n;:.
: 177 . v carcusing, and of course, magick. You're a

When evening yiclds to night !fuuuy,g suevivor who's jjfl discoversd '
— Percy Shelley, The Daemon her Holy Grail — s wild Mind talent

nf the Wayld

Thas lews You go further ingo vous

: Quote: If 3'”:“'1 have only one T i deeams (and others') than youeves
g % Earzh, you'd betser make b\ did before. This maglek thing is
that day worthwhile. 8 blast. Be careful it doesn's

Prelude: Since child-
hood, you've loved music-
As soon as possible, you
moved to it. Something
powerful walted beneach
the beat, an element that |
whispered to you |
through half-heard
munesand vividdreams. As
you grew, you reached for it
Dance classes, Singing lessons.
.qpnrlx. Then darker lhmp!. Nulhlng
quite worked /

From Arthletic Tomboy, you /

take you wich it
Roleplaying Tips: Be-
neath yourindulgences, you're
an adrenaline junkie. Speak
quickly, gesture with wild
Rrace, :‘l[ld ATAY N mation
Sensations intoxicate yani:
self-control is a recent thing,
s still go uverbosnl when the
opportunity anzcs, Death, when
the subject comes up, termfies
you. Life is tor living, dozoar

!1” l'lil\l

N

A
graduated o Wild Child. Sex was | & < -\L M
. A\t

an adventure, and drugs a free ride.
Running away from home was a
ruzh; even hunger didn'c dull
the edge. Dreams fit you better
than realicy did. You were
hesuling for a serious fall . \

when your mentor ‘ X }
plcked you up. He § 3

played, you danced —
grear combinacion.
Then he taught you
how to reach the
thythm that seemed
tarever out of reach.
He taught vou yogs,
Tantea, the real dance
of the seven veils. Bet-
cer, he caught you
discipline. That lesson
helped you survive your
adolescence.

.

Magick: Asleepor
waking, vourMind Ars
are formidable. Wirh
)74/ them,youcaninfluence

}o:', anuther's  thoughts,
3 7f* mocds or dreams. Oches
sV Sphernes tum life's inten-
‘,:;'fm sity up Joud, Cool! Music
i\ -1“ maverment a5 I TIHI'IL seEX
: rites are your main foci, aldhough

c : . ~\ erazy stunts and even drugs will do
R Gk YONS Y SNy Inapinch.
inally, It happene ) : e % Baui . s L
) : quipment: Anything that
ergy swiged through your chakms one mght ' S won't weigh you down,

and burscout n a furious wave that lizerally carried you N
from your body. There you found the end of your quest.

@  Cuur or Ecarnsy
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Name: Nature: Bon Vivane Concept: “Oream “Dancer
Player: Essence: Questing Mentor:
Chronicle: Demeanor: “Rebel Cabal:
Physical Social Mental
Steength #9000 Charisma ®0000  Perception 99000
Dextetity__Grace @O8O0  Manipulation @9®00 Intelligence 90000
Stamina__Tireless @OOO0  Appearance ®8®00 Wit 09800
Talents Skills Knowledges
Alertness ®8000 Do 00000 Computer 00000
Athletics  feaps GOO®O Drive 00000 Cosmology 99000
Awareness 00000 Erquetce. 00000 Culture 00000
Brawl 0900  Fircarms 00000  Enigmas Q0000
Dodge  @O®00 Leadership 00000 Investigation 00000
Expression 90000  Meditation 00000 Law 00000
[nstruction 00000 Melee Q0000 Linguistics Q0000
Inition. 00000 Ressarch. 00000 Lore 00000
Intimidation Q00000 Seealth 00000 Maedicine OO000
Streetwise @®0000 Survival__(UWrbwd @OO000  Occult 00800
Subtetfuge 00000 Technology_____ 00000  Science 00000
e T T R e
Correspondence ®0000 Life @O0000 Prime Q0000
Entropy 00000 Mind ®9000 Spirit 00000
Forces 00000 Matter_____ 00000 Time 80000
ﬁmm=
Backgrounds Arele Health
Arcae 90000 990900000000 Bruised
Avatar 8000
Dream 09800 P .‘:i“.‘m()wgro 00 Injured
Mentor 88000
ooooo HUOLOODDODDODO o ied 2 0O
Quintessence s L, B
AW »
Other Traits 000 QOO Incapacitated O
Lasrcing 586 O O
Sinaing #9000 ‘o 0 Experience
00000 o o
00000 OO oo Q'(}
00000 Paradox




Techvo-Ecstanc

¥/ f You've got to stop thinking abowt eime and shace as if they were inviolalle. They
! are not inviolable! They do not exist in themselves! They are poseulates of the
[l conscious mmud!
' — Paddy Chayefsky, Aluered States

Quote: There are no lmits 20 experience. There's nothing new out there
&, inthe woods, thosgh. The fuctuere 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 o the wonders inslde an Erector set. The things you
did with it made your falks both proud and nervous. Chemisery

wts, broken appliances, spare pars from Radio Shack — these
were your favorlte toys. Instruction didn't mateer; the things
inside your head [ooked so much berter.

(
\

Although you'd never been popular in school, the sdden
technology explosion brought others running to you. By high
schoal graduation, you'd had your firse taste of sex — und were
bored. Once again, the sensations you imagined were so much

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

lc was.
Now you have plenty of friends, Some of chem you've actually mer in
the flesh, but most were imprinted on your braln in the most dazzling VR setup
in the goddamned world. These diays, you get out more often. Your talent for
invention has made you very popular, and hrings in some amazing offers
Who needs college with reachers like this?

Concept: A newly-Awakened technological genius, you strve 1o
create things no one else has invented vet. Your mundane skills were
. formidable enough; with magick, anything you want will be withia
reach in u few short years. In the meantime, you're having a ball

Roleplaying Tips: You're still a kid, but a brilliant one who's juse
/' realized that a world beyond imagining exists in her back vard, Ty hanl

/ to be cool. Oh, yeah, and be mysterious. Very, very mysterious. [f your new
[ friends chought that justanyane could do this stuff, they'd leave you 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 speciultics. Although you prefer

high-tech focl to the old-fashioned ones, body mod flcation, smart drugs
and industrial music seem fun. Why limit yourself?

Equipment: Clusters of gadgets, decks, gear, discs, black cloching,

micro-rools, sensory-enhancement mods, smart drugs, Glock 9mm pisto)
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MAGE: The Ascension™
Name: Nature: Visionary Concept: Techno—"Festatic

\ Player: Essence: ‘Fattern Menfor:
h Chronicle: Demeanor: ‘Rebel Cabal:

Y]

—_ Physical Social Mental
Strength ®0000 Charsma_____ @8000  Perception 9800
Dextericoy 89000 Muluplllarmn_;‘mﬁa_m Intelligence Brillicic @990
Stamina 009000  Appearance_ @000 Wit 00800
Talents Skills Knowledges
Alertness 88000 v 00000  Computer Tugsta Lusic GOS0
Athletics_ QO000  Drive 0000 Cosmology (0.0.0.8.0)
Awsdreness 90000  Eriguetre 00000 Culture_ 00000
Brawl____ 00000  Firearms ®9®000 Enigmas____ 00000
Dodge_ 00000  Leadership 00000  Investigation (9.0.0.0.9)
Expressim__ @0000  Meditation 00000 Law ! 00000
Instnaction 00000  Melee 00000  Linguistics Q0000
Inituition 00000  Research 00000 Lore 00000
Intimidation___ Q0000  Scealth Q0000 Medicine. 00000
Strectwise_ @000  Survival 00000  Occult 00000
Subterfuge.~ @@000  Technology 80000  Siience ____@8e000
e S DNe e ———————
Correspondence @0000  Life 00000  Prime 80000
Entropy__ 00000 Mind ®0000  Spirir 00000
Forces ®0000  Matter 90000 Time 90000
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Compurer Hacking GO0 L;f G . -
Flectronies 00800 ‘o G Experience
Matl #8000 s &
Quantion Thysics SBO00 Q000
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How do we measure heing alive?... Fight, fligh j

>

and ecstasy ave the three things. Those ave all combéned
in piercings and tattoos and the mavking of your passage
through life and the idea of it being a visual, permanent
lbrary of experiences that cannot be taken from you
except by death, |

— Genesls P-Orridge

Quaote: How can you sary this 1s sick if you haven's ||
rricud i82 i

Prelude: In a past life, you know you belonged |
to a tribe. Thelr tltes of passage were painful, bur |
they taught you how to leave youmell behiml. !
Those memories have haunted you into this incar- &
nation, where no such rites exist. You remem bens] g:
them so well, you made up your own. :

It began with small plercings and home-made
tattoos, then furtive experiments with constric-
tion. While imitating the O-Kee-Pa in your garage,
vou neardy died. As your limbs went numh and
blood spattered o the floor, you watched yourself lkﬁ
from the other side of the room. Somehaw you must
have come down off the hoaks; those memories
wwem lost, but you've been oryving co find what
you encountered that day ever since.

Body modification became your religion.
Every book and film you could find became
gospel. For kicks, you did a stinr with Jim
Rase's circus. Kala the Serpent Girl — your
future lover and mentor — works there as well.
Now she teaches you how to leave time and flesh
behind. Some lessons take a while, but the prize is
wotth it. Perhaps sume day you can visit those
rmbal lands in person.

Concept: A modem yogi Inseanch
ot manscendence, you've realized the
hollowness of the industrial dream. A
warkd without rloual lsa worlld without
hope. Your scars and tatoocs are marks
of passage boyond all thar. There
sumething better than endless drudg-
ery — you've seen i, i know it, and
sharing thae insight is imperative. On
tour, you've seen the crushed 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 vourself over you've lenrmed the hard vay, Spielt Aris Intogue vou;
the edge brings ananda. Othem think you'ne & that's probably where you'll concentrate next Your
masochist, but they can’t see the insight beyond the pain. In kamamarga iclude onleals of all kinds, body are and trance
othercultures, vou'd be consldersd noemal; here, you'resick.  dancing. Someday vou'll need no help ar 4l
Life's funny, but it's vkay. You've learned how to laugh. Equipment: Rings, weights, hlades, extensive library,

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

&
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MAGE: The Ascension™

Name: Nature: Fanatic Concept: “Prince of Tain
Player: Essence: Questing Mentor:
Chronicle: Demeanor: Deviant Cabal:
Physical Social Mental
Strength 80000 Charisma 89800 Perception 0000
Dexterity @8000 Manipulation ®8000  Intelligence 80800
Stamina__ ety @OOS0  Appearance 80000 Wit 88000
Talents Skills Knowledges

Alertness 88000 Do 00000 Computer 00000
Athletics 89000 Drive 00000 Cosmology 00000
Awareness 9000  Eriquertte 00000 Culwure_ #0000
Brawl ®0000  Firearms_ 00000  Enigmas ®0000
Deodge 00000  Leadership 00000  Investigation 00000
Expression 0000  Meditation 90000 Law Q0000
[nstruction 00000  Melee ®®000 Linguistics 00000
Intuition 00000  Research 00000 Lore 00000
[ntimidation 80000  Stealth 00000  Medicine ®9000
Streetwise 88000  Survival 80000 Occult Q0000
Subterfuge 00000 Technology. 00000  Science 90000
e S DN N ———
Correspondence_ Q0000  Life @9000 Prime 00000
Entropy Q0000 Mind 80000  Spirit 90000
Forces 00000  Martter 00000 Time 88000
W
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Menger 0000 .‘:'".l“g"g"o oo lniued 1 0
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(1N Famous Ecstsics

He condd read the Bible like a preacher
Fadl of ecstasy and fire

But he also was the kind of teacher
Wonen woudd desire

~— Boiled in Lead, "Raspucin”™

Unlike many other Tradicions, the Cule
of Ecstasy has few teuly powerful luminaries.
Ir's sanel thae Ecstatics would rather leave
behind a wild legacy than live forever. Cer-
tainly, the histories of many of the group'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.

Mystery surrounds most nocable Cultists, Did Sh'zar facle
away, or docs 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 ealking.

AH'ZAR THE SEEK

Where he came from, no one knew. His name, 2 corrup-
tion of sh'w, or seer, hinted at Indian origins, but many
thought him an Arab or & Persian. Although a devatee of
Tuntra, he was open to che entire spectrum of Ecstatic arts.
Afrer 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 | wach, the great dawn becomes a fist of wom,
whase fingers brush the clouds and bring lose the stars. As the
celesial lighes fall 1o Earth, the fingers close and all things — suary,
MOMNLamS , rieers, 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 firsc to take the Onler of Reason
seriously. To every magus he encountered, the Seer apoke of
the coming tribulation. Finally, three Masters listened.
Valoran, Nightshade and Baldric tnok his prophecies to heare
and began 1o forge the Council he had also foreseen, *...a
wise gathering, men and women both, cluscered about a
glowing sphere like unto the Moon at full rise.”

No vne knows what Sh'zar really looked like. His face
was said o 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. Theee things distinguished Sh'zar, however, reganlless
of his appearance: his eloquent perceptions, his disgust for
violence, and his magickal companions

Everywhere he went, Sh'zar was guarded by a fiery
bawk and two grand male peacocks. These familiars,
Adamu, Ka'bah and Kadishtu, watched all of Sh'zms's
acquaintances ., with an almost human assessment.”
Although many Buropeans considered chem demons,
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Sh'zar’s companions often saved innocents or bateled roon-
scers. The Seer himself considered hashish 1o be his best
wenpon. Tales speak of the Conversion of Malach, when a
hoede of bandits were stopped in their cracks by clowds of
smoke and words of peace. Sh'zar prophesied from moming
until late afternoon. When night came, the bandits joined
him around the fire, then left the next moming without
incident,

Like so many of his kind, Sh'zar disappeared Into 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 Ecaratics consider thet a
myth.

fueiaTer CRowLey

The nise and fall of "The Great Beast 666" scands as un
ohject 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 morality. Sadly, his single-minded pursuit of pawer and
sengation ended in 8 downward spiral thar supposedly cli-
maxed in 1947, The so-called “Master Therion® scems
cpicomize hubris gone mad.

That Crowley was Awakened is almost indispurable. His
influence and wealth were likewise infamous. While squca-
mish Hermetics were quick todismiss the dark mystic, Culrists
recognized onc of thetr own from the scart. He scudied
Tantrik magick and used it as a springboard for his own ideas,
Sadly, he favored excess and cruelty. Crowles's “Do what
thou wilt” approach included orgics, ricual sacriflce, curses
and constant drug experimentation. Many Cultises believe
he curned barabd halfway through his carecr, but pcfll'.lps he
simply let power go to his head. One Virtual Adepeclaims he
gave Crowley's termination order during the post-WWII
Nephundl dcmup. but the truch remains unknown,

lronically, sithough 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-
risena have inspired dozens of Awakenings and undermined
a good deal of established dogma. [t may be chat in relnvent-
ing moderm magick, Crowley reached hisown dark Ascension.
Still, mose Cultises frown on his example

Kasputin

A series of outrageows tules has credited Russia’s mad
aalnt with every form of vampirism, insanity and venereal
discase imaginable, to say nothing of his supposed links co the
Celestial Chorus and (ludicrously!) the Sons of Ether. An
Ecetatic from the beginning, Grigory Novykh compelled
women to abundon their virtue, czars to abandon their sense,
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and a young heir to abandon a discase from which
there was supposedly no cure.

The derails of the Mad Mank’s life are far toD com-
mon o bather reladng whae few ouside the Cult of
Ersrasy realize is that thiz *Saranic” figure crusaded ugainst
Nephandic agents. Hisbrief associatian with Isadara Duncan
expused 2 ring of Fallen Cnes influential in the Romancy
court. With her help (and several miracles), Raspurin dis.
patched the Nephandi from the court. With one exceprion:
Prince Yusupov,

The Prince’s incompetence as a mage wasrevealed by his
inakility to handle the Ecstatic monk on his own. When his
magicks falled, Yusupov summoned cuwside help, Rasputin
dienl, bucic ook a diabolical effore to slay him. With the menk
out of the way, che Fallen reestablished their seranglehald on
the Romanovs. Suon, the count fell. The whereabouts of
Anascasia gare a secret even to the Awakened, bur meost
Cultiszs belicve she went o the Cauls. As for Rasputin, he
died 2 hera.

Just ask the Culeists. They'll tell you.

Lsnora Deyean

This barefooted revolutionary did more than just scasd
dunce conventions on their ear: she advocated, thraugh her
reachings and exarople, the ecstatic experience inare. Torhis
day, Cultists wonder if her odd dearh in 1927 was an accident
— O [N IsSRESINAation,

laadiora was alwavs drawn co the dance — noc che rigediry
of balles, but the improvisational ferocity of the sncient
Orecks. She felt dance should be fluid and elemental, noc siiff
ar pulice, and danced half-naked and alone, drawing the
mugic into her moverments. American sudiences were not
exactly enchralled; the self-Awakened mage had much to
earn, Whesn Isadora moved 10 Europe, she encountered Jean
Garoche, a Nephandi-hunsing Cultist; the two became lov-
ers, friends and comrades i arms. With his help, Jsadera
excelled ar magick and became the talk of Europe.

Duncan’s charismg and stamina were legendary, as were
teer grace and libide. Lovers flocked to her hed, and studenrs
filled ber dance schools. Her sense of the Lakashim was
strong; she advocated a return to nature, and muny fans
lispened.

Then fell Garoche; Jean tumed barably. When [sadors
found our, she killed him and fled to Russia. where she mes
the fac-blooded dancer Nijinski, his mentor Sergey Diaghulev
(another Ecseatic), and Rasputin, There, she thought she'd
found peace. She was mistaken. Friends of Garoche ook
revenge, One "acchlent” drowned Duncan's two children
and their nanny. Another “coincidence” killed her newborm
son. Her success in pust-war Russia branded her a traitor back
home, the schools failed. and leadera rook to drink. As a
focus, it made a grear vice; her powers declined, as did her
success. When Duncan's hushand committed suicide. she
almast joined him.

Despice her“luck,” Duncan's ecsearic reachings caught
on, changing the face of modern dance. Her starwas on the




rise again when a mysterious “accident” ended her
carcer forever: Isadora's crademark, a flowing scadf,
angled around a car wheel and snapped her neck. Was it
chance — or a final Nephandic sorike? Ta this day, many
Ecseatic dancers wear scarves in Isadora’s honor — and in
defiance of her foge.

)i Morxizon

Satyr. Poet. Visionary. Drugaddict. Rock god. Enigma
Jiea Morrison seemed to personify all the best and wornt
the Cult has to offer. A roystick gifted with uncanny
foresight, the Lizard King turned the hippic ideal upside
down. Despite The Doors' success, ipwas years before their
dark truths became as obvious to us as they were to him.

Like 0 many "60s Ectatics, lim Awakened wichout
guiclinee. His magicks evolved by accident, and revolyed
around time and perception. From the beginning, he scemed
to know he was doomed; unyone who heard his volce recog-
nized 2 man who soared Into his own nightmares while
uming them into dreams,

The Doors weren’t only controversial among Sleepers.
Morrison didn't seem to realize how hig his game really was.
Although obviously un Ecstatic, he never had a mentar
and never took sides. Some Cultists cluim the Syndicate <4
cargeted hum from the start. Others say his excesses 2N
spoiled great potential, In any case, he quickly bumed S
out, becoming perhaps the largest tombstone in the rack-n-
roll graveyard. Some say he was searching (oe o mentor when
he died. Others Insist he foundd one.

Supposedly, Morrison artracted 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-
ment, regret and contempt. If Jim Morrison does live ar
Balador, he has changed his appeatance and keeps o
low profile.

Morrison's heyday involved so many Ecseasy
mages and their acolytes chat it secems to have been the
Cult’s finest hour. The fact that so many have cicher died or
gone insane indicates either a massive Technoeratic crack-
down, a Paradox ripple, or the fmilties of Culr doctrine.
Everyone has their own theories, The rumors thar Mick
Jagger 1s Awakened have since been discredited.
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I rvanys oF Baranor

Rumor has ic that che greatest living Ecsratic
Master once loved Lonl Byron himsell. Murinna has
neither disputed nor confirmed che claim, However old
the muy be, this Divve commaends formidable talents,
mystick and otherwise,

Best known for her sexual sppetices, Marnanna is
tl',plllﬂf I h;l\'u hwn }‘:Iﬂl in 'V'(:Iilt:u. ll;‘ll\- "m Illc L“.ull.!

1800¢. Thac heritage ic impassible to rell from her looks;
Mananna changes her appearance so frequently thar even
her best friends seldom recomnize her. Although she prefess
classical ideals — Greck statues, Bocticelli nudes, Persian
belly-dancers, etc. — Balador'smistressoccasionally samples
every mode of beaury.

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

boch their efforts and their Constructs. Her impressive
prophecies made her many friends and saved many lives. ,
During both World Wars, it's said she hill refugees in her
brothels, and in che *60s, she hosted ane of Europe's most
exclusive petavays. In 1976, the chief councilor of Balador
Pleasuredome passed che keys o Marianna, Irwas 3 wise
choice.

Since that time, the Divya has mode free love ber
cruaade. She loathes rapiscs and pederasts, and entorces che
Code of Ananda within Balador. On Earth, she sponsors a
number of aspiring arcises while pursuing a3 rumored rape
cule. In persun, Balador's mistress i friendly and disarming.

Some mistake her conscanc cheer for naiveté, but chey miss
the paint. "I've met so many crazy mages in my life.” she
purrs in a continental accent, “that [ make it my goal to be
an exceprion.” If Marianna has an evil side, no one living
can ateest o e, |
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TPPENDIX:
csTATIC JRTS

A human being is more like a symphany than a paimting. He
is @ provess, nae a thing. The scientist of the fussere will have o be
tirme-oriented rather than space-omented, When this happens, we
shall vealize that the unverse is driven by living enerpiss, rather
then physical forces, and that its essential processes ave closer 1o

magic than w science.

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

o To Ecstacics, magick is an extension of all

%ﬂ\" pecaples” potential. Our inner energy can only

* | bond with the pulse of creation through con-
centration, through deliberacely shedding the
J. <7 human blindfold. One of the reasons the Tra-
.._'W diton  remains concerned with the
':""/ un-Awakened s because to them, all people
» 3 can be Awakened. The choice, of course, be-
longs to the individual. Fl".lnkly, given the
risks, they're nut counting on many people

Jolming lI'Il’”'l -I“'.\'tlmf £00Mm,

Culrises dive hewd-first into cheir magleks; this Appendix
describes some of the things they do with it — snd the things
it does ra them.

DHAKTI IND STYLE

The Sanskrit word Shaksi means many things: power,
force, the primal enerygy which, when given form, begins and
enuls all things. Shalkti herself is the crerix, the wife and
lower of Shiva; together they dunce, make love and birch the
utilversein their bliss. A complex, mngential concept, Shakti
embedics creanon (especially in its feminine qualities), and
contains aspects of will, bliss, consciousness, Itrmwlrdgc aned

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

It was Tali Eos' idea to connect the Spheres with the
sacred passions. The 10th Sphere, Lakashim, would theoreti-
callyunite themall. In her view, amystick feels the Lakashim,
then becomes one with it. Throwgh this union, all things are
possible. To command magick, one must first feel magickal,
which is why one's passions are considered s0 important.

With this pesspective, the different Spheres become
sensations to master, each with its own rules. The deeperone
feels, the more one understands. Thus, most mentors teach
the different Spheres as excensions of one another, linked 1o
amage's passions. Beginnets often start with one dot in many
Spheres, then work upwards from there, "Cross-craining” this
way leads to a better understanding of everything, and in che
long run, creates a more powerful Divya than concenteating
on one or two Spheres would do.

In cthe carly days, cach passion was linked to & Sphere
These relationships caused controversy, however, and were
soon abandoned. For the recoed, chose atiginal correspon-
dences were: Correspondence = Empathy; Entropy = Fear:
Forces = Rage; Life = Lustg Mamer = Hate; Mind = Love;
Prime = Jov; Spinit = Jealousy; Time = Grief,

s
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Kauamarad (Focp

Roll me ouz 2 harrel, I'll toast you to your knees
Take away this sufery nee, bring me my srapeze
Order me a strezcher, for mibdnighe if sou please
Give me sweet mugic and strife. .
Gunpouder, whiskes, falling off the wire
Anything could put me in the ever-after choir
Hacks that wane w see me shaffle off the shelf
1 hand them each a bowls, | s
Ga fuck yourself

— Oysrerband, "The Shouting End of Life”

Vanous kamamargga help Cultists achieve an alcered
state of consciousness. The ondv real focus for Ecstanic magick
is che self; to ger around the usual barriers, however, some
cuncentmation 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 tonls and senses. Three,
ull of che foci below are both dangerous
and habit-forming. Altemation beats @
addicrion any day, The concept of
manipulating some aspect of re-
ality through a single thing
(a.k.a., using a special focus
with a Sphere) strikes
mast Ecseatics as ridicu-
lous; wharever gers
you off will pucvou
Ly tune if you know
how zo use it. Never-
theless, Cultists of Ecstasy
must =cill begin a game wich
one focus per Sphere (before
Arece adjustmoents). They
simply use whatever they
wiant to make things hﬂp- ?

pen,
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Concentration ix u vital part of the Culds Ares. Most
Lln:.amarga take a DUM OF MOS IO Us: — [Nk GIMNOE 4CTain 8
Tanerik pestune moa single e, Wise Cultists focus themselves
beforebund if iz seems like their Ars will come bn | carudy. Many
of the toct below have Lasting effecrs, Ahl'u_‘ux_’,h they may czke
awhile 1o employ. Cultiss who don't mind being

vulgar may speed or show the proces, but it's _’:‘E}_;,.._."'
tisky sl moe always effeczive. - b .
‘ ’ . gV -
Codninmg Kamnnares R ;
Many kamamarga ~ ':
can be combined Jir- Ji_,'._" “‘_--"
ing Tiger Rires, or > ",'tx
used for long 42~ 7 7~
periads of .
time, X
K
A
/ R Fy, /
Although

magickal
dilficulties
cannot drop be-
lotw 3, intense stirmuli
can teduce a difficulcy
that would narmally be
higher, or meke a vulgar
Efﬂ:ul mire u:um:h]ﬂ'ltd.] l:'-l'l‘.‘i.td [im‘.gs accm 1oy lm',)pe:‘.
when evervone's on X 1C).
Adding foci togecher invalves more r leplaying than
dice rolling. The pliyer simply describes whac his charac-
ter isdoing. If the Storyreller thinks the ritual isappropriace,
she decides the modifier, consules the dice as wsual, and
decides whether complications might arise. The wsusl +/-3

7

maodifier limit still ppplies. Consider any focus acher chan



Meditation to have an “Extra Time" bonus if used for more

than an hall houre without stopping.

Ovenlose s alwavs o dimger. A mage combining of
incensifving kamamarga should make 3 Willpower roll {diffi-
culty 6) or he overwhelmed when he does. Thiggoes up + 1ot
cvery new focus (or every magickal success) overche second;
I Wolf scores theee successes with Bombolat, his Willpower
difficulry ie 7. Whee! Failing this roll knocks the character
unconzetous for a curn oe two; bocching icputshim ina coma
Addiction is the Storyteller’s prerogative, but rememmnber thi
Cultises are used 1o more intensicy than mortals are. (Desting’s
Price hits more in-depth rules for addiction and drogs.)

* Adrenaline: Daredevils prefer 2 mw adrenaline ruch.
By performing some crazy scunt, a mage can focus herzelt for
d few minutes. The madder the ace, the longer the sensation
lasts. Dadging a buller might give her a bus for two or theee
turns; jumping 8 motorcycle onto a moving train mighs kst
Al Dowr

& Art: Some Ecstancs focus by creanng art, while ochers
like Wolf can enter i trance by staring st theircreations. Mast
Culrists have some special bit ot custom jewelry or body are;
nost wenr elaborite nngs, though somne prefer plercings or
Obviously, creating art requires some eftort, 2o magick
wing thot focus sall demaond some time and marenals ta
work, This kind of focus must be used quickly before che
insoirntion fdes

* Body Maodification/Ordeals: Sucrifice is an important
aspect of magick. Wich bodv mads and ordeals, Ecstatics use
the sum dance, the sleep of nails, Hogging, fasting and torure
o leave themselves behind, Some SM types have refined

hese onlenls 1o bizurre extremes, hue the invent s the smne:
to heighten consciousness by passing che poinc where plea-
sure and pain collide. Body moedillcarions — searificarion,
reshaping, constriction, cascration, etc. — make the ordeal’s
marks permanent. Both eequite time (several uens or mote)

—

)

r(mr-um"n

Tatt0os

to perform, bure the focus lasts for hours.

* Dance: The safest and mose invigerating way to reach
he Lakashim, dance celebrates the experience of being
ilive and artunes che mage to music. He doesn’t have to be
y pood dancer, bur it helps. This focus usually demands
TOUM 5 Move, some music to move to, and time to get in
atep. A pood ccstatic orance takes several minutes to
ittain. As with adrenaline, the harder vou push, the
herter your tocus becomes

* Drups: Although controversial, drugs are per-
haps the oldest way to expand your perceptions, They're
risky, quick. easy o use and often illegal. One use will focus
L ||i'|'\I T -I'.'|'.'|\'II',‘.'|.‘ fram hve minules \;l..'l'.ll..k,_ L'l".‘?i'ill
mech) to six hours (LSD, peyote), with meet falling zome-
where between. As most Jdrugs cse hallucinanons, an
Cczearic might loze orack of objects, people, o1, of course,
1IN

* lncenxe: An .|gr_\-\'|'|.:| syrnbol {or human wishes as-
cending w heaven, incense helpe you concentrate by defining
3 seent ta focus an. 1% alse helptul for covering odors,
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especially in crash paids. Buming incense takes ac least three
turns; it won'c hurry, neicher should pou.

* Meditaton: Actually, all kamamacgs are meditistions;
this focus, thuugh, mnvolves postures, deep breathing and
exercises like voga, praver or Tantra, These may he done
alone, or sharal: some forms. especially Tanora, roquire
several partners and complex positions. Mast forms recquire
taining and preparation, and nune of them mav be hurried,
Focusing thisway takesat least 10 minutes and usually longer,
The stimaulation can Lsst for hoars.,

® Music: The Lakashim expreses itself mose readily in
sOng. The form of music deesn't macter, but the musicians'
intent does. Some songs are always poweriul, no mateer how
they're performed, buc others require precise execurlon o
work., Alchough the Technocracy and simple greed have
hanalized many of the most effective tunes, music isa battom-
less resource that anyone can appreciate, Performing it takes
titne and talent, and the focus can lasc for up w an hour
liscening requires less af bath, hut is less effective, too

While meer Culusis favor simple acoustic instruments
like flutes, guitars, drums or voices, lots of newer recruits use
electronic devices, synchesizers and home-made gadgets. No
barrier 14 forever.

* Sensuality/Sexuality: Touchiwselfis a cornmunion
ot the senses; ouch berween two people creates a bond,
Combining intimate touching with intimate conract i
the essence of sex, and of sexual magick. The intensity of
the experience {especially if it's done properly) raises
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wr all parties concerned. A smarc Ecscatic
knows how to channel thar eneegy thrmugh his chakras, orut
least heomwe 1o focns ir, Some myeticks concenerane on the

sensations, ochers on the rising power. Either one is effective

POWET — Ofis

Pure sensuality involves exposing ull senses to grousal;
massage, elecine stimularion, or just concenerating on what
you feel all worke. Sex may be sunple mrercourse or elabomte
Tantelk es, Borh stimulation and sex requize some amount
of time. The longer chey last, the beter the focus

* Technology: Nocall Cultssts are snturalists. Wich VR
the Web, compurer murphing and induseaial music, all-new
sensations can be creared, diszerninared and piped dirsetly ro
the P]C:I.a‘:ufl. centers, Techno-scscarics rrr!‘c: o go L‘-:'r'-'-n».i
the lirmits of eversthing their rechnalogy = alten cistorn.
buile, but anvyone can use ir. Such foci calee h ets, davs or even
longer o prepare, buc only a turn ar twa i use

PERCEPTION

Because they've removed snorral Blinders, Ecstatics claim
tir hive imnastered perception beyond most "o
Raw ecr'.a:.lalm' 15 @ form ol ecsi axy, so many Culcsos st av in
waich warh their world by wearing lictle or nothing, Naty-
rally, hyper-sensicivity has a price: Overloml. When censes
overlap, a mage pets confused. If something stimulates bes
pver the edee, ber senses break doawn entirely. A pemon who
makes o lifestyle of skating along that edge, of course, will b
difticulc to topple. ..

wnna ™ senses




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 time. The focus "activates” whatever first-rank Sphere
Effect the chumacter wishes to use, and icremains “on™ for the
duration. A Perception + Awareness roll shows her whatever
that Sphere might allow her to see.

Let's use ( Sinsde s on example: Say she has one dot cach
in Prime, Time, Mateer, Correspondence ard Spirit. By
focusing herself, she can “turm on" sny or even all of chose
wenises at once, on top of her own (see the end of Chapter
Three), This rakes a lintle time, but unleashes a torrent of
wrsations. Afeer a while, thote alrered 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 chunce to focus herself before-
hand

Overload is the downaide; an Ecatatie mage whio moves
around In exteasensary mode suffers <1 to all of her Percep-
tion difficulties for every magickal sense in play over the first
(twowould be +1, three would be +2, etc. ). Some kamamarga
can be distracring, too. A pevoee trip might open up her
magickal senses but ohscure the normal ones, and Cassic may
mistake her hallucinations for mystick sight. Somenmes it
really is just in your mind, even if you're » Cultist of Ecscasy!

Then there's oversthmulation: Any loud noise, flash of
light, cut, caress, etc. will have dauble its usual effect if
Cassic's scnses are enhancexl, anid may overwhelm her unless
she makes o Willpower roll {difficulcy 6) 10 avercome the
sensation. Pleasure really can become pain chis way, although
the reverse is also true if she makes che roll. This isa teap some
Ecstatics fall inre: Overload can feel good — too good!

1t's perfectly appropriate, by the way, ta buy high Aware-
ness, Empathy and Enigmas scores for Cultist characters.
Their sensicivity really does grant them some specracular
insighes.

By fvo Hurss

Culnsts” sensitivicy makes chem remarkably empathic;
most have at least one dot in the Mind Sphere, which allows
them ta share unather’s fcclmgs (che Emputhv Effect) and
view that person's aura. Most of them do that as ofeen as
poasible. Few 1things are more stimulating than unbridled
emarion, or more revealing than a look a1 raw lifeforce
colows.

This empathy may explain Cultists’ obsession wich sex
und violence. The sensation of anothers’ pain can be either
revolting or exhilarating, depending on who you are, Sex
pressions, when shared thie way, can rise toalmaost unbearable
levels of pleasure. These sensutivns come through loud and
clear during 3 fight {Storyeellers, take nare!) or o fck unless
the character has sctively tiken steps to block his empathy.
In calmer circumstances, the mage might read another’s
feelings through aura caloss, voices in his head, or washes of
seimation or emaotion, In large groups, this can be exhausiing,
but it can be a real hlast, woo.

Uolnatrulg%ck i
Fellow Cultist
Psychotic/Marauder
Umhicldcdﬂtphw >,
Vampire Ry
Werewalf

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

TiE SeNse
Tomorrose never happens. I¢s all just the seme fucking day, man.
~— Junis Joplin

Time is a necessary illusion taken to an absurd degree.
Certain amounts of quantification are esential ta humim
understanding: Names and lubels help us to communicare
and grow. Time, chough, has been defined oo much; hours,
minutes, seconds are unnecessary. To mose folks, time passes.
Culcists agree — to a point, Time does pass. The way It passes
depends on how you look ar ir.

When a person touches the Lakashim, time slows, even
fractures. The theories about why could fill a quantum physscs
cextbook, and make less sense. As the Cultists say, don't ask
why, just experience. Once you feel cime go out of joint, you'll
underscand. It's disonenting, 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.

 J
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In gume verms, Ecstatics often speak in cense shifts or long pauses
(see the Introduction through Chapter Theee), arrive late o5 early for
meetings and seem o move quicker or more slowly chan those arcund
them, They have litele use for schedules, and mock those who da. Even su,
they have precise time senses (the Internal Clock Effect), which rarely run
according to normal clocks bur detect temporal warps with ease. Many can
we the possible consequences of what they're about to do, a Time 2
precognition Etfect like Songs of Furure Days; alter focusing himself, the
Caulrist might look into space, warch the near future, come back. and act.
This drives blockheads crazy: Why's cheir Chantrymate getzing stoned now?
For the Cultlst, the answer decides his next actions. { Wolf was doing chis at
the beginning of Chapter One.) Precognition isn't always an exact sclence,
but who wanis 1o live forever, anyway!?

Conunions: CoNarex AND Orox

Remember the feeling of o really great orgasm? The surge of
energy, the shift in perceptions! Ecseatics curn argasm into an A,
and they have a thousand different ways to induce, and to share, that
SCNERCCN

Cultists love to share. Whether che parcner Is Awakened,
ssleep or Otherworkdly, a congrex (communion-bend) is consid-
ered the highest form of expression. Although cthe term usually
denotes sexual magick, most Ecstatics consider any form of
sharing m sexusl experience, whether intercourse comes into
plav or not. "Afrer all,” as Matianna explaing, “any contact is
a form of touch. Sex i just the moes incimate contace,”
Communionz occur through touch, music, magick, through
any number of events. Anyching chae exchanges saong
sensations from one being to another s a form of congrex.

Communions share not only passions, hur percep-
tions. And, asall mages know, perceptions hold the key
o reality, The Technocracy agrees. Any 1ime a group
githers, its power increases. Anything chat can steer
thar energy to a common goal — from a to1 10 a
psligm shift — umleashes tremendous foree, This,
of course, scares hell out of che power scructure. [f
that prwer ban't in their hands it's considered
dangerous, And it 1s,

[n game terms, & congrex is a ricual (Mage
Second Edition, pp. 163-164) with several parties
involved (page 172), Okox is congrex with a spirit —
dangeraus, but rewanding. Effects like The Spil"il Kiss,
Living Bridge, (boch from Mage), Dreamline o1 Maood
Swing are pood examples of mystick communione. Most congrex
share perceptions, even magickal ones (Mage, page 172), as Walf and
Cassie da In Chapter One. Eliborate cungrex, especially with un-Awak-
encd participants, take a lot of time: Waodatock may be the ulthnate
example. The tirual the character prefers depenids on his wishes and
poals, but it must involve a give-and-take, and often some sart of
promize ("We're gonna rock the house tomight!"). The more incimate
the congrex, the more important the cath, This is one of the
reasons why many Culrises despise rape. True, it evakes power, but
that power is stulen, not shared. To touch the World-Pulee is to orgasm.
Rape doesn't touch thar pulse. It pisses on i,
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FAS)GRETE
Some Ecstatics have discovered thar powerful emotions
acnally coalesce into spirits of an age — s itgeists. This may
tuke decades of remembrance: so far, ne une hes discovered
how 10 ereare such spirits deliberacely, though many have
tried. Some seicgeists fade over time, while athers grow more
powerful. These whistn v the Umbrocd claim g
und Parsdox spirits share a common linenye:
personify generations of emotion, und carry B,
power with them, Naturally, Ecsratics wha've hefel
geists love o commune with them.

Spirits of an age seldom appear in person; they ¢
feeling than substance, though they may be see
Penumbra. Most simply bring the essence of the rif
them us & rush of nostalgia or fear. The strongest spigH

Mastery of the phxii rzl :
strength; mastery of the B8
from being conerallsd Hry

vavard ear; mastery of G

widl, makes possi
- Isha Schwaller
of the Way
Each of the Effecr8
informal history. Divyas reace them '
woriings, so no real *hiztory™ (s aval lalgl
of Tume. Each goes by mimy names, they're §
pussed down chrough use, noc“spells” written
to szudy.
Mood Swing/Communion (** Mind)
This clementary bur potent communion spell sends
empathic messiges to anyone in the area, spremling good

vibes, anger, paln, jov, whatever. Ofeen performed as part of

i ritunl (0 concert, an orgv, a rave, ete. ), thas Effect mows
more intense and affects maore people over time.

[As che "Range, Damage andd Duration® rules say (Mage
Secand Edition, p. 165), this magick spreads sensations to
one nearby person per success. [t communicates only feelings,
not thoughits, but cin be very effective when worked It a
lang casting. Several mages can combune their efforts, oradd
Manipulacion + Expression rolls to decrease the difficuly of
thus uiten-coincidental spell,

[A Correspondence 2, Mind 2 varlation, Communion,
sends emparhic feelings across a distance, For simplicity,
assutne thae the emotions lase for an hour or two afeer che
event which caused them ends.]

B8 Minutes ne so ar

; a direce link gl

the personificacions of the Holocaust, the Classical
Greek era, the Chinese Age of Heroes and the Sum-
mer of Love, can actually Materialize (see the Charm of
that name in the Mage or Werewolf spirit rules), and pack
a lot of energy (hetween 20 ro 40 poines of the Power spiric
Trait). A zeitgeist appears and ace: like a common stereotype
of the cra. an.:l it doesn’t always hehave consistencly; the
be a hippic [o\\ child, a Viernam vetar

W never seay for long — five

amans toel thar zetggewsts fonm
. To commune with one is
Ehonor an Ecstatie can receive.

/Aphrodite’s Blessing (#+ Life)
re hasdshipe, a Cultist must harden herself to the

his anciene gift, known hy some as Inner Heat,
e o ucclimare co hostile envitonments —
oc cold, toxing, pain, erc. — without dulling the
only the bodily effects. If she chooses, the Cultist
scimulation thar’s teo intense; few do, however,
to see how far you can push yourself. A variation,
Blessing, increases sexunl desire and staminato
gels. Life 3 can extend the Blessing 1o ochers.
ter beals damage inflicted by environments that
tually injure her (fire, poison. torture, e1c.) at the normal
She can’t adapt in any supethuman way (i.e., growing
shuntil Life 3. The effects of Aphrodice’s Blessingare best
lefr 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. Bestarics often do
this ©o make a point; bringing someone the actual feelings of
the Summer of Love is infinitely more effective than simply
celling them abour i

[It helps to be near some relic or lucation tied oo the sge
when summaning its spirit; the Burning Times may be
evoked more casily (and moee colncidentally) in a Nuremberg
dungeon than in a field in Kansas. In 2 neutral place, such as
a library, no modifiers apply. Using a place or thing that's
accually ved w the time lowers the difficuley by -1 (like a
Nude), or pethaps more; evoking the seirgesst ina completely
unrelated place rasses the difficuley the same way.

Most zeirgelsts wash across the area where they were
summaned, couching 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 spirit in a more
active form. The wisy u 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 better chance
if he's listening 1o the Jeffersan Airplane and feeling frisky
than if he's listening to The Doors and afraid.]

Dreamline (*® or »*#* Mind, ** Correspondence, *
oc *#¢ Time (or * ** Correspondence, ** Spirit)

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

[Many variations exist. Mind 2 serxls empathic impres-
sions, while Mind 3 delivers actual messages. Time 2 adjusts
the message so that the receiver “*heurs” it before it's aceually
sent; Time 3 accelerares cime so that the Culrist can send
many messages in a short period. Correspondence closes the
gap: the intimacy of the bond determines how hard che
message I8 to deliver (as per the Range chart). Finally, a Spirit
2 variant calls friendly Umbrood to deliver the message
without mental contact. The shaman making such a hargain
should be prepared to pay her "delivery bov" 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, careas or slap), the Cultlse can ser
up a "hovering” wasation. Hissubject 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 # loop which keeps the feeling at its peak level. An
orgasm can last for hours; a whiplash can burn for fuse as long.
Depending on how strong the sensation is (and how long the
Effoct lasts), che recipient may have o make a Willpower roll
11 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 difficuley goes up by +1. A strong new stimulus
cuncels the Effect.]

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

Named for » blessing performed over a hash pipe or
bhong, Bombolai awakenas the spirit of the drug iself, making
it more potent (see Spirit 3 rules). While holding ocut 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 second, a more acheistic mage
charges the drug's Patrern with a burst of Quintessence.
Both styles have the same cffect. For cach success, the
potency of the nsh doubles. Scoring five successes or more
demands a Stamina roll (difficulty 8) to avoid a blackout.
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[Yes, ir's possible ro OD doing this spell! Combining
it with Prolong Pleasure has put some Cultists into
comis.)

Purify (s e« Life, ** Matter, or both)
Concerned Culeists use chis ancient spell 2o cleanse a
body or materdal of hurmful elements. Drugs can be

forced out of 4 user’s system, poizon can be sepatited

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

subject feels o bic shaky afterward, but suffers no
—a'r sericus ellecrs,

[First-runk perceptions are often used 1o discover

what needs fixing before chis spell & cast. Drugs and
pisons are considered ane snd the sarne when cleaning
cut sameonc's system, Marter pulls che components ro-
gether and Life expels them. The Macter-only variant
cleanses puisons fromn inert materials, while the Life-unly
optiun averts venercal disease or unwanted Pregnency,
Sadly, HIV and AIDS have resisted long-term cures: this
gpell ciuses a remission, but noea soluclon. The Cult SUSpeCts
the Progenitors of engineering such hardy viruses ]
Dionysus’ Gift (s#ee or sesve Life (possibly with
# & Matter or Forces)

%ﬁf

The god of wine, women and song wis also an accom-
plished shapechanger and cransmuter. He cacaped caprure hy
turning pirates Into delphing and himself into a lion, and
often changed chose who offeaded him tnto animals or
plants. Some Ecstatics, notably che Maenads and Fifth World
Tribe, carry on Dionysus' legacy,

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

167 of Mage Second Edition for derils.]
farnor's Notes

I want i repeat for the record thar I do not. 1 hrough this
book, condone all of the practices I've described. They're
offered for insight and accuracy, noe for imitation Drugs,
vistonquests, alternative sex practices and body modifi.
cations cin be extraordinanix dangerous, Cult of Ecstasy
i i work of fiction, not an advertisement,
I"ve tound the following hooks and musical artests
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 scid or
attending uegies, bur from bikes, concerts, midnighe
swims, and cspecially from the millions of sensations
we tuke for granced every day. I can think of no better
NN hl _ "Roleplaying Hints" for Culrist characters than these:
E'.—'.f;.—-_-.,__z Get a life. Experlence it. Cherish it Enjov it.
— Phil Brucara
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Books

* * The Art of Sexual Ecstasy, by Margo Anand

* * The Encvclopedia of Erotic Wisdom, hy Rufus
Camphausen

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

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

* Sex Magick, by Louis T. Colling

* A History of Secret Societies, by Arkon Duraul

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

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

* * Food of the Gods, by Terence McKenna

* * The American Night, by Jim Morrson

* Goa Freaks, by Cleo Odzcr

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

* * 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 Deanis Cramer
{Fantagraphics)

4
(£

8 CuLt of Ecarnsy

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

¢ ¥ Mondo 2000 (Fun City Meglomedia)

+ GURPS Religion, hy Janer Naylor and Caroline
Juliaen (Steve Jackson)

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

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

David Bowic

* Crach Worship

Dead Can Dance

% The Doors

Vanilla Pudee

Jimi Hendrix

lackalope

¥ Janiz Joplin

* Oyscerband

Nine Inch Nails

* Robbie Robertzon & the Red Road Ensemble

* Rusted Rooce

* Mirta Sebestyén

Ululating Mummics
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MAGE: The Ascension™

Name: Nature: Concept:
Player: Essence: Mentor:
Chronicle: Demeanor: Cabal:
——) Y

Physical Social Mental
Strength Q0000 Charisma ®0000  Perception__ 80000
Dexterity 90000  Manipulation ®0000 Intelligence. @0000
Stamina__ @0000  Appearance ®0000 Wity p i 80000

Talents Skills Knowledges
Alertness 00000 Do __ 00000 Computer ___ 00000
Athletics___ 00000  Drive 00000  Cosmology 00000
Awsrencss 00000  Edquette 00000 Culwre 00000
Brawl 00000 Fircarms__ 00000  Enipgmas 00000
Duodge 00000 Leadership 00000  Investigation 00000
Expression____ 00000  Meditation 00000 Law 00000
[nstrction_ 00000 Melee 00000  Linguistics 00000
Intuition____ 00000 Research 00000 Lore 00000
Intimidation______ 00000  Stealth 00000 Medicine 00000
Streetwise 00000  Survival 00000  Occult 00000
Subterfuge_ 00000  Technology 00000  Science 00000
ﬁm
Comespondence_ 00000  Life 00000  Prime 00000
Entropy 00000 Mind 00000  Spirit 00000
Forces 00000 Matter 00000 Time 90000

Backgrounds Arele Heallh

00000 0O00O0O0O0OO0OOO0O0O
i Willpower

o 00000 0000000000
—  ooooo HO000O0O00O0OO

Quinftessence
000y
Other Traits GO 0{}
00000 C -
00000 * ?ﬂ o
QOO0 . J
00000 00 oo ‘T}O
00000 Paradox




MAGE: The Ascension™
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% Merit Type Cost Flaw Type Bonus
T
===

Preferred Effects Rofes

Mystlick Senses (On) ——

Name Level |Arefe |Quintessence |Appearance

e { onbie—m—m—m—m——— 1

Weapon Difficulty| Damage | Range|Rate | Clip | Conceal
Maneuver Difficulty  Damage

Panch 6 Strength
Grapple 6 Strength
Keck : Strength+]
Body Slam 7 Specal

Armor;:
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Contacts, %Iccpcr Contacts, Awakened
h Iy i
—_—
Influence, Sleeper Allies, Awakened
Resources Menior
Farmiliar Chantry
Companions Node(s)

Gear (Carried) Equipment (Owned) i

Preferred Kamamarga & Congrex |
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Awakening

Goals/Destiny

Seekings Quiects

Age -
Apparent Age_ X
Date of Birth 4 i ]
Age of Awakening
Hair
Eves
Race
Nationality Appearance/Nature of Avatar
Height 2
Weight 2 __
Sex

e
Cabal Chart Character Sketch






