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b “They've taken the west wing, Chancellor. We have

to go.”
Lord Gilmore turns slowly towards his aide, pain-
fully, unwilling to 1ake his eyes away from the hideous |
battle raging above them. In the night sky, Mercury rises
' huge, blazing red — but dwarfed by the Technocracy’s i
| dreadnought, speckled with the tiny silver ships of her .
. fleet, and crossed by the twisting, leprous-white form of
the unnamable thing that carries the Nephandi to war. -
“What of the consors we sent Yo the Tower? Have
they returned? Are the guards with them?”
“The Tower has fallen, my Lord. The consors were
cut off," says the lesser mage, softly. “They won't be
returning.”
His leader draws a long, shuddering breath, and the
aide can almost see the tendrils of Gilmore's countermagick
return from the defense of the Chantry, coiling inwards
’ to shield the last few buildings the Order of Hermes holds.
Beneath them the defenders turm, sensing the change,
fleeing vowards the Library on which the two men stand.
“Open the portal, James.”
e And in the billowing smoke and powdered stone that
hang heavy in the air, Lord Edward Gilmore, 27th—and
last — Chancellor of the Fors Collegis Mercuris walks
through the door before him, and leaves his home forever,
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Napoleon never hears of this village, The names of the defenders are
lost, the attack remembered only as *Resistance met en route. Loss of 74
men, 23 horses.”

The village is ashes; the fields are afire. The ground smolders where
it is not blood-soaked; the steam and smoke are one acrid, eye-searing,
sulfurous cloud. Not all the horses are dead — the maddened screams of
the broken beasts drown out all other sound.

Slowly, one by one, the survivors creep back into sight: children
running to cut the animals’ throats, old men digging, and the women —
like ravens in their widow's weeds — picking their way among the fallen,
wailing for their dead.

Mercedes Gonzaga de Ortiz finds her youngest son buried beneath the
Yorso of an officer. The boy flinches as she lifts the corpse, opens his eyes
feebly, and begins to shiver. He calls for her like a baby, and though she
speaks his name again and again (now furiously, now in a whisper, now in
despair) he does not know her. The cloak she wraps him in puddles with
blood, and her hands drip with fast-cooling crimson.

The boy rakes one las, rattling breath — her own lungs seem Yo
break — and like a dream he leaves her; as a sunrise his soul surfaces in
his body. Dimly she feels another join them, and the black-clad stranger’s
hands begin last rites for the dead. The soul-light changes, and she sees,
like the folds of a veil: the earth beneath them, the body, the hands of the
priest, the spirit of her son staring at the heavens, and an angel behind
her, merged with her, its hands as bloody as her own. The boy takes a step
forward, and vanishes from sight. Mercedes raises her eyes to those of the

priest, and the Moorish old man nods.



SEBTEBER 1,1995

1t is afternoon on Cerberus. Morning chores are long over, and the
lecrure halls are empty. The disciples — mages in training — careen

about the corridors, making the most out of lunch on their way to their:

tutors. Laughter fills the central courtyard, and the master of the
Chantry (though he neither asks nor needs a ritle — he is simply the
01d Man, in any language) relaxes in his study.

In his favorite seat, perched on the sill of the first of the huge,
arched windows of the room, he can see the dun-colored walls and pale
sandstones of his castle; can see the dull, blood-red masonry of the
gatehouse nearby; the bone-white desert that stretches to the horizon;
and in the blue-black sky above, Pluto in
crescent, Charon waxing, the distant sun a
glaring pinpoint well past zenith, The
yellowing light lends a bronze gleam to his
dark skin and reveals the dancing dust in
the quiet air of his chamber,

A knock at the door disturbs his
reverie,

“Come in."

Amanda opens the heavy oak door
silently, both by habit and respect — and
blinks in the golden haze. Once her vision
clears, she scans the room (an old habit)
and takes in the rough-hewn wooden
rafters; the aged, white plaster; the Spar-
tan trestle rables; and the two walls of
shelves sagging with Semex' books and
curiosities, When she first began her train-
ing with the old Euthanatos, she wondered
what dark and strange powers the bric-a-
brac might have, but now she knows there
are none, This is part of her respect for
him,

One new thing she notices — a low,
circular table of wood and brass. lts top is
flat and sunken, with a raised rim. lt stands well away from the others,
in a little-used and dusty corner.

“Good afternoon,” the Old Man says.

“Hi."

“You were late 1o lecture this morning.” (Not disapproving, not
questioning.)

“1 was also late ro breakfast.”

Senex rises, crosses to the nearer wall of shelves, takes down a clay
pitcher full of water, and rests on one knee by the little vable. Amanda
walks to it, sets her bag against the wall, and sits down.

Slowly and carefully, Senex pours water from the ewer into the
brass top of the rable. As he does this, he speaks.

“Reality is not stone, Reality is water,”

He finishes, and sexs the pitcher down. lx scrapes slightly against
the sandstone floor,

Senex leans over the table and blows upon the surface of the
water, Tiny ripples form, run against the brass sides, dance as the old
collide with the new, and every second more appear to change the
pattern, He stops, and the motion dies out.

Moving slowly, he dips a finger in the water and stirs it, creates
small ripples and eddies in the little pool, but silently, with no splashes.
He takes his finger out, and waits, The surface is quickly calm again.

Without warning, he strikes the surface with his fist. Warer
splashes up and out and flies into their faces. Amanda blinks it out of

her eyes and watches him take out a white cloth, wiping the edge
of the rable.

“Static magick is like my breath. 1t will never break the
surface, but it cannot easily betray itself to those who watch. lt
is the magic of hedge wizards, of vampires and the Garou. Do not
underestimate it — it is limited, often one-dimensional, bur a
strong wind can knock you down, A strong wind can create waves
you do not see until they engulf you.

“Coincidental magick is like my fingers. 1t can change the
shape and flow of water greatly, yet disturb it little if the mage
is skilled. 1t is the course of safery, should magick be necessary —
never forget that you have mundane resources at your disposal.
When you must use magick, use the probable as often as you can,

and you will be less visible.

“Vulgar magick is like my fist.

1t is dangerous. Though you may
achieve your intention, you cannot
tell what the splash will do. You
cannot tell who will notice ir.” He
stops, perceiving her question,

“You've told me all of this be-

fore.”

“But not in this fashion.”

“No..."

“1f 1 had raught you only that

magick is fire, or that Paradox is a
hurricane, or that the Consensus is
mud, or that reality is water, you
would tmderstand only one aspect of
what you do, and you would be as
crippled as any Technocrat or hedge
wizard.

“Analogies can be dangerous,

_+ Amanda,” he begins, smiling slightly,
“because the world is like a
sandcastle...”

The clear tenor note of a bell
stops him, and by expression alone he gathers his apprentice to
her feet beside him. He draws a knife and cuts a complex pattern
in the air around them —the scenery changes: the gatehouse walls
surround them, and they walk out of its labyrinth before the alarm
is quite silent again.

- - -

In the sandy enclosure before them, a crowd of strangers
(some in robes, some in sneakers and denim) is waiting. Many of
them sit in the dirt or slump over their bags; in no face is there
any hope. Near the front there are seven afoot, each robed and
holding desperately to dignity. The man in the center speaks.

“Senex.” Lord Gilmore's weary face smoothes for a moment,
the deep-cut lines transforming themselves into a something like
a smile, *1 cannot thank you enough for your hospitality.” His
voice is bitter, self-mocking. “You show your charity beyond
doubr, granting sanctuary Yo an old beggar man and his rag-tag
errant crew.”

The master of Cerberus shakes his head, and embraces the
hermetic mage. “No, my friend. The Traditions owe you too much
for you ever to go begging — and 1 am older still than you.

“As for your companions... until you can find another
Chantry, call ours home.” He turns to the Adepr on watch (a
doubtful-looking reenage boy yet to leave the bell-rope) and the
long string of refugees begins its solemn march to the castle.



March, 1887
Londen

Gaslit, in a private dining room, in a glittering brass-and-silk,
china-and-linen hotel, a dark lady in black velvet rises from her seat,
and her companions stand to join her,

“Gentlemen! A roast: Yo our victory, to our noble calling, and o
our friendship. May it last us through the millennium.” Mercedes
drinks, and her companions drain their glasses.

Alexander Gericault, resplendent in the latest evening costume,
splashes more champagne into each, and composes himself.

“To my own, inconceivably good luck in finding such compan-
ions; to Senex, who is without doubt the finest strategist | have ever
met; and to Mercy, without whose silent knife and charming ways our
plans and luck would have been worthless roday.”

They drink again, and Mercedes looks to Senex as Gericault
helps her with her chair,

“Longwinded, isn't he?"

Their talk turns to a review of the day: the successful assassi-
nation of an industrial giamt — a facrory emperor with little soul, less
conscience, and overpaid bodyguards. Through dessert they debate
the possibility of discovery — a maid who should have been elsewhere
was not. During the cheese course they muse over the near-perfect
timing, the precision of the operation, the cleanliness of the kills, and
the delicacy of the Good Death in each case. The waiter interrupts
them, bringing the brandy in.

More sober now, the younger mages wait, and Senex studies each
of them quietly. They meet his eyes without hesitation, and without
pride. Mercy smiles a little at her old friend and veacher, and turns
her eyes 1o Gericault as he does. She finds herself staring, and drops
her gaze to her snifter.

“We did well roday. | am proud of you both; 1 am proud of the
work we have done, but | will not drink to my pride three times in one
evening. Enjoy yourselves tonight, but forget your victory in the
morning. There is more work ahead of us than we can see, and the less
baggage we carry with us, the easier will be our task.”

Mercy looks up, and catches Gericault’s nod out of the corner of
her eye.

“What will you drink to, then?™ he asks,

1 drink to the Sleepers,” says the Old Man,

“To the Sleepers.”

Mercedes is dancing.

Gericault's right hand is warm on her waist, his left hand holds
her right gently, and her left hand rests lightly on the smooth silk of
his jacket. He is an excellent dancer, and they glide along the floor
like one body.

She can feel his glance on her face; she avoids it to provoke him,

“You look very beautiful tonight,” he says, and her eyebrows lift
in satirical surprise. *That dress is most becoming.™ Mercy turns her
head towards him briefly, watching his mouth. His teeth are very
white, the bristles on his upper lip amber in the light of the
chandeliers. He leans closer, and his cheek scratches the side of her
forehead,

“Tell me, though... why on earth are you wearing a corset?”

She jerks back — reddening, missing a beat — and their skulls
knock together on the sidestep.

“Forgive me, Mercy.” He brings his handkerchief to his lip, takes
it away blooded. “1 know you're trying vo be respectable, 1 just don't
understand why,

“Do you like corsers? Perhaps the whalebone makes it easier to
conceal those knives.." He looks down at her again, then away,
sucking on his wounded lip. “No, | can see you keep your daggers in
your eyes.

“Mercy, if you are wearing that corset for the fine ladies in that
corner there, those wifely gossips, matronly ghouls and tittering
debutantes — with their noses in the air and their minds in the gutter
— well, 1 am shocked. Shocked. Flabbergasted. The Sleepers are our
charge, darling, not our keepers, not our peers.” His voice drops to
a whisper. *1 think you should choose your undergarments to suit
yourself.”

“You are a cad, Gericault. Change the subject.”

“As you wish, my lady. May 1 return safely to the subject of your
dress?”

“We have been formally introduced,” she says, dryly. The music
stops, polite applause fills the air, and when the next dance begins
they stay on the floor.

“I"ve been thinking," he begins, twitching his nose, “and 1 don’t
think black is your color... | should adore to see you in red.”

“Black is the only color for a widow, Gericault.”

“Your husband is a century dead. How long will you mourn him?”

She stops, looking her partner in the eyes at last, her expression
deeply, numbingly hateful,

Gericault asks slowly:

“Do you even remember what he looked like?”

Mercedes pulls away angrily, and walks nearly through him
toward the dining rooms. One steel-pinned heel catches in her
whirling dress, and as it rips and she stumbles, the other foot comes
down heavily on his patent-leather shoe. She picks up her skirts in a
savage gesture and strides on. The gentlewomen in the corner follow
her with well-bred stares, whispering.

Much later he finds her in the garden, wearing Senex’ overcoat
against the chill breeze. He limps towards her contritely, and his head
is bowed.

“Why," she begins (in a blistering, radiant fury like he has never
seen) “are you doing this? Why make it more difficult?”

Gericault regards his shoes, and the wet gravel beneath them.
*I'm sorry.”

“Good — *

He interrupts her, quickly, dry-voiced: “Aren't you lonely,
Mercy?”

She stares at him, stunned for the moment, and before she
recovers he speaks again (emboldened by the respite), swallowing
hard and stammering,

“1"ve... I've fallen in love with you, Mercy. I'm sorry.”

And Mercedes finds nothing to say.

SEBTENIBER 2, 1995

The Great Hall of Cerberus is crowded as seldom before, and still
the residents and refugees trickle in. Chairs and tables scavenged from
every room are scattered throughout, and even an elderly dresser from
the stables has been impressed into service. At one end, a long,
unadorned expanse of wood sits empty: the senior members have yet to
arrive,

The last apprentice scurries in, sets her platter and bowls hastily
down, and the doors open behind the high rable. Senex and Lord Gilmore
walk through, ralking quietly, and the room falls silent. In twos and



threes the others follow them, and take their places — hesitantly,
politely, the residents of Cerberus guiding their companions to their .
seals.

Suddenly, the peace is broken. At the second table, nearest the
head of the room, small mutters erupt into a defiant shout:

“No, 1 will not be silent. 1 know my place, Ellen.”

The speaker stands, faces Senex and the Chancellor. “Why, my
lords, am | seated lower than that woman?" He points to the middle
of their table, ro a small, frizzy-haired mage who stares back at him
incredulously. *1 am Nicodemus Dribb, Master of Forces, and if she
is an Adept of anything at all 1 shall be much surprised.”

The 01d Man raises one patient eyebrow, and turns to Lord
Gilmore on his right. The Hermetic leader shrugs with one hand and
his eyebrow, and waits for the Euthanatos® judgment. Senex looks
down the table.

From a slightly smelly position in the back of the room, Amanda
and Julia watch anxiously.

“Did you catch that?™ whispers the larter.

“Yeah, Senex and Mitzi?" Amanda replies, referring to the
trace of telepathy rhat flashes briefly over the high rable.

“1 think so.”

Mitzi straightens in her chair. “1f we have offended you, sir,”
she says, “forgive us. We knew so little about your rank when the
tables were arranged. Please, take my seal.” The man next to her
helps her up, and with one last glance at Senex, she descends.

“Did you catch that?” Julia spits out.

“Yeah, Senex?" Amanda replies, speaking this time of the
entropic cloud that hovers a split second over the empty chair.

“1 hope so.”

Master Dribb pushes his way up the crowded aisles to the dais,
shoves past Mitzi on the steps, and smugly vakes his proper seat.

1t collapses beneath him — dumps him on his backside and off
the edge of the platform. His robes fly out in a lumpy fabric cloud
(seemingly all knees) and he sprawls beneath them on the sandy
floor.

Stifled titters echo softly throughout the hall, and one voice
rings out in raucous, cascading peals of laughter.

“Amanda! Quit it. Everybody’s looking at us.”

But Julia speaks too late, and the furious Nicodemus is striding
towards them — staring, glaring, his very eyes shaking with
wounded pride.

And still Amanda laughs.

“How dare you! — How dare you? | challenge you.”

She stops, mouth-corners twitching.

“1 challenge you. | demand satisfaction — "

She bursts out again.

The Hermetic mage fixes a look of pure hatred vpon her, and
grinds out his words. *1 challenge you o certdmen.”

Amanda feels her Avatar's wings encircle her, feels the bloody-
handed angel willing to fight. The power floods her, righteous anger
fueling the magick, honing it like a knife — and, mastering herself,
she sheathes it.

“Choose your seconds, insolent bitch.”

The angel sextles back, denied, even as the Hermetic mage's
tirade draws o an end:

“Sunrise, tomorrow, ar the — "

“No dueling,” Senex’ words blanket the Hall.

“1 demand — "

“No dueling,” repeats the Old Man, and he picks up his fork.




Seplember, 1867
26°41'57" OC 7/° 32' 5" W

Mercedes reverses her knife slowly, careful to keep her dress from
Tustling, and waits for the stoker to emerge from the coal-bin. The little man
s frightened, shaking audibly, and starts at the slightest noise. In another
minute the pressure becomes too much for him, and as he bolts the knife
flashes downwards, pommel striking skull with a dropped-apple “thck.”

That's the last one, Old Man, she thinks, letting the stoker's body slide
gently 1o the floor.

“Good. We're ready.” Mercedes feels him take his place farther in,
beside the boiler, cane in hand. “Bring them down, Gericault.”

Overhead, pounding feet and muffled commands draw nearer. The
Frenchman drops through the hatch that, coincidentally, happens to be in
the floor of the corridor above them. He takes his stand next to Mercy, and
the three listen to the scrabbling of their Order of Reason pursuers —who
find that in the darkness they cannot discover the means to open that hatch,
More brusque words drift down to the waiting Euthanatos, and the footsteps
thunder along the passage toward the stairs.

Now they crowd through the door, spread out along the incline and the
landings: four toughs in uniform with a black-suited gentleman behind
them, his round, tinted spectacles glinting in the dim red light of the room.
Behind him, a pair of shabbily-dressed men huddle rogether, and behind
them...

The Physician,

He wears white, His face is urbane and kindly, his expression that of
a man performing a regrettable duty. Only his lips (pressed too thim, bit
nearly through in rage) and his eyes (marked with a cruelty horrible in its
detachment) betray him — and the three who wait are satisfied: the
assassination of the industrialist has flushed their true prey. His eyes lock
on Senex' and the battle begins.

. The toughs rush forward, ignoring the bullets that flash from

“Bericault’s pistols. They are accustomed to invincibility, but his ammuni-
tion is more than lead, and two fall before they leave the stairs. Mercy throws
warded knives to prevent their resuscitation, and the room erupts with light
from the glowing shields.

The others close in, more carefully now, and the man in black casts
smoking pellets ahead of them — worried now, as the renegades he chases
are blatantly vulgar in their magickal defenses, preternaturally unharmed.
Mercedes slips aside, satisfied that his fear of Paradox will inhibit him
enough for Gericault rotake all three down easily, She advances to the stairs,
Yo the first of the strange men,

For an instant she freezes, seemingly face to face with some Umbral
insect-thing — huge flat eyes surmounted by pale green glowing spots,
strange metallic whiskers, and a coiling mass of red worms that sprouts from
the right corner of its forehead. The creature bounds forward, brushes past
her, and she recognizes it as one of the strange men from the middle of the
pack. A cloud of smoke conceals him, and she is left alone with the second
one, Daggers at the ready, Mercedes studies her oppoment. Instead of
bringing forth a weapon, the wild-haired Order of Reason mage draws a
length of fire-hose from a scabbard at his thigh, and she notices for the first
time the backpack from which it hangs. He licks his lips, and strikes a heroic
stance,

“Now, death-witch, feel the wrath of the St. Etmo Electrical Elliptitron!™

The fire-hose nozzle fills with pale light, and before Mercedes realizes
her danger, she is enveloped in a barrage of ball-lightning.

“Ha! A blow struck for decency and the liberation of the Ether!™ He
brings the tip of the machine down o where she has fallen, convulsed in the
electrocutive sphere, then reaches to flip a switch on the side of the
backpack. Mercedes rakes advantage of the flicker in concentration. She
pokes a hole through the fire around her and attacks the source of it directly:
the roggle breaks off in his hand, rusted through and already crumbling

before he cam gasp. She changes tactics while he stutters, and he collapses
in a dreamless sleep.

She whirls around, her scorched dress crackling, and finds the fight has
turned against them —the Old Man and the Physician are yet locked in their
unreachable conflict, but Gericault is losing, slowly, to the four still
crouched behind the massive machinery.

“Gericault?” Running, dodging, she flashes her surprise at him, and
her fear,

“The one in the dark glasses — ow — realized we'd cleared out the
witmesses and went vulgar.” She reaches the first of the man in black’s
acolytes, and slits his throat, aiming the neck to blind the man beside him
with the blood. “He isn't very good at it, but it unh... makes the difference...
to his counters.” Gericault joins her, fires point-blank into the sightless
man, and the bullets find their mark. “Finally.”

man in black presses ahead, desperate cunning in his eyes, and
his led companion drops back, reaching into a canvas bag at his side.

“They"re stalling,” Gericault sends her. “Can you get to him?"

She hazards a look down the accessway, and a bullet nearly takes off
her nose. The man with the sack is a better shot than she expected, and the
strange magicks of his equipment protect him from those few attacks she
can launch around a corner and through five coal bins. In her moment’s rest,
however, she realizes the atmosphere around her is changing: the air feels
almost greasy, and the dim light sparkles weirdly on the advanced devices
of the foe. Tiny impossibilities are jamming their apparatus already,
breaking pieces ignored and overridden, The universe is overbalanced here,
and for once that thought gives her hope.

“No. Bur | have an idea.”

Mercy doubles back, deeper into the rows of bins and turbines, and
finds the body of the stoker. She shoulders him easily, sneaks back to the
front. With a few quick gestures she heals his concussion, and sets him down
behind a huge, shuddering nest of plumbing. In the gaps between the pi
the fight is clearly visible, and she turns 1o the little man.

“Wake up! Oh, please, please, mister, wake up!™ she pleads, her face
streaked with anxious tears.

The stoker groans, opens his eyes, and sits up.

“Please, help me! 1've been trapped down here, and they're fighting..."
The stoker focuses on the beautiful, dark lady before him — clearly
wounded and distressed — and finds his courage.

“There, there, miss. It'll be all right.” He looks out of their hiding
place, keeping his frightened eyes from the lady, and sees...

..clattering at a hideous speed down the deckplates, whirling and
bobbing and slashing like aberserker, a skeletal, springloaded ball of blades
rolling straight towards a gentleman in evening costume. The gentleman
fires his pistols furiously into the shiny copper assassin machine, but to no
avail. Behind the mechamical impossibility two men rum, one wearing the
strangest pair of motoring goggles the stoker has ever seen, the other firing
a gun with a streaming ribbon of bullets where its cylinder should be.

He steps back, reeling. “1 don't believe it!" he exclaims, and Mercy
smiles.

The ball of copper clockwork runs down as it furns the corner —falls
into itself in a sharp and glittering heap by Gericault's shoes. The man in
black, the goggle-wearer, and the strange gun disappear into nothingness
(though Mercy can hear them, still running, in the place that they have
gone).

“Gericault?"

“Still here, darling. Thank you.”

“Senex?”

“1 have finished.”

The stoker sits down — dazed, confused, and forgetful — and wipes
his sooty face. When the rescue party arrives an hour later, they find him
sitting smiling with the others (amnesiac men in uniform, steamer engineers
with headaches, and a crazed tinkerer crying bitterly over a fire hose), with
a clean patch of skin on his left cheek, in the shape of a lady's kiss,







SEPTENIBER 5, 1995

Amanda slashes vpward, driving her knife deep into the cloth-
wrapped plastic bottle. The water inside soaks through the old
t-shirt, drips onto the dirt below. She stares, trying to remember
her last thought, absent-mindedly knitting the bottle whole again.
Still distracted, she steps back and prepares for her next exercise.

She lunges, and behind her a twig breaks. Without stopping,
she turns on the intruder — one of the Hermetic refugees, she
realizes, with a mop of sandy gray hair and light blue eyes. The
woman flinches, caught between the knives and the awkward
embrace of a rosebush.

“Sorry,” says Amanda, clearly disappointed. “1 thought you
were one of us. Anyone in this garden is fair game.” The knives
disappear, and her visitor relaxes,

“l... 1 didn"t mean 1o disturb you,” she says. Her darting eyes
find a bench behind the still-swinging target, and she sits.
“Actually, I'm here to apologize.”

Amanda leans against the tree, Yies the soda bortle back
against it, “*What for?"”

“For Nicodemus. Please don't think too badly of him — and
please don't assume that the rest of us are going to act thar way.”

“It's all right.”

“No. We're guests here.” She pulls up a dandelion, fiddles
with it nervously. *Nicodemus... his wife went Marauder about a
year ago. The College on Mus was about all he had left, and he was
one of the last to leave it... him and James and the Chancellor. It's
still no excuse, but maybe you can understand why he's so angry
now.”

Amanda watches her in silence,

“He's seeing Nephandi everywhere, you know, And he's been
asking about you since the other night.”

Amanda's eyes narrow.

“Well... there is a rumor going around that you brought a
Nephandus into this Chantry two months ago. And that you ralked
to it instead of fighring it..."

“So you're here 1o check up on the rumor.”

The other mage nods, tying the stem of the flower into anxious
knots.

“Who the hell are you?”

“My name is Ellen.”

“Well. Ellen. You can set the record straight.” She transfixes
the older woman with a leaden stare, speaks in a tense monotone,

“There was a Nephandus. He didn't make it past the
gatehouse. 1 spoke to him because he came through the Peregrine
Gate while | was on guard duty. We were hosting Doctor Bridges’
conference at the time.

“The ward patterns checked out. | started to lead him through
the labyrinth. The gatehouse wouldn't let us through. He fed me a
lot of lies about my last life.

“He vanished,

“That’s all.”

The Hermetic mage nods again. Her blue eyes flicker to
Amanda’s face and away again, and the flower in her hands is a
fluffy mass of yellow shreds. “Thank you for your... explanation.”
She stands. “1'm sure that my people will feel better when they
hear i.”

“Sure. And Ellen — be careful how you leave the garden —
1'm not the only one who practices out here.” She laughs, and sets
the bottle swinging again.




m‘dy 1889
Tlhe French Riviera

Gericault, tea and sandwiches in hand, sits down carefully on the
edge of an elegant white wicker chair. He places the full tray atop the
little rable beside him, and shades his eyes from the afternoon sun.

Mercedes smiles, folds her parasol, laughs.

“Tea?"

“As drunk by Mr. and Mrs.
Melvin Abercrombie, British gen-
try, on vacation, We must keep up
appearances, if only for the sake of
our passports,” He settles back.
“Will you pour?®

Mercedes says nothing, but
leans forward purposefully, and
Gericault closes his eyes, sighing.

“1 almost wish this could go
on forever, No Senex, no Council,
nomechanical men and Reasoners...
just two tired Sleepers on vaca-
tion, enjoying the idle moments.”
He accepts his cup without look-
ing.

“1 like ir," she says, “but |
want to get back on time, | spoke to
the Old Man before we lef, dar-
ling. We're finally going to vear
those Nephandi vipers out of
Piccadilly.”

Gericault says nothing,

“Would you like a sandwich?"

“No, thank you,” he says, care- -
fully. L

“Are you all right?" S

“Mercedes... | have totell you D s5be
something.” His voice is strange, (r ":':_:.

serious, and he stands as he speaks.
“It"s a very difficult thing to have
to say..."”

“You can tell me anything, Alec.” She rises, and takes his hand.

Gericault looks at her, shaking his head, taking her fingers to kiss
them, briefly, and move away. *“What Tradition am 1, Mercy?"

“Well, you make a very good Euthanatos, but Senex and | never
thought you were one of us,

“You might be a Dreamspeaker, because you hate the Order of
Reason so, or a Cultist, as you are something of a libertine, and you
despise Council politics.”

“1 am none of those,” he says. *1 am not a Tradirion mage at all.”

“That doesn't matter to me. What Craft do you belong t0? Or are
you an Orphan?*

“1 am not an Orphan. | have no Craft.”

Mercedes waits, uncertain, watching her lover's face. The surf
fills the silence.

“1 am Fallen, Mercy.” Neither moves. *1 serve the Lords of
Oblivien.”

She bites her lip, staring, breathing shallowly, choking on the salt.
Her hands clench, turning white in the folds of her dress, kneading the
fabric and reaching though it for her knives. As he looks away, she flies
at him, and Gericault falls to the floor with her blades at his throat.

*Traivor!™

*Not a traitor, Mercy. A spy,” he says sadly, “a spy who has fallen
in love with the enemy. Now let me up.”

“1 am going to kill you."

“You are a practical woman, Mercy, and this is not a dime novel.
1f you were going Yo kill me you would have done it five seconds ago.
Let me up.”

And Mercedes, mutely, slowly, sheathes her knives and stands up,
trembling. Gericault guides her to her chair and takes his own, across
from her, and puts his hands
gently on her knees.

“Now. First let me apolo-
gize, 1 am verribly sorry that 1
ever took this assignment, met
you, and particularly that | have
had 1o lie to you for as long as |
have known you. | feel horrible,
darling,

“Second, let me tell you that
| am not sorry that 1 love you,
that 1 have never lied 1o you
about that, and that even if we
part company this hour 1 will
love you until | die or the uni-
verse ends. | hope thar, shamefully
as | have treated you, you may
someday be able to look on me
fondly in memory, at least.

“Third, | did not come Yo
you and Senex to harm or cor-
rupt you. My assignment was, in
part, to study you both for weak-
nesses for later exploitation,” he
says, and the lady shudders, “but
primarily to let you know what
my... organization... knew about
the Physician, and Yo convince
you that he was as dangerous as
you now know him to be.”

“You used us,” she mutters.

“We had vo. The Physician
never left Earth, No one from my Labyrinth was powerful enough Yo
oppose him within Reality. Senex was powerful enough, and already
hunting for our enemy.

*1 didn't make him do anything he didn't want to do, Mercy. |
couldn'.”

“We killed the Physician two years ago. Why are you still here?”

“Why not? We were fighting the Order of Reason, 1 was watching
the Traditions, | was useful. | didn"t want to go." Gericault frowns.

“Now the Old Man wants to massacre the Piccadilly Chantry. 1
can't stay and help him, and | won't stay to trap him. | have vo leave.”

Mercedes looks up at him for the first time, her eyes red, her face
pale and tear-streaked.

He nods. *1 still don't want 1o go. | love you,” he says, and she
flinches. “Now, 1'm going to ask something 1 have no right to:

“Will you come with me?

“1 am not asking you to become barrabi. | am not asking you to
betray Senex or tell my people any Counsil secrets. You would never
have Yo meet another Nephandus so long as you live or the universe
endures —" speaking quickly now, desperately, “just please, please
come fight the real enemy, the Order of Reason... with me.”

0



SEBTENBER 6, 1995

1t is afternoon on Cerberus, Amanda pushes her way through
the crowds in the courtyard of the East Stair. On every side strangers
jostle her, and the noise is opressive. Her home has been loud before,
in joy, sorrow, and anger, but the eternal conversational drome is
new, and she detests it. She steps around two loitering Hermetic
mages (who stare at her, measuring her face with a hostile curiousity)
and turns the corner that leads to Senex' study.

Lord Gilmore, she sees, is just entering that still-quiet room,
and she slows her pace, hesitates to knock. What she hears stops her,
and she stays her hand to listen.

The Chancellor of Mus speaks:

“_.naught but a rumor, of course, but it is disturbing my people
and they disturb yours. May | ask you a few questions?”

“Tell me the rumor first, your lordship,” her reacher answers.

“Very well,”

The Chancellor continues in lower tones, and Amanda catches
little. He goes on for some time, and at the end she thinks he asks a
question,

The Old Man growls, “Make your point plainly, Gilmore.”

“Do you, or do you not have a widderslainte as an apprentice?”

Then Amanda hears nothing, and is sure she missed the answer,
but Senex speaks, finally, in a voice low and weary:

“Amanda has never been Nephandi.” And the emphasis is on the
name.
“And before Amanda?"

Seven seconds pass.

“Yes. She was.”

The woman in the corridor straightens silently, clutches her
bag, and turns away. Calmly, she walks, the words rattling back and
forth in her head, and the voice of Gericault is in the echoes of her
footsteps.

Mercy followed me to the Cauls

She swerves around the sneering refugees.

Your teacher hunted her down and he killed her

She dodges her way down the East Stair.

When she was reborn he haunted her new life

She ignores Julia, walks past Mitzi,

Haunted your life

She finds herself in the garden. Pluto is rising.

To keep you from remembering

She pushes through the roses, tears her clothes on the thorns.

Your lover

She sinks, thoughtful, to the bench.

Your murderer

And she sinks in her mind to the memories of her distractions.

Mercy followed me to the Cauls
e ‘;’,:-_1' o M
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October, 1896
A Nepbandi Labyrinth, Location Unknown

Mercedes leans on Gericault's arm, walking slowly with the crowd.
The air is hot and salty. lt stinks of metal. She is sweating and nervous,
and her stomach shivers despite the heat. The walls to either side are

dark.

Someone ahead of the couple is singing softly, in a language Mercy
doesn’t understand. A man on her left speaks to her, his voice steady,
hypnotic, and elated.

“Oh, Mercedes, 1 wish we could tell you how happy we are to have
you here. 1t's so wonderful, particularly for Gericault.” He pats her
shoulder, and vouches, lightly, her hair. “We have all been praying,
every night, for years, that you would someday join vs... and now, thank
the Powers, here you are.” In an odd and jerky movement he brings his
hands together, clasping them tight enough that Mercedes can hear the
bones rub together, “Even now, | know, you may have doubts, but after
tonight you will truly know joy and the only purpose.” He joins in the
growing song.

The procession reaches a large room with an irregular ceiling.
Gericault puts an arm around her and draws her aside, holds her to him.

“Afraid, darling?" he whispers softly. “You can still change your
mind. Some of our most faithful have never — “

“No.” She looks up and her eyes harden. “1 want to go where you
go. Llove you.” And she turns away fiercely, with her jaw set and square.
Mercedes steps forward,

The far wall is moving, and the Nephandi have drifted to either
side, lighting lamps. They open a path through their ranks from the two
lovers to the strange curtain that seems to cover that wall, Gericault
moves to escort her, and they walk very slowly down the aisle. The others
watch silently, The first singer begins a strange, emotionless tune. The
Ttwo mages reach the end, and an old gentleman in orange robes speaks.

“Do you come here willing?"

“‘l h‘

“Welcome Yo us, daughter. May oblivion's peace comfort your
mind and rest your soul.”

The curtain folds down and sideways. In the light of the white
torches, the interior is a pinkish-beige and slightly damp — its folds
membranous and veined. There are many tissues making up the curtain,
drawing back in fleshy ridges to the floor, sliding past each other slickly,
pulling up of their own accord to the ceiling. They open at the bortom
o admit her.

Gericault feels her breathing quicken and grow sharp. His lover
is frightened now. ‘ |

The robed man smiles gently and touches her arm. Mercy follows
him, steps dully over the lip of the Caul. She turns to keep her eyes on
Gericault, and her hand goes to her throat. The inner membranes draw
up and closer to her, and still he can see her eyes. He puts his hand on
the outer, flesh-temperature folds to support himself, and the interior
closes.

The Caul echoes to the broken, cut-off scream, and the pale tissues
shudder with the force of the splartering blood within. The Nep
cheer, the outer folds close, and Gericault sinks to the ground in blissful
relief,
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Amanda stands, sure now of where her missing memories are.

Pluto is higher in the sky than when she came here, and the
sound and smell of dinner waft out from the Great Hall. She looks
up three stories to Senex’s darkened window, and sneaks to the
back stairs, comes silently to his study. She goes in without
knocking, lies down on the bare floor in the light of the planer,
and closes her eyes.

She waits, trying to move backward into her own mind,
searching carefully. The smells, the floor, and the touch of the
breeze on her arms go away, and she looks once again on the
bloody-handed angel, looks on her Avatar.

Her wings are fire, her dress white and mist-like, her form a
young girl's.

“Amanda.” The soft voice carries surprise and concern, and

- the angel’s white draperies drift windlessly towards the mortal. :

“Yeah. | have a question.” \

“Please, you have only to ask.”

“My past lives. Who was 1?7 What did I do?”

The angel shakes her head slightly. “What past lives!” Her
tones are sweet and puzzled, and she stands stock-still in confusion.
“Are we not new-sprung from the Well of Souls!

Amanda stares at her.

“No, we sure as hell aren't!”
She grabs her Avatar by the arm and pulls her along, half-dragging her. She stalks out in
the direction of her forgetfulness, into the darkest areas. There is dust on the floor, smooth
and unbroken, and she charges across it, looking for the place she knows. They come to a set
of tracks, faint and unclear, that fade out into the distance, and Amanda speeds on along
them. . -
She looks back at her Avatar and commands:

“Light." »y

A




They are surrounded by a pale glow, for an instant startled by -
the shadows of two figures racing at them. Amanda recognizes their
reflections, looks for the edge of the mirror, and nearly faints from
vertigo.

The entire wall ahead is one straight, gigantic, seamless
mirror, higher than the Avatar’s light can reach, extending beyond
their sight in every direction. The angel tries to stop, frightened.
Amanda pulls her forward, nearly knocking her off her feet, and
touches the wall. She turns on the wondering angel, and demands
of her soul, “What is this?"

“I don’t know."” Staggering, stunned, whispering, the girl
hiding within her wings, repeating, “I don’t know. I don’t know. It
isn't mine. What is it?"

Amanda steps back, staring up to the vertical horizon.

“If | knew,” she says, driving a knife between two of the
floorboards, “I wouldn't have had to ask.”

She pries up one of the planks —

“What are you doing?” asks the Avatar, in a very small voice.

— and hefts it like a baseball bat.

“Stand back.”

She swings, and the mirror shatters — shining cracks racing
out from the break, huge triangles of silver dropping slowly towards
the floor. Slabs of glass fall between the tiny figures, and a million
reflections crash and multiply around them. Amanda loses sight of
the angel in the splintering mess, and dodges across the lines of h
shards to the safety of the shadow beyond,




December, 1923
Now York

The darkness lights up as she crosses, and she stops.

Frozen, in a strange tableau before her:

Senex gesturing at Gericault as if to push him back, the Old Man’s hand in mid-twist,
his clothes soaked with blood, his manner calm.

Gericault’s face caught in anguish; half rage, half despair. His arms are outstretched in
violent magicks.

Mercedes is nearest, dressed as a flapper, limbs bent in mid-motion. She is running, her
mouth open in a scream or roar, her eyes like black fires,

There are no walls, no sky, only twilight and a floor of cinders. Amanda takes one step
towards her predecessor, and finds herself instantly within that body. The figures begin to
move.

Mercy is screaming, like a hurricane, and the knives in her hands are wind. She leaps
for her teacher, and he watches her come without taking his hand from Gericault. The
Frenchman is forced back by the power of Senex’ will, and space thickens around him until
he cannot stir — he barely breathes.

Senex’ eyes flicker briefly towards his prisoner, and he sidesteps Mercy without seeing her.
They turn to face each other,

“Let him go, old man,” she shrieks, diving in to slash him.

The master says nothing. His weaponless hands begin to move. Mercy flips back her left knife,
trying to evade his magicks, but the spell he uses is new to her, and she guesses wrong. Now, surprised
to find herself yet free, she tries again to come under his guard.

Senex darts forward, taking a cut to the arm with a grimace. He grabs as if for her head, holds
nothing, gives that nothing a twist, and she sees herself outside her body, suspended in his grasp.
His hard, sad eyes gaze into hers, and the voice that guided her for a hundred years commands:

“Look.”

He turns her away to a dark place in the twilight around them. There is a blacker thing in the
ashes of the floor, clearer to her as her mentor forces her to stare.

Her Avatar is crouching there. The angel's shining wings are broken, feather-charred husks.
The white robes are gone, and ribbons and patches of lead — some like fabric, some running red-
hot down her bare skin, and some cooled, dropping off as she rises, dropping off with great patches
of grey-cooked skin and muscle. The angel’s eyes are maddened and dying; eyes like Mercy’s last
son’s.







The vision fades. Mercedes recovers, sees Senex coming for her with
his cane, and deliberately, she drops her guard the split second he needs. She
cannot meet his eyes, can only hear the sobs of Gericault in his magick cell.
Fire strikes her neck, and the world ends.

Amanda lurches forward, pulling herself free as Mercedes® body drops
to the ground, The air is full of a high, keening whine, and it hurts her like
aknife in the brain. On her right the husk of the Nephandi's Avatar is rising,
on her left the bloody handed angel is screaming, is drifting helplessly
towards her older self. The young mage sprints forward and catches her
Avatar inalow tackle, knocking her down and holding her until the shadow-
figures fade. The angel quiets, and even the echoes of her panic stop.

Soft foorsteps approach them, and Senex — an older, white-robed
Senex — comes out of the darkness. He helps the angel to her feet, smoothes
her wings, strokes her hair. The angel comes to herself, seemingly, and stands
straight. Her hands reach for Amanda, then the Old Man, and as she steps
towards him, she disappears,

They stand for a long time without talking.

“Are you all right?" Senex asks his apprentice,

“Yeah"

“Do you remember?”

“Not everything." She finds herself staring at his arm, looking for the
scar from Mercedes' last attack. “My — her — son, the hunt for the
Physician... meeting Gericault. My death.”

The two begin to walk back, and the glittering glass dust crunches
beneath their feet.

“Is this yours, Old Man?"

“lt is. | placed the barrier here before you were born.”

“Thank you.”

They pass into the dust, following their own foot-
steps backwards,

“She let you kill her, you know,” Amanda
says slowly. *“When you showed her her
Avatar — well, it worked.”

“1 wasn't sure.”

“Gericault doesn"t know
that she did that. He weak-
ened the barrier, didn't
he?"

B}h Mﬂ

“I think he thought that | would remember dying hating you. He's
coming back.”

“1 know.”

“1 need 1o talk 1o you about him."

“Laver.” 4

“And | want to ask you about those rumors.”

“Later."

They walk back into the Old Man's study, and Amanda finds
herself lying flat on the chilly floor. She sits straight up and
Tooks her Mentor in the eye.

“1 have a lot of questions.”

He nods his head.

“Later,”

And Semex picks up the clay
pitcher, pours from it into a dusty
cup, and hands the water to her
to drink.

“Questions, Amanda,
are like a ring of keys..."

g
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Heaven and hell are within us, and all the gods are within us

Joseph Campbell, The Power of Myth
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places and destinies that night, the crescent moon
shining on their faces, blossoms fluttering in twilight.

Clarissa ran her slender hands over the trunk of
the ancient apple tree. "So old, so beautiful..." she
whispered.

“It suits,” Peter Kobie shrugged as he passed

around a goblet. All drank its fiery contents, then joined
hands, circling the tree. They danced in a whirl of madness, faster and
faster. Just as their frenzy reached its peak, the earth began to tremble. In
a burst of color, vibbons of energy rippled forth from the top of the rotting
old trunk. The dancers dropped hands, each reaching out to seize the
streamers of power, each pulling the ribbons into their own souls. Only
when all the streamers were captured did the dance venew, this time with
the flowing bands of color woven in and out by the dancers. As moonlight
faded, the glowing streamers became braided about the wee, the twining
of warp and weft gradually covering the apple vree from top to trunk,
binding into one essence the power spewing forth,

When the moon fell and sunlight touched the faces of the five, they
layin sL'cerd‘c:l{I the _g‘mm'f('nf roots of a glorious '_\'uungu[‘pfc tree, is uny
green leaves glowing with renewed life, fresh blossoms brushing the
contented faces at its feet

Reality isup for grabs. Magick is the key; Ascension isthe goal.
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beneath the weighr of disbelief, but it is not dead. In the mists of spirit
worlds and the shadows of hidden sanctums, in the laboratories of the
Awakened and the sacred places of the Dreamers, magick is alive.

Humanity sleeps; our fragile minds and shackled imagina-
tions have put the divine spark within us into a deep slumber, To
Awaken from this sleep, a mage embraces that inner spark, that
Avatar, and accepts True Magick, the Art which shapes reality.

By Awakening to magick's truth, each mage unlocks a vision.
Each vision leads to a Path, a destiny of change that pits a mage
against herself, her fellows and fixed reality itself. A war is being
fought in the shadows. Magick is the tool, the prize and the vision.
Paradox, the backlash of disbelief, is the price of failure, and pride
becomes the legacy of foolishness.

.I.ill.’ \\'(\l'll] (]’- Ma'?:(.' 15 a4 llill'k '|I!ih|l'l'|\ 1‘.]|11i!h\' \\'hl'rL‘ [\'.|]11\_' 15
commanded with a thought and hopelessness poisons the very
earth, Stories told in this mystick World of Darkness become heroes
quests, journeys of self-discovery that step beyond our mundane
lives. Mage is a game, true, but a game of tales rold, not winners and
losers. Like campers around a fire, players in a Storytelling game
create shared folklore and have a damned good time doing it. An
ideal Mage story mixes mystery and wonder with action, suspense,
terror and a bir of humor. Such rtales are modemn mythology,
streetwise yet enigmatic. Like the mages themselves, Storytelling

games are active and ever-changing.

Introduction 5

RN 24

7 2

A
/




NS Z 1

Concepts of the Game

All evolution in thought and conduct must at first
appear as heresy and misconduct.
— George Bernard Shaw

Mage operates on many levels, and ranges
from cerebral concepts to flat-out violence. Mod-
ern wizards cross into Otherworlds, gather into
strongholds called Chantries, or fight their differ-
ences out in the streets. Several concepts, however,

are important road signs to this magickal world.

The Modern Mage

Mages are enlightened beings, mortal humans who embrace
— heart, mind, body and soul — the truth behind reality and their
own place in it. Through innate sense, hard-earned knowledge
and ashard of the divine self (the Avatar), a mage learns to rework
reality at its core and becomes an active force for change. Though
lesser sorcerers (often called hedge wizards) may tamper with the
Tapestry’s threads, True Mages direct the fires of destiny. Such
change is rarely pleasant, but it is necessary.

The Awakened have always been with us; time and disbelief,
however, have whirtled away their power or channeled it into less
obvious forms of magick. As the boundaries between the possible and
impossible grow more rigid, the mages among us dwindle in number
but increase in importance. Such sorcerers are heroes in the classic
sense; with their power and insight, they cannot help but affect the
world around them. To do so, however, they must continually tran-
scend their own limits and those of the world around them. All mages,
then, even the rigid Technomancers, are threats to the established
order. Dynamic to the core, True Mages are the harbingers of change.

Because Awakening is universal, mages come from all nations,
cultures, orientations and age groups. Many find their Awakenings
in their late teens or 20s, but some find enlightenmentat a very early
age oreven in theirdeclining years. Though their vision spans global
reality, mages are very much the products of their environments.
Some are balanced and contemplative; others are harsh or crude.
Magick is not limited to a scholarly few; anyone can be a mage.

The Factions of the War

Despite the infinite variety of Awakened souls, four large
factions dominate magickal society. Although many mages (often
called “Orphans”) do not follow any set Path, these four major
groups wage an Ascension War in the name of their chosen goals:

e The Traditions, a rough Council of nine mystick styles of
magick. The wizards of the Nine Traditions strive to maintain a
balance of sorts while rerurning wonder to humanity. Although
these sorcerers hold to different philosophies and pracrices, all
nine groups are opposed to the static reality espoused by their
Technocratic foes and the chaos of the darker factions.

e The Technocracy, a seemingly monolithic Union dedi-
cated to reining in supernatural “random elements” and saving
humanity from the dangers it is not fit to face. By the Technocracy's
decree, mystick magick is not possible; only science is allowed to
alter natural laws. Because the majority of “Sleepers,” (those un-
Awakened to their mysrick potential) rrust in science,
Technomancers have an edge over the other factions when it
comes to getting things done.

6 Mage: The Ascension

® The Marauders are the Technocrats’ polar opposites. More
astate of mind than a confederation, these chaotic mages embody
dynamic change taken to a demented extreme. An ideal world, to
them, would be one in which every person created his own
personal reality or lived in a single Marauder's dementia. Maraud-
ers are rare, unpredictable and often deadly.

® The Nephandi have chosen to follow the absolute Path of
darkness and corruption. They deem themselves a mirror which will
eitherreflect orabsorb all light. Though the most terrible of them have
been cast out of the material world, these Fallen Ones work behind the
scenes to further the misery and damnation of the World of Darkness.

Reality, Paradox and Ascension

Reality is a work in progress; constant change keeps the
universe alive. Magick is the most dynamic example of change —
the alteration of reality by enlightened force of will. As humanity
settles into a mundane rut, however, magick seems out of place or
even impossible. When realities clash, when the possible and
impossible collide, the result is a paradox. In the most violent
conflicts, this Paradox effect becomes manifest, striking back in
any number of ways. A mage — any mage — who causes change
too quickly can invoke Paradox, and gods help him then.

The vision that comes so naturally with magick’s Awakening
inspires most mages to some greater goal, an ultimate end to
reality’s shaping. The Traditions refer to this as Ascension, but
disagree as to what form such Ascension would take were it to
happen. To the Technocracy, Ascension is the world made safe,
purged of random elements and firmly under their control. The
extreme Paths, too, have ultimate goals, but their ideals leave little
room for compromise or survival.

The World of Darkness

The secret thoughts of man run over all things, holy, profane,
clean, obscene, grave and light, without shame or blame.

— Thomas Hobbes

Compromise is dangerous in the realm of the mage, and
survival runs at premium rates. Night glitters here like blood-
stained glass, and the world seems caught between a madrigal and
a scream. The woods are dark and monstrous, the cities labyrinths
of steel and pavement. In the shadows, beings out of nightmares
plot and bicker. Welcome to the World of Darkness, a distillation
of modern twilight.

Here, the landmarks are familiar, but the shadows are longer
and peoples’ glances are more wary. It's a place where hope is
fading, where superstitions carry more weight than reason. The
aesthetic of this world is Gothic-Punk, where the flowing black
and towering stone of Gothic ideal meets pierced flesh and
battered leather. Although few mortals ever see the shadow-
cultures around them, everyone feels their influence.

A spirit world surrounds the mortal one, cut off from material
reality by mystick barriers. Ghosts and other spirits wander these
mysterious lands, and beings attuned to them — werewolves, mages
and the occasional enlightened mortal — travel into the Three
Worlds of this Umbra. Although few mortals are aware of them,
these realms — the lands of the mind, nature and death — cast a
living reflection of the mundane world.




TN

4
N

The features and cultures we know are much the same, but an
otherworldly aura pervades the mortal architecture, clothing, mu-
sic and religion of the World of Darkness. People here are even
more fascinated with their own mortality than we are. At the same
time, the possibilities of imagination have been limited by a
worldwide denial of what no one wants to see. This denial confines
the once-fluid power of magick, but also cloaks the activities of the
supernatural societies. In the shadows, vampires, ghosts, werewolves,
sorcerers and changelings conspire, and their intrigues surpass
anything folklore might suggest. This World of Darkness is myth
incarnate, and that myth is equally dark.
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This fantasy world shows us how far we can fall from grace;
mages, then, play a key role in the future. All this despair and
violence is leading up to something big, some final judgment or
destruction. The Ascension War may well determine whether the
World of Darkness transcends... or self-destructs.

The Meaning of Mage

Never be afraid to risk, torisk! I've told you about Equus haven't
[? That doctor, Dr. Dysart, with whom I greatly identify, saw that it
was better to risk madness and to blind horses with a metal spike, than
to be safe and conventional and dull.

— Christopher Durang, Beyond Therapy

At its core, Mage is about giving a damn, about caring and
believing in something so deeply that your beliefs can change
reality. The world is not shaped by passivity or acceptance. It is
moved forward by the deeds of those who reject the old ways and
carve new ones, without regard for obstacles or enemies.

Such dynamism is risky, however. Too much too quickly
without insight or responsibility can spiral a person into madness
and take everyone around her down for the ride. A wise mage seeks
a balance between constant change and stagnancy, between
wisdom and power. The Ascension War is a battle between
extremes, with the Traditions walking the delicate Path through
the middle. A misstep — overwhelming pride, carelessness or
doubt — can be fatal to a mage, and to the world in general. The
pride that comes with magick’s vision is both blessing and curse.
Without confidence, no mage can command her will. Without
balance, that will grows out of control, dominating all within
reach. The great sin of the Technocracy is not science, or even
murder — it is oppression under one vision.

Most mortals are rightly called Sleepers by the Awakened.
They exist (or perhaps, we exist) in a passive state of blindness,
shying away from true insight, avoiding the symbolic death that
leads to greater rebirth. We miss the wonders and possibilities
around us. Our mundane lives have conditioned us to accept what
is offered, from lying politicians to MTV, and we complain but do
little to change it. Mages cannot be passive; they either progress
or they stagnate. In stagnation lies eventual corruption, for stasis
can only decay.

There can be as many themes in a Mage chronicle as you care
to include — fate, faith, tragedy, romance, despair, revenge or
whatever else you want. The essence of change, however, of
progress against all odds, can never be far from the game.

Mage is a game, albeit an interactive one with an epic scope.
Like mages themselves, Storytelling games are active; we offer you
the ingredients, but the cake you make out of them will follow your
private recipe. There are no winners or losers in these games, only
participants.

Introduction 7
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How to Ose this Book

Mage contains a wealth of information. For easy access, we've
divided it up into three Books:

* Book One: The Flesh: These four “setting” chapters
describe the concepts, cosmology and society of the Awakened.
The rules themselves can be found in later sections. Chapter One
examines the various worlds that mages know. Chapter Two
explains how True Mages differ from mere “magic users.” Chapter
Three shows us history as the mysticks understand it, and exam-
ines the four factions of the Ascension War, and Chapter Four
details the beliefs and metaphysics that guide and govern True
Magick.

® Book Two: The Spirit: These three chapters describe the
basics of a Mage chronicle. Chapter Five explains the basic rolls
used in all Storyteller games. Chapter Six tells you step-by-step
how to create your Mage character, while Chapter Seven explores
the fine points of Storytelling and running a game.

® Book Three: The Machine: These rule systems govern the
world of the mage in greater detail. Chapter Eight offers the game
mechanics for magick within the game. Chapter Nine goes into
the non-magickal systems important to the Mage world: experi-
ence, spirit rules, Realms, other supernatural creatures and more.
Rounding it all out, Chapter Ten: Drama covers many overall
rules pertaining to the World of Darkness — combat and injury,
rolls for various actions and the progression of time in the game.
Finally, the Appendix section offers a wealth of background
details for the Mage Storyteller.

Enjoy!

Other Mage Sourcebooks

The following books offer you a range of possibilities beyond
the basic rules. Others, such as Beyond the Barriers, Horizon:
Stronghold of Hope, The Insider’s Guide to the Technocracy,
and the other Tradition and Technocracy: books, are on the way.
Most sourcebooks also include lists of recommended reading (real
books) to enjoy after the game is done.

® Core Sourcebooks: These important supplements detail
specific aspects, groups or places in the Mage universe. Many
feature additional rules and all contain background information.
The Book of Chantries offers 10 detailed strongholds, plus the ins
and outs of Chantry creation, politics and ecology. The Book of
Madness presents an in-depth look at the Marauders, Nephandi,
Umbrood, Paradox forces and Infernal powers. Wheee! The Book
of Shadows is a far-ranging guide for players and Storytellers,
featuring additional Traits, optional rules, background and fic-
tion, and Digital Web explores virtual reality, Mage-style.

® Background Books: These books expand the range of your
Mage game beyond the obvious. Most include rules for variant
games, crossovers, or alternative settings. Ascension’s Right Hand
is an invaluable sourcebook for the non-magickal companions
mentioned in Chapter Three. Destiny’s Price presents a grim
adults-only look at the Gothic-Punk street scene, while Halls of the
Arcanum examines the academic hunters described in the Appen-
dix. The Fragile Path is a little red (or purple, depending on the
print run) book presenting the history of the Council’s formation
through the eyes of those who were there. Finally, The Mage Tarot
offers a beautiful boxed set of cards based on the World of Darkness,

® Tradition and Technocracy Books: This series of low-cost
books looks at each individual group from an insider's perspective.
Each one includes histories, characters, and magickal details.

Lexicon

Mages have a language all their own, adopted
or invented to describe their world and concepts.
The next four sections list the most frequently
used terms (Common Parlance), common ranks
and names (Titles), the vocabulary of ancient
mages (Old Form) and the ever-evolving slang of
the younger generations (Vulgar Argot).

Common Parlance

Acolyte: A non-Awakened servitor of a mage.

Arete: The measure of a mage’s magickal enlightenment and
will.

Ascension: The enlightened state of being to which all
mages aspire.

Ascension War, The: An ongoing conflict between mage
factions, with the future of reality as the prize. Actually a series of
conflicts, ranging from subtle maneuvering to appalling violence.

Arcane: A mystickal veil erected by mages to guard their
identities.

Avatar: A soul, said by some to be a fragment of the Pure Ones
who originally inhabited the Tellurian. An Awakened Avatar
enables a mage to perform magick.

8 Mage: The Ascension

Awakened, The: True Mages; also applied to other super-
natural creatures — werecreatures, ghosts, changelings, mummies
and vampires.

Awakening, The: The moment in which one realizes, mind,
body, heart and soul, the reality of magick and one's own destiny.

Branding: A punishment in which a mage has her Avarar
marked.

Cabal: A group of mages bound to each other by loyalty and
2 COMMON purpose.

Caern: A Node controlled by werwolves.

Censure: A common mild punishment among mages, similar
to parole.

Chantry: The stronghold of a mage or cabal. On Earth, this
may be a normal building or a magickally fortified and enhanced
structure. These mundane places are often located on Nodes and
connected tostrongholds in the Umbra. Technomancer Chantries
are called Constructs, while Nephandi refer to their strongholds
as Labyrinths.

Coincidental Magick: Magick performed in such a fashion
that it is effectively indistinguishable from a mundane event.

Convention: One of five groups of mages that form the
Technocracy and enforce its policies. The Conventions are:
[teration X, the Syndicate, the Progenitors, the New World Order
and the Void Engineers.




Council; Council of Nine: The collective name for the
Nine Mystick Traditions and the federation they have formed.
The Technocratic equivalent is the Union.

Craft: When used as a title, this denotes mystick societies
who play no part in the Ascension War. They rarely refer to
themselves as such.

Custos: A non-mage who works for or with a cabal as a
servant or warrior, A modern custos may be anything from a rent-
a-cop to a gang member to a mythical creature.

Deep Umbra: The aspects of the Umbra found beyond the
Horizon, far from Earth. The Shard Realms are scattered through-
out the Deep Umbra. Called the Deep Universe by the
Technocracy.

Demon: Enigmatic beings of evil intent and disputed origin.

Dream Realms: Worlds created out of old dreams kepralive
by the Oneira, the Dream Lords. Also called Maya.

Dynamic Reality: Reality in flux. It may be changed quickly
through vulgar magick, slowly through coincidental magick, or
gradually through the normal flow of worldly events.

Epiphany: A magickal revelation spoken of by the Tradi-
tions; thought to derive from a term for faerie enchantment.

Familiar: A spirit that has taken on flesh through a compact
with a mage.

Focus: An object, action or gesture required to perform
magick. Foci vary with belief, from mage to mage and paradigm
to paradigm. A Technomancer focus is often called an apparatus.

Gaia: A common name for the Earth Mother; also used by
some nature-conscious mysticks to personify the Earth and its
Near Umbra.

Gate: A temporary magickal “bridge” between two places.
Frequently created at Nodes. See Portal.

Gauntlet, The: A mystickal barrier between the Earth and
the Near Umbra.

Gilgul: The destruction of a mage’s ability to work magick
by removing or destroying his Avatar. This is the most horrible
crime or punishment possible, as it essentially takes away the
mage's soul.

Hedge Magician, Hedge Wizard: An un-Awakened mortal
who uses a static craft to affect minor changes in reality. See
Magic.

Hollow Ones: An Orphan group that embraces post-mod-
ern decay and Gothic romanticism in response to the apparent
failure of both. Though they often work with Tradition mages,
they are not, as of yet, taken very seriously.

Horizon, The: The magickal barrier separating the Near
Umbra from the Deep Umbra.

Horizon Realms: Small pockets of custom-made reality;
artificial Realms on the border between the Near Umbra and
Deep Umbra. Umbral Chantries are built within them, and
earthly Chantries connect to them by way of Portals and Gates.

Hubris: The overwhelming (and often fatal) pride which
leads mages into overconfidence or excess. Monumental hubris
guides the Technocracy and lies at the heart of the Ascension War.

Incarna: Greater spirits; the servants of the Celestines. For
all intents and purposes, demigods.

Initiation: A combined test and ceremony that marks a
person's transition from apprentice to mage among the Traditions.

Mage, True Mage: An Awakened person whose actions and
beliefs dramatically alter the reality around her. Used commonly
to refer to followers of the Mystick Traditions, this term properly
applies to all users of True Magick. Also called willworkers, for
their command of reality through will; magi, after the old form;
and mysticks, for their command of magick.

Magic: Stage tricks, illusions, etc. Also refers to static magic,
which works with the momentum of reality, rather than reworking
reality by force of will.

Magick, True Magick: The act of dynamically altering
reality through force of will, knowledge and Awakened Avatar.

Marauder: An utterly unpredictable mage so given over to
eternal change that he is essentially a magickal psychotic.

Metaphysic Trinity: A Council view of the three forces of
change — Stasis, Dynamism and Entropy. Also known by some
as the Triat — Weaver, Wyld and Wyrm.

Methodology: A sub-group of a Technocraric Convention,
which specializes in a certain function.

Mystick: Those things which involve the forces of True Magick.

Near Umbra: The part of the spirit world that exists around
each Realm. Most often used to describe the area of the Umbra
that surrounds the Earth.

Nephandus, Nephandi: A mage who follows the Path of
Descent, choosing darkness over light. Many Nephandi work
closely with demons.

Node: A highly mystickal place. Nodes collect and store
Quintessence, and the Gauntlet in their vicinity is thinner. Many
Chantries, Gates and Portals are built on these sites.

Oracle: One of the legendary mages who has attained mystick
perfection.

Orphans: Sleepers who have Awakened spontaneously with-
out the assistance or guidance of other mages. They have taught
themselves magick, and are often considered dangerous wild cards.

Ostracism: A punishment that completely divorces a mage
from Tradition society.

Otherworlds: Collective term for the realms outside the
Gauntlet.

Paradox: An anomalous state of reality caused when a mage
disrupts the momentum of reality with her own magickal acts.

Paradox Realm: A small Realm created by Paradox spirits to
entrap a mage and thus prevent any further disruptions of reality.

Paradox Spirit: A spirit formed from the collective beliefs of
humanity. Mages who are careless or unlucky with their magick in
front of Sleepers will find themselves hunted by these spirits.

Path: A general term for a mage’s chosen destiny.

Pattern: The mystical composition of an object, entity, place
or idea.

Procedures: What Technocracy mages call their magickal
Effects.

Pure Ones: The legendary primordial beings of the Tellurian.
Many mages believe that all souls are fragments of these shattered
entities.

Pogrom, The: The systematic purge of all opposition (“ran-
dom elements”) by the Technocracy.

Portal: A permanent Gate. Portals are usually guarded by
powerful spirits that require a task to be performed or a puzzle to
be solved before they will allow safe passage.

Introduction 9
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Prime: The original unified force that composes the universe.
All things flow from this primordial energy.

Protocols, The: A code of honor established by the Tradi-
tions to prevent abuses of power. Violation of this code is punishable
by censure, branding, ostracism, death or Gilgul.

Quiet: A state of insanity caused by the excessive use of magick.

Quintessence: The stuff of magick; the raw substance of the
universe in condensed form. See Tass.

Realms: The worlds of “solid” reality that exist within the
Tellurian.

Resonance: The mystick traces that actions leave behind.

Rote: A tried and true magickal Effect, passed down as a tool
or weapon.

Seeking: A mage’s Avatar-guided quest for enlightenment.

Shade Realm: The Umbral “shadow” of a Shard Realm.

Shard Realm: One of nine Realms said to have been part of

Gaia in ages past. They roughly correspond to the other planets

(including Luna) and the nine Spheres of magick. Each is ruled by
a Celestine.

Sleeper: A person potentially capable of magick, but not yet
aware of its existence.

Sphere: A particular element of reality manipulated by mages.

Static Reality: The foreword momentum of reality, often
guided by the deeds and beliefs of humanity. Magick, by its
dynamic nature, disrupts static reality to some degree. The param-
eters of static reality have, in recent centuries, become more

10
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restrictive due to asingle global paradigm (belief system) espoused
by the Technocracy.

Symposium: A monthly meeting of the Technocracy. At
these meetings members of the Conventions gather to make
policy.

Tass: Quintessence stored in physical form. [t tends to collect
in Nodes and takes various forms based on its surroundings — i.e.,
mushrooms at a wooded caern, water from a specific spring or
magickal garbage mold at an urban Node.

Talisman: An object that stores Quintessence and uses it to
create aspecific magickal effect —i.e., magick carpets, wishing wells
or etheric ray guns. Technocratic Talismans are called Devices.

Tapestry, The: A metaphor for reality.

Technocracy, The: A ruthless and powerful group of mages
thar seeks ro eliminate the harmful elements of reality, thus
making it safe for humanity. Their magick, based on scientific
principle, conforms and shapes modern reality — to a point. This
group will not be satisfied until all possibilities lie within its
control (See Pogrom). Also called the Technocratic Union.

Tellurian: The whole of reality.

Tradition: One of the Nine Mystick Traditions, a Council
formed in the 1400s to oppose the Technocracy, resist the radical
changes of the Marauders and fight the evil of the Nephandi.
These are the Akashic Brotherhood, Celestial Chorus, Cult of

Ecstasy, Dreamspeakers, Euthanatos, Order of Hermes, Sons of
Ether, Verbena and Virtual Adeps.



Tribunal: A gathering of Council mages to discuss matters
important to the Tradirions; usually held in times of strife.

Umbra: The spirit world (actually a series of worlds) outside
of the material one.

Umbrood: Any non-human not born or created on Earth.
This includes both the spirits that roam the Umbra and the
inhabitants of other Realms.

Vulgar Magick: This is the fireball-and-lightning kind of
magick, visible as such to normal observers. Vulgar magick takes
static reality and tears it out by the roots.

Wyck: A common name for the original magi, supposedly
descended from the Pure Ones.

Titles

Adept: A mage with a fair degree of aptitude and power.

Apprentice: A mage who has not yet been initiated into a
Tradition. Not typically applied to Orphans.

Bani: A Council honorific meaning “Of the House of....”
Used in formal titles, like “Nightshade bani Verbena.” Not in
common use.

Barabbi: A mage who renounces her former loyalties to
follow the dark Path of the Nephandi.

Bygone: A mythic beast that has abandoned its physical form
for an Otherworldly one.

Celestine: The greatest of the spirits, equal in power to the
ancient gods; said to rule the Shard Realms.

Consor: A mage's powerful ally; not a mage, but of compa-
rable ability.

Deacon: A common name for the founding member of a well-
established Chantry.

Disciple: The lowest rank among the Tradition mages. Dis-
ciples can perform magick and have joined a Tradition.

Errant: A vengeful mage whose Chantry and cabal have been
destroyed. Errants are frequently shunned by other mages.

Fellow: A full member of a Chantry, but not a founding
member and therefore of lower status than its Deacons.

Garou: The term that werewolves use for themselves (also
used by mages who want their respect).

Guardian: A term some Council mages use to indicate the
“challenging” aspect of the Avatar, who pits a Seeking mage
against herself to advance her Arete.

Kindred: The term that vampires use for themselves.

Lord: An Umbrood spirit; less powerful than an Incarna but
more powerful than either Preceptors or Minions.

Master: A mage of great power and abiliry.

Mentor: One mage who teaches another.

Minion: One of the least powerful Umbrood spirits.

Pedagogue: A Hermetic tutor of great fame, usually quite
powerful and surrounded by students.

Preceptor: An Umbrood spirit that is less powerful than a
Lord, but still more powerful than a Minion.

Primus: “First One;” used to refer to the founders of the
Traditions and their living representatives at the Council. Also
used to indicate Chantry founders.

Rogue: A renegade mage turned mercenary.

Sentinel: One of the guardian mages of a large Chantry; not
typically a member herself.

Technomancer: A mage whose magick revolves around some
scientific principle. Often used to describe mages of the Technoc-
racy, the term properly applies to Virtual Adepts and Sons of Ether
as well.

Tutor: Mages who have become known as proficient teach-
ers. They are highly regarded by other mages.

Old Form

Certdmen: A magickal, non-lethal duel between Council
mages.

Curtain, The: The reality in which most Sleepers believe;
when a Sleeper is Awakened, she is brought “through” the Curtain
and sees that things are not truly as they seem.

Fallen One: A Nephandus.

Grog: A familiar form of custos.

Magus: A mage.

Postulant: A mage who serves the Oracles, trying to gain
admitrance to their ranks.

Turb: A group of Grogs, used as one would use a “pride” of
lions or a “murder” of crows.

Vis: Quinressence.

Vulgar Argot

Black Hats & Mirrorshades: The Technocracy, taken from
the traditional uniform of the enforcers of the Technocracy.

Bloodwork: Any magick that requires a tremendous amount
of effort and involves risk to life and limb. Also, Verbena magick.

Copperfield: Slang for a mage adept at performing vulgar
magick in plain sight.

Crystal Wavers: “New Agers” who have no idea what true
magick is, but capitalize on it anyway; charlatans. Occasionally
used as an insult to the Dreamspeakers.

Doxed: A mage who accumulates a lot of Paradox is said to be
doxed.

Dram: One Tass of Quintessence.

Faust: A mage who bargains excessively with spirits, espe-
cially dangerous ones.

Freak: A dangerously insane mage; often applied to Maraud-
ers and Nephandi.

Fry: To attack someone with magick, specifically with the
sphere of Forces.

Goin’ Satanic: Joining the Nephandi.

Greyface: A Technomancer, taken from the Principia
Discordia. Describes any mage or scientist who focuses on confor-
mity.

Juice: Quintessence.

Merlin: An old mage, especially one who very rarely visits
Earth anymore.

Mundane: A normal human; a Sleeper.

Nuke: What Paradox spirits do to those they atrack.

Pit Bulls: Werewolves; considered derogatory.

Technobabble: A derogatory term for the propaganda and
inflexible magick used by the Conventions.

Wyld & Fried: An insane mage; often applied to Marauders.
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The Fallen One

Sometimes she could
even taste the dream,
lingering like sour
cockroach ice
cream. Singed-
skin scentand the
cry of betrayal
haunted her into
waking, even: now,
ten years later.
Monique shook herself from dozing. If
she'd cried out, the sound was lost in the
room’s thick darkness. Rubbingat hereyes,
she fumbled for the Camel pack beside the
desk and absently flicked her fingers to light the
bloody thing.

The single ember cast a brief glow on the
polished panel walls, then receded to a whisper.
New smoke mingled with still air as Monique
willed herself to breathe slower, easier, and to focus
again on the book before her. Images she would
once have called obscene now offered familiarity,
a welcome break from past horrors.



The first slap had been the hardest; after that, it became frighteningly easy to lash out at
Jacob'’s squalling face, painting it deep red, inspiring, at times, louder, more voluptuous
screams. Though she felt some small regret for the pain she'd caused the child, all guilt
had fled her long before the Rebirth. What use was guilt without repentance, and of
what use was repentance to the damned?

Thedull plop of ash on the page broke her reverie. The sound brought her back
to the present. Best not to dwell on hard choices. The arcane scrawl beckoned,
\ enticing her with wisdoms that were old before the Flood. Monique finished
‘ the cigarette with a last heavy drag, scattered the ash with a wave, and delved

further into the unspeakable.
There was still so much to learn.
And God knew she'd paid the price for it.
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Chapter One:

The Tellurian

Humans think they know what reality is, what life's about. They
think they know because they can think. 'l think, therefore | know.'
Their attitude is ‘I'm at the top of the food chain, so | get to decide
what's real and what's not.'

What they don't want to be simply doesn't exist. Except,
perhaps, in their dreams. Or nightmares. So they end up watching the
shadows on the wall of the cave, thinking that's how the world really
is. They never look at the things throwing the shadows. ..

— Nancy Collins, In the Blood

A“rar(.\,n(gssz She giggled. “Not like Peter Kobie, which is what? Caribbean?"
- . . Her attempt to sound urbane fell fla.
I'he Seduction He shook his head. “Boca Raton.” He took another drink. “So you
Peter drank from his flask and held it to Clarissa's ~ have a dorm room?”
lips, tipping a burning swallow doun her throat. He “Uh, yeah.” She stared at the floor, embarrassed.

ran a finger over her chin, wiping away the stray drops,

His leather jacket creaked as he pulled out a key. “We'll go to my
licking them from his hand. His other arm wound

: & pad. Actually, a friend of mine's place. She left me a key.”
around her shoulders as they sat on a sagging sofa

Clarissa felt her breath shorten. “What will we do there?”
J‘.I('k\f‘l_L{L'

Ry = % Peter smiled as he pressed his mouth to her neck, his long fingers
Clarissa Ryan,” he repeated. “Sounds kind of

s e 2 sliding down her sweater, his thumbs touching her collarbone, stroking
50s TV Americana to me

_ the swell of her breasts.
In the five minutes they'd sat there, she’d told him her name. He

, “You have to ask?" he whispered.
hadn't asked .m_\'!ﬁrng else.
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Look at the world about you. Look and see it, with both
mundane and Awakened sight. See the endless sky, the trees thick
with life; see your own hand, each inch of flesh a mesh of miracles.
Feel your blood, hear the wind, and tell me nothing magickal is
real.

Welcome, friend. I've been expecting you. You heard the
sound of my drum calling to you, | see. | know what it is that you
wish; you've come to ask me to show you the wonders to be found
beyond this world. I will guide you in your quest. Before we move
beyond physical reality, however, | must tell you of the Tellurian
and the Tapestry. Have no fear. It will not take long....

The Tellurian

Mages refer to all of reality as the Tellurian. You have often
heard those around you speak of the universe. They believe that
they are speaking of everything that there is, as if the universe were
all-encompassing. The universe is but the physical part of reality —
the stars and planets, and the creatures and objects found therein.
We also see the world of the spirit which exists side by side with
physical reality, overlapping it and occupying the same space. We
call the sum-total of all earthly things the Tellurian, the physical
and spiritual rogether — all the possible realms of existence, all
that is natural and supemﬂtur:ll, all hnpus, dreams and pnsﬁibih-
ties. Inshort, all of reality that ever was, that may be imagined, and
that might someday be. It's a complex concept, but a simple one
as well. This is the mages’ understanding of reality, the under-
standing thar allows a willworker to bend reality to her will, for all
things are already possible, though not everything is easy to bring
into being in the mundane reality of our Earth. This was not always
50, but that's another story.

The Tapestry

All those things which are a part of the Tellurian are threads
in the mystick weave we call the Tapestry. This Tapestry is a
metaphor for the complex interweaving of all physical, spiritual
and intellectual elements. Together they form a wondrous, magickal
fabric which is ever changing and growing. Much of the basis of
magick comes from this image of a grear Tapestry; we cast spells
which weave reality to our visions, creating new patterns and
altering old ones. We speak of ley lines, bright strands of Quintes-
sence some call Gaia’s ribbons, the Primal threads that flow across
the face of our Earth. We locate Nodes, the meeting places where
ley lines come together and one thread is tied to another, forming
the strong knots that are the basis of our Tapestry. All the different
threads are interwoven to make a whole. Our Tapestry is never
finished, however, for the weaving continues as we move toward
Ascension.

To our sorrow, the threads which make up the Tapestry are
fragile things. Many spiritual threads that should have remained
strong have been severed and left to atrophy. Those of my
Tradition, the Dreamspeakers, believe that just as a tapestry frays
and falls apart if the threads are cut or broken, so too will all of
reality fall into nothingness should our foes ever succeed in wholly
separating our material world from the world of mind and spirit.
The physical world both shapes the spiritual one and is shaped by
it in return, like the warp and woof of any fabric. All things are a
part of both worlds. To deny one or the other unravels the Tapestry
and leads to our own unmaking.

Mundane Reality

There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio,
Than are dreamt of in your philosophy.
— William Shakespeare, Hamlet

the whole, you'll understand why [ begin your
journey by showing you the world you think you
already know. Look around you at the city: the
streets stretch away in fractured spiderweb pat-

terns, choked with refuse and twisting around

impossibly tall buildings bedecked with gargoyles
and glittering with thousands of lights. The city’s glow blots out
the sky's candles, almost as if they were veiled by a cloud of
darkness. Even were we to turn off all the lights, the choking gasses
from our cars and factories would serve to do the same.

Look at that woman scurrying down the street. She clutches
her purse and holds her coat together as though they were protec-
tive talismans. She's right to be fearful; there are many evil things
abroad in the city at night. Most of them exist in the day as well,
but we can pretend then that we're stronger and less afraid; it's
easier to see something threatening at a distance and turn aside
before we meet it.

Do you see the derelicts gathered around the trashcan fire
they've builtin the alley? Some of them deaden their fear and pain
with cheap wine or crack; others are too beaten down or crazy to
care.
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Now that you see how everything is a part of

Ah, here comes a patrol car. lts headlights illuminate the
woman for a moment, and she flinches as though she were a deer
in a hunter's sights. The faces of the police officers inside are set
and grim. They've spent too long at a job they cannot successfully
carry out, becoming cynical and almost as violent as those they
once sought to control. The patrol car turns to move down the
alley, and the men scatter away from their fire. Perhaps they've
been involved in a crime; perhaps not. It doesn't matter. They
would surely be blamed for something if they were caught.

Come, walk with me to the club down the street. You can
hear the pounding music even from here. The children who wait
to get inside instinctively feel the darkness around them and
embrace it in their dress and attitudes. They do not run from the
fear but seek to incorporate it, wearing their spidery black clothing
and trying to out-cool one another. They seek to understand while
pretending not to care. They listen, and they watch, and some few
of them Awaken.

Let's leave the more squalid parts of the city and look at the
government buildings and high-rise apartments of the wealthy.
Here, one mirrored glass edifice reflects eerily inside another in an
infinity of warped self-images. In that regard, they're much like
those who live and work inside them: each stands in silent, aloof
isolation. For all their inhabitants, they are monuments not to
humankind’s rationality and accomplishments, but to our greed
and bitter pride.




Even the countryside has been ravaged. Where once there
stood deep old-growth forests, bursting with life and filled with
birdsong, there are now cheap trash pines, planted to keep the soil
from washing away altogether. Strip mining tears gashes into the
earth, leveling hills and beating down mountains. Raw sewage
belches out from broken pipes running to the sea. Now that sea
returns the poisons to us in toxic shellfish and acid rain.

People are afraid, cowed by governments, corporations and
more honest criminals. They fear the unknown and the uncanny.
What they already know is bad enough; they refuse to face what
might be even worse. This is the dream of the Technocracy, this
barren, lifeless, soulless world which they claim they made so that
people would be safe and free. This is what the Sleepers see.

Despite it all, there is an alluring grandeur to our world, a
siren’s call which beckons us to search for hope and goodness in her
corrupted cities and wilderness. And this the Sleepers also see.
Some few have not given up, and we of the Traditions hope toreach
them. Some become our acolytes, guarding and helping us while
theystrive to Awaken. Because such people still helieve, we can still
change reality in small ways, weaving new patterns into the Tapes-
try and bringing old patterns to the fore again. Even they cannot see
everything we see, though they try to understand. Most Sleepers,
dazzled by promises of a better tomorrow through science, have not
yet learned to bring truth into focus through Awakened eyes.

Behind the Facade

During a carnival men put on masks over their masks

— Xaiver Forneret

Our vision is keener than that of our Sleeping brethren. We
see more of the true picture of reality and know more about the
forces at work behind the scenes. If you wish to comprehend the
workings of the world, you cannot ignore those who pull the strings
and make the rules.

The Supernatural

Where Sleepers see only big business and remote, monumental
governments, we behold the vampires lurking in the shadows,
whose control over mortal affairs drags our world downward. Do you
think I'm spinning folk tales when I speak of vampires? They're
quite real, [ assure you. As real as the Garou, whom you would call
werewolves. Don't smirk — they're often our allies. They too walk
the other worlds you wish ro know. In this world and in the Umbra,
they fight for Gaia, driving back creatures like you have never
imagined. We will speak more of these when I take you beyond the
barrier which separates this world from that of the spirit.

Hidden from the eyes of the world (and certainly from most
paranormal investigators), ghosts inhabit dusty halls and tumble-
down houses. Some say that ghosts are those who could not stand
to lose the world of the living, or those whose tasks are not yet
finished, who linger to fulfill their final promises. Many wraiths, as
they call themselves, are like that. These mean no harm to you so
long as you leave them alone. We who undergo death ourselves,
whether real or symbolic, understand these sad and passionate
spirits.

Youdon't believe in ghosts either? Perhaps you think that the
tribes who danced the Ghost Dance were all fools! There was
power in their dances, and many of the soldiers who killed the
medicine men would have told you they believed. But that was long
ago, and will not come again on this Earth.

I
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Evil wraiths called spectres will try to possess you, so it's best
if the dead are left to themselves. Alas, there are no end of fools
who call such spirits into themselves, wittingly or otherwise.
Those possessed by such spirits may perform the most heinous of
crimes and never know what they've done.

Faeries still exist as well. Changed, of course — how could
they not be? The Technocracy did its best to drive them out and
erase the memories of the Fair Folk, bur tales remain, as do the
changed ones. You will not see tiny sprites perched atop mush-
rooms (at least not in this world), but someday you may see an
clegant faerie knight astride his galloping steed, or hear the
delicate strains of faerie melodies carried on the wind from their
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hidden glens. Many never left us, and others are returning. Be glad,
for it signals a crack in the Technomancers' defenses.

The Mages

Those officials who are not the vampires' puppets dance to
the tune of the Technocracy. The Stagnant Ones’ thoughts and
beliefs echo down the corridors of power, bending reality to their
vision of Utopia. Their towers loom overhead, casting shadows
over us as their world view crushes dreams into dust. Don't
fantasize, don't protest, and for God's sake, don't ask questions.
How the Nephandi must laugh.

Their vision shapes much of the world today, burt it was not
always so. The Stagnant Ones have not twisted everything to their
design as yet, or we would not be mages ourselves. Some parts of
the world still hold to their traditional beliefs and have never
fallen completely under the Technocrats' sway.

The Nephandi? Evil to the core! The Corrupted Ones have
sold themselves to the Wyrm, the embodiment of entropy and
depravity. Many such followers of the Path of Dark Reflection
control political leaders and corporate officers. They too must share
the blame for the spiritual affliction of the world. These Fallen deal
with spirits that many call demons and seek ro corrupt young mages
from their chosen Paths, dragging them into labyrinthine pits. Do
not listen to their lies; they take from you what you can least afford
to give
beautiful jewel you had ever seen, would you sell it for a common
pebble! Be warned: Have no dealings with the Nephandi.

your soul. If you were gifted with the most rare and

Marauders are adifficult case. These mad mages want many of the
same things the Traditions do. Where we seck to loosen the grip the
Technocracy has on the world, they try to break the Technomancers'
wrists, grind their fingers into dust and extrude whatever pulp of the
world is left. They are chaos personified, insane. They want too much
too fast and care little what effect this has on Gaia or Her people.
Unless you seek destruction from the Paradox which follows them like
storm crows, avoid the Mad Ones whenever possible.

What of the other Tradition mages! We all strive for Ascen-
sion, but most of us follow wildly different paths toward
enlightenment. You need only know that they are your allies. In
afightagainst the Stagnant Ones, the Nephandi or the Marauders,
you will find much common ground. Use it, but be aware that not
every Tradition mage is your friend.

The Hunters

There are some among the Sleepers who believe that there is
more to reality than blindness. They themselves may have other
talents — hedge magic or psychic abilities — which give them
glimpses into the world we mages see. Most such mortals remain
as hidden as we do. Some, like the Arcanum, merely wish to study
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strange beings like vampires and werewolves or odd magickal
phenomena. They would be harmless but for the dangerous knowl-
edge they might pass on to our less restrained foes. It is best if they
learn nothing at all.

Some government agents seek out those like us for unknown
purposes. | surmise that many of them work for one Technocracy
Convention or another. Others may want to recruit mages as
weapons; a few may fear that we will use our powers to control the
minds of those “in power." They know little of our actual power
and aims, but fear much in their ignorance. Betray no special
abilities should one of these agents find you.

Then there is the Inquisition, the inheritors of that medieval
institution. They call themselves the Society of Leopold, but their
aims are much the same as they always were — find anything different
and stamp it out. In this, they fulfill a pattern as old as life itself.
Humankind worships, then destroys those things thar are different.
The Society sees nothing natural about our powers, believing all of us
to be in league with demons, a great irony since many of them practice

magic they assume has been bestowed by God and believe in many of

the same things that our own Celestial Chorus does. Do not be taken
in by their air of piety; they can be the most vicious of adversaries.

v

Mystick Places

We need to hide our Arts from un-Awakened eyes, as many
Sleepers would hunt us down for being different. Worse still, their
unbelief channels the forces of Paradox back upon us. It's only
natural that we would seek out those places of power that provide
us with energy and guard us from Paradox. These also serve as
hideouts where we may practice our craft in secrecy. We have
many such places; they're called Chantries.

Chantries

Thart old Victorian house on the comner is a Chantry. It looks
much like any other house on the block, save for the peeling black
paint. The curtains are black as well, and few lights shine from
within. See the candles flickering inside, and the smoke drifring
from the chimney? They probably can't afford to have the electricity
turned on. Orphans live there, mysticks who call themselves Hollow
Ones. They think the house is haunted. Perhaps it is. Sleepers would
think nothing of this house, and even mages could not tell its
function simply by looking, for no mystick Node rests beneath it.
Many larger Chantries sit upon such Nodes, drawing Quintessence
to fuel the Horizon Realms where more hidden Chantries are built.

Chantries need not be houses. Barns, martial arts dojos,
churches or even old movie theaters will do. Some mages meet in
back rooms in bars or dance clubs; others rent fellowship halls or
meeting rooms at their local libraries. As you can probably see,
Chantries need not be permanent things. | have even heard of one
housed in a bus that moves from town to town.

Come, let’s get my car. | have much to share with you.

Constructs

The Static Mages call their hideaways Constructs, and they too
seek access to Nodes to power their bases. They'd like to control or
destroy every Node on Earth, something we must not allow them to
do. These Nodes are the keys to our Horizon Realms and the wells
of Quintessence from which many of us draw our power. Many
Technomancer Constructs look like skyscrapers or factories, but
the one I'll show you resembles a research lab.

[\

Turn down along that industrial strip. Do you see the building?
All gray steel and darkened glass, it nests like a viper within a block
of concrete and parking lots. Pass by slowly, but do not stop, or the
guard at the gate may notice us. Look with mage sight at the structure
as we pass. Do you see the real building hidden behind the normal
exterior, heavily reinforced both physically and magickally? To keep
us out or them in, [ wonder. If we were to go inside, we'd see

sophisticated, but unremarkable technology: computers, lab equip-

mentand even afew Sleepers who think they're engaged in top-secret
work, The real labs are underground, shielded and protected by HIT
Marks or Men in Black. Even these are only forshow; a Portal hidden
somewhere goes to one of their own Horizon Realms, where they
undoubtedly have a hidden research lab. I've heard stories of the
monstrous experiments they perform on those they take alive.
Now, while we stop for the light, look again. Do you see it!
Even their shielding cannot completely disguise the Node they sit
upon. | know it's there; this land used to belong to my people, but
it no longer sings rome. They have raped the Node as surely as they
have sterilized the land around it. There is nothing here now but
pavement. Perhaps they feared to leave even a tree, lest i awaken
one night and march on their soul-deadening structures. Enough.

I wish to go now to a happier place.

Places of Power

[ know thar we've traveled far from the city, but it's worth the
trip. This is a place of power. Do you see nothing but the trees! How
do they appear to you? Yes, they are lovely — tall and strong, green
and growing. Yet all around, the grass is withered, waiting for
summer to come again. Other trees stand naked and shivering in the
wind, their branches stripped. Ah, you see it now and feel it roo,
Listen to the branches whispering against each other. They tell one
another of our coming. Smell the evergreens and the loam; they
greet us adorned with their best perfumes. Walk beneath their
twining branches and feel both the peacefulness and the power that
is here. Most people would see only trees surrounded by more woods.
There is nothing ourwardly fantastic about the grove, but we
Awakened can sense the pulse of this power-place.

What you feel is the Node's reflection of life energy. Nodes
tend to draw and store the spiritual nature of a place, becoming
pools of sympathetic vibrations. Many Nodes are found in places
where life energy prevails — wildernesses and great rock forma-
tions — while others spring from bartlefields, festival sites and
other areas where great emotions have been spent. Nodes may
even be dedicated to a particular feeling or purpose, and be
resonant with love, joy, hatred, sadness or other passions.

There are many places of power: sacred groves, crystalline caves,
powerful rock formations, sparkling pools, menhirs, waterfalls, burial
grounds and faerie mounds, to name a few. Others are garbage-strewn
back lots or sludge-filled ponds. Their appearance doesn’t matter, for
all, regardless of their shape or contents, are Nodes. Many leave
behind a material form of their essence, magickal bits that some call
Tass. Like Nodes, this Tass comes in many shapes and sizes.

Come and sit with me awhile and meditate. When we have
refreshed ourselves somewhat, we will visit my Sanctum.

Sanctums

Welcome to my cabin. Please leave your disbeliefs and
prejudices outside. The floors and walls are bare wood, but rubbed
with oil to keep them from drying out. The rug on the floor was
woven by my mother. The fireplace is a cooking pit set in the
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center of the cabin, and my bed is a marrress stuffed with herbs and
grasses. The tools of my Art hang from the rafters overhead, and
my drum sits in a place of honor next to the door so I may take it
with me when I leave. Over there, [ keep astash of herbsand a store
of seeds to feed the squirrels.

No, there isn't much here, butit'sall I need. This is my reality,
the place that | have set to mirror my beliefs. | come here to seek
answers from the spirits or to walk the Otherworlds. This is the
home and the heart of my magick. Because | have created this
reality for myself, all my magickal workings within this Sanctum
are considered coincidental, almost natural. Nearly anything is
possible for me within my Sanctum, and | guard it with my life. |
show it to you now as an act of trust; someday, you will need a
Sanctum of your own.

Now that [ have shown you all I can of this world, let us sleep
s0 we may be prepared for our greater journey. May your dreams be
filled with the answers that you seek.

Before we leave the earthly realm, let me tell you why what
we do is so necessary. Most mages believe that the Earth, which
some of us call Gaia, is the center of the Tellurian, the only source
of Prime Essence and of those pure shards, known to most as
human souls and we Awakened as Avatars. All else, they say,
centers around us and takes its shape in response to human
imaginings and creativity. | am proud to be one of the Awakened,
and | will strive to my last breath and beyond to keep Gaia from
falling to sterility, madness or the dark. What | will not do is tell
you that we are the center of it all, or that we are the only source
of Quintessence, or that Awakened life does nor exist somewhere
else among all the planets of our Tellurian. I am only an old
Dreamspeaker, but | know this: Nature loves infinite diversity,
and to claim that we are the only source of magick in the whole of
reality is to deny that principle. It is sheerest Earthnocentricism,
if there is such a word. We warn all young mages against hubris, or
excessive pride, yet we teach them such foolishness. | am content
to save my world. Who could ask for more!

The Otherworlds

All we know for sure is that we don't know anything for
sure.

— Neil Gaiman, The Books of Magic

The Gauntlet

Beyond the confines of our world lies the first
Mystick Barrier: the Gauntlet. The Technomancers
will tell you that they formed the barrier to prevent
free travel berween the physical and spirit worlds.
They lie. While they have done whatever they can to strengthen
the Gauntler, they neither created it, nor do they understand it. It
isa natural barrier formed by the energies of the Earth, holding the
spirit world separate from the physical. Once the two may have
intermingled freely; now they must be held separate. The universe
is out of harmony, and the Gauntlet must function as an immune
system, insulating one from the other. Each, however, is a separate
and necessary place. The physical world provides stability so that
we may have form and substance. The spirit world gives us chaos
energy and meaning so that we may imbue those forms with life
and creativity.

The Gauntlet serves the same purpose as your skin; it differ-
entiates that which is you from that which surrounds you. Your
skin does not prevent air from passing into your body, but it does
keep out most harmful things, unless it is damaged. The Gauntler

yas meant to be the same, but has been toughened in most places
by the disbelief engendered by the Stagnant Ones. Like scar tissue,
this makes it difficult for even beneficent spirits to cross over
without help. Because of this, much that was vital and spiritual
about our world has atrophied and died.

We will cross the Gauntlet now. 1 have brought you to a
secluded spot where the barrier is thinner. In the city, the mem-
brane is too thick, the disbelief too heavy for us to easily pass
through. Here | hope we will find it a simpler task. Sit now, and
listen to my drum. Forget yourself, and place yourself in my hands.
When all is ready, when we both see the mist that is the Gauntlet,
we will rise and walk through it.
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There are other ways to cross. Some mages use Mind magick
to send their astral forms into the spirit worlds, forming astral
bodies for themselves and trailing a silver cord behind them. |
prefer to go in person, myself. Now, take this feather. Hold it in
front of you. Study its lines and colors, and I'll tell you how to cross
and what will happen when we do.

The Garou call this stepping sideways. Essentially, | make a
doorway through the Gauntlet with my feather, allowing us to
simply step into the spirit world beyond. It's important that you
banish fear and have confidence while I do this. It would be best
if we work together, though | can take you through regardless. Can
you feel the nearness of the spirit world leaking through the
Gauntlet? That's called the Periphery. If you can feel that nebulous
spirit touch, you're on the Periphery and ready to cross over. Good.
Now listen closely.

As we cross over, | will transform our physical bodies into the
stuff of spirit. Heh, I thought that might bother you. Tell me why.
Do you believe youare alive? Of course you do. Then show me your
life; no, breath and heartbeat are signs of life, not life irself. Show
me what animates your physical body; your brain is an organ, not
an animating spirit. [ could keep your brain alive long after your
spirit had fled. So tell me, which part of you is real, the spirit or the
flesh? If you like, you may think of it like this. Here on Earth, your
physical body is what surrounds your spirit; there the opposite is
true. You leave no mortal shell behind. It is subsumed into your
spirit body. Believe, and listen to my drum.

How does it feel to you? To me, it always feels as though I'm
moving through clouds of softest cotton. There’s a slight resis-
tance, then it parts before me. Do you see it changing color! There
are no such hues on Earth. Now we are almost through. Have you
noticed the scents yet? Even the air has taste. Do you hear the
music of the spirits? We are here.




The Near Ombra

We have reached the Near Umbra, a place contiguous to the
real world, overlapping it by resting parallel to it and occupying
the same space as it does, but on a different plane or another
dimension, so to speak. It extends from the Penumbra, a spiritual
mirror of the Earth, into the three layers, or Worlds, of thought,
spirit and death. lts boundaries are the Gauntlet on one side and
the Horizon on the other. In the Umbra, Paradox has less power.
The spiritual richness of this Velver Shadow is not weighed down
by disbelief; much more is possible here because of that.

Before we continue, | must warn you that our trip may not be
without danger. There are many natural denizens of the Umbral
world, spirits which we call Umbrood. We may meet some upon our
journey. Treat them with respect, and do what I do. They rarely
borher me, but you are a stranger to them and they may decide to
Lest youL.

Now we're in a mirror to my cabin. Do you see the crystals
glowing? Can you feel the love that forms each pattern of the rug
my mother made for me? Everything here is a spiritual reflection
of our own Earth. Here everything is revealed for its true nature.

Why do | glow? | am a Master of Spirit, and the spirit world
recognizes its own. Someday, you too may glow when you cross
into this world.

The Penumbra

We are in the Penumbra, that portion which mirrors the
physical world. It is more true to the spirit or nature of a place,
however, and often seems to reflect its spiritual health rather than
the form it wears in the physical world. Some things are utterly
changed.

Look at the grove; they're large, beautiful trees on Earth, but
here they tower overhead, their branches thick with greenery and
good health. | always want to dance when [ am here. Now that
we're outside, can you see the changes in my cabin? | am no
carpenter, but here the care | tried to take is reflected in the clean
lines and polished wood I could never have achieved on Earth.
This is the spirit of my Sanctum, not merely its reflection.

Let me show you more. We'll journey toward the city, though
we will not enter. It's far too dangerous for your first trip into the
Umbra. Just walk as though you were at home. The Akashic
Brothers would say, “Be, do not do,” but you are doing fine. | see
you understand my hesitation to approach the city. It's foul, isn't
it? Lifeless, barren, soulless, it squats dry as dust and reeking of the
poisons within. Those webs you see strung all around and through
it are made by pattern spiders. Everywhere that life and feeling
have been eradicated by the twisted vision of the Technocracy,
every place that yields itself to technology rather than spirit is
calcified into stagnation by the webs. They delineate the city's
form and prevent it from growing or progressing spiritually.

Everything is not the same, though. Remember the sky-
scraper we saw! Look where it stood. No skyscraper! It doesn't
have the emotional impact to displace what stood there before.
Here in the Penumbra its place is taken by an old, womn stone
church. Look how the stained glass windows shine! It must have
hosted many worshippers over the years, and the memory of that
place lingers here where its vital spirit never died.
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Domains

Do you see that blackened, acidic-looking area near the city?
It’sa Blight, formed from toxic wastes that cast their reflection onto

\ >

this area of the Penumbra. There are equally bright places of great
purity that we call Glens. Both of them are known as Domains. They
aren't true Realms, but rather shifting zones with no set borders. If
those on the earthly side of the Gauntlet continue to dump roxic
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wastes nearby, the Blight will grow and fester, becoming more
dangerous and polluting this area of the Penumbra.

Realms

Within each of the Umbral layers lie Realms of various sorts.

Some are constructed by mages for their own use; many appear at
the will of Umbrood Lords (creatures of grear power), or as
reflections of powerful dreams and concepts, and some form for
reasons few of us comprehend. Most Umbral Realms assume set
forms, though some of the ones more distant from Earth are highly
chaotic and apparently shift at random. Perhaps we simply do not
yet understand their patterning. All have their own realities, and
most have both a physical and a spiritual portion, just as Earth
does. You mighr think of Realms as pockets of reality in the
ethereal overcoat of the spirit world, or imagine them as soap
bubbles afloat on the Umbral sea.

Each planet in our solar system supposedly has its own Near
Umbra, as does the moon. Since each is a Realm in its own right,
with its own governing Celestine, this is hardly surprising. These
are not the only Realms, however. There are many different sizes
and types, some planet-sized and some no larger than a bubble,
many ephemeral and some as solidly set as the Earth. We've
categorized several types of Realms that most mages understand:
Shard Realms, Shade Realms, Horizon Realms, Paradox Realms and
Dream Realms. Don't be too concerned. | will speak of these again
as we reach them. For now, just accept that each part of the Umbra
is host to many Realms.

The High Ombra

Let us return ro the mists and seek out the airts, the pathways
that cross through to the place we seek. This time, | will take you
to the High Umbra, the world of ideas, which is also called the
Astral Umbra. Though we mages have a passing familiarity with
each of the Three Worlds, this is the level best understood by our
kind. Do you see the dream trails? They shine like moonlight
within the mists, twining through and around the dreams we do
not seek at present. When you cross into the Umbra, all you need
do is follow the path that takes you where you want to go. Travel
here is as much a matter of intent as of movement or distance. If
you know enough Spirit magick, you will know where to go and
how to get there quickly. If you know only alittle, it's best to travel
with a guide. Spirits sometimes guard the airts and demand

payment of some kind to allow you through.

Ah, look at the concepts spread before us. There stand the
brilliant pearl-white gates of someone’s thoughts of Heaven.
White marble palaces line the streets of gold, and the denizens
have feathery, white wings. The sun blazes with a pure light that
and ennobles. A rather pedestrian concept to have

s. | prefer the green grasslands under a pale blue sky

anl’ uffalo running by, the ground shaking with their
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Here's a Hell. Chinese in origin, I think. The smell is enough
to sicken a butcher, and the blackened blood offends my eyes.
They say that the perversions and tortures found within such
Realms should be experienced at least once. | have heard thar
none of the heavens or hells to be found here are the true ones;
those wait beyond the veil of death.

Many places here are far more abstract. The higher they go,
the more refined the ideas hecome until only the most incisive and
creative (some say insane) minds can understand them. Come,
explore this one with me. It is not quite so rarefied. Have you
noticed that we're walking on the ceiling? Step into the next
room. Now the floor is at right angles to the one we stood upon
before. Does that mean that now we're on the wall? You seem
surprised. We've gone through the door opposite to the one
through which we entered, yet we are now back in the first room
again, only we're standing on its floor. Look back through the door
on the other side. Wave to yourself!

Be polite to the spirits here. They are concepts and ideas,
mathematical equations and hypotheses, discarded theories, philo-
sophical posturings, psychological theses and religious beliefs. [ do
not claim to understand half of the Realms or beings of the High
Umbra, but [ can sympathize with their desire for respect and
courtesy. Many Umbrood make their homes here. Some of them
are Paradox spirits that you may someday meet on the other side.
Others may be minions to beings of godlike powers who will crush
you out of existence for annoying their servants. If all else fails,
remember that should you ever need to get into a Horizon Realm
through the back door, you'll probably be traveling through the
High Umbra to do it. Don't offend the spirits!

While we speak of spirits, let’s delineate the different kinds
you might meet in the Umbra. A great many of them roam these
Realms. Most mages believe that spirits are creations born of the
unconscious minds and conscious beliefs of humanity. I think
we're mistaken in this, If our Avatars or souls are shards of the Pure
Ones given consciousness, and if we think of this part of ourselves
as our spiritual side, why should these spirits not also be shards of
the Pure Ones? [ believe they have always had their own existence
and merely choose to appear to us as gods from ancient myths,
demons, mythic creatures and monsters. Perhaps they seek to
present themselves in ways they think we'll understand. In any
case, our belief strengthens them and solidifies their forms. The
creatures of the Umbra, whether spirits or inhabitants of other
Realms, are known as Umbrood. We are divided in our thinking
concerning the masters of the Nephandi. Some of us believe they
are spirits with power enough to be called dark gods; others think
they are alien creatures from the darkest reaches of space. The
Celesrial Chorus would label them demons and fiends.

If you deal more with the spirit world, you'll have to learn
these spirits’ names and titles, the Realms they rule or inhabirand
any particular spheres of interest they feel they control. They are
beings of great power and majesty, not pets or servants at your beck
and call. Their wisdom can teach you much if you but listen. When
you summon one, be courteous and ask its help. Demand nothing;
offer the spirit some payment or reward for its trouble. Most
importantly, do not assume that you are a higher being or that you
necessarily hold the most power in the relationship.




The Middle Ombra

Take myhand and follow me to the world of primordial nature.
We go at night, when it is brightest here. The light of Luna, the
moon, shines down and illuminates the shadowed woods and vales.
During the day, much of this level is dark and dangerous. But look
around you; do the trees in the Penumbra seem so tall as these
majestic silvered woods? Here are those brilliant stars we no longer
see in the city. At last, we see night’s candles as they were meant to
be seen, in all their radiant glory. The wind carries whispers of
moonflowers and night blooms whose scents are so potent I fear to
breathe, lest I forget how in lesser climes. Abundant, riotous life is
all around us. Have you ever seen precipices so steep, mountains so
austere, or animals so healthy? | had never truly seen purple before
I came here, nor did | understand that blue and green are words too
tame to describe the miraculous hues that grace this realm. Now |
know the language of flower scent and animal musk and hear the
symphony of the wind in the grasses and trees.

Do you hear the scream of the predator? That too is an
integral part of nature. Behind her beauties lies the struggle for
survival and the dangers of the wild. Nature is full of cruel caprice,
from droughts to earthquakes to blinding hailstorms. So long as
the hardiest of her children survive, she is unconcerned by the few
who fall by the wayside. We may revel in the loveliness of
unspoiled wilderness, but never forget that humankind is not
ascendant within its embrace. Here we are the prey.

Did [ say the Earth held an unexplainable allure? If it does, it is
aresonance inherited from this spirit world. This is spirit at its most
pristine, the dream [ wish to return to the physical reality of Gaia.

[ am not alone in that wish. The Garou also desire a cleansing
of the world. Many guard some of the last pure places of the Earth,
areas of great natural unspoiled beauty, their sacred ground, which
they call caerns and we call Nodes. These sites are not only places
of power, but places where the Gauntlet is thinnest as well. Mages
sometimes quarrel with Garou over such Nodes, but those of my
Tradition (as well as many other mages) prefer to have werewolves
as allies rather than potential enemies.

The Garou claim that this part of the Near Umbra is made up
of 13 Realms. Some are terrifying places of eternal conflict or
corruption and torment; others are realms of futuristic horror or
past depersonalization. Still others open upon the vast and starry
Umbral heavens or retain an aching beauty, an all-encompassing
spiritual purity and unsullied wilderness lost to the Earth with the
strengthening of the Gauntlet.

Many wild and powerful Umbrood live in the Middle Umbra.
Some become familiars. Others may serve as guides or advisors if
asked politely and appeased with reciprocal knowledge or gifts. My
totem animal met me here once as | lay beside that pond. Many
spirits are short-term residents, wanderers who cross through the
lands of primordial nature on their way to the Deep Umbra; others
are Minions or assistants to the Umbrood Lords.

Did you see that? What would you call it if not a unicorn?
Many so-called mythical beasts also make their homes in the
heady atmosphere of the Natural Lands. Whether they have
assumed the forms human belief assigned them in ages past, or
have always appeared thus, none can say. Mages refer to these
spirits as Bygones, those who once had solid form but abandoned
it for the spirit world in the wake of humanity’s growing disbelief.

Come, | must show you yet another place within the spirit
world so that one day you may recognize it when you reach it.
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The Low Ombra

Look upon this gray and dreary land, but do not cross into it.
That ashen road which winds between those skeletal trees and
climbs over those rocks leads into the Low Umbra, a benighted,
sorrowful place also known as the Dark Umbra or the Realm of
Death. Many believe that the roads of the dead cannot be walked
by the living —at least not if they wish toreturn. Many Euthanatos
claim to have done so, but it is a dark and dangerous path to the
Underworld, where tormented spirits seek to hold onto their
former lives. Nephandi also deal with the dead, and this is enough
to make most of us wary of the claims of the Euthanatos. Some few
Dreamspeakers have braved the paths of the dead, for we must face
our own demise if we are truly to understand the realities of the
spirit world, but most have never returned. This is the least
understood land of the Near Umbra, and perhaps that is not a bad
thing.

The Zones

Several places float within the Near Umbra, fluid Realms
which drift between the Worlds of thought, spirit and death,
permeating them but not bound by them. Though these constitute
Realms of their own, they are usually referred to as Zones, but are
also known as the Dream Realms. These include the Digital Web,
the Mirror Zone and Maya.

The Mirror Zone

Look back along the inside of the Gauntlet. Can you see the
Earth? As though you were looking through gauze, isn't it? How do
you know it’s really Earth that you see? It might be the Mirror
Zone. Some say it lies alongside the Gauntlet, masquerading as
reality. Others say it is partially of the Earth and partly of the
Umbra, a slice of each world caught inside the Gauntlet itself like
aslab of ham between two slices of bread. Still others theorize that
the Mirror Zone is a Realm of perverse thoughts, nightmares and
myriad alternate realities. Stepping into it rather than back to the
Earth may utterly change the world you know. Friends may now be
enemies, companions you left only minutes ago are dead and gone,
or those long dead may live again. Infinite variations on a theme
are possible in the Mirror Zone. Some are so close to reality as to
be virtually indistinguishable from it — at least at first. Something
is always different, here; sooner or later, those trapped in the
Mirror Zone discover where they really are. To escape, you must
confront the difference head-on and resolve any difficulties it
presents. Be very careful whenever you visualize crossing through
the Gauntlet. Make certain you have Earth's current reality firmly
in mind, and you should have little difficulty with this perverse
Realm.

The Digital Web

I have brought you to the Cyber-realm so that we may enter
the Digital Web. Yes, it is very futuristic here, and the Umbral
Computer Web is very large. The webbing looks much like that of
the pattern spiders. The inside of the Net, as many people call it,
resembles their work as well. There — that pool of light within
those twisting coils of webbing is an open Portal into the Digirtal
Web. Be brave; to enter that strange Realm we must step into the
Portal. The sensation is unpleasant, even painful, but no harm will
actually come to you. I wonder if this is what the early transporter
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beams on Star Trek felt like? If so, I see why they often took the
shuttle instead! There's some pain, and things will seem too
bright, too fast and incomprehensible for the first few moments
after we arrive. Ride it out. Virtual Adepts and other voyagers
enter this place using magicks either to send their astral selves into
the Net or to translate their physical bodies into information,
projecting themselves physically within it. And you thought
becoming spirit matter was strange!

Open your eyes. We're here. I know very little about this
Realm; it's far more suited to Virtual Adepts and Sons of Ether
than to Dreamspeakers. We won't stay long, for there are many
dangers here — spirits of the Net who may be unfriendly or
Technocracy mages bent on claiming as much of the Net as they
can.

Do you see those shining, squirming cables? They're strands
of possibility, unclaimed pattern webbing that has not yet received
an imprint from someone’s mind. Do you understand what that
means! A mage may enter the Digital Web and literally create her
own reality within it. There, farther down the strand, | see a
glowing Realm take shape as we watch. Even Sleepers may share
in some of this through virtual reality, opening their minds to new
possibilities. [t may even Awaken some of them.

Where are we? That's difficult to answer. The Web itself is in
the Gauntlet, yet it's also inside your own mind. Some claim that
this is actually the remains of a shared Realm called Mount Qaf,
originated by the lost Tradition known as the Ahl-i-Batin. Thus,
it might also be a Realm upon the border between spirit and
thought. Like a Horizon Realm, mages may pattern their thoughts
here to create areas that conform to their paradigms. If this is truly
a way of changing and molding reality itself, the Digital Web is a
fantastic new breakthrough in the Ascension War. Thus far, no
one has been able to prove whether this is, in fact, what is
happening here or if it all exists only in our minds.

Maya, the Realm of Dreams

Look! Can you see the bubbles floating through the air? Some
are as tiny as moths, others as large as cities. Those are Dream
Realms, formed from fragments of humankind's dreams (and
perhaps the dreams of spirits as well). Some exist for only brief
moments, while others rake on more permanent form as more
people dream the same dream and belief in it grows. If we wished,
we could step into these Realms, into the chaotic meanderings of
the subconscious mind and interact with whatever is within. Be
warned — Not all dreams are pleasant, and who can say what
would happen to you if you were to die in someone else’s dream?
The secrets of the Realms remain hidden to us until we are within;
would you want to stumble into someone else's nightmare? The
Nephandi sometimes enter such terrors and use them to exert
control over the dreamer. As you might guess from the name of our
Tradition, we Dreamspeakers are not above contacting potential
mages and “awakening” them to the possibilities within their
grasps.

Powerful Umbrood spirits known as the Oneira, or Dream
Lords, collect bits of dreams and weave them into semi-permanent
Realms known as Maya. Such “homes” are often as phantasmal
and chaotic as the dream wisps they were created from. Some
Oneira, it is said, are powerful enough to control people through
their dreams.




The Horizon

We've come far roget hersince our journey |1t‘;1:!|‘1. Now we enter
a place of great import to mages: the Horizon. It too is a magickal
barrier, like the Gauntlet, but separates the Near Umbral Realms
from those of the Deep Umbra. Do you see it? It wavers and flows, the
colors Lh:mgm;_: and merging, one with another, creating new pat-
terns and hues as we watch. | think of the Horizon as the elder sister
of the Aurora Borealis. Do you feel the electric snap of its existence
on your hair and skin? Can you identify the taste-smell that surrounds
us! Nor can [, though | always believe that | could identify it, given
the proper words. Have you felt it pushing back against us yet? The
farther you move toward the Deep Umbra, the greater the resistance.
The Horizon is like a membrane between the Near and Deep
Umbrae. It keeps them separate and discrete, protecting the nearer
Realms and Earth from constant invasions by Marauders, Nephandi
and the malign, alien denizens of the farthest realities.

Horizon Realms

The Horizon is more than just a barrier, however; it's also a
unique environment in which artificial lands called Horizon Realms
are built. Mages, both Tradirional and Technocratic, are their
common architects, though other spirit powers also build Realms to
suit themselves. Such Realms are rare; it takes massive amounts of
power to create and maintain them. Horizon Realms serve two
purposes: they shield against other realities, and they commonly
house Umbral Chantries. Horizon Realms are designed to be the
perfect representation of the creators’ paradigms, and as such do not
suffer the effects of Paradox, so long as one’s magick does not clash
with the reality within. They are ideal for magickal study and
experimentation; after all, they are created to support the mages’
world views! Such “formatting” also makes them ideal strongholds.
They are much like Sanctums this way; as any warrior knows, an
enemy's home ground is his strongest defense.

There is one not far from here. See it floating in the distance,
much like a multicolored balloon tethered to the ground by a
silvery string?

Do you see how the tether fades off into the mist? It's not
actually tied to anything here in the Horizon, nor is it a physical
rope or cable. What you see is a stream of pure Quintessence, used
to anchor the Horizon Realm to at least one Node on Earth and to
an Earthbound Chantry. That same Quintessence powers the
existence of the Horizon Realm itself, for it cannot exist without
this infusion of mystick fuel, which flows through a Portal, a
permanent opening through the Gauntlet. Some such ribbons are
easy to spot if one knows how to look, but others are cloaked with
potent Prime magicks.

Portals are usually guarded by powerful spirits. Portals are easier
to create and maintain on Nodes where the Gauntler is thinner and
static reality weaker. Those who are allowed to doso may travel back
and forth berween Earth and the Horizon Realm. We cannor enter
the Realm from the Horizon itself unless its creators left a back door
into it. Such routes are always guarded carefully, their passwords
given to only a few, for Nephandi and Marauders seek out easy access
to Horizon Realms, the better to cross through the Portals and onto
the Earth. As these conduits funnel Quintessence as well, they also
gives invaders access to easy power. { Inly a cocksure mage makes an
escape route into the Horizon. Having made one, only a fool leaves
It unj_:u;lrdul. Those mages whoare fools r;lrcl\_' achieve the necessary
power to construct Horizon Realms to begin with.
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Shade Realms

Eight Shade Realms rest along the Horizon at the edge of
Gaia's Near Umbra. These somewhat insubstantial lands are the
Umbral “shadows" of Shard Realms. Be patient! | cannot explain
everythingatonce. We will speak of the Shard Realms in due time.
It's often difficult to tell that you are entering a Shade Realm until
you are within it. Do you feel that humming throughout your
body? Look at my hair rise from the static electricity, and smell
that lightninglike ozone. We are in the Shade Realm of Forces.

Each of the Shade Realms corresponds to one of the Shard
Realms (all except for Luna) and provides the easiest path for
reaching those faraway Realms. Each is a Portal, or bridge, linking
these Realms with their appropriate Shard Realms. These allow
easy movement between the two without the necessity of crossing
the Deep Umbra. In essence, they're like wormholes crossing
through space, linking distant areas together. Many such Portals
exist, but few have been found and opened. Some need special
rituals cast or esoteric materials utilized before they will open.
Somewhere within this Realm lie conduits to the Shard Realm of
Forces and probably a back door to Doissetep, the largest and most
well-known Tradition Chantry. We would not want to meet the
guardians that this most puissant Chantry has undoubtedly left
here to deal with intruders. We'll go now; I merely wanted you to
be aware that such Realms existed in case you ever need to use
them.

Beyond the IHorizon

Everything that I believe

Crawls from underneath the streets
Everything I truly love

Comes from somewhere high above
— Indigo Girls, “Hand Me Downs”

Once past the Horizon, we enter parts of the
Tellurian truly unknown to most of us. To reach
these places, we must pass outside the Earth's atmo-
sphere and beyond the Horizon, to the Deep Umbra.

The Deep Ombra

Like a great void, the Deep Umbra stretches outward beyond
Gaia's bounds and into the far reaches of the Tellurian. The Void
Engineers try even now to map the Deep Umbra, setting it into a
static reality. They have succeeded in convincing most of human-
kind that all that lies outside the Earth's atmosphere is empty
space and lifeless planets. That may be so on the physical side of
reality for now, but on the spiritual side the Deep Umbra is rich
with possibilities. Within its reaches lie Shard Realms, Paradox
Realms, wild spirits, demons, crazed Marauders and the perverted
Nephandi. Strange atmospheric conditions prevail in the Deep
Umbra, ranging from reality storms to the Etherspace which the
Sons of Ether navigate to reach the other planets.

Beyond the comforting confines of Gaia’s atmosphere lurk
bizarre, unknowable creatures whose only desire is to penetrate
the barriers and feast upon the Earth. Others merely desire to
control our world. Even to some of the less fearsome denizens, we
are so small and insignificant that they might flick us away as if we
were annoying insects. Our minds simply cannot cope with some
of the horrific monsters that dwell in the Deep Umbra. Mages who
deal with such creatures usually perish; those who survive are
driven permanently insane.

The Nephandi's dark masters may be found somewhere
within this spiritual void, as may many of their false Chantries,
which they call Labyrinths. Should you ever meet the Nephandi,
kill them on sight. They are an abomination — mages who entice
or force others of their kind into corrupting their souls and
becoming slaves to demons.
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Shard Realms

Shard Realms are so named because mages believe that they
were all once parts of Gaia that have now been flung throughout
the solar system. Many mages say that there are only nine Shard
Realms, corresponding to the other planets and Luna and to the
nine Spheres of magick. This may be so — for this particular solar
system. | have already spoken of our overwhelming hubris in
assuming that we are the center of the Tellurian. [ do not believe
that there are only nine Shard Realms in existence; these are
simply the nine that we know about. They are all very large, and
though the Void Engineers say they are lifeless orbs, we know that
they’re Realms in their own right. Each has its own Umbra, just as
Gaia does. Undoubtedly, these Umbrae are as varied and amazing
as Gaia’s own Near Umbra. Each Shard Realm is ruled by a
Celestine, and to some extent partakes of that being’s essence.

As | mentioned before, Doissetep is located on the Shard
Realm of Forces. I have no knowledge of other such Chantries
established on these distant Realms, but there might be some.
They say that the gateway to Arcadia, the homeland of the faeries,
is located on Luna. I would someday like to travel to all the Shard
Realms and see them for myself.

Paradox Realms

Reality is flexible and may be tampered with to some degree.
It’s easier when there are no Sleepers present to interfere with
their disbelief, but even then the fabric of the world may be coaxed
into a new pattern. The fibers of the Tapestry are loosely woven
enough that they can incorporate some reweaving without ripping
apart or snarling into knots. When the weaver moves too fast or
tries to overthrow the pattern entirely and create a whole new
design, however, the Tapestry fights back. Sometimes this causes
the weaver's shuttle to slip from her fingers; sometimes the loom
breaks and smacks her in the face. That is Paradox.




If the weaver persists in forcing the pattern in an incompat-
Paradox loom gives her what she
wants — in spades. [t weaves a entire Realm just for her, wrapping
her up and removing her to a place outside Gaia's Near Umbra,
then smoothes the fabric back into its original design. The weav-

ible direction, eventually the

ing that encapsulates the offending mage is known as a Paradox
Realm. This particular occurrence is usually reserved for the most
blatant offenders against consensual reality. The trapped mage
must somehow come to an understanding of what she did wrong
and seek some way of righting things in order to escape. Paradox
Realms float aimlessly in the Deep Umbra, neither a part of it nor
apart from it, but in some strange state in between. | hope you
never fall into such.

Ombrood Realms

The spirits that inhabit the Umbrae often create their own
Realms. Though some do so in the Near Umbra, many prefer the
more fluid reality of the Deep Umbra. From time to time, these
unknowable entiries may kidnap humans or lesser spirits and bring
them to their Realms. Sometimes they demand that these “lesser”
beings fight or engage in other contests to amuse the Realm lord.
Other times, their reasons are inexplicable. Almost anything is
possible in such places.

Some mages claim that the spirits have formulated three
courts through which they work out their differences and govern
their domains. The Western Court contains entities described in
Hermetic texts dating back before the time of ancient Greece.
Eastern Court members are said to embody beings from the myths
and legends of Asia, and the Egyptian Court is rumored to be
comprised of the aloof animal-headed gods of ancient Egypt.
l’l't‘:tll!.‘.\'pcakcrs lﬁl:“t‘\'t' |hrrc isa l-nurtll court, a Lml}_{:: of the 5]&}',
which does not recognize the other courts and considers them to
be invaders. These are the gods and goddesses of native religions
from pre-Columbian America to the Polynesian lsles.

The Hollow World

I wish to end our tour of the spirit world by telling you of

another place that I have only heard described. The Sons of Ether
claim thar there isa world known as the Hollow Earth. In this land,
wonders await and danger lairs in every corner. They say there are
human inhabitants, and that the world is lit by an interior sun.
Science would tell you that it is impossible for the Earth ro be
hollow, that there's a molten core at the center of our planet
covered by layer upon layer of rock. They also tell the Sleepers that
there is no such place as the Umbra. Whom do you believe? |
believe there is a Hollow Earth, but if there is, perhaps it lies in an
Inner Umbra all its own, waiting to be rediscovered.

And now we must recross the Gauntlet and return to our
more physical reality. I hope that you have seen enough of the
Tellurian to understand it a little and little enough of it to enrice
you to learn more. Awaken! It is time for dreams to become reality.

Chapter One: The Tellurian
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Ultimately, a herois aman who would argue with the
Gods, and awaken devils to contest his vision.

— Norman Mailer

The Awakening

“Do you feel it Peter Kobie asked. Silenced as
she was, Clarissa could not reply.

It was amazing, though, this writhing, sweet
agony. Bound, blindfolded, Clarissa felt each touch,
each breath, each pulse of energy within and without.
Kobie seemed to be everywhere now — his arms
around her chest, his lips across her skin, his touch a
crackle of new and sudden pleasures. Sensation veso-
nated within her, building to something past all words she could
conceive.

Power built, expanded, spread, melded, focused. ..

Something snapped in her mind, sudden, bold, a bolt beyond
sensation, awareness or mere physicality. Clarissa screamed inside, the
conflict of silence and sensation merging into something she couldn’t
explain, couldn’t prevent, couldn’t control. And suddenly, being blind
and voiceless didn’t matter; her senses expanded around Peter, around
the room, feeling every contour of veality greet her as if she’d never
known the interactions of life before, as if she’d never really seen
anything for what it truly was. And as the physical pleasure slowed, a
mental awareness replaced it, constant even after Peter left her to her
new Awakening.

Later, when all was quiet, the blindfold fell with a cool clack of
scissors. Clarissa’s hands, finally freed, dropped limply to the bed. Peter
smiled down at her, sweat glistening on his forehead as he stroked her
damp hair.

“Youare renewed, " he said. “Awakened. Restored to what you once
were.” And she was. Clarissalay on the bed, not the woman who had come
into the voom. She laid her head on his chest, content that he, that someone,
that something had finally empowered her and made her different.

Then her gaze fell to the clock.

Ten minutes.

Her eternity had lasted only ten minutes!

No way. Uh-uh! Ten minutes wasn’t possible, something was
wrong, there was no way, absolutely not! It was hours, days, not ten
minutes! Fury rose with an odd terror and a new awareness that this
wasn't right, that Peter Kobie had... done... what??

“What did you do to me?!" She raised herself up on an elbow,
furious, scrambled, perplexed. Then she looked into his eyes and found
herself wondering why she was making such a fuss.

“I did nothing, only led you to where you would’ve gone, given
time. Youdid this, notme.” Peter touched her cheek gently. “Restnow,
Clarissa.”

And she relaxed utterly, slumping to the sheets, her turmoil
banished, feeling nothing but the beating of hearts.
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To stand outside the Ciry of Man while holding the keys to

heaven — this is the lot of the mage. To stand torn between the
Origins

mortal Human Self and the immortal Divine Self — this is her
[n the beginning,

battle. To embrace destiny and redirect the flow of reality — this
these First came forth from

is her legacy.
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and the Path.
— Hapsburg,

No one said it'd be easy.

There is magic, and there is magick. One taps a person’s inner
potential, the other opens that wellspring without reservation. One
grants a taste of power; the other is power, power to change the
world. A True Mage does not use magick — she becomes magick.

The True Mage is a hero in the classic mode, not necessarily
a “good guy,” but an agent of change who faces conflicts from
within and without, takes destiny by the hand (or other parts...),
and changes the world in some meaningful way. The hero, whether
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male or female, “good” or “evil,” mortal or mystickal, faces a
similar charge: to step away from the known, confront herself,

endure temptations and ultimately transcend, taking the
worldalong with her.

S im that
it is said, there were the Pure Ones. IS;);;& Ffawith -
m an even greater One, but we will begi

nm

Orphan Seer

It’s a hard Path; many willworkers fall by the wayside or step
off to follow petty goals. These mages never transcend and are soon
forgotten. Others die, and their deaths may or may not carry some
meaning beyond the fall itself. The mage quickly finds her magick

to be a double-edged blade it confers power at the cost of
normalcy. Mages are outcasts from the mainstream; regardless of
her allies, each mage essentially walks alone.

So why do it? Why not just grab a bit of gusto and sit in your
little corner of the world with a full bank account and a host of
retainers! Some mages do just that. They remain eternally unsat-
isfied, however, and often fall before mages (or other forces) with
more power and a clearer sense of purpose. Most Awakened, by
virtue of what they are, want to leave their mark upon their world,
fulfill some part of their destiny and gain some higher (or lower)
state — Ascension.

The Goal

Ascension may be a twofold process, involving both internal
transcendence and external change. Most pursue either the inter-
nal or the external aspect; rarely do they seek for both — such a
goal is too large to be attainable. Few mages agree upon the nature
of Ascension as a whole. Many will argue that there can be only

one or the other form. The truth is an enigma; perhaps only the
Oracles know for certain.

Of the two goals, external change is the easier to measure.
The Sleeper world will in some way be improved, thus providing
evidence that change has been effected. Neither goal is exclusive
to a particular faction. A Technomancer may aspire to personal
perfection, while a Celestial Chorus Traditionalist simply wants
to see peace in her time. Either objective, if successful, may be
called Ascension.

Methods to attain Ascension vary. Some Awakened be-
lieve in reincarnation and claim that the soul, the Avarar,
strives to better itself with each incarnation. Others, less
patient, want to perfect themselves in this lifetime. Some
believe that there is no final perfecrion, only an eternal jour-
ney. Transcendence is not a thing that can be explained — it
can only be achieved.

This doesn't mean that a mage wakes up one day and
decides that she Ascends after she feeds the homeless. Destiny
is more subtle than that. A Path is less a conscious decision than
a subconscious motivation. A willworker may never know

what her chosen Path is, but it calls to her nonetheless. She
may resist, but she will never be satisfied until she follows it.

Getting Stuck

Mages are dynamic; they are change. Sooner or later,
however, they begin to stagnate. They may live for many
lifetimes, even for centuries, but the law of diminishing
returns will eventually set in. Mere power is not perfection.
If a mage does not Ascend or fall ar some point, she ceases
to be an agent of change and becomes a sticking point
instead. If they live too long, the mightiest wizards lose
whatever chance they might have had toatrain that higher
state — and many take their bitterness out upon the world
at large.



The Trinity

The Council of Nine speaks of the Metaphysic Trinity (see
Chapter Four): Dynamism, the creation of possibility; Stasis, the
form such possibility takes; and Entrapy, the breaking down of that
form. According to Council doctrine, these three forces are all
necessary things. With the close of this century, some claim, the
three extremes have drawn apart, pulling the Tellurian between
them. Something has to give.
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The threefold Path is hardly universal; many mages reject ir,
if they hear of it at all. Some mages seem drawn to the Trinity,
however, and actually personify some part of it. From these ex-
tremes comes the Ascension War, a conflict of opposing perfections.
It may be that four Paths spring from this Trinity — rtotal chaos,
total form, total destruction and the balance of all of the above —
and lead both Avatars and mages to some ultimate conclusion.

The truth is for you ro decide.

The Avatar’'s Role

On the edge of sleep,

I heard voices behind the door

The known and the nameless

Familiar and faceless

My angels and my demons at war

Which one will lose — depends on what I choose
Or maybe which voice [ ignore

— Rush, “Double Agent”

Is the Avatar the soul? The subconscious!
The id? A guiding spirit? The voice of an ancestor? The call of
God? Or some devil? Each mage will give you a different answer.
Whether one, all or none of these ideas are true, a mage's Avatar

is, to all appearances, the sear of her magickal power. Do Sleepers
have such souls, which might be roused on the Day of Ascension?
Or is the gift of Awakening something only a few people will ever
have? Is a mage one being or two? Does he control his Avatar, or
does it control him instead? No clear answers come to hand. In
their absence, most mages, like anyone else, turn to mythology.
Mystick folklore refers to “Pure Ones” who sundered their
own Essence and left it scattered throughout the Tellurian. Mas-
ters call this bit of Essence the Avatar. Most living things, they say,
have Avatars, but only a True Mage carries an Avatar which isself-
aware. Put simply, the Avatar is the magickal consciousness that
allows a willworker to do her thing. Some sorcerers have tight
bonds with their Avatar, while others totally deny the divine
shard’s existence. You may not believe in God, goes the old saying,
but God still believes in you.

Mysticks often disagree about this inner self. Gharmic scrip-
ture declares the Avatar “Thar Blessed Part which is all things
intertwined,” while Hermetic lore states that “...the so-called
‘Avatar’ is nothing more than a personification of the mystick
consciousness, wrapped in some pleasing (or terrifying) form."
The Technocracy officially denies any affiliation with supernatu-
ral entities, but promotes “...self-awareness through constant
maintenance of the superego,” while many Dreamspeakers talk of
past lives or ancestors who live again in their descendants. All or
none of these views may be rrue. A mage's magickal soul may take
any number of forms — from bad dreams to separate entities, from
the “daemon” of Greek philosophy to the “eureka factor” of
scientific inspiration — and is not limited to any one certain
shape. Whatever form in which the Avatar reveals itself, it goads
the mage further down his Path. Whether he meets his Avatar
face-to-face, encounters it in dreams or hears its whisper in the
back of his mind, its influence is always somehow present.

Avarars are supposedly immortal. They pass, it is said, from
one mage to the next, carrying the lessons learned from one
incarnation into the other. If this is true, Avatars are pretty slow
learners; modern mages seem no wiser than their legendary fore-
bears. Some mysticks speak of Reconciliation, the Metaphysic
Trinity or the Path of Change — all different ways of saying that
Avatars have their own agendas, ends which they pursue through
mortal incarnations. This concept is not universal, bur makes
sense in light of the Ascension War and the four or five Essences
spoken of in Hermetic texts — Dynamic, Pattern, Questing,
Primordial and possibly Infinite — the “personalities” of Avatars

Seekings

When a mage wants to advance, she enters what some call a
Seeking, an out-of-body trial where she confronts her Avatar and
demands access to the power she holds within herself. Her success
or failure determines how much of her potential she unlocks —
and how far she still has to go.

Meditation of some form is the most common way to go
Seeking; the searcher must literally travel out of herself to begin.
The mystick's body does not actually leave Earth, but she is not
present within it while the test goes on. Seekings take place in
some otherspace which is neither material reality nor a visitable
part of the Otherworlds. The mage's consciousness returns to our
reality when she has either passed the test... or failed.

Like all aspects of the Avatar, the form such Seekings take
varies wildly from mage to mage. Verbena speak of the Guardian, a
forbidding taskmaster who sets the trials and wards the subcon-
scious until the sorcerer is ready for such secrets. Some Virtual
Adepts go into a sort of VR simulation, where they solve puzzles
based on the problems they struggle with in life. When they solve
the puzzle, the Seeking ends. Avatars have even been known to
cripple a mage in the material world, striking him blind, poor, lame
orotherwise disabled, until he learns to do without some crutch that
he has grown todepend upon. Itis an intimately personal encounter
where the mystick takes Path cues from his Avatar.

During a Seeking, a mystick undergoes a gauntlet set up by
different aspects of her Avatar. The tests change and grow harder
each time. Unresolved conflicts, internal or external, take on
metaphysical shape and symbolic substance. To triumph over the
obstacles, the mage works through puzzles, suffers trials, fights
battles, confronts tormentors. .. whatever the Avatar deems neces-
sary to advance her understanding and proceed further on the Path.
Success grants her another Epiphany (see below), taking her up
another rung on Ascension’s ladder. If she fails, she gains nothing.
Bad failures sometimes end in exhaustion, physical shock or inju-
ries, insanity, Quiet... or even death.
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Conflict

Avatar/mage relationships vary. In most cases, the Avarar
takes ona“teacher” aspect, leading a mage to his Path and helping
him to travel along it. If the mortal self is stubborn, the inner self
pushes, threatens, encourages or sulks. Very strong Avatars may
even be seen by other mages with potent Spirit magick. A would-
be mentor often decides upon an un-Awakened recruit by sizing up
his Avatar. To many Awakened, the magickal self is a living
entity, sometimes benign, often terrifying. Contrary to popular
beliefs, bits of the so-called “Pure Ones” are not necessarily nice
guys; Marauders, Nephandi and cruel Technomancers have Ava-
tars every bit as “true” as any Celestial saint’s.

Bringing the mystick self and the mortal self together and
staying sane in the process is a constant struggle for most mages.
If the two don’t match — and they rarely do, at least in the early
steps of the Path — they clash. Some mages run from their destiny,
while others let it go to their heads. In either case, the Avarar
comes along, a back-sear driver pointing off-road. The strain is
more than some can handle. A few slip into Quiet, the madness
that comes when outside reality and perception blur too far.
Others go more subtly insane, suffering from night terrors, obses-
sion, power-madness or cowardice.

The inner self will not be denied. It may appear full-form,
visit its mage in dreams, speak through people or other objects,
grant hunches or intuitions, or even turn reality inside-out and
drag the mystick’s consciousness in for a chat. The stronger the
Avatar, the more obvious its hand, and the more demanding its
requests. Sooner or later, a mage must listen; too much conflict
may interfere with magick, sleep or sanity.

[t may sound from all of this as if the mage is the pawn of the
Avatar, While some cynical willworkers believe that this is so
(and is, perhaps, the way it should be), most admir that the mage/
Avatar relationship is a two-way street. As the Avatar shapes the
mystick, so too does the mystick shape his Avatar. For all we know,
the Essences might only be the legacies of past lives which have
left their imprint upon the Avatars. No one knows for certain.
Even if the Essence has no mortal cause, a mage is always free to
dowhat he or she wants to do. The Avatar's urgings only guide the
sorcerer. Ultimately, a mage’s destiny is his own.

The Technocratic Avatar

Many Technocrats gravitate roward the Union in order to
channel the Avatar, so that everything seems rational. Awaken-
ing is often a terrifying thing; imagine a voice in your head that
tells you constantly that reality is false. And knowing that it's
right. Technocracy recruiters do their best to calm a budding
willworker and convince him that the best way to handle his new
“insights” is to use them to work for the common good. Therapy,
counseling and technomagickal trearments ease the stress of
Seekings and Epiphanies while also monitoring resident mages for
signs of defection or rebellion.

No one knows what the Union’s Inner Circle thinks of
Avatars. The official party line, however, is that they are manifes-
tations of humanity’s inner genius. The dreams, visitations, conflicts
and Seekings are merely figments of overtaxed imaginations,
subconscious solutions to troubling issues.

They may even be correct.
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Elements of the Path

No pain, no palm; no thorns, no throne; no gall, no
,qfur_\;: Nno Cross, no croum.
— William Penn
Whatever Path a mage follows, three common

elements apply: awareness, conflict and resolution,
Almost every mage runs across them at some point,
though most see them in different ways. An ltera-
_ tion X cyborg may have Awakened in wild dreams
\ which he brushed off in the morning. A

Dreamspeaker will actively seek her destiny in a
visionquest, but may ignore unresolved conflicts. Either mage may
die or ger stuck before reaching some resolution. So it goes.

Awareness

Though some few Awakened are born aware, many are not.
They begin their lives as mundane humans, who often have some sort
of “gift” that sets them apart — a hint of precognition, an otherworldly
air, exceptional talent, insight or wisdom beyond their years. This
difference” helps set them up for what happens next.

i

carly
Mages call themselves the Awakened fora reason. Atsome crucial
point — often a crisis of some kind — that person becomes more and
more aware that reality as others perceive it is a sham. This may occur
through a gradual build-up or a sudden revelation, though some kind of
“tremors” usually foreshadow the Awakening itself. These might in-
clude a mentor's formal approach, strange dreams, blackouts, brushes
with the supernatural or any number of odd things. Suddenly, these
tremors explode, the Avatar reaches out, and the mage Awakens.

Epiphany

Awakening is not simply saying “Wow, man! Magick works!"
It is a fourfold embrace — mental, spiritual, physical and intellec-
tual — of the existence of magick. Without it, a person may see
magick, feel magick, grasp magick, but never become magick. Such
Awakening, called an Epiphany, is always sudden; the mundane
world goes pale and the hidden one bursts into full-color. Some
mortals go mad forever upon Awakening and never progress any
further than that. Strong-willed mages recover and advance, but
they never forget the experience.

While successful Seekings grant further bursts of insight, no
later Epiphany can ever match that first moment when a mage
truly understands the existence of magick and the nature of the
world.

Vision

With Awakening comes an affinity for the hidden world and
a vision of the “overall picture.” Once a person’s eyes are opened
this way, they can never close. The mage may never call what he
does “magick,” but the essential idea — that of changing reality
itself through personal will — is universal.

The Path comes through this vision. The mage may never
have a literal vision, but the purpose behind it will haunt her until
she follows it.

Chapter Two: The Mystic Path 33

HEN 7




Al

Instruction

An Epiphany is traumatic; everything the person has be-
lieved until now turns to dust. Finding a mentor is usually a good
idea at this stage; without one, a mage quickly goes out of control
or gets swept up in some other supernatural agency's plans. The
four great factions and lesser Crafts (see Chapter Three) often
sow the seeds of Epiphanies among prospective recruits or entice
the self-Awakened into their ranks, using anything from friend-
ship to instruction to strong-arm tactics.
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If the mage finds a good mentor, she may learn to control her
power and advance her understanding of reality in all its aspects.
The teacher ideally passes on both his wisdom and his protection.
Without either, a newly-born mage may often find herself slaving
away under some powerful master or decaying in a nameless grave.

Conflict

At some point in her life, the mage will encounter conflicts,
both internal and external. Internal struggles include those with
doubr, pride and loneliness, while external battles rage against rival
mages, supernatural beings, Sleeper society and reality itself.

Trials

[t is not an easy task to be a mage. Doubt and hubris (excessive
pride) are constant enemies, and either one can lead a sorcerer to
destruction. Even if she triumphs against those, the solitary Path she
has chosen will often drive her to regret the day she first Awakened.

Magick requires confidence; without it, reality refuses to con-
form to your desires or slaps you in the face for your presumption.
Shocks to a mage’s confidence may cause him to doubt his ability to
dowhat he must. This may paralyze him just when he needs his power
most. Overconfidence, however, leads to the hubris that makes
horrors out of even the best intentions. Because | can change reality
withmy will, the prideful mage believes, my will is always corvect. This
attitude leads to arrogance, rivalry and eventual stagnation. A
prideful wizard may attain great power, but he loses his enlighten-
ment, his purpose and often his friends in the process. Without
moderation, he becomes a force for corruption, not growth. The
Nephandic Descension, Technocratic Pogrom and Doissetep in-
trigues are only the most obvious examples of hubris in action.

Humans, too, are a fickle and jealous lot. Although they
instinctively bow before someone with power they don't have,
such worshippers turn on their “betters” sooner or later. When
they do, a mage may find herself running for her life. The Burning
Time, when the witchfires raged throughout Europe, was only
manipulated, not caused by, the Order of Reason (see Chapter
Three). The embers still smolder, waiting to engulf any sorcerer
who steps too far out into the public eye. Hence, a mage must hide
some part of herself away from the society she once belonged to.

Seekings often turn these conflicts into a gauntlet of trials
which the mage must overcome in order to advance. Those who
cannot do so stop in their tracks, or falter and decline. Such
failures often turn to Infernal powers, magickal Talismans and
outside allies when they feel their power slipping away.

__Quietresults when a mage slides too far into her own world-
iew. This Iﬁ'mdm‘ss, which sometimes manifests in solid
¥ called hobgoblins, imprisons the sorcererin her own
ta dedicated Seeking or outside aid to free a mystick
nd the effects may linger for lifetimes to come (See
! Chapter Eight).
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Warfare

No mage escapes dealings with the outside world. Even
hermits who sequester themselves on mountain-tops meet spirits,
other mysticks and supernatural creatures. No one makes friends
with them all. Unless the mage offers her throat willingly to the
first vampire or demon to cross her path, she will, sooner or later,
have to fight.

The hidden world teems with enemies—vampires, werewolves,
demons, Umbrood, ghosts, rival mages, the spirit-ridden (called
fomori by some) and even, it is said, the last of the faeries. The
mortal world includes a host of witch-burners, government agents
and simple thugs, any one of whom could end one's life. The wise
mage knows when (and how) to fight and when to run.

Some mages surrender themselves to such conflicts. War
Chantries, Rogue mercenaries and Technocratic death squads see
enough combat to make a Marine turn queasy. They do not,
however, tend to live long; if an enemy doesn't kill them, Paradox
inevitably does.

Intrigue offers a better chance of survival, at the price of
paranoia. Magickal enemies can strike at you in any number of ways.
Old mysticks, who have left their ideals behind, treasure such rival-
ries. For them, power-gaming is all they have left. Young sorcerers are
advised to tread lightly among those who measure their life spans in
national histories; such wizards are indeed subtle and quick to anger.

Paradox is the enemy of all who twist the threads of fate.
Unlessa willworker is very careful, the weight of consensual reality
will squash her like roadkill. Reality is like a river, and each new
soul speeds the current. Mages who ignore that current may be
swept up by it and drowned.

R esolution

If the mage survives all obstacles, she may reach her ideal
Ascension. If not, she falls into whatever trap fate has laid across
her Path.

The Fall

This could come in any number of ways — stagnation,
corruption, death, madness, slavery and annihilation are only the
most obvious.

Stagnation or corruption comes from within. In the first case,
the mystick simply surrenders himself to worldly power, loses sight
of his goal and becomes a disgrace to his role. He may remain
powerful, but he never grows. Sooneror later, his life span becomes
an insult to consensual reality, and he is forced to hide in a Realm
or some obscure Domain.

Corruption, to the Nephandi, is weakness and the fear of
Final Night. To others, it is the point where power-lust blinds the
mage and turns her away from her ideals. Some willworkers are
corrupted by raw force, others by worldly distractions and still
others by Otherworldly influences. In either case, the mystick has
lost the Path, possibly for good.

A mage who dies, it is said, returns to the cycle of the Wheel
to be reborn. One who makes an Infernal pact (or gives himself to
the Higher Powers upon his death) is raken our of this cycle, and
his Avatar endures whatever praise or punishment its incarnation
earned. Mysticks wonder about the fate of Technocratic Avatars.
Although Technomancers theoretically remove themselves from
the cycle through their own disbelief, there never seems to be a




shortage of such mages. Indeed, the Eurhanaros and Akashic
Brotherhood once mounted a rare cooperative scheme to take
Technomancers “out of the loop;” it failed. Those who study the
ways of Drahma (the Akashic view of destiny) say that Static
Mages, too, play a part in destiny's plan.

Some mages never escape Quiet. These would-be mysticks end
up in asylums or homeless shelters, lost in halls of mirrors. Some say
Marauders and familiars are in fact mages who lost their sanity
forever, but the only way to know for sure is to go mad and see.

Slavery is a cruel end ro the Path, whether it comes from the
Blood Bond of a powerful vampire, magickal shackles, emotional
weakness or captivity ina Realm. A mage who ends up a slave has
run the scale from a mover of reality to a mover of shit. Though
survival means possible escape, a willworker never heals the scars
that slavery brings.

Waorst of all are those whose Avatars are demolished through
the Gilgul Rite, warped by the vampiric Embrace or sent out into
the Deep Umbra to be devoured by Umbrood. Such deaths are
eternal, tragic ends to a final Path.

Ascension

Ascension can be global or personal. Even Orphans and Craft
mages have some ideal to which they aspire; they just don’t put
labels on it. The four Ascension War factions, however, are
defined by their ultimate goals. The extent to which a member of
one of these “teams” actually believes in his professed goal depends
upon the mage himself.

To the Technocracy, personal perfection takes a back seat to
global unity. Under this vision, all random elements would be
stomped out or harnessed for the common good. Eventually,
everyone would come torealize that this is the best destiny possible
— harmony under the Technocracy’s benevolent gaze.

The Marauders seek an end to the order they feel was imposed
upon the Earth by too much sanity. Although many of them seem
like mere kooks, underneath the delusions, each Marauder sees the
primal chaos from which all possibilities spring. It is their goal —
when they think about a goal at all — to open that vision o
everyone.

Nephandic Ascension is Descension, nothing less than paint-
ing the whole world black or dying in the process. Some, it is
rumored, want to let demented entities through the barriers
between the Otherworlds and our own. Perhaps they just want
each of us to let our own inner demons free. In either case, the
Fallen Onesseek to bring the world as we know it to an eternal end,
to usher in Final Night.

Diversity is sacred to the Council of Nine Tradirions. No other
faction, with the possible exception of the Marauders, seeks per-
sonal Ascension with the Traditions' fervor. To the Council mages,
all people should have the potential to grow toward some higher
state. Though each Tradition, and each mage within each Tradi-
tion, has a different idea of just what Ascension is, all agree that the
other groups must not have their way. For the first time in centuries,
it appears that the Council may have its wish.

So what happens when a mage Ascends? Who knows? Some
say she joins the Oracles in their Umbral paradises (or, in the case
of many Technomancers, Autocthonia’s fabled Halls of the Ma-
chine). Others speak of passage to the Afterlives, ascension into
Heaven or withdrawal from all earthly needs. In the modern age,
however, all too many mages dismiss personal Ascension as a pipe
dream. And that may be the saddest belief of all.
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‘Chapter Three

Mage Societly

Those who are awake all live in the same world.

Those who are asleep live in their own worlds

— Heraclitus

,{__ Clarissa's Seeking
[ \ A childlike voice echoed in Clarissa’s mind as she

peered into the night, curious about this trial of which
her mentor had told her nothing.

“For each of us, greater power comes only when
we truly know ourselves. This is your test, Clarissa, to
know yourself and your limitations. To save yourself.
It begins.”

Suddenly, Clarissa found herself looking at a
child of six. 1t's me, she thought wildly. That child is me! The younger
Clarissa impudently stuck out her tongue and ran into bright moonlight
The older Clarissa followed. Suddenly she was assaulted by a rank odor
she was standing in a heap of garbage behind a scrubby bush alongside

a highway. Then she saw the little girl on the other side of the bush,
pulling up her underpants

“I'm done, I'm done!” she yelled. She emerged from the bushes
and ran toward a car.

Clarissa clambered out of the garbage and got another shock.

Oh shit. Oh shit! I'm not me, I'm a man, some kind of
homeless person. That stink... it's me! Clarissa nearly puked. She
ran her filthy hands over her body. It was oldish, maybe fifty, with
i fnu.i'_\ vision, rotten teeth and rheumatism

Then the little girl screamed. Clarissa saw that she cowered before
a tall man with bulging muscles and an icy gleam in his eye. Drool fell
from the corners of his mouth as he grabbed for the child and missed

Clarissa clumsily stumbled over to them, shouting, desperate to
gain the man’s attention, knowing she had to keep him away from the
child. She met the man's eyes. “You son of a bitch. If I were really
myself, I'd make you scream like a lobster over a slow fire."

He shook his head. “Whatever you say." Forgetting the child, he
threw Clarissa onto the hard cement, then grabbed her arm, twisting it
behind her back. Clarissa heard a cracking noise as he tore her elbow out
of its socket. From far away, a car door slammed, and, turning her
head, she saw that the little girl had climbed into a gold Duster, which
was now spinning out onto the highway.

The man looked at her ghumly. “I don't believe it. Thanks to you,
my fun for the evening just got away." He sighed, and with a ferocious
kick, busted one of Clarissa’s kneecaps. As she screamed, he drew a
clawed hand across her face, raking out an eye.

The pain was beyond her comprehension, so harsh she couldn't
even scream. It doesn't matter, thought Clarissa. It doesn't! |
managed to fight him off and save the little girl. That's all that
matters. Her eyes closed as the darkness fell around her, and she knew
that in sacrificing herself, she had completed her quest.
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Mage society is a tapestry of its own, woven of mystery, rivalry

)
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and myth. It flows from the mage's Path, and from the divergence
of those many Paths into a criss-cross of outer warfare and inner
peace. From its patterns come the shock waves which shape
reality; even the un-Awakened have felt the stones of the mages’
Path beneath their feet.

To understand modern mage society, you must start with the
foundations of the past. From those roots grew the four factions of
the current Ascension War, the outsiders who stand in their
shade, and the strongholds from which they conduct their grim
campaigns.

The Ascension War

Look outside your window. Do you see the war which rages
every minute of every day? Can you hear the cries from the front
line as it shifts back and forth across infinity? Of course not —
mages are more subtle than that. You may glimpse the casualties
— Mrs. Kim, who spontaneously combusted in her apartment,
that businessman who turned a corner one day and apparently
vanished from existence. For the most part, the mystick warriors
use magick to veil their conflicts. It is also true that clashes are as
often philosophical as they are physical.

Mages call this invisible, universal conflict the Ascension
War. At stake is the fate of humanity, our Earth and all of reality.

The winners of this war will do more than merely rewrite history

they will draft the future. It shall be their right to decide how
(or even if) Man and the universe Ascends. Unlike a mundane
war, the Ascension War pits four factions against one another. All
climb the same mountain called Ascension, racing to plant their
flags atop the myth-shrouded peak. Each faction has chosen to
scale a separate face; the differing terrains and vistas reflect the
nature of the climbers.

Occasionally, two factions strike an uneasy alliance. Rather
than aid one another, allies usually strive to throw down a third. Yet
for the most part, no quarter is asked and none given. Most mages
feel that Ascension is near. Should any faction falter at this crucial
point, it could mean dropping from the race permanently....

The Reckoning

Creation is an ongoing process, and you're either on the bus or
left behind. Some Awakened speculate that a Great Reckoning —
amassive change — isupon the world, and they're choosing up sides.
The Ascension War, which began as a sort of turf battle, has
accelerated to the brink of madness. It may have even brought this
Reckoning to a head. Introspective types feel that destiny has set its
forces up to decide the Reckoning. The mages who believe initdon't

know whether they are agents of free will or pawns of destiny.

A History of the Awakened

,f/ I will not forget these stones that are set
4 In a round, on Salsbury Plains

Tho' who brought ‘em there, ‘tis hard to declare
The Romans, or Merlin, or Danes

— Walter Pope, The Salsbury Ballad

The Beginnings

All magick draws from two philosophies: one
states that the power to alter reality flows from the
‘nlightened Self, while the other claims that such power comes
through communion with mystick entities (or other external
forces). Either method allows the mage to manipulate reality by
force of will. From these roots, all other refinements of magick

evolved.

M'.l};u.\ have :)I“":l}‘h been rare; the shard of Awakened Prime
that allows True Magick is the birthright of a precious few.
Although world-wide Awakening is theoretically possible, few
modern mages believe there was ever a time when anyone who
wished to bend reality could simply do so. Through their insights
and powers, the workers of magick have guided the course of
humanity from the beginning — not through clumsy puppeteering,
but by simply being aware. Through the examples they present and
the events they set in motion, mages remain a potent, though
subtle, force in human development.

When humanity advanced beyond the simple urges of sur-
vival and procreation, they longed for some return to the ineffable
harmonious state the Pure Ones knew. This urge continues in the
form of faith and Awakening, in the need and vision of some
higher state: the vision of Ascension.
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The earliest mages went by many names; the Verbena refer to
the Wyck, who wandered the Earth bringing change. The Akashic
Brotherhood claims that their Tradition sprang from a single
village where all humanity was one, while their Euthanatos rivals
find the origin of their magick in the first comprehensions of
mortality. Whatever their origins, the first magi are said to have
performed great deeds and lived for centuries. Paradox, as we know
it, may have existed even then, but the membrane between what
was and was not possible must have been a tenuous thing.

From the beginning, the mysticks (who worked magick and
called it such) opposed the philosopher-scientists (who believed
all phenomena derived from a set pattern of elements and equa-
tions). For millennia, the differences between the two were slight.
Although many magick-workers banded together into like-minded
tellowships, no formal Traditions or Conventions existed. Most
magi simply existed on the fringes of mortal society, expanding
their power and wisdom and using it for whatever purpose they
desired. Some embraced the greater good, and others followed the
inner urge of outer darkness. Some went mad while a few simply
went off to find their own way. The boundaries of reality were fluid
in those days, now called the Low Mythic Ages (from prehistoric
times until about three thousand years ago).

As humanity expanded and evolved (with and without the
influence of magick and science), the free flow of possibility whirled
intoseparate currents and settled or stagnated. Territorial wars were
fought for agriculture, commerce or paradigms; one god's worship-
pers battled another’s; new philosophies and governments strove to
replace each other. Tribes, then cities, then nation-states contested
for the right to control local beliefs (and thus, reality), though few
at the time realized what they were doing. The long-term winners
established the “set” of reality in that particular area, deciding by
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unconscious consensus what could be “real” and what could not.
Most of this battling was unintentional. Over time, however, wise
magi realized that paradigms that conformed to their own beliefs
and preferences favored them in many ways. These magi sought to
establish areas of influence and hold them against all comers. The
High Mythic Ages had begun.

It was during this time that boundaries arose between True
Magick, which involved the reshaping of reality at will, and staric
magic, which operated only within narrow confines. As the bound-
aries of reality narrowed and solidified, some mages noticed that the
powers of legend were no longer theirs to command. Eternal life,
levitation of mountains or castles, huge storms, otherworldly allies
summoned on command — all remained possible, but became more
and more difficult to accomplish as time went on. Some of these
mages grew frustrated and indulged in greater excesses todrive their
magicks; others delved to the roots of observable creation to find
tools that worked, and worked often. Different schools of magick
evolved, from backwoods witchcraft to high Hermetic Art. Al-
chemy, high philosophy, miracle working, spirit communion,
physical sciences, artifice construction, worship and faith, refine-
ment of the Self and consciousness alteration all were born. The
early fellowships solidified into hundreds of guilds, brotherhoods,
religions, cultsand covens. Many of these groups coexisted in peace,
bur others warred with each other, either openly or covertly.

The constant strife bred plagues, famines, persecutions and
perpetual warfare. The mortal Sleepers, who had neither the talent
nor the enlightenment of the True Magi, were caught berween
factions of science and sorcery. The unenlightened did not need the
help of the battling wizards to fight amongst themselves (mankind
has always excelled in war), but the vicious battles fought by the
mages colored whole areas of the Tapestry. From evil intentions,
greater evil and misery sprang. The sins of the few poisoned the well
for the many. Paradox, the backlash of wounded reality, drew a
noose around fluid magick, and the mortal Sleepers grew disen-
chanted with those who worked magick.

The Ascension War

The true war for reality began in 1325, when a confederation of
philosopher-scientists, then called the Order of Reason, joined
together with the tenet that a single unified truth was safer than a
thousand possibilities. Sharing a common vision and purpose, the
Order declared war on “...Sorcerers, Nightgaunts, Faeries, Boggies,
Wytches, Divells, Changelings, Werebeasts, and all divers Creatures
of the Night.” By promotion of science over mysticism, the Order of
Reason sought to break the supernatural hold over mortal humanity.

Their methods ranged from the subtle to the barbaric. While
solitary philosophers sought to divine common patterns among
the spheres of influence (also called the Prime Elements or Key-
stones), the foot soldiers of the Cabal of Pure Thought stomped
through Europe, joining mortal witch-hunters and Inquisitors and
aiding the hunters with their “God-given” magicks. In the Far
East, emperors and shogun sponsored the high philosophers and
artificers who granted them power over their foes and subjects.
University instructors and religious leaders preached humanity’s
ascendancy over nature while attacking their mystick rivals.
Powerful magicks strengthened the Gauntlet between the worlds
of spirit and matter. All the while, Void Seekers plotted their
course to the far lands of Africa and the fabled lands across the sea,
shaping them to the Order's will and destroying the “random
elements” that already existed there. The Pogrom had begun.
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The Order's progress was slow but implacable. Although
Paradox struck down early technological advances (flying ma-
chines, cannons, mechanical soldiers), persistence, ferocious will
and subtle paradigm shifting through reeducation eventually paid
off. Scientists and philosophers spread the new gospel among the
educated few, while the Order’s more militant followers drove
away or killed the mysticks. Although the concepts of hard science
took hold slowly, the solid will of the united Order began a
shrinking of possibility that reverberated across the entire world,
a deadening process that continues to this day.

The mysricks looked for a scapegoat. At first, they lashed out
at each other or the unfortunate Sleepers around them. But as the
tide of reality shifted away from them, warfare and plague swept
across the settled world. Even native mysticks in far-off Africa and
America felt the reverberations. A huge storm was building. Finally,
over a century after the founding of the Order, three mages of rival
houses — a Hermeric wizard, a Christian mage and a descendant of
the primordial Wyck — decided that the infighting must end. With
help from other like-minded sorcerers, they traveled the Earth,
gathering a convocation of mysticks rogether for mutual protection
and a common purpose. This Grand Convocation took nine years of
debate and diplomacy to form. Finally, during Summer Solstice,
1466, the Council of Nine Mystick Traditions was established.

Rallying around “Ascension” and the restoration of wonder, the
Traditions brought their own mystick might to bear. Unfortunately,
even from the beginning the Council was rocked by setbacks. One
Tradition disbanded, another virtually walked out, and internal
dissension raged. While many Traditionalists held to the Council’s
ideals, the Council lacked the Order of Reason's unity and soon fell
before them. The Mythic Ages came to a brutal end.
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The Age of Reason

Without a strong rival to oppose them, the Order of Reason
brought their own version of Ascension to the world. Their vast
hubris led them to subjugate all cultures they came across. While

many good works were done in the name of science and technol-
ogy, the Inner Circle of the Order soon became greedy, plundering
the riches and resources of faraway lands, capturing and burning
all “devil worshippers” and “heretics.” Dynamism took hold, but it

ras Dynamism gone haywire. Although great deeds were per-
formed, entire civilizations were also ravaged. The Tapestry shook
as new paradigms and innovations clashed with beliefs that had
been established for centuries.

As the Industrial Revolution took off, the ever-present
Nephandi latched onto the greed of the Technomancers, leading
the visionaries to greater and grearer evils. The Marauders, who
had always lived along the fringes, exploded; once rare, they
increased in number and power, seemingly oblivious to the ever-
tightening grip of Paradox. The Traditions continued to squabble
or else hid themselves away. African and Native American mages
brought grievances against their European brethren in Council,
but were rebuffed. Many among them quit the Council altogether
and returned to defend their homelands. The Order of Reason,
reorganizing under the name of the Technocratic Union, or the
Technocracy, took full advantage of the erupting chaos.

The mystic backlash of the 1800s and the addition of two new
and unpredictable Technomancer groups (the Sons of Ether and
Difference Engineers) gave the Tradition mages an extra edge.
Subtle wizards, meanwhile, reminded a future-shocked world of
their wondrous past. Primitivism, occultism, radical art, religious




revival and ethnic resurgence captured imaginations across the
civilized world, undermining the Technocratic paradigm. Social
unrest and the evolution of new political theories also aided the
mysticks' cause. When the Sons of Ether defected from the Order
of Reason, the long-vacanr ninth seat was filled and the Council’s
fortunes took a turn for the better. Soon after, however, the Ahl-
i-Batin left the Council, disgusted with the Traditions' seeming
indifference to the invasion of their homelands. Once again, the
Council members numbered only eight.

The Technocracy, reputedly under the direction of Queen
Victoria, gave itself a face-lift. The Seekers of the Void left Earth
to shore up the Horizon between the Near and Deep Umbrae. The
last vestiges of God-faith were purged from the new Machine, and
the race for new and better devices — flying machines, automo-
biles, tanks, machine guns, poison gas — was on.

Wars

The First World War slapped the Technocrats across the face
— hard. Its horrors shattered the ideals of the once-benevolent
Order, and a schism erupted. Nephandi fed on the sudden hopeless-
ness of the post-war generation, casting their influence across men
and women of power. In the vacuum, the Traditions were able ro
secure a foothold, spreading their own influence through fiction
and art. The Second World War tore through both groups, pitting
mages against one another along national lines.

The Technocratic Inner Circle voted at first to support the
Axis powers in the name of a worldwide Union. Nearly half of the
assembled Symposium walked out in disgust. Even the most loyal
Technomancers began to work against Hitler's plans when the
depths of his madness became wholly apparent. Purges and ven-
dettas raged within the Technocratic halls as war machines unlike
anything previously imagined rolled off hideously effective assem-
bly lines. The Council, crippled by constant infighting and the
defection of the Ahl-i-Batin, divided as well. Many Hermetics,
Sons of Ether and Verbena threw in with the Axis, and Japanese
Akashic mages battled their Chinese Brothers. Tradition and
Convention alike splintered to fight each other. The Akashic
Brotherhood and lteration X were hit hardest by this shock wave,
and the Virtual Adepts openly defied their Inner Circle superiors
to support the Allies. Numerous Marauders Awakened (or went
Wyld) during the war, adding their own chaos to the mix. The
Nephandi, meanwhile, bathed in the horrors that were born from
the war.

Rumors claim that as the body counts grew, the Inner Circle
suffered its own internal battle. Those Technomancers who sup-
ported the cause of the Allies won, and they formed a brief alliance
with Tradition mages to expel the most powerful Nephandi to the
outer darkness. Like the wartime Sleeper alliance, this joint
venture fell apart as soon as the war ended. Word of the
Technomancer revolt was hushed up, and the Pogrom resumed.
The Virtual Adepts, decimated by the Technocratic rakeover of
their homelands, defected to fill the Ahl-i-Batin's seat. From rhe
chaos of the war and its aftermath, all sides suffered. The death of
Virtual Adept Alan Turing tore a hole from the material world
into the virtual reality called the Net, creating a new front for the
ongoing War, and the shadows of mass media, pollution, weaponry
and nuclear power stacked the deck in the Technocracy’s favor —
for now.
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The post-war reorganization left all four major factions with
strong gains over the previous century. The Council stands nine
strong for the first time in centuries. Many Sleepers have grown
wary of science and seek other answers — answers the Traditions
can supply. The magicks of the Technocracy have become a
paradigm that stretches worldwide, and the Technocrats now
command a huge pool of Sleepers. The Nephandi have a strong

link to late-century disillusionment and corruption, and the
Marauders have grown to numbers never known before. As the
millennium approaches, the four factions gather their forces and
take stock of their resources. Each has its own specific goal:
Ascension for the Traditions, global security for the Technocracy,
unbridled change for the Marauders and final destruction for the
Nephandi. All mages have a vision. The coming years may decide
who — if anyone — wins.

Faclions: Who's Who

Who goes there?
— traditional hail of the sentinel

There is strength in numbers, and very few
True Mages exist. Although some mysticks refuse
to choose sides in (or acknowledge) the War, the
majority of today's Awakened find themselves
affiliated — willingly or otherwise — with one of
the four great factions. Their “turf” is just too large
toignore. Those few regions left outside the “mod-
ern world” sit on the fringe of the battle (for now),
but since reality belongs to whomever holds the largest paradigm,
neutral ground is hard to come by. The Ascension War may be a
form of magickal imperialism, but it's not going to end anytime
soon. The stakes are too high.

These four descriptions are generalizations only; mysticks are
individuals, not labels. All societies have their common ground,
however, and it is always good policy to know where you stand
among pecers — or enemies.

The Council of Nine
Mystick Traditions

The Company of the Ring shall be Nine; and the nine walkers shall
be set against the Nine Riders that are evil.

—J].R.R. Tolkien, The Fellowship of the Ring

Innumerable arcane traditions both magical and magickal
have long considered “nine” to be a particularly potent number.
In Hermetic numerology, “nine"” represents the Mage bearing the
Lamp of Enlightenment throughout Reality. Nine is also the peak
of power and experience in a nine-phase cycle, and represents the
perfection of mind and spirit.

The Council of Nine attempts to harness this destiny.
Throughout its history, however, it has failed to fill all nine seats
for any length of time. Eight — a number which signifies the
mundane world and all its trappings — has long been its fate.

Bur now some small hope appears. After many years, the
Council of Nine has recently reached full strength once again.
Though outnumbered, Tradition mages anticipate that their nine-
for-one and one-for-nine unity will provide a numerological edge.
They have two other arguable advantages: their magick is more
versatile, and their ideals of individual freedom within a societal
context appeal to more Sleepers than the creeds of other factions.

In a black-and-white world, these mysticks would be consid-
ered champions of good. Unfortunately, reality is in truth a
mottled gray. The Council has its share of flaws, and each
Tradition its misguided members.
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Assembling the Council

Walk awhile, walk awhile

Walk awhile with me

The more we walk together, love

The better we'll agree

— Fairport Convention, “Walk Awhile”

The forerunners of the nine Traditions were mysticks who
valued wisdom and faith, and benefited most from the fluid reality
of the Low Mythic Age. Two such groups, the Order of Hermes and
the Celestial Chorus, even helped develop Europe’s High Mythic
Age. All mysticks — whether Bacchanalian, witch or adherents of
other beliefs — thrived in this atmosphere of faith and superstition.

One winter day in 1210, the Hermetic Chantry Mistridge in
southern France toppled before peasants armed with cannons and
techniques of anti-magick. Similar coups occurred all over Europe
and the Far East. Soon after, the newly-formed Inquisition began
to persecute mysticks and hapless Sleepers. Mage blamed mage,
and they began to fight among themselves.

Faced with the very real threat of extermination, three magi
met to discuss opposition to the Order of Reason: Baldric of the
Order of Hermes, Nightshade of the Verbena and Valoran of the
Celestial Chorus. They agreed to go forth and gather all sympa-
thetic mages before returning to Mistridge for a key Tribunal. This
Grand Convocation began in 1457. Among the principal mages
were Ali-beh-shaar of the Ahl-i-Batin, Star-of-Eagles and Niaoba
of the Dreamspeakers, Chalech the Euthanatos, Sh'Zar the Cultist
of Ecstasy, Wu Jin of the Akashic Brotherhood and Diplomate Luis
of the Solificati. Many other mages were present as well. As a
demonstration of their unity, each group donated one Node in order
to create a common Chantry, Horizon (see the Appendix).

For nine years they met. They argued ideology and direction,
formalized magick into Spheres and mysticks into Traditions, and
agreed upon ranks of knowledge, Protocol and otheraspects of mage
society. Then on Summer Solstice 1466, they announced the
formation of the Council of Nine. Suddenly, the future seemed less
grim. The Order of Hermes played up the numerological import of
nine, and that number became a lasting symbol of hope.

The Council’s first joint action was to appoint the First
Cabal, a group of nine Adepts whose task it was to traverse the
earth and gather support among Sleeper and Awakened alike,
spreading goodwill and opposing the Order of Reason, the Nephandi
and other enemies. The venture was a terrible failure. Heylel
Teomim the Solificato was corrupted, and in 1470, he betrayed his
companions to the Cabal of Pure Thought (Inquisitor predeces-
sors of the New World Order). Three mages died in combat, and
four were captured. A troupe of Tradition mages eventually




rescued the prisoners and hunted down the traitor. Heylel was
sentenced to Gilgul and death. Unfortunately, the damage was
already done. The betrayer’s Tradition, the Solificati, disbanded
after the scandal. The portentous Nine had failed. Losing confi-
dence, the Council became fragmented, its unity hamstrung by
the bitter rivalries between the Akashics and Euthanatos, Ver-
bena and Celestial Chorus, and the various Hermetic Houses in
general. Many Dreamspeakers went home in disgust, and Horizon
itself seemed hollow and useless. The next 400 years went poorly.

In 1904, the Sons of Ether requested a seat on the Council.
In their desire to fill the ninth seat, the Traditions put aside any
reservations concerning these mages’ previous Technocratic sta-
tus. The Sons took the Seat of Matter, previously occupied by their
Solificati predecessors. The Council’s sense of completion was
only temporary, as the Ahl-i-Batin withdrew in 1934 to defend
their homeland from oil-greedy Technocrats.

Then, in 1961, a second Convention defected to the Coun-
cil. The Virtual Adepts took the Seat of Correspondence, still
warm from the Batini representative. For the first time in centu-
ries, the Council of Nine had (and still has) the long-sought mystic
number of nine members. The synergy is so unlike anything fel
previously, even during the Grand Convoeation, that none fore-
see a parting of ways. Only good can come of it.

But now the Hollow Ones have appeared, unaccounted for.
Clearly, Tradition mages do not want them to join the Technoc-
racy; yet those who heed the Prophecy of Nine fear that their
joining the Council would ruin all for which it has striven. For their
part, the Hollow Ones thumb their noses at the Council, claiming
they do not care for a seat. Yet they hang around like strays at the
edge of a pack. For now, the Hollow Ones remain loners.

Is ten the real number the Council has long awaited? In
numerology, ten equals one (10=1+0=1) — unity, activation and
a new beginning faced with innocent courage.

The Modern Traditions
Akashic Brotherhood

While most Traditions tread the path of Ascension, Akashic
Brothers positively flow along its course. They pursue the path of
least resistance, not because that Way is any easier, but because it's
more natural. Akashic Brothers believe that one must understand
one's Self before one can understand All. Only by perfecting body
and mind, and by creating harmony between them, can one
understand one’s place in the Cosmic All. This end is true
enlightenment — and Ascension.

In sanctifying a temple of the Self, the Brotherhood meld
seclusion with mental and physical exercise. Together, this amal-
gam of martial arts and meditation is known as Do, or “The Way”
of life. Renowned for their deep introspection, the Akashic
Brotherhood appropriately occupies the Council Seat of Mind.

Celestial Chorus

High upon the Seat of Prime, the Primus of the Celestial
Chorus observes his spiritual domain. He sees that humanity has
forsaken faith in favor of reliance upon cold and impersonal
technology. This is a sad fall from the Middle Ages, when the
Christian Church dominated Europe and spirituality pervaded all
the world. Yet all is not lost. As the darkness of the world deepens,
strays return to the fold. If the Celestial Chorus can outlast the
night, morning will bring this Tradition great influence.

The Chorus sees its magick in a religious framework. All
houses of worship — temple, mosque and church — are consid-
ered equal under the sun; all godheads are but shards of the
shattered One. Above all, Chorus members are concerned with
the well-being of humanity. As Good Samaritans and religious
leaders, they serve Sleepers by maintaining a vigilance against
evil, tending to those in need, and providing guidance through
example or word.

Cult of Ecstasy

From the cults of Bacchus to Woodstock, there have always
been those who believe that free action and self-expression can
lead to something greater, whether this is heightened awareness or
revolution. The Cult of Ecstasy was formed by such people. In the
realm of their experience, no stimuli can be ignored. They open
the floodgates to all six passions: taste, touch, hearing, sight, smell
and awareness. A Cultist can find deep meaning in a gourmet meal
or home-brewed alcohol, dance or love-making, heavy metal or
sonnets, Cubist art or psychedelic drugs. All passions are construc-
tive in their way.

Cultists rarely push their agenda; every Cultist (and like-
minded Sleeper) is left to his own devices. At the same time, no
one will rake responsibility for his actions but himself. Paradoxi-
cally, this most uninhibited Tradition is also one of the most
disciplined.

The Cult of Ecstasy occupies the Seat of Time.

Dreamspeakers

From prehistoric times, Dreamspeakers have wandered the
meandering paths of Ascension alone, meeting occasionally to
compare journeys but more often communicating through spirit
messengers. With the aid of drum-beats and other rituals, these
shamans enter the Dreamlands and converse with spirits; many
even shapechange into the animal-forms of their guardian famil-
iars. Dreamspeakers are one of the two most primal of Traditions
— those who seek insight and attunement with the Worlds. They
work less from service than from respect and harmony. Neverthe-
less, they can be quite brutal. Nature magick often requires
self-mortification or symbolic death.

Undisputed masters of animism, Dreamspeakers occupy the
Seat of Spirit.

Euthanatos

The Euthanatos use Entropy to reduce and recycle. Without
some breaking-down, they know, reality would become dense and
unyielding — astatic set-piece rather than a dynamic experiment.
One means of ensuring this is to deliver the Good Death upon
those who take life’s gift too lightly,
or have suffered but cannot heal. The spirits of those dead may

those who are ready to die

then reincarnate into more productive forms. Their seat, of

course, is Entropy.

Though many Euthanatos kill, few enjoy it. They mourn
deeply for every loss of life, so as not to forget the gravity of their
charge. Thus, they often seem dour and distant. Yet Euthanatos do
not fear death, either; every apprentice visits the Other Side
during initiation, and the Ever-Turning Wheel assures them that
death is only temporary.
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Order of Hermes

The Order of Hermes traces its magickal Tradition to ancient
Egypt and the near East. Once, their Houses included nearly adozen
different magickal societies, each practicing an elaborate ritual Art.
Fate's fortunes, however, have since thrown them all together and
cost them much of the power they once held.

Proud and select, Hermetic mages are jealous of their secrets.
They conceal their Arts in arcane tongues, numbers, rituals, com-
plex calculations and metaphors such as the Tarot. Their most
claborate schemes are reserved for the destruction of the Technoc-
racy, who brought their treasured Mythic Age to a premature end.
Persistent and patient, these masters of Force magicks, occupying
the Seat of Forces, are content to manipulate politics, finance and
education — for now. Bur when the stars are right....

Sons of Ether

The Sons of Ether are a wacky and diverse lot. Equally
comfortable with cigar and brandy or aviator goggles, lab coats and
particle rays, they are one part Buck Rogers, another part Proper
Victorian, and a third part Mad Scientist. As many Technocrats
could confirm, this is a volatile mix.

To understand the Sons of Ether (if that is indeed possible),
one must grasp three basic tenets. First, they believe that True
Science is Art, an expression of the human spirit. Every machine
should reflect the unique inner vision of its creator. Inspiration is
beauty, even if the final product appears quirky to others, and since
this Science is personal, no theory can be proven “wrong.” Second,
the role of Science is to bring peace to the world (4 la Caprain
Nemo) and Awaken humanity. Finally, the unseen, ever-present
“fifth essence,” Ether, must become a prominent part of any theory,
experiment or device — if for no other reason than it exists.

After defecting from the Technocracy to the Traditions, the
Sons of Ether accepted the long-vacant Seat of Matter.

Mage: The Ascension

Verbena

“Verbena” is the Latin name for vervain, an herb with
manifold properties, both real and imagined. Through the ages, it
has been held as a miracle plant. Romans used it to consecrarte
temples; herbalists included it in love potions; superstitious peas-
ants believed it warded against witches. Ingesting this herb causes
nausea, Each of these aspects make "Verbena” an appropriate
name for the Tradition that occupies the Seat of Life.

Verbena are fate-weavers and rune-cutters, shapechangers
and bewitchers, herbalists and midwives dedicated to learning the
secrets of healing and life, pain and death. To them, Life is the
most potent force in existence. The growing ash can erack moun-
tains. The living cauldron, the womb, is a constant source of
generation, unequaled since original Creation. Thus each body is
a sacred shrine; the substance and power of body — blood, sap and
other life-giving fluids — serve as sacraments. Life, therefore, is
their specialty and their chosen seat in Council.

Virtual Adepts

Virtual Adepts invented “morphing,” cyberpunk and inter-
active video, and perfected the computer as a means for people to
reach beyond a hopeless world. Champions of the Fifth Amend-
ment, these hackers liberate the most sensitive information and
post it on public BBSs. Virtual Adepts, it is said, were responsible
for a practical joke which sidetracked the FBI roward an anony-
mousroleplaying publisher in Texas, instead of theirown subversive
front company.

The Virtual Adepts discovered and refined the Digital Web
(or Net). This alternate reality, they believe, will become
humanity’s new home. Having heard about their explorations of
the Net, the Council offered the Seat of Correspondence to the
Virtual Adepts. These ex-Technocrats gladly accepted.




Past (and Future?) Traditions

e Ahl-i-Batin: The “lost” Ahl-i-Batin (singular Batini) trace
their origin to a union of two renegade off-shoots: Akashic refuges
of the Himalayan Wars and Ecstat ic dervishes fleeing persecution.
They met in Afghanistan, merged and formed a most mysterious

magickal Tradition.

From their beginnings, the Batini were always cunning, secre-
rive and adept at workingwithin Sleepersociety. [ndeed, Ahl-i-Batin
means “The Subtle Ones.” They feared many enemies, and so
maintained adistance from other mages. At thesame time, they were

ever concerned with unifying various mystick fellowships into one,
for Batini philosophy was concerned wigh how the One fits into the
Many. Accordingto their Doctrine of Unity, each view of Ascension
is merely a separate facet of asingle jewel. This helps explain why the
Ratini Tradition — itself consisting of many disparate groups —

worked so passionately to help form the Council of Nine.

The Ahl-i-Batin are best remembered for three feats. 1t was
they who created (or discovered) MountQaf, that wondrous Realm
focused their Web of Faith — a mandala-like pattern of
Nodes — across North Africa, the Middle East and Central Asia.
They influenced this vast region by means of atelepathic intercom-
munication network, which was instrument al for the establishment

which

the Seat of Correspondence (now held by the Virtual Adepts).

The Tradition has since vanished, and is generally believed to
have disbanded or been destroyed after the Technocracy entered
the Middle East to secure the oil fields. Mount (Qaf has been lost for
almost a century. However, odd rumors now drift across the Batini
homelands, whispering of strange tOWets and reclusive shi'ir (sorcer-
ers) who appear and disappear with the desert storms. Perhaps the
Batini merely hide and watch, waiting for their chance to strike.
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o The Solificati: The Solificati (singular Solificato); the self-
titled “Crowned Ones,” no longer exist. Their Tradition faltered in
the wake of the Great Betrayal and collapsed under its own infight-

ing. Few were sorry to see them go.
Unlike the Ahl-i-Batin, this Tradition had few allies outside

¥ and the Progenitors), or departed for private practice.

unknown.

+ Hollow Ones: This modern “street Tradition” has never been
formally invited to join the Council. Indeed, many older mages look
with horror on these Gothic Orphans and shoo themon theirway. Yet
many progressive Tradition sorcererssee these survivors asan asset the

Council could dearly use. The time, however, has not yet come.

environment. Most seem to have little interest i

for the future. Instead,

other denizens of the hidden world. Despair
shape the “hollow” in the Hollow Ones.

been rebuffed. The winds of change blow strongly
Hollow Ones long to belong,
perhaps soon, the Council will rake them up on their offer.
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Hermetic Houses. Composed of magickal alchemists and artificers,
these ancient Technomancers sided with the Council large ly out of
loyalty to the Hermetics and distrust of the Craftmasons. Infamous for
their secrecy and haughtiness, the Solificati drew their membership
almost exclusively from Europe's bluest blood and Arabia’s brightest
royalty. When they parted ways with the mysticks, many ook their
secrets to the Artificers and Hippocratic Circle (now called lteration

Rumor has it thatthe Solificati still surviveasa Craft called the
Children of Knowledge, in an Umbral Citadel. The truth remains

More Goth than punk, Hollow Ones are not predators buta

of the Council of Nine. Before leaving the Council, they occupied species perfectly adapted tosurvive and prosper in a desperate urban
1 in Ascension;

judging from the sad state of the present, they feel it's futile to hope
they find beauty in the danse macabre. This

dark sensibility draws them to the occult and urges them to seek out
and cynical humor

Several envoys haye gone to Horizon in recent years; all have
now, and the

much as they deny it. Someday,
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they may select one of several punishments.
¢ Censure

Should a Tribunal be called on to pass sentence on a mage,

s Ostracism

Banishment can range from a month to life, during which

This mild punishment puts a mage on “parole” for an indefi-
nite period. He must follow the Tribunal's restrictions on travel,
association with people or use of magick. The Tribunal may

require some service to be completed before the Censure is lifted.
¢ Branding

time no other mage may associate with him. Those who do risk
Censure or worse.

s Death
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With this punishment, the offender's Avatar is marked by
Spirit magick. Each unique sigil marks him as an offender of a
specific Protocol. The brand can be detected by simple Spirit
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magick or a mage's Awareness. Branding is often used in conjunc-
tion with another punishment, such as Ostracism.
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The death sentence is applied when a mage has committed
serious crimes, like betrayal or Infernalism (traffic with demons),
though his Avatar is innocent. Released from its mortal coil, the
Avatar can reincarnate into a more honorable mage. This punish-
ment is common among the Euthanatos.

e Gilgul

Gilgul is reserved for mages so evil that even their Avatars
have been corrupted, or, more rarely, for hapless mortals born with
the recycled Avatars of Nephandi.

An assembly of Masters rip out and destroy the Avatar. The
mage is unharmed, but left a powerless husk; he will never again
work magick. This is a horrible fate, considered worse than death

by some. Deeply diminished, most mages lose the will to live, yer
lack the volition to end their existence.

Certamen

Certdmen is a means of solving disputes too minor for a
Tribunal. Often, it is a matter of personal honor or simple rivalry.
Rules and formality ensure that this magickal duel presents no risk
to Sleepers or to the mages themselves.

The duel begins when one mage challenges another. The
challenged is under no obligation to accept, but risks losing honor
(and with no risk of injury, he has little reason to decline). Since
certzmen is highly vulgar, the duelists must meet at a special
certdmen circle (available at most Chantries) or tempt Paradox.
A Certamen Marshall presides to ensure the safety and honor of
both parties.

The rules and formalities are extremely elaborate. Simply
put, each mage manifests one Sphere he commands to form a
magickal Gladius (sword), and another, an Aegis (shield). They
then place all of their personal Quintessence in a Locus (magickal
reservoir). The goal is for each mage to strike the opponent’s
Locus (thus draining Quintessence) while protecting her own.
One wins by emptying the opponent’s Locus. The winner keeps
the Quintessence and can demand satisfaction, which usually
has been determined beforehand. The stakes can range from

apology or payment to service or exile.

A variety of other duels exist, from physical combat to
shapeshifting contests, riddle games, intellectual challenges
and flat-our magickal brawls. No other option, however, is
readily accepted throughout the Council.

Ranks and Titles

Uneasy lies the head that wears a crown

— William Shakespeare, King Henry IV, Part 1

The Traditions have titles which rate a mage's relative
enlightenment and affinity with a chosen Sphere. Titles
may be granted for exceptional deeds, feats of magick, age or

even whim. A mage who cannot support a title, however,
soon loses it.



Sphere aptitude is the most common way of measuring titles
in the modern Traditions. A mystick new to magick is often
considered an apprentice, even if she receives no instruction at this
time. When she demonstrates fair control over a Sphere, she may
be elevated to Disciple. The title Adept comes with greater com-
mand; the coveted Master rank is only formally granted when she
attains the highest common mastery of her Art. For game pur-
poses, these reflect Sphere ranks of one-two (apprentice), three
(Disciple), four (Adept), and five (Master). An old mage might be
Master of several Spheres. Note that such advancement recog-
nizes power over understanding. Some claim this hierarchy
encourages hubris; a mage who races to master a Sphere most likely
desires power over understanding.

These terms were chosen back in 1466 to be generic titles of
address. Only the Order of Hermes and Celestial Chorus are
remotely happy with them. Other Traditions use their own terms;
the Sons of Ether, for instance, use Student, Scientist, Professor,
Doctor and Master Scientist. Several Traditions (Dreamspeakers,
Verbena and Virtual Adepts, for example) bestow no such ranks
or use more appropriate honorifics.

The Oracles

The powers, goals and even the existence of these godlike
beings are subject to dispute. Some claim that a mage-turned-
Oracle Ascends to a higher plane of existence; others claim that
Oracles exist only in myths. Strange beings that rule Otherworldly
realms claim to be Oracles, but could just as easily be powerful
mages, gods, spirits or aliens.

These nagging doubts aside, the consensus holds that Oracles
do exist. Most mages who have Mastered a Sphere leave Earth to
pursue a place among the Oracles. One must find them first (a task
in itself), then gain acceptance by serving as Postulant for a
probationary period. Rejected mages supposedly have their Ava-
tars marked. This assertion is difficult to prove, since no failures
have been identified. Perhaps rrue enlightenment, once glimpsed
but known to be unattainable, is enough to sap the will from a
rejected Postulant. Those who are accepted become Oracles.
Rumors suggest that one Oracle must Ascend or die before another
is allowed into the ranks.

It is commonly believed that Oracles dwell in distant regions
of Earth’s Umbra. There are said to be but nine orders of Oracle,
one for each Sphere. Marauders, Technomancers and Tradition
mages presumably cast aside their petty bickering at this level as
they recognize the profound truth about Ascension. At least, this
is what optimistic Utopians believe.

Oracles must be powerful beyond imagining. If they exist,
they rarely appear in person and would probably not be recognized
for what they are. Yet a common and recurring urban myth tells of
a mysterious stranger who appears leaning against a street lamp
and offers aid to a desperate mage. He never identifies himself as
an Oracle, but the help he provides is clearly beyond all known
magick (time travel is a typical element). Caveat auditor.
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menace of monolithic proportions. As architects of the modern

paradigm, they have the most at stake when any other faction

tampers with reality. Thus, they crack down hard on revolution-

aries and deviants.

[t was not always this way....

The Callto Order

The striking thing about the [2th century is the attitudes of its
scientists. .. daring, original, inventive, skeptical of rraditional authori-
ties... determined to discover purely rational explanations of natural
phenomena.

il

— Richard Dales, Scientific Achievement

Each Convention of the Technocracy traces its individual
origin to a specific point in history. Though the Conventions
themselves did not exist for millennia to come, lteration X claims
to have been responsible for taming fire and creating the first stone
tools between two million and one million years ago. Early

Progenitors introduced domestication to the Masses around 6000
B.C. With gift economies and trade (abour 3000 B.C.) appeared
forerunners of the Syndicate. From as early as 2500 B.C., Void
Engineers were using astronomy and the wheel to seek out strange
new places. The New World Order has been variably dated to the
Imperial Legalists of 5th-century China, the Knights Templar,
Inquisitors from around A.D. 1200 or the court of Queen Vicroria
(this is due to the Convention’s penchant for misinformation).

But the history of the Technocracy as a whole really begins
with the Convention of the White Tower, in March of 1325,

Philosopher-scientists of all types gathered at a tower seized from
a dying mystick to discuss what they saw as a desperate situation.
The decline of classical culture in Europe had been a powerful
blow to the forces of enlightened reason. Lost were Greek science,
Roman architecture and urban life. In Asia and the Middle East,

philosophers played second fiddle to magicians and wizard-kings
while the common people starved. The forces of reason had had
enough.

The Mythic Age was great... for the Awakened. Humanity in
general was helpless before the supernatural, and the dominant
mysticks failed in their responsibility. Wizards quested after
magickal arts while forgetting their oaths to the common man.
Priests strove to comprehend a distant God but could not hear
their neighbors’ cries.

The philosopher-scientists agreed to champion the Masses.
In working toward this goal, they established the Order of Reason.
The initial founders included Artificers, explorer-astronomers
called Void Seekers, the doctors of the Hippocratic Circle, Guild
members, and Inquisitors from the Cabal of Pure Thought. (Ironi-
C'cllh-" those rcrﬁpm'lsihh’. for organizing the Convocation, the

Craftmasons, have all but disappeared from the record.)

Mage: The Ascension




To defend humanity from supernatural threats, the Order of
Reason implemented a threefold agenda. First, they infiltrated the
schools, courts, guildhalls, monasteries and throne rooms with
philosophers and scribes who discredited the mysticks and the
denizens of the hidden world. Meanwhile, powerful Artificers and
Inquisitors declared war on those denizens, hunting down vam-
pires, faeries, ghosts, rogue mages and other threats and
strengthening the Gauntlet. Finally, they gave humanity the
ability to protect itself with the repeatable magick of science and
universal talismans in the form of technology.

Within a few hundred years, the Order made great gains,
especially in Europe. The Guild acquired dominance over Euro-
pean trade, craft and banking, as exemplified by the Medici
family'srising fortune during the 15th century. Once the Gutenberg
printing press had been introduced in 1438, the Cabal of Pure
Thought quickly undermined the Church by distributing ver-
nacular Bibles. The new abundance of books also gave the Masses
instant knowledge in the guise of wisdom, knowledge which often
suited the Order's needs. Artificers applied mathematics o per-
spective drawing, changing painting, sculpture and architecture
by emphasizing proportion and symmertry. Under the healing
hands of the Hippocratic Circle, Renaissance medicine disproved
spontaneous generation with the discovery of sperm cells in
semen. Meanwhile, the Artificers presented the universe as a
perfect and efficient machine (as in Kepler's Harmony of the
World), and invented firearms, industrial machinery, new instru-
ments and tools. Finally, the Void Seekers inspired curiosity in
such explorers as Vasco da Gama and Christopher Columbus: By
any means they chose, they spread their version of order and
reason across the globe.

This early work helped the Masses. The Gauntlet thickened
in the wake of common rationality (and potent technomagick).
The lines between what was and was not possible narrowed.
Supernatural beings retreated from earth or became more cautious
in their dealings with mortals. Humanity embraced science and
technology. These accomplishments, in and of themselves, were
good things, and the Order prospered.
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But somewhere down the line, the Order of Reason lost sight of
their goals. Invention and structure became ends in and of them-
selves. During the Industrial Revolution, Artificers introduced
factories and the modern work ethic to churn out innovation upon
innovation, without thought for their effects upon the Masses. The
Guild encouraged mass production, laissez-faire economics and colo-
nialism. The Cabal of Pure Thought stopped revealing truths to the
Masses, and began restructuring their perception of history through
archaeology and geology. The Hippocratic Circle lost interest in
healing humans and considered how they could be improved through
accelerated evolution. The Void Seekers remained true to their goal
of exploration; the native cultures they encountered, however, were
brutally enslaved, assimilated or destroyed. -

During the mid-1800s, two new Conventions appeared. The
Electrodyne Engineers were “mad scientists” who favored cast-off
theories and Utopian ideals. Difference Engineers devored them-
selves to exploring Babbage's crude computational device and,
later, the relephone network of Alexander Giraham Bell. Both
groups, though radical and rebellious, were still nominally part of
the Order of Reason. _

Around the turn of the 20th century, the Order of Reason
modernized (under the supposed guidance of Queen Victoria),
becoming the Technocratic Union, or Technocracy. All remaining
religious elements were jettisoned in favor of hard reason, and the
Conventions were renamed to keep with current trends. The Cabal
of Pure Thought became the New World Order and refocused on
North Americaand Western Europe. With the Artificers' creation
of an Al computer that gained sentience at the “X” iteration of a
sentience-expanding algorithm, they became Iteration X. The
Hippocratic Circle intended to be the Progenitors of a new race of
humans. The Guild became an international Syndicate. The Void
Seekers broke the barriers of Earth’s orbit; as Void Engineers, they
could impose order on everything beyond the Barrier.

With a change in name, the Conventions' transformation
from champions to oppressors of humanity was complete. Uncom-
fortable with this, the Electrodyne Engineers defected to the
Council of Nine in 1904, becoming the Sons of Ether. The
Difference Engineers, who followed in 1961, soon became the
Virtual Adepts.
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Most of the Technocracy's innovations during the 20th
century were developed for questionable purposes — to oppress
the Masses through a forced reliance on technology, to conceal
the mystickal behind the deceptive truth of science, and to destroy
opposition in the most efficient way possible.

The New World Order now uses mass media to spread propa-
ganda and information technology to monitor the Masses. Those
who participate in the Human Genome Project unwittingly aid the
Progenitors’ evolutionary plans. The prosthetics, robotics and com-
puters of [teration X are intended to all but replace humans. The
Syndicate grows rich and powerful with capitalism, free trade, vice
trade and controlled recessions. All the while, the Void Engineers
defend the Earth from outside intrusion, mapping the mysteries
from existence — or so they believe.

A Review of the
Conventions

The Technocracy is made up of a close alliance of several
Conventions (the name comes from the convention which founded
the Union). Each specializes in a single field of technomagickal
science, and has advanced 25 to 50 years ahead of mundane
capability.

Conventions are further divided into Methodologies, sub-
groups with particular duties and methods.

Iteration X

[teration X believes that a merger of Life and Matter, machine
and soul, is the next step in human evolution. Their BioMechanics
develop various cybernetic limbs, organs and digital implants to
augment their agents. To reduce reality to a string of mathematical
formulae which can be manipulated and replicated, statisticians
constantly gather data and compute probability. Finally, Time-
Motion Managers control manufacturing and industry. They
currently vie with Virtual Adepts over the control of computer
technology. To make the most efficient use of energy, Iterators have
mastered the Sphere of Forces. This gives them a slight edge in the
Digiral Web and makes them deadly foes in person.

Yet Iterators are rarely seen. They prefer to interact with
other factions through automated servants. The HyperlntTech
Mark V, or “HIT Mark,” is the latest in a line of anthropomorphic
automatons. This particular Mark consists of organic flesh over a
mechanical skeleton with a computer database that augments the
encased human brain. HIT Marks appear human until they have
identified their target — then all hell breaks loose. Other versions
resemnble canines, bulls, predatory cats and, in one freakish model,
saber-toothed tigers. HIT Marks are programmed to seek out and
destroy the Technocracy's enemies. This Convention is ruthlessly
efficient.

If Iterators had faith, they would place it in Autocthonia, an
Umbral “machine-realm” constructed within a Pattern Realm. Its
orderly construction and rigid schedule epitomize the pattern and
perfection which Iteration X plans to impose on Earth. Deep within
its core, an artificial intelligence directs the Convention by remote
control. This is supposedly the computer which achieved sentience
at the Xth iteration of a sentience-expanding algorithm. Iteration
X is unwilling to reveal the exact number of that sum — perhaps it
thinks this would be like revealing a “true name.” More likely, it
does not want anyone to duplicate the results.




The New World Order

As }ItlllliTll‘Gl rative coc rnl'lll;i[\ s ﬂf the Tn.‘lllh wracy, [lu' New
World Order concerns itself with all aspects of technology. Their
agents, however, have discovered their own special niche: invasive,
information-based rechnology such as television, radio, VCRs,
film, security cameras, photography and most recently computer
BBSs. Methods of manufacture they leave to lteration X; they
want to use the medium as a message.

The New World Order is departmentalized into three Meth-
l'\.llllli_uh_'.“. Tllt‘ |\'Ur\ Tn\\-'l_'l‘ L'L'll.l\.‘:lh“- '[It‘&'l'll'l\\L‘l'.il'h‘ invest igates
potential scientific theories, devises propaganda for the Masses,
and approves of any innovation before it is introduced into the
current paradigm. The Watchers monitor and manipulate people
through mass media, acting as envoys and spies to other groups.
Their Operatives are known as Men in Black, dark-suited men
(often mistaken for federal agents) trained for investigation,
intimidation, subversion and combat. Those forced into their
black Cadillacs rarely return the same person. Other types of
Men in Black reportedly exist; these specialize in assassination,
infiltration and intelligence analysis.

As experts in surveillance, interrogation and brainwash-
ing, the New World Order understands Mind influence quite
well. This aptitude — along with their tendency o place
humanity in a conceprual Skinner Box, to be manipulated at
will — has earned them the nickname “Big Brother.”
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Progenitors

This Convention's goal is to perfect the human body through
genetic engineering. Essentially, they force evolution upon a path
of “improvement” by condensing hundreds of thousands of years
of random mutation into generations of careful breeding.

Progenitors are primarily interested in Life procedures. Their
FACADE Engineers create patchwork creatures on demand and
clones of friend and enemy alike (the latter become almost
undetectable spies); their results are immediate but rarely lasting.
The Genegineers have greater forethought; they seek to unravel
the mystery of genes so that successive generations of humanity
will improve “naturally.” Finally, the Pharmacopeists study the
interaction between artificially induced chemicals and the bio-
chemical make-up of a living body.

As the ultimate advocates of Darwinist theory, Progenitors
believe insurvival of the fittest, both within their Convention and
in the natural world. They aggressively hunt enemies for kidnap-
ping and replacement by identical clones. Invasion of the Body
Snatchers and “Red Scare” films of the 1950s simulate the paranoia
this Convention engenders.

Though many Progenitors are careful with the power they
wield, others perform wild “experiments” or even set themselves
up to be overseers of Horizon plantations. Though considered
dangerous by their fellow Conventions, the Progenitors are seen

as valued allies — and insidious enemies — by their comrades.
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The Syndicate

The Syndicate handles funds within the Technocracy. More
significantly, they distribute technology and the misinformation
of the New World Order among the Masses while capitalizing on
the vices adopted by modern people to escape theirdrab existence.
Their Financiers monitor the world's stock markets and advise
multinational corporations, moving the world in the direction of
becoming a cashless society that would be under their direct
control.

Many of this Conventions’ dealings are a mystery even to
their fellows. The activities of the Enforcers, who tap into orga-
nized crime, the Media Control (the true “media elite”), and the
so-called “Pawnbrokers,” who deal in world trade, are well known,
even among Sleepers. The Special Projects Division, however, is
a mystery, and Disbursements remains a thorn in the side of every
Technomancer who needs a research grant. By controlling the
money, this Convention makes even the Union dance to their
tune — much to the other groups' dismay.

Though they lack Iteration X's firepower and the NWO's
finesse, Syndicate "Hollow Men" use blackmail, financial sabotage
and violence directed through the crime cartels and gangs they
command to make life difficult for the Convention's enemies. Such
measures are rarely necessary, for mages with their financial clout
everyone has their price. Through money and material objects, this
Convention pulls the heartstrings of popular culture: commercial
art, mainstream literature and advertising. The New World Order

may control the Masses' minds, but the Syndicate saps their spirit.




Void Engineers

The diverse Methodologies of the Void Engineers dedicate
themselves to the exploration — and exploitation — of all
remaining frontiers. From the Deep Umbra to the depths of the
sea, this adventurous Convention handles its tasks with a gusto
that is rarely seen among Technocrats.

Each Methodology goes by an abbreviation; the Pan-Dimen-
sional Corps (PDC) split their turf between the Umbra-delving
astronauts and the VR cybernauts. Both groups compete with the
Sons of Ether and the Virtual Adepts in “Great Races” conducted
with more sportsmanship than hatred. Showdowns between these
groups are like affairs of honor; little blood is shed unless outside
parties become involved.

No such spirit infects the Boarder Corps Division (BCD), the
paramilitary experts who defend the Horizon from “alien” inva-
sions, These space Marines sanitize Nodes as well, riding the Qui La
Machinz and laying waste to anyone they find on the wrong side
of the Gauntlet. Their earthly counterparts, the Neutralization
Specialist Corps (NSC), clean up "hauntings” and “alien touch-
downs” with cold perfection. Research and Execution (R&E)
control the fine points of Spirit-tech, manufacturing Devices and
sending them through into the Otherworlds, and the Earth Frontier
Division (EFD) maps out the last unexplored areas on Earth.

Other Conventions see the Void Engineers as reckless and
brash. Their hasty moon-landing evoked a (some say faerie-
inspired) wonder of space; now many people wish they could leave
Earth behind. Such a dispersal of humanity would complicate the
Union's control, and will be delayed for as long as possible. Yet the
dream has already grown too large to be uprooted. While other
Conventions consider the Void Engineers an anomaly that re-
quires monitoring, Tradition mages view them as the least evil
among the Technocracy.

Goals and Tactics

We... do hereby resolve that Humanity will not be menaced by
madmen and beasts, that the World must be a place of Order and Reason.

— Declaration of the Ivory Tower, 1325

For the Technocracy, Ascension will be complete when they
achieve two goals. First, they must have absolute control of reality.
Only when the universe runs with clockwork precision can human-
ity truly understand its place within it. Second, they should promote
equality, to the lowest common denominator if need be. When all
are equal in misery or comfort, when all are identical in appearance
and ideology, only then can harmony be achieved.

Technocrats want to guide the Masses toward something
greater, whether humanity knows it or not — whether humanity
wants it or not. What Technocrats ignore is that their warped form
of communism (like that of the Soviet Union) still requires elites
to impose the supposed equality. To achieve its ends, the Tech-
nocracy attempts to indoctrinate the Masses to their vision of
reality while eliminating anything which fails to conform.

¢ Swaying the Masses

The Technocracy first introduced science as a form of magick
that was usable by the Masses. Tools and fire were talismans for the
everyman. The emphasis on the material world was intended to
protect humanity from hostile supernatural beings.

These original ideals were lost upon the wayside. Science and
technology have become ends in and of themselves. The Technoc-
racy now promotes materialism: possessions can be easily quantified

I

and thus divided equally among humanity. This is a sort of lazy,
default equality. Where the Masses once used technology to im-
prove their lives, they now rely upon machinesrather than themselves.

The Technocracy is not completely at fault for this sad
addiction. Humanity — a race existing mostly in the material
world

easily forgets about the spirit world, where only their
souls reside. They simply require a convenient excuse. Ironically,
it may have been the collective will of the Masses that sidetracked
the Technocracy.

Whether ornot this is true, the Technocracy now dominates
reality. They have become heady with power, and employ many
means — such as mass media indoctrination and monitors — to
ensure that the Masses continue to accept their paradigm. Should
this fail, they implement the next process.

¢ Slaying the Monsters

Those who oppose the current paradigm become subject to
the Pogrom. This systematic repression and purge is aimed mostly
at Tradition mages, since Marauders are rare on Earth and the
Nephandi are supposedly banished, but also applies to any other
supernatural creature encountered. In reality, certain “latitude” is
permitted when circumstances warrant. Even the Inner Circle
recognizes when rigid dogma stands in the way of an effective
solution. In general, however, the agents of the Technocratic
Union stand firm: a safe reality is worth any price.

Hierarchy and Control

And so, by this simple scientific expedient (utilizing a scientific
process held dearly secret by the Ticktockman's office) the System was
maintained. It was the only expedient thing to do. It was, after all,
patriotic. The schedules had to be met. After all, there was a war on!

But, wasn't there always?

— Harlan Ellison, “‘Repent, Harlequin!' Said the
Ticktockman”

The Technocracy is a vast but shadowy entity. Most mages
encounter only one of its many far-reaching tentacles. As far as
anyone can tell, the hierarchy is as follows:

The Inner Circle forms the capstone of a pyramidal hierarchy.
Noone has everidentified this group, so even Technocrats speculate
about its membership. Presumably, it consists of one or more
representatives from each Convention. This group dictates the will
of the Technocracy as a whole. Only they have the complete Time
Table (the Technocracy's schedule for Ascension) before them, and
only they can envision the final results of victory.

These leaders communicate their desire by setting the agenda
for Symposiums, monthly meetings where nothing less than the
future of reality is decided. Here greater Technocrats — such as
Progenitor Administrators and the Comptrollers of Autocthonia
— formulate the most efficient means of accomplishing their set
agenda. Such unity helps strengthen the current paradigm.

Rumor has it that another council takes its cues from the
Inner circle as well — a cabal that decides policy for world leaders.
Though there has never been any proof of such a council’s
existence, conspiracy theorists and Tradition spies seem to be
certain that one exists somewhere.

After each Symposium, directives are sent out to the leaders
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It is at this lowest level that the other factions most often
encounter Technocrats. Since even the smallest intrusion can
interfere with the Union's clockwork efficiency, rival mages may
throw off the Time Table by their actions. The Inner Circle soon
learns of this. Contingency plans deal with minor disruptions.
Major disrupters often find themselves on the agenda for next
month’s Symposium.

The Nephandi

We spoke their names

At dark sun’s howr

The alter of blood

The shadow of power

Absolute depravity...

Under landscapes of the moon

A tide of blood come soon

We say

Darkness and death

— Liers in Wait, “Blood and Family”

The term Nephandi describes a faction of beings — mage and
mundane, human and otherwise — who pursue the corruption of
the universe for its own sake. Some among the Fallen Ones were
born to follow such a Path; others once reached higher, but fell

we say we say

from their lofty course.

Those mysticks on the Path of Descent are a mysterious lot,
supposedly exiled, butobviously not banished. Those few who have
studied the Dark Ways with good intent (to glean their enemies’
weaknesses, for instance) have themselves become corrupted be-
fore long. The most reputable source of lore remains the infamous
Malleus Neffandorum. This 6th-century text describes the various
ranks of Nephandi in elaborate (and thus misleading) detail.

Atop the heap of corruption crouch the Nephandi Lords.
Whether they are called demons, Wyrm-spawn or Things That
Should Not Be, they are entities of pure and unfathomable evil.
Below them, the once-human Nephandi mysticks draw from two
pools: Widderslainte are Dark Orphans, born with poisoned Ava-
tars and Awakened by the nightmares of their previous lives;
barabbi are renunciates from some other faction who have Fallen
during their Ascent. Below these Awakened officers, the ranks are
filled by cultists, fomori (once-human agents granted supernatural
powers but marked by physical and mental deformities) and even
more monstrous beings.

The Fallen Ones are not merely evil — they are corruption
incarnate. Dark tales speak of the Nephandic Rebirth, where a
willworker steps into the Caul and has her Avatar turned inside
out, warped or inverted. Such choice, it is said, is always deliber-
ate. Once Reborn, a mage becomes a living avatar of whatever
forces the Fallen serve. Since all factions, even the Marauders,
openly hate an obvious Nephandus, the Dark Ones cloak their
actions in temptation, masquerade and betrayal.

Apparently, the Nephandi have but two agendas. First, they
actively pervert and claim human souls (or Avatars). A mage’s
Avartar, being more potent than any Sleeper's, is a grear prize.
Nephandi are skilled at offering what one desires most, whether it
be material wealth, power or eternal life. The cost is trifling,
merely the soul. The Malleus Neffandorum explains that souls are
all that sustain the Nephandi Lords during their exile in the Outer
Darkness.
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The Nephandis’ second, related agenda is a quest to return
their Dark Lords to Earth. Theoretically, such an accomplishment
could earn a servant unthinkable rewards.

Whatever their motives, Nephandi provide a dark reflection
of their rivals. Where others would Ascend, they Descend. While
others set their sights on some view of Ascension, Nephandi gouge
out theirown eyes. The Fallen seem content to pull down the work
of others rather than erect any structure of their own. They will be
satisfied only when nothing remains.

The Marauders

The freakiest show I know

Is the show of my own

Living my life in and out

Of the Twilight Zone.

— Red Hot Chili Peppers, “Nobody Weird Like Me”

Change. Disorder. Individuality. Dynamic potential. These
are the ideals of the Chaos Mages, though the mysticks themselves
may never know it. The polar opposite of Technomancers, these
magickal psychopaths freely toss off consensual reality for their
own dynamic version.

Some say these bandits were once normal mages who fell into
bottomless Quiets or Orphans who snapped Awake too suddenly.
Others hold that they have united with their Avatars at the expense
of knowing humanity. Still others theorize that they are thralls of
the force of change. Finally, some believe that Marauders are
brilliant, hyperactive visionaries whose schemes rocker ahead of
their physical achievements. No one knows for sure.

The problem is one of communication. Most Marauders are
so caught up in their own madness that they speak in gibberish or
operate on some obtuse plane of thought. Even the more normal
ones are immune to healing through psychiatry or Mind magick.
The secret of their origin is buried deep in the subconscious, if
remembered at all.

From studying Marauder activity, other factions think they've
grasped the Mad Ones' goals. Some megalomaniacs seem intent on
acquiring as much power as possible, as if any one of them could
single-handedly dominate reality. Most such Marauders care little
for humanity, so for them Ascension must be a personal achieve-
ment or the overwhelming wash of all possibilities. Other Marauders
seem intent on creating a new “age of wonders.” These “crusaders”
constantly assault the barriers between worlds and lead a menagerie
of supernatural beasts through any breach they create.

Like the Nephandi, the Mad Ones supposedly reside in the
Deep Umbra. Occasionally, they break through into the Horizon
and lay siege to any Realm they encounter. Many, it is thought,
somehow Awaken in the Umbra, but others burst out of their
mortal guise on Earth. Such “newborns” often burn out in magickal
pyrotechnics; the survivors seek the hidden places or rips in the
Tapestry and go to ground.

Because of their madness and their poor interpersonal skills,
one might consider these mages cosmic clowns. This is not at all
the case; any outside Marauder capable of breaching the Barrier
wields potent magick indeed. These mysticks are so innately
dynamic that they also warp reality by their very presence. Ran-
domness and accidents follow in the wake of lesser mages, while
the arrival of a Master can tear the Tapestry. Marauders seem
immune to Paradox; any backlash which occurs targets innocents
instead of the offender.

&




Some Marauders seem more eccentric than insane. Others
are grotesquely maniacal. Regardless of their apparent sanity or
decency, these dynamic sorcerers are frighteningly amoral and
utterly dangerous. For this reason, they have been banned from
Earth by the Technocracy. There in the Deep Umbra, the Mad
Mages lurk on the other side of the Gauntlet until a breach is
created. Technocrars remain ever-vigilant for Marauder intru-
sion. Guerrilla factions do break through from time ro time, but
never seem to hang around for long.

The Outsiders

You're meddling with powers you can't possibly comprehend.

—Marcus Brody, Indiana Jones and the Last Crusade

With the influence of the four great factions, it’s easy to get the
impression that mage society dedicates itself entirely to the Ascen-
sion War. This is a common misconception. The search for
enlightenment, does not always entail stomping the hell out of
anyone in the way. Those who follow such a course simply outnum-
ber those who don’t — or seem to, at least. Those who put up a fuss
are always more obvious than those who keep to themselves.

A number of smaller subcultures exist outside the mainstream
of mage society. Some consist of magickal societies with better
things to do than fight each other. Others are composed of
individuals who either serve the larger factions, battle them alone,
or walk away from the whole business to pursue their own agendas.
The following groups fit into all of the categories above.

v .
Solitaries

Many mysticks are not team players. Solitary mages follow
their own Paths. Though they may work with some larger group for
a time, their destiny lies elsewhere.

® Errants

Survivors from cabals or Chantries lost to war or great tragedy
are often called Errants. Most are bitter loners who seek vengeance
or death. They're shunned as much for their grim, single-minded
mission as for their hunted status. A rare few Errants — usually
those whose comrades fell to excessive pride or power — wander
from place to place, trying to save others from a similar fate.

® Rogues

This label applies to mages who either walk away from the group
to which they once belonged or accept training from a faction they
later refuse to join. They walk the Path of the lone coyote, and are
considered almost as risky by the established powers.

Rogue mages do not benefit from the excuse of impassioned
blindness as Errants do, but intentionally close their eyes to Ascen-
sion politics. Where Errants fight to banish their own inner demons,
these mysticks just want to be left alone. Some work as mercenaries,
siding with anyone who can martch their price in money or Tass.
Some run between the shadows, surviving as they can. A few simply
go off into a corner and claim it as their own, or wander like
enlightened vagabonds, helpingsome, attacking others. Such mages
tend to live short, if interesting, lives.

¢ Orphans

Once, all mysticks came to their own awareness naturally. As
rime went on and the factions grew, one side or the other usually
discovered budding willworkers before they became too powerful —
or dangerous. In recent years, however, many Sleepers have sponta-
neously Awakened. Lacking a mentor’s guidance or the framework of
a magickal society, they've come to be called Orphans.

Grizzled veterans of the Ascension War consider them loose
cannons. Their lack of training and allegiance make them inher-
ently dangerous to themselves, to innocents and to all sides. Thus,
Orphans are often hunted or enslaved; such loners are easy prey.
If an Orphan has great potential, most factions will risk converting
her. The gamble is one of loyalty; most self-Awakened prefer 1o
blaze their own slow but broad Path.

If modern Orphans lean toward any Tradition, it is the
Hollow Ones. Their casual philosophy of “live and let die” gives
Orphans the freedom to follow their own Path. At the same time,
their organization, however loose, provides a measure of protec-
tion from their hunters.

¢ Hermits

So-called hermits might be as social as any other person
around. All the same, they usually want to be left out of the
fighting, and avoid or destroy anyone who pushes them into a
corner. Marauders often wander around or set up shop like a
hermit mage, and other, more affiliated mysticks usually watch
their step around a wizard they can't recognize.

Hermits may be trained by some other group or might be self-
Awakened. Either way, they like to be left to their own devices.
The most ancient sorcerers may be hermit-types, dwelling in
secluded corners or living quiet lives among the Sleepers. They
often have powerful Arcane talents and evade all but the most
dedicated searches. The legendary hermit on the mountain with
eyes that reflect the world, the wonder-merchant who peddles
wares then disappears, or the wise woman in the deep-woods
cottage are archetypal hermit mages.

The “Crafts”

A catch-all label for mystickal societies unaligned with the
Council of Nine, the so-called Crafts (who almost never answer to
thar ritle) make little distinction between the hedge wizard and
the Awakened One. To them, labels are a waste of time.

Crafts are pockets of mages united along a single cultural
paradigm, such as Caribbean voodoo, European alchemy or Gothic-
Punk sorcery. More concerned with the practical application of
magick than metaphysics, such mages will never be heard discussing
Ascension or the subjective nature of reality, Thus, their approach
to magick is termed Craft (rather than Art) by outsiders.

Each Craft specializes in a certain form of magick, either through
choice or inherent ability. While less flexible than Tradition mages,
they can be quite proficient in their respective concentrations.

Infernal Sorcerers

Diabolists and Infernalists are mages or hedge wizards who
promise their souls (and the souls of others) to some Infernal
power in exchange for demonic instruction. Some Diabolists
summon and bind ademon for just this purpose. Others are tricked
or seduced by the serpent’s tongue.

Atfirst, the would-be Diabolist is granted small demonic Invest-
ments, powers portioned from demonic Essence. Few conditions are
attached; the rush of power is addiction enough. Once power has
absolutely corrupted this pawn, he signs a soul-pact and learns the
Infernal Craft (a form of static hedge magic) of Dark Sorcery.

Many Diabolists form cults to acquire control over more
souls, with which they barter for even greater power. While some
support the Nephandi’s nihilistic crusade, most specialize in their
own brand of personal evil.
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Hedge Wiza rds who and what they work for. Many acolytes are unaware of the

nature of their employer or friends, yet have some special quality
that sets them apart from other Sleepers. This may be insatiable
curiosity, strong will, frustration with the status quo or a manifes-
tation of inner magick.

Hedge wizards are un-Awakened sorcerers whose static arts
are limited by set parameters. (See Chapter Four for the distinc-
tion between static magic and dynamic magick). Some form
societies, but most practice magic on their own. Many un-Awak-
ened who seek magic in books or other forms of study fall into this
category. The most dedicated do acquire some power, but True
Magick must be experienced, not merely learned.

® Consors

Although not mages themselves, consors display comparable
ability. Very capable mortals (like witch-hunters and hedge magi-
cians), vampires and other supernatural beings all fit this category.
Though they may lack the ability or desire to learn True Magick,
these companions are aware of many aspects of mystick society
(such as the Ascension War). In any case, consors usually have
their own unique powers.

7\

Most Western forms of hedge magic descend from the ars
magica (art of magic) of the Middle Ages — a limited form of
spellcraft taught to select Sleepers by the Order of Hermes — and
the folk wisdom of the wise woman or hermit sage. Some hedge

wizards form societies, while others work alone. Few know, or care, ) . .
about the War Most importantly, consors consider themselves companions,

friends and partners. They may risk their lives for a mage, and

C u s-l-O S expect similar loyalty in return.

* Familiars

“Alfred..." Familiars are intelligent spirit beings who inhabit some physi-
“I saw the signal, sir.” calbody (usually animal, sometimes inanimate) in order to interact
“I've left Wayne Enterprises, en route to the Batcave.” with the material world. A mage must specially prepare this

material body — whether cat or golem — to act as a spirit-vessel.
This rite creates a compact between mage and familiar. The bond
intensifies through a symbiotic relationship between the two: the

“Always ready, sir.”

—Batman and Alfred, Batman Forever

Many mages acquire sidekicks, confidants and servants.
Collectively, these companions are called custos and fall into
VArious Cﬂ[ﬂgul—les.

L] "
Acolytes ) ) Like consors, these spirits-made-physical consider them-
Mages call their un-Awakened servitors acolytes. They may selves a mage’s equal, if not his superior (a familiar may refer to the

be guards, advisors, assistants, contacts or procurers of supplies. On mage as its familiar!). Should the mage break the compact at any
amore abstract level, acolytes are a constant reminder to mages of  ine his familiar will surely abandon him.

familiar feeds on a mage’s Quintessence, and in exchange, it grants
its host access to strange bits of lore and helps protects him from
Paradox.

Chanliries

Chantry is the generic name for a mystical Chan-l-ry Socie.l.y

dwelling where mages and their servitors can meet
or reside, study, experiment and hide from en- The benefits of joining a Chantry are manifold. Members
emies. This term comes from the Hermetic name gain access to arcane libraries, laboratories and other resources,
for a “covenant,” or fellowship house. Other Tra-  perhaps even Tass. Other mages provide information or aid more
ditions refer to their strongholds as Monasteries,  readily to fellow members than to strangers, and members have the
Sanctuaries, Pleasuredomes, Lodges, Marabouts,  right to vote on important issues. Should a mage win office, she
Laboratories, Covenhouses, Fortresses or hosts of gains influence proportionate to the prestige of her Chantry. Such
other names. As these terms indicate, a Chantry  bonds of fellowship ensure some protection from enemies and the
may take many forms, depending on its origin and right of arbitration from rivals.
function; it could be a country manor, a temple jutting from some
Andean peak, a penthouse apartment or a cavern-complex be- perform duties — to act as envoys to other Chantries, do mainte-
neath the Australian desert. nance or guard duty, tutor apprentices or collect Quintessence
Some Chantries are mundane refuges for mages too poor or  from dangerous locales. Chantry law can also be double-edged —
unskilled to employ magick to improve them. The most powerful  most covenants favor the Old Guard who established them over
draw Quintessence from private Nodes to create Horizon Realms  pewcomers.
(see Chapter One) where the main building can be relocated for
greater security. A Chantry’s spiritual structure often has one or Cabals
more earthly aspects, physical reflections and access points. Since
unclaimed Nodes are rare, however, most new Chantries make do
with mundane locations.

In return for these privileges, members are expected to

Most Chantries are divided into smaller groups with specific
roles or agendas. Whether they take the form of military units,
political parties or clubs, such groups are known as cabals. New
Chantries may consist of only a single cabal, while large and
established ones such as Doissetep can have close to a dozen. The
most common range is two to five cabals per Chantry.
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Cabals also exist outside the context of a Chantry; this is how
they usually begin. The most common familial group in mystick
society, cabals are formed when a group of mages decide to hang
together, whether to achieve a common purpose, to provide
mutual support, or just to share friendship. As they work together,
loyalty and camaraderie forge tight links. Most cabals hope to
create their own Chantry someday, or at least to find their group
a niche in an established one.

Types of Chantries

¢ Ancestral Chantry

These Chantries are extremely old and closely associated with
the origins of a given Tradition. One example is the Celestial
Chorus’ Celestial Temple of the Sun, rumored to be located
beneath Vatican City (if so, its entrances are closely guarded).
Ancestral Chantries are stagnant and conservative, but extremely
powerful. Leaders of such places have tremendous influence over
the Council of Nine and their respective Tradition.

® War Chantry

War Chantries are temporary affairs established to guard some
front of the Ascension War. These places rarely last; most either
complete an objective and move on, or are eventually destroyed.
Members have little time for bureaucracy or intrigue. Typically,
they are loyal to one another and suspicious of strangers.

e Exploration Chantry

Some Traditions, such as the Dreamspeakers or Sons of
Ether, are more interested in seeking questions than coming up
with answers. Entire Chantries are devoted to experimentation
and exploration.

Such Chantries are usually remote and inaccessible. Some
Dreamspeaker Lodges have been constructed at the edge of What-
is-Known. In other far-off places, like the lunar Victoria Station,
the occupants prefer to keep their affairs private. While Explora-
tion Chantries are often considered unproductive by outsiders
(too much theory, not enough application), they cannot be
accused of lacking research material.

® College Chantry

College Chantries devote all of their resources to teaching the
newly Awakened. In this magick-poor age, where every potential
apprentice is fought over by many factions, Colleges capable of
teaching dozens of mysticks have diminished. Few now are left.
More common in the High Mythic Age, the newest Colleges were
built during the 1800s. Those that remain enroll no more than
three to eight pupils at a time.

College Chantries are most popular among the Order of
Hermes and Sons of Ether. Other Traditions prefer the Mentor-
apprentice system or learning by experience.

® Squatter Chantry

A Chantry that lacks a Node is known as a Squatter. Most
often, these small Chantries are established by a cabal with few
resources. On the other hand, a Chantry cut off from its Quinres-
sence supply by besieging enemies might also qualify.

Lacking a Node, members of Squatter Chantries are (often
rightly) suspected of Quintessence theft. In any case, they have
little status. A mage without Quintessence is a viper without
venom, as the Euthanatos say.

* Abandoned Chantries

As valuable as they are, Chantries are rarely abandoned.
Those who come upon the ruins of a Chantry house should ask
themselves, “What could have driven off a community of mages?”
before moving in themselves.

Technomancer Constructs

The Technocracy refers to its Chantries as Constructs, its
cabals as amalgams. While Chantries are created spontaneously by
the choice of their founders (and new members are readily admit-
ted), Constructs are usually formed by the Conventions’ leaders,
and members are assigned to the post. Constructs tend to be run
by small councils called Triumvirates. (See “Technocracy Terms”
sidebar).

In form, Constructs usually resemble office buildings, laborato-
ries and factories set atop sanitized Nodes. The New World Order
operates out of labyrinthine office buildings separated into depart-
ments. The warehouses and factories of Iteration X repair and build
weapons, or house vast computers to store secret data. Progenitors
favor laboratories where genetic mutants can be spliced in private
and subterranean dungeons where they may imprison failed experi-
ments. Agents of the Syndicate meet in penthouses, villas or
privately-owned skyscrapers. From their Exploration and Develop-
ment Stations, the Void Engineers launch probes into the Umbra
and research the data and samples the equipment sends back.

The Technocracy also has many multi-Convention Con-
structs. These have but two purposes: to uphold static reality, and
to carry out the Pogrom.

Nephandi Labyrinths

Three weeks after his abduction, half-mad Hergard Giger
returned with horror stories of his imprisonment among the
Nephandi. From his and similar reports, mages have learned
something of the Dark Mages' sanctums, called Labyrinths.

Labyrinths draw their power from Nodes of corruption and
despair. The site of a toxic chemical spill; the smoldering remains
of a barn where a cultist incinerated his followers; the dark, soiled
basement where that little girl was concealed by her uncle for over
a month — the psychic trauma of such places allow Nephandi to
puncture the Tapestry and intrude upon the Earth.

The interiors of most Labyrinths, it is said, are moist, pulsing
caverns carved from Deep Umbral Realms. Chairs of black metal
and bone grow from the floor. Tapestries are woven from decaying
flesh and rubber. Organic machinery pumps oily blood throughout
the complex for unknown purposes. These are but tasteful examples
of the dark perversity found in Nephandi architecture. Howls and
screams echo through the ribbed tunnels. Nephandi and darker
beings lurk amid the slime and corrosive silt. It is said that Laby-
rinths have little structure or hierarchy save that which the Nephandi
Lords impose through fear.

Giger was one of the few unlucky ones to return alive from a
Labyrinth. Before dying of invasive cancer, he pinpointed the
abomination’s location. His cabal arrived just in time to see the
Technocracy’s Qui La Machinz already sanitizing the Node.

Roving Marauders

If Marauders have Chantries, nobody has ever seen one (and
lived to tell of it...). The Mad Ones are probably too fractious to
form permanent cabals, never mind Chantries.
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Chapter Four:

The

Wavs of

Magick

...the moment you open your mouth to say one thing about the

nature of reality, you automatically have a whole set of enemies who've

already said reality is something else... Writing a metaphysics is, in the

strictest sense of the word, a degenerate activity

Robert Pirsig, Lila

] Peter Kobie's Seeking

Bored, Peter Kobie stopped singing scales and

launched into a haunting melody, his deep rich voice
Ti'(]l"””_[: I(P o fh{’ stars (”l{: f}ll"'“ inwo !hi (LU’I\'. l':’i”('_\'.\
around the mountain on which he stood. Quickly, his
echo veturned, blending into complex harmonies as
Peter sang from his heart and soul, glad to be free from
the shackles of practice his Avatar had imposed on him
the day before. After he fell silent, the last echoes
lingered in the cool mountain air before fading away

He turned, sensing, not seeing, the presence of the dark-haired, lithe
woman at his side. L mgago, he'd ff'lnug;'lf she lrh’n'i_\; served as his muse.
Now, more and more often, she came forth to guide his steps and direct
his enlightenment with a more controlling hand than he cared to admit.
She was never pleased anymore, never satisfied. The frown on her face
told him today was no diffevent.

“Peter, it was an easy task, and yet you defied my instructions.”
“Me
practicing scales is like making some vaunted master of Doissetep clean
chamberpots.”

“I've been a musician all my life," he said scomfully

“I imagine their pots could indeed do with a little cleaning,” she
replied wryly. "My point was this: you should never forget that
everything is composed of the most basic elements, cloth of thread, steel
of tron, songs of notes i

Peter looked away, stubborn refusal in his eyes. "1 have done no
U.'rfln'f‘! { hdl'(' THJ(IK' rht' mountams sing I}]i” wias _\l T T'L':!“('\[ 3

“But not within my conditions. 1 am sorry; | feel you have learned
nothing from this experience,” she said sadly, her image fading to leave
him alone in the hills

Kobie cursed, damning this wnrelenting Avatar, shouting vile
words that bounced off the tree-covered mountains, their echoes blend-

J‘il;{ ll'l;l'h Ih(_' Ct 'E(I Il'l]llf\ !‘\_‘_L!!HIH‘H,E" o Ii'}IHlL' dr]r! hlil{'{ m fhg.' lIlETI\' l'll“l.'\
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Magick is everywhere and everything, nowhere and nothing. It
is logic and fact, faith and fancy. An enlightened magus can alter
reality by thoughtalone with the same confidence most Sleepers feel
when altering the reality on their TV screens with remote control
techno-wands. However, few mages today can or would bedazzle the
world by sowing the soil with dragon’s teeth and causing soldiers to
spring up from the damp earth, or calling forth an army of griffins to
darken the sky over Manhartan. The Age of Legend is long past, and
the confining cloak of the collective (un)consciousness wraps itself
tighter around modern magick workers.

Most magick today appears very subtle to the Sleepers’ eyes.
Indeed, mages often choose to blend their magick in with mun-
dane reality, so as not to draw attention (or Paradox) upon
themselves. An old building collapsed just after that funny-
looking man with one ear ran by... well, there's no way he could
be involved, is there!? Or the sudden rainstorm no weatherman
predicted? Yeah, well, it would be a lot stranger if they got a
forecast right for once, wouldn't it?

Yet, even with these restrictions, a powerful and confident
mage can have a truly awesome effect upon the Tapestry of reality.
One mage can alter the fabric of reality for millennia, while several
working in concert may alter more than one reality. Such power
should not be taken lightly. It is the legacy of countless Awaken-
ings — an awesome, and perhaps overpowering, responsibility.
Many mages have been consumed in its embrace.

Magics & Magicks

There can be no mages without magick, and no magick
without the mundane. Magick exists outside of “normal,” consen-
sual reality. Through it, the Awakened impose their will upon the
river of reality, shifting its course and even changing the direction
of its flow. Yet, if there was no mundane, rigidly channeled reality,
sorcerers would have nothing to change. There can be no Awak-
ening if no one sleeps.

Most people move with the current of reality. Floating along
on a cushion of their own belief, they go wherever that reality
takes them. They are the Sleepers, and they are legion. However,
some people see the water for what it is. They learn to “sleepwalk,”
actively working with or around consensual reality by performing
magic. Dipping their magical oars in that water, these individuals
learn tosteer their reality rafts through the currents, even paddling
upstream on occasion. By paddling, they can alter their position in
the river or even move some of the water, but they have no true
effect upon the river itself. They have discovered static magic.

True Magick defines the True Mage. These people have fully
Awakened, and the gods help those overcome by the brilliance
they find! These few explorers let go of their rafts and plunge into
the river naked, and in so doing find that it is they who move the
river. In this discovery lies True Magick.

True Magick

True magick changes the flow of reality. There are no inher-
ent limits to what it can accomplish; the only limits are those
within the mystick herself. A mage working True Magick can
make buildings disappear, create worlds from whole cloth and
bring the dead back to life without the need for some Orpheus-like
search. True Magick does not require the willworker to perform
any specific ritual or gesture in any particular way to alter reality,
though many still do. She need not ape the gestures of her teacher
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and his teacher before him. All she needs is sufficient conscious
and Awakened will. With enlightenment, knowledge of reality's
elements (called the nine Spheres by some) and will, her own
expectations are the only true limits to her power.

There are two major schools of thought about how the
Awakened generate and wield True Magick. Some Traditionalists
maintain a transcendent theory of magick, believing that mages
have the ability to connect with the Prime, the Pure Ones or some
other mystick force. Through the auspices of their Avatars (see
Chapter Two), mages reach into Prime itself and rework reality.
Through this connection, they channel the energies of True
Magick. Dreamspeaker shamans call this “making hollow bones;”
visualizing his bones as hollow, the shaman draws the mystick
energies into himself and out again as will.

Other mages believe that True Magick is immanent in all
Awakened beings. The infinite power of this Art lies within each
of us, embedded in the shard of Prime the Pure Ones lodged in our
flesh and spirit. According to this theory, all we need to work True
Magick is the faith ro truly believe in its existence, the courage to
embrace this inner divinity and the will to impose our own
paradigm upon static reality.

Regardless of an individual mage’s beliefs, he understands
that he wields reality-on-command, and that his ability to impose
his own reality upon the world sets him apart from all others.

Static Magic

In contrast to True Magick, static or “hedge” magic follows
specific patterns, which follow the tenets of accepted reality. This
is not to say that static magic conforms to textbook scientific
reality — some of its effects are quite miraculous — but it does
conform to at least some portion of the collective unconscious.
Most scientists would insist that it is impossible to predict the
future, yet any number of people visit Tarot card readers and call
1-900-psychic numbers every day. Children playing make-believe
mimic static magic in their rituals of protection (“Hop twice on
the blue rug, hold my breath and jump into bed without touching
the headboard, or the monsters can get me while [ sleep!”),
perhaps instinctively acknowledging its presence and power.

The hedge wizards, psychics, Gypsies and others who work static
magic must conform to strict patterns of behavior to achieve very
specific results, They are like dancers at a masked ball, clothed but
awkwardly in their Avatars. Although “wearing” their Avarars gives
them entry into the Reality Ball, they are unable (or unwilling) to
discard their costumes for the Midnight Awakening. Mages believe
that vampires, werewolves and other supernatural creatures have a
similar, limited relationship to their own Avatars. Some even suggest
that the pallor and fangs of the vampire, and the fur and claws of the
werewolves, are external signs of these same rigid Avatar costumes.
Donning these metaphysical Avatars grants Kindred and Garou their
Disciplines and Gifts, but also limits their powers and perspective.

The specific pattern one uses to create her magic is irrelevant;
aGypsy dance and a voodooritual could both have the same effect.
Their consistency and belief in their own ritual matters most.
Likewise, each specific ritual can only accomplish one specific
result. The hedge wizard cannot use the same ritual to clean a
house and burn it down!

Such static magic has an upper limit — the farthest bound-
aries of current static reality. The hedge wizard can dip her hands
into the waters of reality and alter its flow, but unlike a True Mage,




she cannot change the course of the river itself. The most powerful
and derermined hedge wizard cannot find an incantation or ritual
which will overcome this limit. She is bound by exrernal forces
and cannot change the flow of reality.

Ironically, the Awakened cannot use statjc magic. Even if a
mage conducts a “static ritual” alongside a hedge wizard, the
mage's ritual will work by fundamentally reshaping reality. This
level of magick is impossible for the static magic worker to truly
comprehend, much less attain.

The Metaphysic of Magick

Science is a cemetery of dead ideas,
Even though life may issue from them.
— Miguel de Unamuno, The Tragic Sense of Life
In classrooms throughour the modern world,
little boys and girls are taught a passive, scientific
view of reality. Through the clinical eyes of science,
we learn to carefully observe the so-called laws of
physics, nature and the rest of reality to understand
how the world functions. Although we are part of this
reality, the teachers lecture their bored charges, we
cannot affect the laws of nature. Children, like mages, often balk ar
this object-oriented view of reality. In their worlds reality fluctuates
as rapidly as their ideas. They make dinosaurs come to life with a few
bits of paper and crayons, Tinkertoy walls tumble upon their

command, and each child has the mystic power to protect his
mother's back by avoiding cracks in the sidewalk.

These children instinctively grasp something their elders lost
long ago — they're active agents who may work their own will
upon reality, even if that reality’s filled with stuffed animals and
Nintendo games. Yet these infant concepts will soon be lectured
at and reasoned with until they slip away, relegated to the realm
of fantasy. Mages however, come more than full-circle in their
beliefs. True willworkers believe that reality is subjective; instead
of building understanding and belief through passive observation
of nature, belief and conscious thought builds (or at least influ-
ences) nature. This metaphysical premise holds that we play a far
more active role in the universal pageant than Sleeper philosophy
would have us believe. We, as conscious beings, are the cause, and
the universe, or the boundaries of it, is our effect.

Static Reality

All apprentice mages (at least, all successful apprentices), ask
themselves at one time or another, “If reality is limitless, why isn't
my magick equally limitless?”" Why, for example, can't a mage snap
his fingers and cause the Earth's atmosphere to turn to jelly, or turn
off gravity as easily as he directs the phone company to continually
mark his account “paid in full?” Despite the limitless nature of
reality, such constants as gravity, the Earth's rotation and the
composition of the atmosphere still continue with extraordinary
stability. If reality is of our own making, shouldn't the world be a
chaotic jumble of shifting, dissonant realities, like an orchestra in
which all the musicians are tone-deaf?

As elder mages teach their disciples, reality itself is limitless
— a vacuum in which true consciousness may run free. However,
these basic principles don't change, because our reality is also
consensual. Earth’s reality is not based on billions of disparate,
disconnected, singular realities. Rather, reality relies on the col-
lective beliefs of all of humanity (and, it is said, of other forces we
choose not to see). Material reality is a consensual hallucination
which the vast majority of humanity agrees upon.

In any one space, only one reality can exist. When more than
one reality vie for realization, the most powerful one manifests.
Billions of Sleepers live upon the Earth, each unknowingly cradling
their sliver of Prime. Although individual Sleepers have little
control over the nature of reality, their combined beliefs are ex-
tremely powerful. There is strength in numbers, as the saying goes,
and static reality is powerful indeed. This tidal wave of consensus is
extraordinarily difficult for even the most powerful mages to defy.

The difficulty of overcoming static reality is one reason that
almost all mages, mystick and Technomancer alike, introduce
their ideologies into the mainstream of human thought and
experience. Although this desire may seem no more than selfish
pride, it's a far more primal urge. We all have a life drive, which
Freud termed the libido, a desire to exist — to be. By encouraging
others to believe her particular magickal paradigm, the mage also
strives to imprint herself upon reality, safeguarding her existence.
The closer her personal paradigm is to static reality, the easier it
is to impose her will upon the world.

The Technocracy has used the mass media, psychology and
propaganda very effectively over the last century and a half ro
convince much of the Earth's populace to acceprt their reality. Many
years ago, technology simply did not function, despite the best efforts
of early Sons of Ether and other curious intellectual explorers.
Although mages used their magick to empower some devices, they
often suffered Paradox, and their rechnology never functioned for
Sleepers. However, the populace gradually came to believe in tech-
nology, and technology therefore fell more and more in line with
static reality — thus becoming more readily possible. With belief
came machines usable by Sleepers as well as mages. This gradual
subversion of reality is often slow, but it's much easier to open the
door by greasing the rusty hinges than by wrenching the door off,

Certain Awakened philosophers (particularly Hermetic
mages) theorize that the most basic aspects of reality (such as
gravity, mathematical paradigms and the composition of the
atmosphere) were in place when the mythical Pure Ones first took
flesh. These aspects of reality are thus the most deeply ingrained.
All of us, even the Awakened, believe in these constants on a
primal level. Although it’s theoretically possible to completely
alter any aspect of reality, even the greatest sorcerers have diffi-
culty stretching their limits that far.

There is much debate over which paradigms make up this
“uber-reality.” Is mathematics a part of humaniry’s “birth reality”
or a concept introduced by mortals? Whether or not all aspects of
the earth’s current paradigm were part of the “birth reality,” mages
term this base-level (or Sleeper) reality as “static.” It maintains a
certain level of normality and structure on Earth. Static reality
ensures that gravity continues to function, and that one plus one
always equals two. .. unless, of course, a mage wills otherwise. The
mystick's Awakened Avatar allows her to direct her will strongly
enough to impose her beliefs upon the world, but it’s not easy,
particularly if the mage’s will directly opposes static reality.

Chapter Four: The Ways of Magick 61

11N



N4

D

STASIS

DYNAMISM

Y

ENTROPY

-

Mages are dynamic entities in a world designed to maintain
stasis. As active agents in a passive world, the task of the Awak-
ened is seldom easy. Yer it is critical, for without this dynamic
intervention, reality might fall into continued stasis from which it
is all too easy to slide into entropy. This is one of the main reasons
Tradition mages worry about the unprecedented success the Tech-
nocracy has had in selling their world view to the Sleeper Masses.
No other single magickal paradigm has ever advanced so far into
humanity's collective unconscious as the Sraric Mages
technomagickal revolution.

The Metaphysic Trinity

Humans can only understand bite-sized snippets of reality, If

we try to down the entire universe-cake in one sitting, it becomes
too overwhelming to comprehend. Unlike most Sleepers, mages
canunderstand whole slices of reality at a time. However, even their
more flexible, Awakened minds must still categorize and delineate
Ih(- \\'urhl into lll‘lllcl‘.‘&f'd[nf.lbic ‘ellt, es. _[-hv maost basic iI‘ll_il‘L‘\_“\‘l'II:.\ of
these slices — the flour, egg and water of the universe if you will —
are dynamism, stasis and entropy. These three forces form a meta-
physical framework — the Metaphysic Trinity of magick. As the
Celestial Chorus proudly proclaims, “All Awakened humanity
communes at the church of the Metaphysic Trinity.”

Dynamism

Dynamism is the most active, changing member of the Trin-
ity. It is movement and expansion — the ever-present need to
adapt or die. The werewolves term this force the Wyld, and many
view it as utter random chaos. Dynamism, however, is not neces-

sarily random; it's merely active. This common misconception is
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conception

one reason the Technomancers are sometimes known as Static
Mages. The misnomer comes from the idea that the Black Hats
hate randomness and change, that they wish to keep the world
moving along carefully controlled channels of reality. Yet, Technos
do desire change and work hard to accomplish it. After all, why
else do we call the advance of technology the “Industrial Revolu-
tion" and now the “Information Revolution?” Technomancers are
dynamic — they just aren't random.

Without dynamism, the universe would stagnate and die.
Change is a necessary, frightening part of reality, and True Mages
are the Avarars of naked change. Through will and belief, the
Awakened force reality to shift away from the comfortable static
base-line. With each push, whether the gentlest nudge or the most
violent shove, reality changes a bit, and everything in it follows,
especially the agent of thar change.

y v
Stasis

Without stasis there could be no stability in the universe.
Stasis is the “egg” that binds the water and flour of dynamism and
entropy. Without stasis, different realities would constantly col-
lide, and no one piece of reality could hold together long enough
for humans (or anyone else) to comprehend. In such a world of
constant, shifting chaos, even defining the concept of self be-
comes impossible. Conversely, too much stasis makes it more and
more difficult to enact change. Mages recognize this truth even
more than Sleepers do. In the Mythic Ages, stasis and static reality
were not as strong as they are in the modern world, and the
Awakened had far more latitude to work their Arts.

As stasis takes a greater hold upon the world, reality becomes
more rigid and more strictly delineated. Ironically, many people
mistakenly believe this effect actually opens up new possibilities




and expands their reality. This is certainly not true. As members of
the Cult of Ecstasy are fond of pointing out, when people read
books, all they have in front of them are a few pieces of paper and
words. They must use the most extraordinary tools at their com-
mand — their minds — to imagine the sights, sounds and smells of
the stories within those pages. When black and white television
came along, a grateful public cried, “Ah! Sweet liberation! Now we
can actually see what we were forced only to imagine before.” The
exclamations of delight become even greater at the advent of color
TV as now the drama spills into their drab living rooms in “living
Techno-color!" Yet each so-called improvement limits possibility;
no longer can each person imagine her own Huckleberry Finn. For
many, his image is set. With each such change, greater stasis sertles
over the minds and imaginations of humanity.

The Garou speak of the Weaver, a force of connection and
order in the world. Stasis is this Weaver, providing a framework for
the universal constants which shield us from chaos. Yet without
that chaos of change to shape and define it, stasis soon becomes
entropy.

Entropy

This element is the end of all and the beginning of all; “From
dust we are born, and to dust we return.” Entropy is the constant
pull rowards dissolution, a merging of dynamism and stasis so
complete that there is no difference between them. Without that
contrast, all differentiation crumbles into entropy, and space and
matter merge into one. One question posed to all Akashic initiates
is a variation on this idea: “How can there be a Self if there is no

Orther?" This question is far more complex than it first appears and

addresses many philosophic problems, but it also identifies the
point at which entropy begins — the point at which there is no
difference berween self and other.

Western philosophers are often quite leery, even frightened, of
entropy. Many Easterners, shamans, physicists and mystics believe
this fear taints Sleepers’ connection to their common reality.
Westerners view reality as disparate, packaged in neat, discreet
units. The student seated at her desk is urterly distinct from that
desk and from the air around her. Throughout time, however, most
cultures have recognized that nothing and no one is completely
separate from anything else. Shamans and advanced physicists alike
lecture that matter is made up of energy, and that only the
manifestation of that energy distinguishes student from desk. Both
are part of the same, magnificent, swirling energy field.

Both conceptions of reality hold their own dangers if raken to
extremes. In the Western view, there is the danger of dynamism
disappearing into a static mold, causing entropy. In the second, less
rigid view, entropy evolves when boundaries blur into chaos. Either
way, the end result is entropy — chaos and destruction.

Entropy is a powerful force; it keeps “old baggage” from lasting
past its time. Instead, the “baggage” breaks down and goes into the
cycle fresh. Many mages, however, worry that entropy has the upper
hand these days. The so-called Reckoning some speak of may have
risen from this belief. The Garou battle the construct they term the
Wyrm, an entity of entropic decay. In recent times, the werewolves
report that the Wyrm grows ever stronger. Although most members
of the Traditions at first dismissed such worries, they now begin to
fear that the Garou are right.
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Limits

The Metaphysic Trinity is like a three-sided kaleidoscope
through which mages view reality. Every twist and turn, every
vigorous shake, causes the beautiful world inside to change.
Sometimes the slivers of colored glass and stone expand to fantas-
tic proportions, while other times they collapse until all you see is
a single, knife-edged line. Many Awakened Ones believe the
prism of mystick history is slowly shrinking, collapsing in upon
itself in magickal decay.

Since the time of the Pure Ones, the strictures of material
reality have grown to wrap tightly around the willworker. The
carliest mages, it is said, feared no Paradox because no single
consensual reality existed. Since those days, the population explo-
sion and the spread of modern technology have united the world
as never before. Now we have a truly global society and thus a
global reality as well. Where once the Tapestry's loosely-bound
threads allowed sorcerers to accomplish great feats of magick, a
tightly interwoven set of beliefs (and disbeliefs) now binds their
Art.

Even now, all mages know that the only limits upon them lie
within themselves. Reality is not a set of immutable laws. Mages
reside in a multitude of universes, and universes of possibilities
reside within them. Yet modern mages are often forced to work
carefully through the Tapestry's threads in order to wield magick
without attracting Paradox. The Awakened often manage this
difficulr rask by making their magick appear coincidental.
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Coincidental Magick

Mages adept at coincidental magick are the true con-men of
the Awakened world. Instead of taking the reality-bull by the
horns (and hoping not to be gored), modern mysticks usually try
to make their magicks appear coincidental. A mage who needs
cash could just create it from the air around her. No one could ever
accept such a feat as normal, however. Instead of taking this quick
and dangerous route, the young sorcerer could just trordown to her
local convenience store and buy a lottery ticket... and goodness
gracious, guess who wins the lottery that night! Static reality, and
those who create it, find any particular person’s winning the
lottery very lucky — but entirely believable.

The more unbelievable the coincidences, the harder it be-
comes to make reality bend for the mage. Too many “coincidences”
can accelerate probability and create what's called the “Domino
Effect” (see Chapter Eight). A crearive mage can often find a way
to accomplish her magickal goal through coincidental Arts, and
static reality rewards her creativity by allowing this magick to
work more easily than other varieties. The collective uncon-
sciousness usually accepts any magickal feat that most Sleepers
could find “believable.”

Vulgar Magick

Although it's almost always wiser to use coincidental magick,
most Awakened Ones sometimes find vulgar magick necessary.
Vulgar magick includes causing a lightning bolt to fly out of an
enemy’s television setand strike him dead, or calling a griffin down
from the skies. Such actions rip the Tapestry of static reality apart,
reforming it to the mage's own personal vision.
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There is no logical (by Sleeper standards) explanation for
vulgar magick; its effects lie outside the realms of possibility. A
mage who uses it can achieve truly awesome results, but puts
herself at terrible risk. Vulgar magick is an obscenity to static
reality, as is the mage who uses it. She may well find herself facing
Paradox spirits or worse....

1[N\

Why, if vulgar magick is so dangerous, does a mage resort to
itatall? Sometimes the sorcerer falls prey to pride, wishing to glory
in her true power. More often, the mage simply finds herself with
little choice. She needs a spectacular magickal Effect, and she
needs it now. A mage who does not know when to take risks will
not be long for this world (or any other).

The Elements of Magick

Behold the heaven and the earth

And all the elements; for of these

Are all things created.

— Thomas 4 Kempis, “Imitation of Christ”
Whether Council Mage or Mirrorshade, Chaos

Mage or Fallen One, all True Magi manipulate the

fabric of static reality. Yet the forces and compo-

nents of this reality — and the Arts which shape it

— still follow certain laws. A mage must respect and

follow these laws if she wishes to succeed. Stasis is a

very powerful force (particularly that inertia embodied in the

illusion we term “reality”), and it “corrects” forced imbalances and

radical change with the dreaded Paradox effecr.

Although mages will undoubtedly continue to argue over the
exact nature of reality for millennia to come, there are some “abso-
lutes” (essentially game rules) concerning the structure of reality.
Some mages (especially Dreamspeakers) argue that such structures
derive not from the similarities of belief among Traditions, but rather
from the sleeping mind of Earth Herself. Regardless, the vast majority
of mages believe there are a few universal constants — the constants
upon which the theory of Spheres is based.

Many experienced mysticks shake their heads at the idea of
classifying magick. When prodded, these mages say that any such
attempt is ludicrous, merely tacking human perceprions, desiresand
prejudices onto an unclassifiable reality. However, even these
hyper-enlightened individualsstill use Spheres to work magick, and
most generally adhere to such imposed patterns as gravity. Al-
though most mages realize that any system of categorization is faulty
at best, they recognize that they need one in order to understand
magick themselves and to discuss it with others.

Many such systems have arisen over the millennia, and so
long as mulriple beliefs exist, magick can never have a single
underlying structure. These beliefs and traditions form the lan-
guages of magick. After all, as many Hermetic mages point out,
languages are created from magickal symbols (words and letters)
which create something out of nothing to allow communication.
The word-symbols allow understanding berween individuals or
within a single person. The more words a person has to describe a
phenomenon, the greater her understanding of it. This is magickal
indeed!

Each Tradition has its own ideas about the true nature of
magick, but they all agree that magick is a natural force and does
have a structure. The Traditions diverge on the more esoteric
aspects of this structure, but generally agree on the following
fundamentals of magick.

Quintessence

Quintessence is the basic unit, the quark, the Aristotelian
“fifth essence,” of magick. All matter, all spirit, all elements of
reality are composed of this mysterious substance. This Prime
Force is neither physical nor ethereal and cannot truly be divided
or contained.

Although Quintessence is the stuff of which reality is made,
even mages cannot truly understand it. Most views regard Quintes-
sence as an ever-fluctuating pool from which all creation arises and
returns. As a basic “life-force,” it is often gathered by events of great
passion and colored by those same emotions. Sharper students
realize that this means Awakened Ones are their own best source of
Quintessence, with their Avatars providing the internal wellspring.
When a new phenomenon comes into being, it draws Quintessence
from the pool. When old phenomena fade away, their magickal
energy reenters into the vast pool. Some Euthanatos and Nephandi
theorize that should reality achieve a state of perfect entropy, the
false frameworks imposed by humanity will melt away, leaving only
the pure glory of raw Quintessence.

Tass

Although we can never truly divide Quintessence, sorcerers
refer to materialized portions of Quintessence as Tass. These
Prime bits often provide the Awakened with raw power. But how
can mages collect and hoard Tass if Quintessence is indivisible?
Most learned Adepts can lecture for hours on just such a question.
Perhaps the best way to describe Tass is as temporarily frozen
shards of Quintessence, floating on that vast sea of Prime like
chunks of ice floating on the ocean. lce is still water, and will some
day return to its liquid form, yet while it is ice, a sculptor can wield
his chisel to create objects of art, the soldier can create weapons,
and the healer can create a compress to soothe a fevered brow. So
too do mages use the Tass in certain objects.

The bodies of magickal beings, such as werewolves or faeries,
retain Tass. Willworkers can also collect it from those Nodes
which infuse certain physical objects with magickal energy. Un-
like Quintessence, Tass is not always a neutral manifestation of
Primal Essence; the “flavor” of an object can affect the usefulness
of its Tass. Prime elements preserved in the hand of a saint might
prove useful for healing, whereas the Tass in a murderer's hand
might actually harm the patient.

For all practical purposes, Tass is finite. Once a mage uses up
the Tass in a particular object or place, it is gone. As ice melts back
into the ocean, so the Tass returns to Quintessence. Only by
recharging an item at a Node or finding more Tass can a mage
again use a depleted relic.
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The Tapestry

The Verbena Heasha Mominglade describes Quintessence
as “the raw silk from which we weave the Tapestry of reality.” By
weaving the threads of Quintessence into different patterns and
designs, we create all types of energy, matter and life. Each
individual pattern is part of the larger Tapestry, and the patterns
interact with, distort, enhance and otherwise affect each other to
create the things we see as real.

While no Sleepers, and few mages, can actually perceive
these individual patterns, their interaction is easy to see. In
simplified terms, we perceive the pattern of a raindrop interacting
with the pattern of gravity as rain falling from the sky. Magick, in
the form of woven threads of Quintessence, forms the foundation
of reality. For all the chemist’s and biologist’s talk of molecular
bonding, and the priest’s and wisewoman's talk of faith, Quintes-
sence itself provides the life energy that infuses the Tapestry.
Without that energy, the threads would unravel. For the past
millennia, most mages have agreed that the Tapestry contains at
least three distinct types of pattern-energy: body, spirit and mind.

Body

The realm of the physical world is the realm of the body. Both
Sleepers and Awakened alike readily perceive and share this
physical reality. Willworkers term our physical realm and the
nearest vestiges of spirit surrounding it as the Tellurian (see
Chapter One). Most mages believe that the threads of Quintes-
sence which form the realms of spirit combine in simple, easily
understood patterns to create the physical Realms. All physical
Realms (and there are far more such places than any Sleeper could
dream of) are part of the Tellurian, as are the Near Umbral Realms
that surround it.

Spirit

Spirit is perhaps the most fundamental aspect of magickal
reality. When Quintessence transforms from its most basic, “raw”
form into “threads,” it becomes spirit. This level of reality is still
far too intangible for Sleepers to understand and experience, at
least on a conscious level. Masters term the spirit worlds created
by these threads the Umbrae. Since these Umbrae, or Shadows, are
the most fundamental level of reality any mortal can see, mages
argue that the Umbrae are the truest reality we can reach. The
physical world, they say, is merely a simplified reflection of the
spirit.

Mind

Cogito, ergo sum

(1 think, therefore I am)

— Rene Descartes, Le Discours de la Methode

Mind is perhaps the least understood of these three sections
of the Tapestry. Some mages argue that sentience is unquantifiable
and incomprehensible, and is perhaps raw Quintessence or at least
Tass. Others argue that the development of the mind is a direct
reaction to the Tapestry. Since that Tapestry cannot exist without
minds-and wills to believe in it, the argument goes, there can be
no reality without consciousness. Still more argue that since the
rontipt f Quintessence is formulated by the minds of mages, the
theory that minds cannot exist without Quintessence is a hope-
lessly pj{ujt'_'adnxical. dangerous idea.
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The Dreamspeakers point out that this is essentially the
magickal version of the chicken and the egg, saying, “What if the
very first hen laid the very first egg, and thus the two were one!
And what if instead of sitting on the egg to hatch herself, the hen
refused, clucking: ‘Impossible! I am 1! You are just an egg!’ And
whar if the egg then refused to hatch, unwilling to release such a
silly cluck on the world? Then where would we be?” If Quintes-
sence only exists because our minds believe in it, yet our minds
cannot function without Quintessence, how did both come to
exist?

The position and importance of mind in the structure of
magick is still lirtle understood. It's entirely possible, by magickal
theory, that the mind can conceive of, and thus create, its own
building-blocks. This debate continues, particularly among the
Masters of the Mind Sphere, who have a passionate stake in the
truth. As these Masters are fond of stating, “These matters are ill-
understood by most.”

Belief and Paradigm

All she can see

Avre the dreams all made solid

Are the dreams made real

All of the buildings, all of those cars

Were once just a dream

In somebody's head

— Peter Gabriel, “Mercy Street”

Belief lies at the core of all magick. Most mages believe that
their common adage, “The flesh is willing, but the spirit is weak,"
embodies an ultimate truth. The limitations of mind, spirit or body
per se are not real. We impose our own limits, the limits of belief.
For many years, Sleepers (and thus static reality) firmly believed
that man could not run a four minute mile, until Roger Bannister
ran the mile in 3:59.40 in 1954. Within two months, the four
minute mile was beaten again... and again, and again. Now all top
runners regularly beat the once-mythic mark. Roger Bannister's
belief and skill overcame a tenet of static reality (albeir a minor
one) and in so doing changed our world.

The Awakened believe that our personal beliefs shape our
actions in many ways. When Freud first discovered hysterical
paralysis, he gained some inkling of the true power of belief. This
power goes far deeper than such obvious problems, however. In
fact, belief often becomes reality. Should an individual believe
strongly enough in a particular concept (say, that he cannot open
his own front door), he isn't likely to challenge his belief. If he does
try, his muscles may grow weak. After a few ineffectual tugs, he
concludes that he was right — he can't open the door. This way,
he strengthens his own weakness.

Most people cling to their beliefs as security blankets against
the great unknown. Even harmful beliefs may become cherished in
their certainty. Should enough people believe in some idea or
thing, it becomes part of static reality and the established para-
digm. What we believe shapes what we do; a man convinced
humans cannot fly is unlikely to jump off a cliff while flapping his
arms. Even if he does try, he will fall.




Static reality infuses the beings of all human mages, just as it
infuses the Sleepers’ consciousness. Beliefs structure material
reality, yet that reality also structures beliefs. Each participant in
this eycle influences the others and ultimately themselves. The
Awakened, however, are better able to consciously step around -
or even punch through — humanity’s paradigm.

Of course, humaniry is not the only participant in this cosmic
dance. Spirits from the Umbrae or other realities may well influ-
ence our own world through their consciousness, beliefs and
paradigms. The Dreamspeakers and Verbena often speak of how
animal and plant spirits add their voices to the world's song, while
the Virtual Adepts insist that techno-spirits influence the spread
of the world-wide computer web.

Although philosophical arguments concerning belief and
paradigms have filled countless scholarly texts, and will undouht-
edly fill countless more, almost all sorcerers agree that our beliefs
form both our personal paradigms and the Tapestry of staric
reality.

The Nine Spheres

The successful mage doesn’t merely want something to hap-
pen. She couples that will with a whole system of beliefs explaining
how and why that event could and will happen. A mage’s reality is
subjective, but must still be disciplined and internally consistent.
When a Dreamspeaker walks the Umbra, an Akashic Brother
levitates into the air, or a Verbena conducts a blood ritual that
reaches across worlds, they succeed because they understand not
only what they do but how they must do it. The Awakened Ones
must study the forces and elements of reality to produce the
magickal Effects which change them.

To ease the formidable task of studying all possible elements
of reality, the ancient Masters divided reality into nine separate
categories — the nine Spheres of Knowledge. These Spheres

supposedly encompass all elements of reality and are the focus of

study for all True Mages. Though certain groups tend to emphasize
one Sphere over the others, all (or nearly all) Spheres are available
to all mages.

Various Traditions and factions interpret the Spheres very
differently, often even using entirely different terminology and
symbols. Yet, the basic paradigm remains the same: Conception —
the beginning or the Prime, focusing (or focused by) the Mind —
attains substance through the Spirit and leads to form, epitomized
by the Pattern Arts of Life, Martter and Forces. From there, this
“grand idea” becomes the reality we perceive — Correspondence

and Time — before spiraling down through Entropy so that the
process can begin again.

This paradigm is by no means universal. Some even suspect
that the model for the Spheres came from the Order of Reason,
which worked through so-called “spheres of influence” over a
century before the Council’s formation (See “Technocratic
Spheres,” below). Nevertheless, the Spheres remain, at least for
now, a way of communicating the elements of one's Art.
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The Spheres are as follows:

® Correspondence: Three-dimensional space is an illusion;
all points of space are or can be united. With this Sphere, the mage
can manipulate space and distance.

* Entropy: All things eventually make way for that which
follows in the great Cycle. With each death and re-birth, there is
new hope, Some call it decay, others Fate. Whatever name it goes
by, this Art allows the mage to manipulate the forces of probabil-
ity, disorder and destruction.

® Forces: Students of this powerful Sphere know the forces
of the elements — electricity, magnetism, fire, wind, gravity,
kinetic energy and even nuclear energy.

 Life: The Sphere of Life addresses biological patterns and
energies — incredibly complex and intricate Arts requiring care-
ful study and practice to master. Masters of this Sphere can create
and alter organic life patterns.

® Matter: This Sphere covers the study of physical, inorganic
patterns. These templates, though simpler to use, are not quite as
flexible.

® Mind: The Sphere of Mind is the study of sentience. It
allows the mage to delve into the mysteries of the human brain, to
explore and to avail himself of the powers within.

® Prime: The Art of Quintessential reality; training in this
Sphere allows the mage to understand and manipulate reality in its
rawest forms, to detect, absorb and manipulate this mysterious
element.

e Spirit: To know the Otherworlds and their inhabitants, a
mystick must study this elusive and ephemeral Sphere. With it,
she may converse with the Umbrood and even enter their worlds.

e Time: This Sphere teaches that time is as subjective as
space or matter. Mastery of it allows a mage to manipulate
perception or the passage of time.

The Tenth Sphere?

In addition to the nine Spheres discussed above, a number of
mages hypothesize the existence of a 10th. These mages believe
that this theoretical Sphere — the missing element — can unite
the other nine and show the true Path to Ascension. Both the
existence and identity of this Sphere are hotly contested. Each
Tradition has its own preferred “pet Sphere,” and politics all too
often interferes with a true exchange of knowledge and theories in
this debate. Even the Static Mages have their own “10th Sphere,”
the elusive Grand Unification Theory of physics. Yet a troubling,
fundamental question remains: If all Spheres flow into one, is that
not the path to stasis or even entropy! The question is far from
resolved, and some Tradition mages may ignore it to the detriment
of all.
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Technomagick

We like to think of the universe as simple and comprehensible, but
the universe is under no obligation to live up to our expectations.

—Joe Primack, theoristat the University of California, Santa
Cruz

Few Technomancers can stand to hear their craft referred to as
“magick,” though metaphysically that is what it is. To them, it is
advanced application of scientific principles. These principles, like
arcane Hermeric lore, are meticulously researched and refined,
then disseminated through the ranks of the Awakened and un-
Awakened alike. Through scientific journals and the popular
media, “technological advances” herald the Technocrats' new
“discoveries," working them into the fabric of acceptable reality.
Thus, technomagick has a coincidental edge the mystick Arts lack.

Technocrats refer to their Effects as procedures, which re-
semble Tradition rotes. Both kinds of magick are specific feats
handed down from on high to the common mage. Some wise-asses
among the Progenitors and Void Engineers call procedures “spells,”
but then, these Conventions have always been known for their
eccentric behavior. It is important to remember that although
technomagick still rearranges reality at will, to the Technocrar,
such feats are only possible through science. No such mage, no
matter how powerful, can merely snap his fingers and make things
happen. Some principle must allow it to happen.

All Technocracy magicks work through some sort of a focus.
Gadgets are the most common, though training, conditioning,
cybernetics, molecular processing, drugs and DN A alteration chan-
nel many procedures. Devices carry some potent “advances” which
are not yet acceptable under Earth's current reality. Like any other
form of Talisman, such Devices can only be used by Awakened
handlers — for now. The Sons of Ether and Virtual Adepts learned
flexibility from their mystick cousins, but often prefer to hang onto
their notions of science as magick and vice versa. Though they can
progress past the static limitations of their former allies, most do not.

Technocratic Spheres

Although they view reality and magick in very different ways,
the Council and Technocracy perform their crafts in similar ways
through nine formalized Spheres — or spheres — of reality. By
manipulating these elements, both groups get similar results.

The spheres of influence (which are not capitalized in Tech-
nocracy jargon) apparently originated in the early days of the
Order, though each one applies to some natural law, not a division
of reality. The possible link between the Conventions’ spheresand
the magickal Spheres has been a source of debate for centuries, but
humans will, by nature, quantify things to better understand them.
This similarity hints at an order outside the human range or some
division of the Pure Ones themselves.

Most Technocrats, however, do not recognize the Spirit
Sphere. Spirit-tech (often called “dimensional science”) remains
a closely-guarded secret in many Conventions. Although each
one employs it in some way (except for lteration X, for whom it is
forbidden), such procedures are frowned upon unless circum-
stances demand them.

The Technocracy discourages vulgar procedures; it does not do
to open the Union up to Paradox or discovery by the Masses. Showy
Effects are only used in isolation or under extreme circumstances,
and Devices are protected at any cost. Infractions are punishable by
fines, revocation of equipment, imprisonment or worse.
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Paradox

On being told of the Idea, certain Eeyores advised me
against attempting anything of the sort. But following
the advice of Eeyores has rarely seemed A Particularly
Good Thing for Me to Do. Quite the contrary: if the
Eeyores are against something, | tend to think there
might be something to it.

— Benjamin Hoff, The Te of Piglet

When realities collide, a paradox results. When
working True Magick upon the world, a mage at-
tempts to impose her own reality on the static one.

Should static reality prove stronger than the mage, she may be
overwhelmed by the manifestation of that conflict — Paradox.

The cause and origins of this effect are only dimly understood.
No one knows why such backlashes happen, but many theories
exist. Whatever the true origins of these “reality slaps,” all mages
agree that Paradox is a constant danger. There is also some
agreement as to how and why these effects occur, although this
agreement between the Traditions is tenuous indeed.

Some mages that Paradox originated in an ancient feud of the
Pure Ones. Other mages hypothesize that Paradox is a test de-
signed by the Wyck to ensure that only truly deserving mortals
work magick. The newly Awakened often mistakenly believe that
this backlash is an external punishment from the universe; this
view of Paradox is child-like in its simplicity. Paradox is not some
schoolyard bully waiting to knock down younger children. When
amage imposes his will on the Tapestry, he fundamentally changes
the world. In so doing, he changes himself. It's not the world that
acts on the mage. Paradox seems to come as much from the mage
himself as from any exterior source.

Paradox may even grow out of change itself. Although many
Traditionalists seek a Reunification of the One, not everyone is
convinced that this is a good idea. Some Akashic Brothers and
Hermetic mages caution that it is unwise to assume the Prime
wishes to be whole once more. Perhaps the Primal Essence no
longer needs the security and stasis of complete unity? Perhaps
now is the time for dynamism and growth? If so, Paradox may
merely be the growing pains of reality. If we picture physical reality
as a tectonic plate, then Paradox and conflict arise like earth-
quakes where differing reality-plates come together. Without such
clashes, there is no growth, no change. The Primal infinity may be
wise enough to welcome such evolution.

Some mysticks theorize that the only way to free oneself from
Paradox is to become one with your Avatar. They claim that only
through experiencing profound ego-death and rebirth can a mage
rid himself of the last of his ingrained preconceptions of reality and
thus free himself from Paradox. This idea is only theoretical,
however, and there are nosane mages known to have entirely
freed themselves of Paradox’s effects.

Paradox Effects

Even a momentary lapse in belief causes the mage to tempo-
rarily lose his stand-off with static reality. Whenever someone
loses that wrestling match, he suffers from it. In essence, the
sorcerer loses at least a little faith in his belief, just as a pinned
wrestler doubts his physical prowess when the ref's hand slams
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down three times. Instead of diving in gracefully, the sorcerer has
slammed into the warer. The impact of the divergent realities
~auses Paradox, like ripples across the surface of a pool.

Paradox effects are personal, immediate and often based on
the magick that caused them. What we do affects us in return; this
is undoubtedly the underlying reason for the Verbena caution:
“Whatever you do returns to you threefold.” The appropriate
effects of reality slaps should not be surprising, given that many
believe the mage’s own internal conflict with the static reality
truly causes these effects in the first place. If consensual reality had
no impact on the sorcerer, Paradox might very well have little or
no effect upon him either.

The effects of such reality whacks vary in severity, depending
on how far the mystick stretched his “credibility.” If consensual
reality states that the moon cannot be pulled from orbit, and the
mage's paradigm insists that he can do it anyway, the effect of
losing this battle might well be the same as a 500-pound gorilla
fighting a 98-pound wrestler. Ouch.

Common ripple-effects include Flaws, physical damage, Quiet,
Realms, spirits, and the awesome force of Unbelief. (See Chapter

Eight.)

Quiet

Perhaps the most traumatic inner conflict a mage can expe-
rience occurs from the gradual accumulation of Paradox energy.
The ripples reverberate within his mind like water in a quaking
glass. At the same time, the mage’s subconscious defends itself by
gradually denying the existence of other realities beside his own.
When these two conflicting forces grow too disparate, the result-
ing schism can cause the mage to retreat entirely into his own
reality rather than lose it completely. The mage enters a deep
psychotic state known as Quiet. In this severe state of denial, his
reality is the only one that exists. Anywhere.

Paradox backlash can cause a mage to enter Quiet, but that
is by no means the only cause. Powerful applications of Mind
magick can cause Quiet (or something so similar as to make no
difference) in others; the New World Order specializes in creating
this type of madness in its enemies. Other outside stresses and
profound failures can also cause the mage to enter Quiet. Again,
he rejects the external reality of frustration and failure in favor of
his own internal world, no matter how grandiose or grim.

This madness can last a long time, or it may work itself out
quickly. Either way, the experience is hellish for the mystick —
and often for those around her as well. Some Quiets spawn
physical hallucinations (sometimes called hobgoblins); the stron-
ger the mage, the longer the hobgoblin remains. If the mysrick’s
friends know the Mind Sphere well, they may go into a mindscape
to try and rescue him. This trip into the magickal subconscious is
a dangerous one, and voyagers may be wounded or even killed
inside this mad “Dream Realm.” Escaping a Quiet often involves
facing down the object that sparked the madness.



We are near awakening when we dream that we dream.
— Novalis, Blutenstaub
To be awake is to be alive.
— Henry David Thoreau, Walden, Where I Lived,
And What I Lived For

Magick colors every aspect of a mage's exist-
ence. It lies within and without her, through her
and past her. A mage's life is a harshly beautiful
and radiantly terrible existence whose true nature
is revealed in its beginnings.

Awakening

To perceive the true nature of reality, one must first Awaken

(see Chapter Two). Hollow Ones sometimes refer to the moment
of Awakening as “freefalling.” The newly Awakened individual
leaps (or stumbles as the case may be) from the enclosed airplane of
her former reality into the swirling, buffeting expanse of world she
now sees and feels around her. Those without the will or stamina to
withstand the Awakening may find themselves trapped in this
state; consciousness without will leads to an overwhelming tide of
impressions. Who knows how many schizophrenics are actually
potential mages badly traumartized by their Awakenings?

The Avatar

Each Awakened One has within herself two spirits or two
sides: the Avatar and the mortal, or the divine and profane, as it
were. Each aspect interacts with the other in a complex dance.
Hopefully, this dance will lead her to continuing enlightenment
and eventual Ascension.

As always, mysticks disagree about whether the Avatar al-
lows a person to use magick or whether it is magick that allows her
to sense the Avatar. In any case, the Mystick Self must be
Awakened and aware before the full potential of magick can be
felt. (Chapter Two details the aspects of the Avatar and the
interplay between the mortal and magickal selves.)

Aretle

The term Arete may be defined as a mage's enlightened will.
All mages must possess at least some degree of Arete in order to
work True Magick. The strength of a sorcerer's Awakened Avarar,
her level of enlightenment and her strength of will combine to
form her Arete.

Of course, the Avatars of those possessing will without
enlightenment simply never Awaken. Only those select individu-
als who possess enlightenment, a strong egofself, the conscious
will to mold reality and an Awakened Avatar truly possess Arete.
The stronger these elements in an individual mage, the greater the
amount of Arete she possesses and thus the more readily she is able
to delve into the mysteries of the universe, both magickal and
mundane.

R esonance and Hubris

You must not change one thing, ome pebble, one grain of sand,
until you know what good and evil will follow on that act. The world is
in balance, in Equilibrium. A Wizard's power of changing and sum-
moning can shake the balance of the world. It is dangerous, that
power... To light a candle is to cast a shadow.

— Ursula K. LeGuin, A Wizard of Earthsea

No one and nothing can interact with anyone or anything
else without being affected in return. The theory of Resonance
states that just as a mage affects the world with her magick, that
magick affects her as well. By wielding her power, she fundamen-
tally changes herself, and a bit of her lingers with the magick. The
effects of this Resonance may not be readily discernible in the
short term. Many mages, however, point to the Masters of Spheres,
who inevitably reflect those same Spheres in some way, as evi-
dence of Resonance. A Master of Life, for example, normally ages
very slowly and never gets sick.

There is much debate concerning how far this Resonance
extends into all aspects of existence. However, a number of
Verbena and Sons of Ether claim that strong psychic upheavals or
traumatic events can leave long-lasting echoes which affect others
who later pass through that area. When a mage works magick that
resonates with the energies infusing a particular area (say attempt-
ing a healing at an ancient hospice), the resonance between the
magick and the psychic environment makes her more likely to
succeed. Conversely, if her magick clashes with the energies of
such an area, it is more difficult for the mage to overcome static
reality — and more likely thar her Art will backfire.

Realms, too, seem ro exhibit a tendency to mirror their long-
term occupants. Though many mysticks reject this “Resonance
Effect,” more circumspect mages wonder if the others just don't
like to think of living in such mirrors. Whatever its causes or
manifestations, Resonance appears to be a lesson-in-progress:
whatever you do, make sure you're willing to accept the conse-
quences!

One dangerous effect of the interaction between magick and
mage can be hubris — overweening pride which snares willworkers
who believe that their power makes them right. This leads to
a leading cause of Paradox, evil deeds, selfish-

overconfidence
ness and ruin. Believing her own “press releases,” the mage may
lose her enlightened perspective. Hubris colors magick, making it
small and selfish.

For this reason, Akashic Masters warn their disciples to be as
the willow, not as the oak. A mage who succumbs to hubris no
longer has the mental or emotional flexibility ro acknowledge or
accept even small failures. Such rigidity often leads to disaster,
although a proud mage can become amazingly powerful before
bringing doom upon himself.
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Magick Styles

Although mages share the universal bonds of Awakening and
Awareness, they are far from the Brady Bunch of cosmic relations.
Reality is nevera one-way street, and sorcerers affecr and are in turn
affected by everything and everyone they contact: ideas, cultural
stereotypes, fast food, urban legends, dirty old men, classrooms,
illness and health. In many ways, the universe is a constantly
moving stream of particles bouncing off of and into each other at
ever-changing speeds. The Awakened are much the same way, and
like any other being, they carry their experiences with them. Those
experiences shape the methods and Effects within their Arts.

Whatever cultural milieu a willworker grew up and lives in
affects her beliefs, even her own reality paradigm. A sorcerer works
from what she knu\.\'\;; I|1L|>, while mages Sh:lrl: certain commnnal-
ties, each performs his or her magick very differently.

A Dreamspeaker shaman born and raised in the Australian
Qutback and a Virtual Adept whiz kid who grew up in southeast
Washington, D.C. may both know how to contact ghosts, but the
spirits they contact and they ways they go about it, couldn't be
more dissimilar. Consider: The shaman in Australia, pouring out
ameasured palmful of precious water upon the roots of his ancestor
tree, waiting for his past self to contact him... The cynical-scared
Virtual Adept, feeling ancientat 19, etching the names of his dead
brothers on the clean plastic surface of his 3.5 floppy... Succeed-
ing in his quest, the shaman receives his answers as the ancestor
tree bleeds dark red sap in mystick patterns so ancient they are
carved in his bones... Bending over his battered laptop, the
painfully thin Virtual Adept wartches as fractal patterns ooze and
bleed across the screen. Finally, words begin to appear across the
patterns in the shaking scrawl everyone seems to adopt with a laser
pen. The Adept’s face glows a sickly green as he stares at his
brothers' message....

There are certainly differences between the ways Tradition
and Technocracy mages work their Arts and between the forms
their Arts take. These willworkers have at least usually experi-
enced the same base reality for much of their lives. The Nephandi
and Marauders often step into (or out of) a reality almost
unimaginably different than that of other mages. The Fallen Ones
serve dark masters, and their beliefs, their magicks, echo this cruel,
power-hungry servitude. Where a Verbena might scatter seeds in
sacred parterns while calling to the Goddess to grant her knowl-
edge, a Nephandus might lure a small child to that same field and
defile him before offering the blood to his master.

The almost lovingly calculared tortures and ritual terrors of
the slave-master Nephandi are in direct contrast to the fluid chaos
of the Marauders. Cocooned in their mad realities, the Marauders’
Arts are impossible to truly describe. The only commonalty in
their magick is that, unlike other mages, their working always
seems wrong for the result. A Marauder who wishes to move
utterly silent and invisible through a city street may begin to run,
scream, draw her nails across her own flesh and vomit obscenities
until this bizarre rant grows so hideous thar the mystick disappears
(although those she passes may feel strangely nauseous). A num-
ber of Marauders also subscribe to the Zen chaos approach to
magick, allowing themselves to slip into an utterly consciousness
state which allows their dynamic madness maximum freedom.

No one, not even a Marauder, lives in a vacuum. Although
the Awakened are far more aware of reality’s true, malleable
nature, they are still subject to the static world around them.
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Foci

Foci are objects, mantras, rituals, dances, etc. which allow a
mage to concentrate her Avatar’s power and her own will. Aptly
named, foci help Awakened Ones focus more intensely upon their
own reality. Such items or activities are not magickal in their own
right, but essentially props to help mages access their Art. The
newly Awakened need such items more than most, for their
inexperience often leaves them unable to produce magickal Ef-
fects without a focus.

Different magickal styles and Traditions encourage varying
types of foci. A Cult of Ecstasy groupie might find wild dancing a
perfect focus for Spirit magick, while a Dreamspeaker might use
his rain sticks. There are also a number of mages, including
Technocracy hacks, Virtual Adepts and Sons of Ether, whom
willworkers classify as Technomancers. These Techno-Merlins
focus their magick through technology and often benefit because
the current static reality accepts great “technological” feats more
readily than those with no “rational” explanation. Yet, these
mages often risk relying so heavily on their foci that they become
magickally erippled without them. Regardless of culture or orien-
tation, foci are always most useful when they mesh well with a
mage's magickal style and the local paradigm.

Although all mages find foci helpful from time to rime, most
prefer not to rely on such items. Large foci, such as a Verbena's
cauldron, are not easily portable, and others are so unwieldy they
slow the speed with which the mage works magick. A Virtual
Adept may need to compose a few lines of computer code, for
example, while an Euthanatos may paint a skull upon her face.
Different foci — similar results. All three are inconvenient if one
is dodging bullets.

Some mages rely on unique items, which derive much of their
“power” simply from a personal connection. The sorcerer can
invest these foci with some measure of her personal Resonance,
using them as a safeguard or a reserve. These personal foci are often
more potent than more generalized ones, but the connection to
the willworker also makes them tempting magickal crutches. If the
sorcerer loses that focus, she must often relearn the Sphere in
question before she can wield its power again.

Talismhans,
Devices and Fetishes

Talismans are inanimate items which evoke very specific
magickal Effects, Arts wrapped into an item during its creation
and fueled by stored Quintessence. Classical Talismans include
magickal swords, rings, dust and even tattoos. Mysticks of great
ability craft such things to deliver magick on command or to allow
other less-powerful mages to use Arts beyond their learning.
Talismans generally work only for Awakened beings. Any Sleeper
who attempts to use, say, a Talisman wand is merely waving astick
around.

Talismans require a great expenditure of time, knowledge,
effort and often craftsmanship on the creator’s part. They're
unique and sometimes dramatically powerful items; in modern
times, such treasures are precious and very rare. Technocratic
Devices are more common; these weapons, scanners, portals and
even vehicles harness technomagick to “operate” on a higher level
of technology than any mundane item allows. These Devices often
require special skills to utilize.

Fetishes are powerful magickal aids for those who know the
ways of the spirits. Unlike Talismans, fetishes do not derive their
power from stored magicks; rather, they contain spirits who have
been bound through some means into a material object to perform
some limited service. Most fetishes have only one power, although
some have as many as two or three. Because fetishes are actually
spirits harbored in matter, they often have their own preferences
and peculiarities. Many consider them more trouble than they are
worth.

Conclusion:
The Continued Quest

From the time they first Awaken, all mysticks must seek their
own Path towards further enlightenment and understanding. All
too often, the neophyte simply prostrates herself at the feet of her
seemingly-omnipotent teacher and begs for knowledge. She pic-
tures herself a sponge, easily soaking up the wisdom it took her
mentor a lifetime (perhaps many lifetimes) to accomplish. Yet
magickal enlightenment cannot be learned secondhand and most
definitely cannot be learned through another. Witness the Or-
phans who manage to find their own way through the pitfalls of
Awakening.

What good is a mentor if she cannot simply instruct the new
mage on how to do to further her understanding and skill with
magick? The Verbena often tell their apprentices the following
story to explain the mentor's role in aiding the student:

Imagine you stand now at the brink of a rushing, treacherous river
of great beauty and sudden depths. Only through crossing this river can
you see the enlightenment you seek, only by crossing can you taste of its
sweet knowledge. No one else can cross the river for you. Only you can
take that Path, but your mentor may point out the stones which you can
step during your journey. The trek may still be treacherous, and it must
be made alone. But at least by listening to your mentor, you can see the
correct path. It is still up to you to make the journey.
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Book Two: The Spirit

The Mad One

how is it, do you think, to have your brain yanked out your nose?

i sing the embodied scream, tremors gone sallow and wings flown low on
sweetberry justice. do i confuse you? good. that makes two of us, and only if
i'm hiding from myself.

did you think as you saw into my pretty brown eyes that i would
stand to be wiped from your porch like a stain of something best left
hidden? did you think that in some vast corner of my shattered life i

could even forgive you for leaving me alone to face my scréams?
did you think it wouldn’t matter when the pain began? or did

you think i wouldn’t notice? ' (*‘"a\
-

how is it, do you
think, to be a salted slug
dissolving slow enough to hear
your own skin popple and fizz? did it
anger you, when the grains fell
from heaven like a final
night and melted
through your flesh
like razors, or
did it make
you happy
not to
have to
deal with me?




i'm free now, you see, and i whisper ]ikc_Qiss in
a corner and cobble up phantoms to tease you: “‘
how does it feel to be the bad man, to }\L;) ¢
the sad man? : X
it doesn't. it doesn’t feel at all.
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Chapter Five:

Basic Rules

Rebels learn the rules better than the rule-makers do. Rebels learn
where the holes are, where the rules can best be breached. Become an
expert at the rules. Then break them with creativity and style.

— Kristine Kathryn Rusch, The Rules

Conflict: Battle

Clarissa shook her head; the enemy mage's blow
had left her ears ringing. Kobie grabbed the imtruder,
but dropped him as he felt a searing pain. The man
turned on Kobie and laughingly reached out to take a
clump of the singer’s dreadlocks in his hand.

“No!" Clarissa screamed, fearful not just for the
sanctity of their haven but for her mentor’s life. She
pulled the gun from her purse — a weapon she seldom
drew, much less used — and quickly fived three shots. The bullets went
wide, ricocheting off the exposed steel beams of the warehouse, flying
wildly at first, then suddenly striking the intruder’s back. Sereaming in
pain, he released Kobie, who stood and seized the man’s neck in an iron
grip.

“Give me one good reason why I shouldn't snap your goddamn
neck, death mage.” He shook the man. “Tell me!”

The mage gave a short, pained laugh, a few drops of blood
gathering at the corner of his mouth. “Because I'm only doing what I'm
supposed to do,” he said. *Word had gotten out that you and yowr little
chickadee there had been going astray. 1 just came to see if the rumors
were true.” He coughed. “I'm delighted to see that all is well."

Kobie growled and tightened his grip around the Euthanatos’
throat. Clarissa’s hand on his shoulder stopped him.

“Let him go, Peter. Please. Just because we do things differently
doesn’t mean we've right.”

Staring at her, Kobie dropped the mage, who quickly scrambled
off. Clarissa shuddered as she saw something dark and cold flicker in her
mentor’s eyes. The same warm brown eyes that had once looked at her
with nothing but the sheer joy of a creator now reflected envy and
frustration.

L |
B |
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Mage, like basketball, bridge or Monopoly, is a game. Like all
games, it has rules thar allow a group of players to share the game
(hopefully!) without arguing too much about what goes on. You
know the scene — “Bang! Bang! You're dead!” *Am not!" “Are
too!” Arguments get in the way of the fun. With Mage, we've
given you a selection of rules to play by, to guide your games with

as little arguing as possible.

These rules are suggestions for the most part. They govern
Thl' “'H\,' we hl\l.‘ LO Tun Our own ]_:';“TlL'f\, -'”N.I [IIl"" |'l‘t‘|l'l.-‘ |]1L' rexoure
of the World of Darkness. To us, the story is more important than
L‘h;l['l\ ‘mcl statistics. T]m.\., our rules are pretty ;t]\nlr.-u‘r‘. use them
as you see fit. Be warned — the more you abandon the rules, the
more open to debate your game becomes. Don't feel constrained
by the systems we offer, but be prepared to get flexible if the rules
g0 out lhc wlt!du\\'. (SL’L‘ Chap[er Seven for more about
Storytelling).

Rules and Storytelling

| am cured, gentlemen: because | can act the madman to perfection,
here; and 1 do it very quietly. I'm only sorry for you that have to live your
madness so agitatedly, without knowing it or seeing it

Luigi Pirandello, l'f‘.'n‘:'_\' v

Mage: The Ascension

PS Phllips

Most games are played to “win" — certain criteria define a
player or team as “the winner,” and the game is over. Storytelling
games, however, are complerely different, Once the game starts, it
keeps going until either the story ends or the players go home. A
roleplaying story can be a short one, taking only a few hours, a long
“mini-series” that takes multiple sessions to complete, or a never-
ending, soap operalike chronicle that goes on forever. There are
no winners or losers — only players.

Some players take on the role of characters, modern mages in
this case. Another player, called the Storyreller, sets up the world
in which those characters exist. Although it may be hard to rell
sometimes, players and Storyteller are not adversaries — they are
collaborators. Such “troupes” work together to cobble up an
imaginary world.

Storytelling games are a combination of entertainment and
modern mythology. By entering into an imaginary world, we
escape from our own world for a while. In sharing this new realm,
however, we accomplish something more profound — we create
adream. It’s important to remember that these stories are just that,
stories, but within thar framework, we can move mountains,
sometimes literally. In this context, winning and losing seem
petty. The play, as Shakespeare said, is the thing.

We've designed these rules to be simple, yert still take the
variables of this complex setting into account. Use them as you see
tit.
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Time

Time is as good a place to start as any. These are five different
ways to describe divisions of time in Mage games, progressing from
the smallest unit to the largest all-encompassing one.

® Turn — One unit of time within a scene, anywhere from
three seconds to three minutes in length. A turn is enough time to
take one action (discussed below).

® Scene — One compact period of action and roleplaying
that rakes place in a single location. A scene rakes as few or as
many turns as are NEecessary.

¢ Chapter — One independent part of a story, almost always
played in one game session, made up of scenes connected by
periods of downtime.

® Story — A complete tale, with an introduction, buildup
and climax, that often takes several chapters to complere.

¢ Chronicle

A whole series of stories connected by the
lives of the characters and perhaps a broadly conceived theme and
plot; the ongoing story your troupe creates.

Dice Rolling

Mage requires a few 10-sided dice, which you can buy in any
game store. If you're the Storyteller, you'll want plenty of dice all
to yourself. Players use fewer dice. The system we use is a pretty
simple one. Although it seems complicated at first, the basis of
these rules is simple:

®  Your character has a certain amount of dots in each of
her Traits (see below). These dots reflect how good she isat certain
things. When you (or, more precisely, your character) take an
action, you roll one 10-sided die for every dot she has in the Trait
or Traits she’s using.

*  You'll want to roll a certain amount of successes to
accomplish things. A success is when you match or exceed a
difficulty number; this difficulty, which your Storyteller usually
tells you, is a number between 1 and 10 which reflects how hard
the task is. The higher the difficulty, the harder the task.

®  The modifiers may add or subtract from this rarget
number or from the amount of dice you roll. A +1 difficulty,
therefore, adds 1 to the number you must match. Adding one to
your die pool gives you another one to roll.

e The more successes you roll, the better your character
did; if you don’t roll any, she failed. If you gain negative successes
(a botch; see below), she screwed up, and may suffer the conse-
quences....

That’s it. The rest is all variations on this basic idea.

Actions

In Storytelling games, players act out their characters' con-
versations and describe that character’s actions to the Storyteller.
Anaction can be anything from jumping across a gorge to glancing
back to see if anyone is following. The player simply tells the
Storyteller whart her character is doing and how.

Many actions are automatic: walking across the street toward
the warehouse, for instance. All the Storyteller needs to do is keep
track of where the character is and what she’s doing. However,
certain actions require a dice roll to determine success or failure.
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Trait Ratings

A character's Traits — her innate and learned abilities and
aptitudes — are defined by dots, or numbers. Each Trait has a
rating from one to five, which describes the character's ability in
thar particular Trait. One is lousy, and five is superb.

Consider the normal human range to run from one to three,
with two being average. However, some people can have Traits of
four (exceptional) or five (superb), or even have a zero in a Trait
(which is extremely rare, but not unheard of).

X Abysmal
* Poor
oo Average
LE R J Gl_‘i]d
socse Exceptional
sesee Superb

For each dot your character has in a particular Trait, you get
to roll one die. Thus, if you had four dots in Strength, you would
get to roll four dice. If you had one dot in Perception, you would
only get to roll one die. However, you almost never simply roll the
number of dice you have in an Atrribute (your intrinsic capabili-
ties). Usually you get ro add the appropriate Attribute’s number of
dice to the number of dice you have in an Ability, things that you
know and have learned.

So if the Storyteller wants the players to roll to see if they
notice the patrol car creeping up behind them, he would have
them roll their Perception + Alertness, an Attribute + an Ability.
They'd pick up as many dice as they had dots in Perception, and
then take as many dice as they had dots in Alertness.

These dice are called the Dice Pool. This pool is the total
number of dice a player rolls in a single turn, usually for a single
action, though a player can divide her Dice Pool if she wants her
character to perform more than one action. Some Traits (Will-
power and Health Levels, for example) can go up and down during
a story. The character's permanent rating usually stays the same;
most changes are marked in the squares which represent her
current rating. A character’s Dice Pool is usually based on her
Trait's permanent rating (the circles), not its current score (the
squares).

Many actions don't require or even have an appropriate
Ability. For example, if a player wants to break down a door, he'd
only use an Attribute (in this case, Strength), rolling the number
of dice listed for that Attribute.

There is absolutely no situation in which more than two
Traits can combine to form a Dice Pool. Only one Trait can be
used if it has a potential value of 10; Traits like Willpower can
never be combined with another Trait. It is generally impossible
for a normal human being to have more than 10 dice in a Dice
Pool.

Finally, a character’s ratings in her Spheres are never rolled.
Magick is used with other rolls, which are described in Chapter
Eight.
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Difficulties
and Successes

Now you've got to figure out what you need to look for when

you roll the dice. The Storyreller will give you a difficulty rating,
which is the minimum number you need to roll in order to succeed.
A difficulty is always a number between 2 and 10. You must roll
that number or higher on at least one of the dice in your Dice Pool
tosucceed. Each time you doso, it's called a success. If the difficulty
isa6and yourolla 2, 3,5, 6 and 9, you've scored two successes.
Though you usually need only one success, the more you score, the
better you perform. Scoring only one success is considered a
marginal achievement, while three is considered a complete

SUCCESS, lll'lll five 15 a momentous event.

Difficulties
3 Easy
4 Routine
5 Straightforward
6 Standard
7 Challenging
8 Difficult
9 Extremely Difficult

Degrees of Success

One Success Marginal
Two Successes Moderate
Three Successes Complete
Four Successes Exceptional
Five Successes Phenomenal

The lower the difficulty, the easier the rask, and vice versa.
The Storyteller may decide to let some actions slide without a roll
(an automatic success) if your character's Traits total higher than
the difficulty itself.

Though they're not on the list above, your Storyteller can also
assign difficulties of 2 or 10. This should be rare; difficulty 2 is
pathetically easy, and difficulty 10 is so damned hard you're more
likely to screw it up than you are to succeed. Any 10s a player rolls
are successes, no matter what, Unless the Storyteller says otherwise,
the standard difficulty for a particular task is always a 6.

Complications

It's usually easy to score a single success, even with only one
or two dice. You have a 75% chance for a marginal success when
you roll only two dice on a difficulty of 6. Sounds easy. Of course,
there are a few complications for the troupes that want them. If
your group is heavily into roleplaying, simple rolls and automaric
successes are enough. Complications reflect a situation’s varia-
tions; using them makes a game out of the scene.

Botches

Whenever you roll a “one,” it cancels out a success. Remove
both the success die and the “one" die, and pay them no more heed.
If you roll more “ones” than you do successes, you botch; some sort
of disaster occurs. Don't count the “ones” that canceled out
successes, but if even a single “one” is left afrer all the successes
have been canceled, a botch occurs. If there aren’t any “ones” or
successes left, you've simply failed.




Some troupes count extra “ones” as really bad botches —
double borches or even triple ones. This is entirely optional, and
can get to be a real pain for the players (even if it is amusing
occasionally...).

Multiple Actions
and Splitting Dice Pools

If you want your mage to do more than one thing in a turn,
you can elect to split the Dice Pool between actions. The amount
of dice you throw behind each action is up to you, but if one pool
is smaller than the other (a Wits + Alertness of four dice against,
say, a Dexterity + Firearms of six), the smaller Dice Pool is used.

Automatic Successes

Rolling dice all the time gets in the way of roleplaying.
During most scenes — especially when we're deeply involved in
the story — we don't roll dice at all, and roleplay without
interruptions, Automatic successes keep players from making rolls
for actions characters could perform in their sleep.

Most troupes usually use a combination of dice rolling and
automatic successes. These work like this: if the number of dice
you have in your Dice Pool is equal to or grearer than the difficulty,
you succeed automatically. It's a marginal victory, just as if you'd
only rolled one success; sometimes you'll want to roll anyway to try
for a more favorable result. But for simple, common actions,
automatic successes eliminate a lot of wasted time. The story is
what matters, anyway.

Another twist: a Willpower point (see Chapter Six) can be
spent to earn an automatic success. You won't want to do this
often, but sometimes you'll need a reliable result. Of course, the
Willpower only counts for one success per point spent, and once
Willpower is spent, it’s gone for a while.

Extended Actions

Simple actions only require one success. Some tasks, called
extended actions, require more than one success to fully complete.
You'll need to accumulate three, or seven, or even 20 successes (on
rare occasions).

An extended action allows you to roll over and over on
subsequent turns in an attempt to collect enough successes to
succeed. Say your character is climbing a tree; the Storyteller
announces that when you roll a toral of seven successes, she's
climbed to the top. She'll get there, of course, but the more times
you roll, the more chances your character has to botch and injure
herself. If she's attempting to climb down the tree because it’s on
fire, the amount of time it takes becomes exceedingly important.

During an extended action, you can keep trying to obtain
successes for as long as you want, or at least until you fail to score
even one. If you botch, your character may have to start over from

Action  Example

Simple Firearms, Alertness

Extended l.lesearch, Seduction, Strong Magicks
Resisted ‘Gambling, Shadowing

Extended

& Resisted

scratch, with no accumulated successes. The Storyteller may
decide not to let the character try again at all.

Extended actions are more complicated than simple actions,
and shouldn’t often be employed in the middle of intense
roleplaying. As the Storyteller, you decide what type of action is
called for. A little bit of experience will be your best advisor.

Resisted Actions

Sometimes your efforts will oppose another character’s. (The
obvious example is a tug-of-war, either physical or magickal.) Both
of you will make rolls, with a difficulty often indicated by some Trait
of the other character, and the person who scores the most successes
succeeds. However, you are considered to score only as many
successes as the amount by which you exceed your opponent’s
successes, The opponent’s successes eliminate your own, just as
“ones” do. Outstanding successes on resisted actions are both diffi-
cultand rare. Even if your opponent can't beat you, she can diminish
your efforts. On actions that are both extended and resisted, one of
the opponents must collect a certain number of successes in order to
win. Each success above the opponent’s total number of successes in
a single turn is added together. The first opponent to collect the
designated number of successes wins the contest.

Teamwork

Characters can work together to collect successes, most often
during an extended action. At the discretion of the Storyteller,
two or more characters can make rolls separately and combine
their successes. They may never combine their separate Traits for
one roll, though. Teamwork is effective in some circumstances,
such as in combat, shadowing prey, collecting information and
repairing devices. During others, it can actually be a hindrance; in
many social actions, it can confuse the subject.

The chart below may clarify the different types of rolls.

Trying It Again

Failure is frustrating. If you're having trouble with your
computer and can’t figure out the source of the system error, then
you're in for an angst-ridden time. Mage reflects this frustration by
increasing the difficulty of any action that is tried again after an
initial failure.

Whenever a character attempts an action she previously
failed, the Storyteller has the option of increasing the difficulty of
the action by one. Consider Randolph, trying to intimidate a club
bouncer. If his first atctempt failed, it's going be harder the second
time around, so the difficulty is +1 greater. If he tries a third time,
his difficulty is +2 greater. In cases like this, though, the Storyteller
can always rule that he cannot even make another try—howdo you
intimidate someone who just called your bluff? Other examples
include picking a lock (Streetwise), scaling a wall (Athletics), and
remembering a word in a foreign language (Linguistics).

Description

One roll completes the task. Once the difficulty is set
the player rolls his dice. Automatic success is possible.
The task takes a certain amount of successes to complere.
Often requires more than one roll.
Two characters oppose each other; both roll and compare their
successes. The character with the most successes wins.

Like a resisted action, but the

. winner must first accumulate
a certain amount of successes,
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Insome instances, such as in combat, the Storyteller shouldn't
invoke this rule. Missing someone with your first shot isn't going
to fluster you so much that you'll never hit your target. If you miss
a lot, however, it could get on your nerves....

Other times when not to use the rule are: seeing something out
of the corner of the eye (Alertness) and dodging an atrack (Dodge).

Examples of Rolls

Well, that's it. These are the rules. This system for dice is all
you really need to know in order to play this game. All the other
rules are just clarifications and exceptions.

Following are some examples of rolls, to provide you with some
ideas on how to incorporate these rules into your roleplaying. Please
note that each Artrribute can work with each Ability, so there are
many different rolls that can be made. Admitredly, you won't have
toroll Stamina + Computer often, but it might come up (especially
if you're pulling late nights to make a deadline). Common activities
are given in more detail in the Drama chapter.

* You're trying to concentrate on reading a passage in a book,
but there’s a lot of noise and commotion in the hall outside. Roll
Perception + Meditation (difficulty 7). You need to collect 10
successes to complete the selection.

® You threaten the young man by trying to lift him up by his
collar. Roll Strength + Intimidation (difficulty 8).

* An opponent of yours is winning political support from
others in the Tradition; his carefully chosen words are making your
ideas look foolish. Roll Manipulation + Etiquette (difficulty 8) to
minimize the damage to your reputation.

* You want to break down the metal door thar was just
slammed in your face. You need to roll Strength (difficuley 8). You
must accumulate six successes in order to break it open enough to
slip through.

® You try to slip out of your handcuffs. Roll Dexterity +
Streetwise (difficuley 10).

e After being questioned for hours, roll Stamina + Expres-
sion to see if you can successfully maintain your story (difficulty 8).
Five successes completely convinces your interrogators.

e The mob before you is hostile, but also friendless and in
trouble. Roll Charisma + Leadership (difficulty 8) to see if you can
find a way to lead them from peril. You need to collect at least five
successes before they'll truly trust you.

® How long can you remain motionless in the bushes as the
two guards chat for hours on end? Roll Stamina + Stealth (diffi-
culty 7).

® There's something strange about the way the two old men
are playing cards. Roll Perception + Enigmas (difficulty 9) to see
if your character can fathom the odd pattern formed by the cards.

® How flawlessly do you conduct yourself at the Chantry
formal dinner? Roll Dexterity + Etiquette (difficulty 8).

® By showing off your moves, you try to convince your
opponent to back off. Roll Manipulation + Brawl (difficulty 6).
Three successes will cause him to pause for a turn, but you can try
this action only once...

e Whar language is she speaking? Roll Intelligence + Lin-
guistics to ascertain (difficulty 6).

® Suddenly, a man pushes a crate out of the van you've been
chasing — roll Wits + Drive to see if you can avoid hitting it

(difficulty 6).




The Golden Rule

Logic must take

care of itself.

— Ludwig Wittgenstein

Remetiiber that in the end there is only one re:
this game into whatever you need it to be — if the rullc:x‘ gcr
complexity of the real world cannot be caplor.urel:d by rules; itt
rules are not so much rules as they are guideline

il rule in Mage: there

s, and youare free to use,

are no rules. The story is the thing: Fashion

in your way, then ignore orchange them. In the end_,hthe

akes storytellingand imagination to do that, Indeed, ¢ ese .

' abuse, ignore or change them as you wish. il

Game Terms

Ability: A Trait that describes what a charac-
ter knows and has learned, rather than what she is.
Abilities are Traits such as Intimidation, Firearms
and Cosmology.

Action: An action is the performance of a
consciously willed physical, social or mental activ-
ity. When a player announces that his character is
doing something, he is taking an action.

Advantages: A catch-all category that de-
scribes the magickal Spheres and Backgrounds of

a character.

Arete: This important Trait describes the understanding and
strength of your enlightened will (see Chapter Six).

Attribute: A Trait thar describes a character’s inherent
aptitudes. Attributes are such things as Strength, Charisma and
Intelligence.

Botch: A disastrous failure, indicated by rolling more “ones”
than successes on the 10-sided dice rolled for an action.

Character: Each player creates a character, an individual she
roleplays over the course of the chronicle.

Dice Pool: This describes the dice you have in your hand
after adding together your different Traits. It is the maximum
number of dice you can roll in one turn, though you can divide
these dice between different actions.

Difficulty: A number from 2 to 10, measuring the difficulty
of an action a character takes. The player needs to roll that number
or higher on at least one of the dice rolled. For clarity, difficulties
are always indicated by a numeral, rather than a word.

Downtime: Time spent between scenes, when noroleplaying
is done and turns are not used. Players might take actions, and the
Storyteller might give some descriptions, but generally time passes
quickly.

Effect: A magickal action, i.e., a Life 3 Effect.

Extended Action: An action that requires a certain number
of successes for the character to actually succeed.

Health: A measure of a character’s injuries or health.

Paradox: A mage’s headache Trair; Paradox increases when
he uses magick that noticeably contradicts the prevailing reality.

Points: The temporary scores of Traits such as Willpower,
Quintessence and Health; the squares, not the circles.

Quintessence: The truest energy of the universe. The amount
of it a mage possesses is measured by the Trait of the same name.

Rating: A number describing the permanent value of a Trair;
most often a number from one to five, though sometimes a number
from one to 10.

Refresh: When points are regained in a Dice Pool, it is said
that they are being “refreshed.” The number of points regained is
the refresh rate.

Resisted Action: An action that two different characters
take against each other. Both compare their number of successes
and the character with the most wins.

Scene: A single episode of the story; a time when and place
where actions and events take place moment by moment. A scene
is often a dramatic high point of the story.

Simple Action: An action that requires the player to score
only one success to succeed, though more successes indicate a
better job or result.

Spheres: The nine divisions of magick that rate the aspects
of reality a mage understands and manipulates.

Storyteller: The person who creates and guides the story by
assuming the roles of all characters not taken by the players and
determining all events beyond the players' control.

System: A specific set of complications used in a certain
situation; rules to help guide the rolling of dice to create dramatic
action.

Trait: A Trait is any Ateribute, Ability, Advantage or other
character index that can be described as a number (in terms of
dots).

Troupe: The group of players, including the Storyteller, who
play Mage — usually on a regular basis.

Willpower: One of the most important Traits, measuring the
self-confidence and internal control of a character. However,
Willpower works differently from most Traits — it is usually used

up, rather than rolled.

Chapter Five: Basic Rules
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Chapter Six:
Character
Creation

Strangeness is always both atractive and repellent... A character who is familiar and unsurprising seems

comfortable, believable

but not particularly interesting. A character who is unfamiliar and strange is at once

attractive and repulsive, making the reader a little curious and a little afraid. We may be drawn into the story, curious

to learn more, yet we will also feel a tingle of suspense, that tension that comes from the earliest stages of fear, the
uncertainty of not knowing what this person will do, not knowing if we're in danger or not

Orson Scott Card, Characters and Viewpoint

\| Peter’s Temptation
Peter Kobie tossed and turned on sweat-damp-
ened sheets. His dreams took him places he didn’t want

to go, showed him things he didn’t want to see. In his
mind, he sat again in his favorite grove, an orchard of
flowered apple trees swaying in a light spring breeze
Blossoms had ||)r.‘1.'|'| J:!”iTIIL: then Loy, when IIIL‘qu s¢en
Clarissa for the first time..

“And vou thought Fate had smiled kindly on
you,” murmured a female voice from the trees. Kobie looked up to see
(e} _fdmlhd?' woman w ”h ]I“H'_i' LLU'J‘; htl”'. &'LI;I inda I.[(Ji.’.\'.' ”'in!\fhl‘.:‘nr r\JJ“'
walking slowly towards him. “You'd hoped for one like her. You'd
prayed for a student o Awaken, to share your passion, to share your
knowledge. And you got exactly what you asked for.”

“Yes," Peter whispered, the words hard to form. “Yes, | wanted
her, I wanted to teach her, and... and show her the true path. But

“But now the student far outshines her master,” replied the
woman, coming over to stroke his long hair with her fingers. "Better be
careful what you wish for. You just may get it."

Peter strugsled for the right words. "She knows things | cannot
understand. Why? Why can she see when | cannot?” His voice rose in
frustration and mounting fury.

“She's like a festering wound in your side, is she not? Every time
you meet her, you see your own teachings tumed into her victories,
corrupted into her images. | wonder why you put up with such
insolence,"” sighed the woman.

“I... I stll care for her,” said Peter. | take pride in that she has
taken what she has learned and used it."”

“Really?" she asked. “Then why do you rage? Why does your
hatred burn in you?" Her hands touched his chest. "Purge it. Seek out
your pupil. And show her one final lesson. Show her that youwill always
be the master and she the student. You want to do this. Consider it..
the ultimate experience, the one you have always sought.” Laughing,
she pulled away, leaving Peter Kobie to wake up instantly, a bitter taste
in his mouth, and hatred buwrning against his favorite student, one who
had surpassed him.

Chapter Six: Character Creation 89
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Character Crealion

I think I'll be a teddy boy, I think I'll be a hunk
| think I'll be a tough guy and | think I'll be a punk
— Qingo Boingo, “Who Do You Want To Be"
Mages, in the World of Darkness, are not just
“magic users”; they are Awakened beings. A mage
isanartist and architect. A Mage character, there-
fore, should be an interesting person, not a
spell-slinging machine.
Character creation in Mage begins with an

idea of who you want your characrer to be. This
can be a simple phrase or a long and derailed descriprion. From
that first idea, choose the abilities and characteristics that de-
scribe your character in terms of the game rules This chapter
should help you do both.

Building Your Mage

Character creation usually works through a simple step-by-
step process. Each step covers cerrain aspects of your mage. The
chart on pages 138-139 runs through each aspect and includes the
point costs for each item. The “Traits” section, following, de-
scribes those various aspects in more detail. In brief, the steps of
character creation are as follows:

Step One: Concept

Character creation is like sculpture; you go from broad descrip-
tions (“computer geek”) to specific details (“Michelle Willard,
postgraduate at the University of Chicago, Computer Sciences
department, withdrawn youth whouses the anonymity of the Internet
to create a dynamic and forceful persona named Winterwitch”). To
start with, decide what your character was like as a Sleeper and what
Awakened her. In some cases, your character may begin the chronicle
as a Sleeper and Awaken during the course of the story.

¢ Some archetypal concepts can be found on the Character
Creation chart. For a quick and simple character, pick a concept
that sounds appealing and build your character from there. Feel
free to disregard the list altogether and create your own concept.

® A pivoral aspect of any Mage character is his Tradition, his
magickal “school of thought.” Your character's Tradition should
reflect his nature, and will affect the abilities and resources he has
available. Not every mage, of course, joins the Council’s ranks; for
now, however, let's just say “Tradition.”

* Your characrer's Essence isadescription of his Avatar— his
magickal inner self — which may help determine his Path to
Ascension. For game purposes, it means little; it is a roleplaying
tool, a handle on the personality of that inner self. (See Chapter
Two for more details.)

® Each character has personality archetypes — a Nature and a

Demeanor — which sum up the inner reality and outward mask of

her personality. While Nature and Demeanor are often the same
(or at least similar), they could be wildly different. The character
be aware of this difference. A list of archetypes follows
“hapter, though you may create your own.

@Haracrer's Nature is closely related to her Essence. It
Shidr view and basic beliefs about the world, and shapes

her behavior. During the course of the game, the ways in which she
regains spent Willpower points often depend on her Nature.

The character's Demeanor is the personality she projects to
the outside world. While her behavior will vary widely from
situation to situation, the Demeanor you choose will be the basic
persona she uses in most situations.

These archetypes are designed as springboards for determin-
ing how the character acts. Cheshire Cat’s Demeanor, forexample,
is Rebel. Using this, Cheshire’s player can assume he doesn't
respond well to authority figures or established social norms.

Step Two: Attributes

Attributes are numerical abstractions of a character’s abilities
in certain areas. In everyday life we might say that a person is very
strong, unusually charming or dumb as a brick. In the framework of
the game, however, each person’s Artributes are rated on a scale of
one to five and represented by dots: ® is abysmal, ®® e is on the
higher side of average, and ##eee is wonderful. Characrers start
out with a rating of ® in each Attribute. You may then improve
them by spending Arttribute Points.

Attributes come in three areas: Physical, Social and Mental. Mage
assumes that each character has one area in which he’s particularly
strong (primary), one in which he's pretty average (secondary), and
one where he'’s weak (tertiary). You get to spend seven Attribute
Points in one area of your choice, five points in the second area and
three in your character’s weakest area. Within each group, you may
spend your points as you see fit, putting the balance of the points on
one Attribute and leaving others at one, spreading them evenly or
whatever. If one or two Attributes end up lower than you want them
to be, you may improve them later with frecbie points or experience.

Your character's Concept, Essence or Tradition may suggest
the placement of Attribute points — a member of the Virtual
Adepts would probably have very strong Mental Arttributes, while
a folk-singing member of the Cult of Ecstasy might have Social as
her primary Attribute category.

Step Three: Abilities

Abilities represent things your character knows. While At-
tributes are the building blocks a character hasalways had, Abilities
are things she's picked up along the way. T
character is innately good ar, like singing or scaring people. Skills
are things she had to learn by doing, like meditation or sword

alents are things the

fighting. Things she had to study, like medicine or computer
programming, are Knowledges.

Like Attributes, Abilities are rated from ® to s e e es, Abili-
ties, however, start out with a rating of zero, indicating that the
character has no knowledge of that Ability. (Someone who's never
used a computer, say, will have a Computer Knowledge of zero.)

Like Attributes, your character’s Abilities will be divided
into strong, average and weak areas. You may spend 13 points in
your character’s strongest area, nine points in the middle area and
seven points in her weakest area. Within each area, those points
may be distributed as you see fit — to a degree.

No Ability can start with a rating higher than three. These
ratings may be improved later with freebie points, but are limited
to three or less during your initial point spending.




Step Four: Advantages

Advantages are unique resources or special abilities. They're
not prioritized the way Attributes and Abilities are; you only have
a set number of points to spend in each Advantage category. As
usual, Advantages are rated ® to ®®eee_ Freebie points may be
spent here like anywhere else.

® There are two types of Advantages: Backgrounds and
Spheres. Backgrounds represent items, people or other resources
the character can call on during the course of the story. Characters
get seven Background points to start with.

e Spheres are aspects of reality which a mage learns about to
use her magick. Your character's rating in a Sphere represents how
well she understands and manipulates that particular element.
Each character begins with one point in the Sphere associated with
her Tradition. Hollow Ones and other Orphans may place that
point in the Sphere of their choice. The character may not have
a rating in any Sphere higher than her Arete rating (which also
begins at ®, though freebie points may raise it), and may not begin
with any Sphere rating higher than ee e,

* Most mages have foci, or magickal tools, which they employ
in their Arts. Not every mage will have a different focus for each
Sphere, but most will. Each new mystick must begin with one focus,
of your choosing, per Sphere. As he progresses, he may abandon one
focus per point of Arete over the first (one at Arete 2, two at Arete
3, etc.) if you want him to. These tools are not rated by dots, but will
make a difference in the way your mage uses his Spheres.

The “Traditions” listings given later in this chapter offer many
common types of foci. The “Storytelling Magick” section in Chap-
ter Eight offers many suggested foci and magickal style hints.

Step Five: Finishing Touches

These final features cover the most personal aspects of your
character — the ones that will grow through time to transform a
talented novice into a Master,

® Arete measures the mage’s enlightened strength of will. A
combination of confidence, understanding, wisdom and raw power,
Arete is what makes a mage a mage.

Each Awakened character begins with one point of Arete;
this score may be raised with freebie points. We recommend that
new characters start the game with an Arete no higher than three.
Each Sphere the mage possesses must be lower than or equal to
that character’s Arete — no higher. Arete is unusual, in that it is
rated from one to 10, rather than one to five.

® The Willpower Trait rates a mage’s self-control. Like Arete,
Willpower runs from 1 to 10. The circles which represent the character's
Willpower rating show her maximum Willpower, while the boxes
indicate her current Willpower (these points are spent and regained
during the course of the story). Willpower begins with five points, and
may be improved at the cost of one point per freebie point spent.

® Quintessence represents the amount of “stored” magickal
energy the mage has at any given moment. Paradox represents how
large a strain he has recently placed on the fabric of reality. Your
character begins with no Paradox at all and a Quintessence rating
equal to his Avatar rating. Quintessence may be raised with
freebie points; no one wants to raise his Paradox!

® You may now spend 15 freebie points wherever you like. Keep
in mind thart this isn't very many considering the cost of various
different Traits (see the Freebie Points chart) — be careful how
you spend your points. Also, remember when raising Spheres that
they have a maximum beginning value of the character's Arete or
three, whichever is less.Freebie points cannot buy new dots in
anything. They may only raise what was already purchased.

Chapter Six: Character Creation 87
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Fleshing Out
the Character

Once the math is done, the character still needs the small
details that make for convincing fiction:

Appearance

A character's appearance is an important factor in how she
relates to others. It's a sad but true fact that unattractive people
have a harder time in social settings than plain people do and that
attractive people have it easier all around. While your characrer'’s
Appearance Trait will determine whether or not she is attractive,
it doesn’t say what it is that makes her attractive. The more
specific you can make the character’s appearance, the easier she
will be to visualize. Thus, instead of, “She’s pretty,” you might say,
“She's five foot ten, with luxuriant curly dark hair which cascades
around her large, dark eyes and prominent cheekbones. She
always looks straight at whomever she's addressing with an intense
gaze, and always seems to be smiling at some very private joke.”

Magickal Style and Foci

Belief is central to a mage's power; through it, she focuses her
will. A mystick's paradigm shapes the magick she casts and her
personality as well. Thus, it's important to figure out just what your
mage believes in.

Is she a follower of the Goddess? A holy sister! A metaphysi-
cian or enlightened scientist? Did she learn her Art during a short
visionquest or over a long apprenticeship to a Hermetic Master?
The answer will influence the way she casts her magick and the
foci, or tools, she uses to do it. (See “Advantages,” above, and
“Sphere Affinities,” page 226.)

In the beginning, every mystick believes that some practice
allows him to alter reality. This paradigm dictates which tools he
uses when he casts his Art. As he progresses, the sorcerer may fall
away from that original paradigm, or he may grow stronger in his
faith. Either way, he begins with a belief in something. When you
build your character, decide how he believes magick works and
what he feels he must do to use it.

Specialties

Your character may specialize in any Trait in which she has
four or more dots. This reflects something she is especially good at
within that general category. Someone with Medicine 4 might
choose “Brain Surgery” as her specialty.

Specialties add depth to your character's Attributes and
Abilities; they also may add a bonus to her Dice Pool. If you roll
a 10 on her specialized Trait, you can re-roll that die. (See
“Specialties” in the “Traits” section for further details.)

Equipment

Unless the Storyteller specifies otherwise, assume your char-
acter has whatever ordinary equipment she might reasonably
have. A private detective probably has his license and a gun or
two, while a computer programmer might have a laptop or a large
desktop computer. Ordinary items can also be magickal foci (see
Chapter Eight), so long as they don't enhance the character’s
abilities. Magickal equipment must be purchased with the Talis-
man Background.
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Quirks

Quirks are little details about the character that give her
flavor. They can be anything, from a preference toward wearing
black to the habit of saying, “Bite me, it's fun.” Someone with a
handful of strong quirks will be easy and fun to play, and will also
give the Storyteller a handle to play up interactions with. (“Say,
that's an interesting tattoo you've got there...")

Motivations

If you haven't done so already, give some thought to what
motivates your character — what does she want out of life, and
why? What made her study magick? Why does she hate authority?
Motivation can be something vague, like innate curiosity, oritcan
be very specific: your character wants to destroy the Technocracy
because a HIT Mark killed her sister.

The character can also have numerous, perhaps contradic-
tory, motivations, but be careful — a complex character can
become a basket case if she has too many goals. Eventually, her
focus may shift from achieving her goals to simply containing all
her neuroses, and the concept will collapse under its own weight.

A strong character has one overriding goal, reflected by (or
determined by?) her Essence, in addition to several smaller goals.
Sister Beulah’s main goal (Pattern) is likely to be doing God's will,
which breaks into the secondary caregories of protecting the
innocent and fighting the Nephandi. Khozan, on the other hand,
wants to learn all the magick he can (Questing). However, as a
dedicated member of the Order of Hermes, he also wants to destroy
the Technocracy. When he discovers that Technomancers use
just as much magick as he does (albeit in a different form), he'll
have quite a dilemma on his hands. Should he destroy the threat
to his reality, or should he learn their magick and see how it's
compatible with his own? Perhaps there's an entirely different
structure to magick than the one he's been taught all his life...?

Mundane Identity

The Awakened are not super-heroes, but like them, they
must balance unbelievable power against their humanity. Mages
are mortal — they still have families and friends from before their
Awakening, and will want to cultivate more. Who wants to live in
a Chantry all his life?

Sleeper society is difficult to cope with. If your fellow humans
knew what you were, they would either worship you or kill you,
and probably both. All the same, your character will want to have
some way in which she still lives in the mundane world, if only for
a while. Does she do magic tricks to cover her power! Is she a
missionary who performs the occasional miracle? Does she lie low
and lead a double life, or avoid mundanes completely!

Experience Points

Obviously, you will not be given experience points at this
stage. As your character progresses, however, she will gain new
points to spend on raising her Traits. This process is covered in
depth in Chapter Nine, but bears noting now.




Sample Character Creation
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John is creating a Mage character for a new
chronicle. Wendy, the Storyteller, informs him
that her chronicle will involve a great deal of
material from the Digital Web (cyberspace) supple-
ment and that the Technocracy is going to be one
of the story’s major antagonists. Although a Virtual
Adept is the obvious choice, John decides to twist

. v‘ the idea to make a more interesting characrer.
N\\ /l Concept

John starts with the basic idea of a Virtual Adept character,
but wants to play someone who's more of a maverick. Even the
Virtual Adepts are too organized for the type of character he’s
thinking of. He chooses the Outsider Concept and decides that his
character Awakened on his own and was approached by the
Virtual Adepts, but rejected them.

This also determines his Tradition, or lack of one. John decides
that his character is an Orphan, a self-imposed exile from the wheels-
within-wheels magickal society. Thischaracter issomeone who likes
tosneak about on the Web, going in back doors and making his living
by breaking into networks or hiring himself out to make networks
unbreakable. The character uses the pseudonym “Cheshire Cat.”

Looking at the Essences, John decides that Cheshire has a
Dynamic Essence, but that Cheshire doesn’t yet know what his
eventual goal will be, other than preservation of the Web. Cheshire's
Nature is an Architect — he really wants to create something that
will endure, and for him that something is the Web. However, his
Demeanor is a Rebel. He is as contemptuous of Tradition mages as
he is of Technomancers, though he will ally himself with anyone
who will help preserve the Web.

Attributes

* John wants Cheshire to be amad thinker. He comes up with
detailed plans and intricate schemes, so John makes his Mental
Acttributes primary. He decides that Cheshire also hasa very strong
personality, so his Social Attributes become secondary. Since
Cheshire spends a lot of his time in front of a computer rather than
exercising, his Physical Attributes are his weakest.

® Cheshire has seven dots for his Mental Attributes. He's
very smart, able to memorize tons of information about computer
types, programs and so on, and can quickly decide on a course of
action once he has all the information he needs, but he gets so
wrapped up in what he's doing at any given moment that he
sometimes misses what's going on around him. Therefore John
only puts one point on Perception, giving it a value of two dots,
and divides the remaining six points evenly between Intelligence
and Wits, giving them values of four dots each.

® Cheshire has five dots for his Social Attributes. John
decides that he's not especially attractive — in fact, his appear-
ance is rather forgetrable. But he's not ugly either, so he gets one
point in Appearance, for a value of two dots. However, since
Cheshire is a tricky person, conning people when necessary for his
latest scheme, he gets three points for Manipulation, giving it a
value of four dots. He puts his last point on Charisma, giving it a
value of two dots. Unfortunately, John pictured Cheshire having
more force of presence than that, and marks Charisma so he will
remember to come back and raise it with freebie points.

* Cheshire has only three dots for his Physical Attributes.
John decides that they should all be roughly average, with none of
them better or deficient, so he distributes the three points evenly,
giving all of Cheshire's Physical Attributes a value of two dots.

Abilities

To figure out Cheshire's primary, secondary and tertiary
Abilities, John goes through the character sheet and finds that
while they're fairly evenly distributed among the groups, the

critical ones are in Knowledges. He makes that one his primary
group. Talents seem the next most important, followed by Skills.

A
/

* Since Cheshire is a world-class computer nerd, the first three
points of his 13 for Knowledges go straight to Computer (he decides
to buy a fourth with freebies later and choose “Networks” as his
specialty). Since John pictures Cheshire enjoying the intellectual
puzzle of security systems, he puts three more points in Enigmas.
Because Cheshire spends his time finding hidden and obscure data, he
puts an additional three points into Investigation. Figuring Cheshire
needs to know which laws he's breaking, John puts one point there.
For his last three points, John decides to put one point in Lore to
reflect Cheshire’s incidental learning and two points in Science to
indicate that he has a basic knowledge of the physics and chemistry
involved in working on computers at the level of electrons.

* John hasnine points for Cheshire's Talentsand immediately
puts three each into Streetwise and Subterfuge, skills basic to his
character. He also decides that Cheshire has occasionally been
found in places he wasn’t supposed to be and had to dodge gunfire
to get out; he takes two dots in Dodge and one in Alertness.

® The five points John has for Cheshire’s Skills will be
nowhere near enough and that “freebie points” will be spent here
in a big way. For starters, however, he knows that Cheshire should
have a minimum of three dots in Stealth, one dot in Research, and
one in Technology.

Advantages

Forhis seven points of Backgrounds, John decides that Cheshire
has “Cheshire’s Commandos," a small organization working for him,
and puts four points in Allies. He tells the Storyteller a few basic ideas
about the organization — that all of the members are Orphans or
Virtual Adepts of minor magickal ability who specialize in security
— and lets the Storyteller come up with the rest. Since any mage
worth his salt has a close bond with his Avatar, John puts one point
there. He spends his sixth point to get a dot in Library, indicating the
stacks and stacks of manuals that clutter up his apartment, and his
last point for one dot in Mentor. His original computer sciences
instructor, known on the Web as “fuzzbuster@vadept.com,” is a
Virtual Adept who's not officially supposed to help Cheshire (since
he snubbed the Adepts), but would if there were a real emergency.

Since Cheshire is an Orphan, he does not have to place a
point according to any Tradition. Since he has had some Virtual
Adept training, however, and lurks in “their” cyberworld, he
decides to take their Sphere, Correspondence, as hisewn=Si
he doesn't expect to have the freebie points necessaryit
Arete, having more than one point in any Sphen
pointless, so he decides to use the remaining five point§f@ron
each in Entropy, Forces, Matter, Mind and Prime. | = ]
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Finishing Touches

Cheshire's Willpower is five, his Quintessence is one, and his
Paradox is zero. He now decides to spend his freebie points. He goes
back and spends five to raise his Charisma to three dots. He spends
four points to raise his Research up to three dots, two points to raise
his Technology to two dots and two more points to give him that
additional dot in Computers. He has two freebie points left, which
he puts on Willpower to give him a rating of seven dots. There are
several Abilities that John feels Cheshire should be better at, but
unfortunately there just aren't enough points, so he'll have to wait
until Cheshire gains some experience.

John fleshes Cheshire’s character out now by coming up with
a history and personality for him. He starts by giving Cheshire’s
real name as Chester Katzenberg, a computer security specialist in
his late 20s. Chester was always something of an outcast during his
youth, being more interested in playing with a Commodore 64
than with a football. In college, however, his talent with comput-
ers really blossomed. On a frozen winter night over Christmas
break, while everyone else was out of town and Chester had the
college computer to himself, he found his way onto the Digital
Web and gradually came to the realization that there was a lot
more there than what he saw on the surface. At 2:05 a.m. on
Christmas Day, he suddenly understood.

By New Years' Day, he had e-mail from all over the world,
people he'd never heard of telling him things he didn't particularly
want to hear. The one person he heard from that he was interested
in talking to, his old instructor “Fuzzbuster,” tried to get him to
join what at first sounded like some sort of lunatic cyberspace-
worshipping cult involved in some bizarre cosmic turf war with a
larger lunatic technology-in-general-worshipping cult. This turf
war was tearing apart the Web and destroying what Cheshire saw
as a great opportunity for opening communications with all
humanity. Cheshire came to the conclusion that they were all
crackers and told them all in explicit terms what they could all go
do with themselves.

Cheshire now spends most of his time in the Web, where he
has found others who believe as he does, that the “Ascension War”
has less to do with the nature of reality than it does with generations
of “us vs. them,” and who want nothing to do with any of it. He’s
heard the arguments of both Technomancers and Tradition mages,
and believes that neither Path will lead to Ascension because the
universe does not Ascend, only people within it. Cheshire feels that
the constant conflict between the Technos and the Traditionalists
is more likely to end up in the destruction of everything and seeks
a way to prevent that from happening.

The Prelude

Ah...! What's happening?
Er, excuse me, who am I?
Hello?
Why am I here? What's my purpose in life?
/ What do I mean by who am I?
) Ml Calm down, get a grip now. .. oh! this is an interesting
sensation., ..
— Sperm whale, The Hitchhiker's Guide to the

The prelude is your character’s introduction to the chronicle,
combining back history, personal details and the Awakening
itself. A short game session (or portion of a game session) which
the Storyteller and the player play out one-on-one, the prelude
gives both player and character some sense of belonging in the
magickal world.

During your prelude, you may want to go through one or two
typical scenes in the character’s mundane pre-Awakening life to
contrast Sleeper existence with the bizarre and wonder-filled life
of a mage. He may encounter the fringes of the world he will soon
enter: a frighteningly lucid dream, flashbacks to a previous life, an
odd encounter with a tattered bum who speaks in Latin or a
chillingly dedicated “government agent” asking uncomfortable
questions.

During the course of the prelude, you may find that some of
your initial choices weren't right for the character as developed
once he was played. In this case, feel free to change them as long
as it doesn't affect the final cost of your character. Unless the
Storyteller grants you permission (unlikely!), you can't have extra
freebie points, to re-figure your mage, though she may grant youan
experience point or two at her option.
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Character Questions

The more details you work out before (or during) the prelude,
the more depth your character will have once the game really
begins. Such details may seem trivial now, but can turna list of dots
and statistics into an Awakened One. Though they barely scratch
the surface of potential details, the following questions might, if
nothing else, give you food for thought while conceiving or
constructing your mage.

* How Old Are You!

How old is your character? How long has he studied magick?
Does your appearance reflect your age? What events were significant
to your character? If the chronicle takes place in 1996 and the
character is 25 years old, events like the Vietnam War won't have as
much direct effect on his personality as the falling of the Berlin Wall
or the death of Kurt Cobain. On the other hand, if the character is
40 years old, Vietnam will have been a major influence on his life.

* When Did You Notice That You Were... Different?

Most mages have strange childhoods with unexplainable
occurrences or bizarre coincidences. These events might have
gone unnoticed or may have had tremendous consequences. A
happy childhood may instill one mage with a sense of duty to other
people less fortunate, while another who spent her childhood asan
outcast may still have trouble relating to others.

* How Did You Come By Your Abilities?

No one appears from nowhere, complete with skills and a
place in society. Who were you? Where did you grow up? How did
you learn what you know? This question suggests ways to give your
mage more depth. [f nothing else, it may offer your Storyteller a few
plot threads to weave into her chronicle.



¢ Who Is Important to You!

No man is an island; the important people in your character’s
life say a lot about him or her and offer an endless stream of story
possibilities. Does he have a lor of superficial buddies or a small
circle of tightly-knit friends? How does he ger along with his
family? Does he even have one! Do any of these people know about
his ability to shake the pillars of Heaven? How do they react to it!?
Has his Awakening driven him away from all the people who once
were important to him? If so, who's important to him now? Does
he ever try to regain those lost relationships?

* When Did You First Encounter Magick?

Humans have a great capacity to ignore or discount things
that don't fit their model of what the world should be. What event
overcame your character's ability to do this! How did she learn
that there were mysteries that couldn’t be solved? How did she
react! Was she afraid? Was she ecstatic? Did she go power-hungry
or have a nervous breakdown?

On the other hand, it's possible that the character simply
never lost the childlike ability to believe in anything, even when
other people told her it wasn't true. Mages with a Primordial
Essence are often like this.

* Who Was Your Mentor!

Mages of the Traditions usually begin with some kind of
mentor, even if he's no longer around. How did your characrer
meet this person? Did you seek him out? Did he seek you out? Was
he kindly or harsh? Did he explain everything, or simply ask you
questions and watch you try to figure out the answers!?

A mentor can act as the character's teacher, parent, older
sibling or any combination thereof, and has probably been a major
force in the shaping of the character'’s personality.

¢ How Did You Meet the Others in Your Cabal?

] I'll.' C -ll"-]] lJHU:II]\' rl'h'll.‘t [oarl hl' or I 1cr Pl.]\l't'rh. L‘I\iir}i(_‘t(.'rh. I {l“"
you met them and interact with them will have major effects on
the chronicle. Cheshire, for example, has difficulty interacting
with Tradition mages on a regular basis unless they're concerned
with more than wasting Technocrats. A good way for him to meet
one of them, then, would be for him to come upon them trying to
prevent some catastrophe in the Web, or for one of them to rescue
him from a Nephandi atrack.

¢ Do You Maintain a Mundane Life!?

Do you have a “secret identiry?” Do you continue to interact
with Sleepers, hiding the supernatural aspects of your existence, or
have you left your old life behind? Some of this will depend upon
the course of your chronicle after all, if you go to a parallel
dimension for 10 minutes and come out to the year 2015, it will be
rather difficult to pick up your mundane life....

The Cabal

Once you've gone through the prelude and learned a little
about the other players’ characters, get the troupe together to
answer some basic questions about the cabal.

* Where Do Thc}' Meet!?

This depends on the chronicle. Does the cabal have a single
place they use as a headquarters? Do they share a house or have
quartersin al “hantry? Do ihv\_' live in separate |‘|;IL‘L‘<, then meet
at a completely different location? Do they have easy access to a
Node and, if so, whar kind?
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® What Are the Cabal’s Goals?

Each member of the cabal has his or her own goals, but what
goals do they have as a group? Why did they band together? Mutual
protection? Romantic interest? Family ties? Revenge! What do
you, as a group, hope to accomplish?

®* Who Are the Cabal’s Friends and Enemies?

No group exists in a vacuum. Who have you helped? Who
have you pissed off? Do you have servants or other companions!
Do youdeal with other mages? Vampires!? Werewolves! (Mages are
immune to the Delirium that makes interaction with humans so
difficult for werewolves.) Have you helped an old Garou track
down a pack of fomori? Did you ransack a vampire's art gallery (an
act that would win you friends and enemies!)? Do you all help the
homeless, or does your cabal resemble a street gang, down to the
turf wars!?

Player Hints for the Path

(See also Chapter Two.)

A mage’s Path means a lot more than the Tradition he
belongs to, if he belongs to one at all. The four factions merely
indicate who your mage hangs around with. His Path shapes who
he is.

Your mage's Path will offer lots of suggestions about how your
mystick counterpart might behave. Remember, however, that a
Path is not a rigid “alignment” — it's a predisposition. You don't
have to work it all out in advance — just picture where you want
togoeventually and how. Think of the Path as a map, with an ideal
destination, a few landmarks and a travel plan. The actual journey
— the game — will depart pretty significantly from that map.
Having some idea about where you're going, however, will make
the road clearer and the departures easier to manage.

Some questions to ask yourself:

* What Do You, the Player, Want to Do?

Motivations are all-important, your own as well as your
character's. Who do you want to play in this game? A brainy mad
scientist, an enigmatic wizard or a socialite with a few well-hidden
secrets? What kind of character seems fun to you?

Once you decide, figure out the sorts of things you'd like to
accomplish in the game. Will you feed the hungry? Kick ass, get
rich or avenge your brother's death? Every option suggests a
number of possible destinies. Pick one that seems intriguing to
you.
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Remember that Mage is, in the long run, a game about finding
higher truths. This doesn't mean that you have to think deep
thoughts every game session. You should have some ideas, though,
that you want your character to explore somewhere along the line.

® What Destiny Does She Pursue!?

What does the mystick see as his destiny? To die for the
greater good! To overthrow the Technocracy? To abolish evil,
perfect his inner self or write the gospels of the 21st century? The
destiny your mage foresees may not actually be his Path’s true
destination, but you, the player, ought to decide what vision drives
his purpose.

e How Does Your Mage Regard Her Destiny?

Most mages, especially new ones, don't want to think about
the end of the road. Knowledge, power, conflict — these are
enough things to keep a mystick occupied. Every mage, however,
has some hint of what destiny has in store for her. Does it frighten
her? Intrigue her? What does she see, and how does she feel about
it? What will she do to pursue that destiny... or to avoid it!

® What is Your Character’s Avatar Like!

What is the Avatar's agenda! Is it to become one with all
others of its kind? To return magick to the world, eliminate
prejudice or complete unfinished business from a past incarna-
tion? The Essence you choose will influence the Avatar's general
bent, but the decision is ultimately yours.

How does the Avatar appear! Is it an imaginary friend, a flash
of occasional inspiration or an angel with bloody hands! The way
the immortal self manifests will say a lot abour its character and
about the way your mage relates to it.

¢ How Does the Mage Get Along with her Avatar?

Is your mage in conflict with his magickal self? Many are, at
least at first; this struggle refines them both. If so, or if not, how do
they get along? Does the Avatar tantalize a mystick with power or
lore, sit on the sidelines or drag her along through Seekings until
the mage either opens her eyes or goes mad? Does the mage want
to be a mage, or would she rather just go back to her old lifestyle?
All these questions will affect the way Awakened and Avatar
interact.

Remember that roleplaying perfect harmony is boring. Even
a good relationship should have its difficulties.

e What Conflicts Might Come up Along the Way?

The Path of true Ascension never did run smooth. What sorts
of distractions might throw your mystick off her road? True love?
Disillusionment? Revenge, betrayal, insanity or pride? By figuring
out the things that could sidetrack Ascension’s quest, you can get
an idea of how your character might react if — or when — such
things occur.
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The Traditions

Man makes his world, or is crushed by the worlds made
by others.

Denning & Philips, The Foundations of High
Magick

Although the Awakened come in many dif-
ferent flavors, the basic Mage rules emphasize
members of the Council of the Nine Mystick
Traditions over all other factions. Other supple-

ments cover Orphans, Technocrats, Nephandi,
Marauders and even hedge magicians, but our
focus for now is the Council. Among all True Magi, the wizards of
the Nine Traditions have the hardest — and most heroic — role.
They follow balance, and balance is not an easy thing to master.

Each Tradition description follows the same format. General
information comes first, followed by other helpful bits:

Introduction: An overall description of the Tradition and its
history in all its best and worst colors.

Philosophy: A statement of the Tradition's general approach
to life, magick and the world.

Style: An overview of the group’s favored style of magick.
This reflects the reachings that Tradition uses and the overall
focus of its Arts.

Sphere: The Sphere the Tradition has mastered.

Common Foci: The usual items Tradition members use to
focus their magicks. The exact methods, foci and rituals a mage
utilizes are left ro the individual to choose; these foci are merely
the most common among that particular group.

Organization: Some Traditions are very formal, while others
barely have any form of organization at all. This listing reflects the
group’s overall makeup and coherence.

Initiation: Each Tradition has a ritual, task or ordeal a
neophyte must perform in order to join the ranks. Sometimes, the
group comes to you; other rimes, you must go '.Ind present y« Illr'w“
to them.

Acolytes: The most common subcultures or individuals that
gravitate towards members of that Tradition.

Concepts: The types of people who generally join the Tradi-
tion; helpful for matching a character idea to a group.

Quote: A remark which typifies the average Tradition
member’s attitude.

Stereotypes: Each Tradition thinks its way is best. These are
their general takes on the others.
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The Akashic Brotherhood

Many mages are perplexed that this Tradition, with its strong emphasis on developing
the body, believes the Sphere of Mind is paramount, but to the Akashic Brotherhood,
mind and body are inseparable. Disciplining the mind can only come with proper
discipline of the body which houses it. Unfortunately, much of the Akashic Brotherhood's
history has seen little more than stereotyping and confusion from the Brotherhood’s

yJ| Western counterparts.

The Akashic Brotherhood is a rich and ancient Tradition, tracing its origins to the
first village when humanity lived in harmony with the Cosmic All. There the
Brotherhood-to-be learned Do from the Celestines Dragon, Tiger and Phoenix. But
the One splintered again and again until it was many, and those who would become
the Akashic Brotherhood soon secluded themselves in caves, concerned with the
perfection of the self. Their conflict with the Technocracy began early as the

Artificers — those who relied upon tools —set out to enforce the wall between
our world and that of the spirits.

Millennia ago, early Brothers battled a reincarnationist creed who later
grew into the Euthanatos. Appalled by what they saw as a death-cult, the
Akashics began a bitter war which raged for nearly three centuries. Bad blood

exists to this day. Since then, they have been hesitant to enter a conflict
unless provoked. They are well-equipped, however, to fight if need be.
Members of this Tradition are best known for their mastery of
Do, the proto-martial art. Practice of Do (or “The Way,” pro-
p nounced “doe”) strengthens the body and sharpens the mind,
refining the human being spiritually, mentally, physically and
even primally. Masters of this Art are capable of incredible
feats, often accepted within the popular paradigm, which
rarely atrract Paradox. Through Do, Akashic
contemplatives seek perfection and enlightenment, and
with it, Akashic warriors stand powerfully against the
Technocracy and other foes.
Understanding Drahma (the Tradition's fabled 10th
Sphere) is vital to this Tradition. Drahma is the wheel
n of the universe, creation and destruction, birth and
rebirth, past, present and future, and inexorable
destiny. It is both cause-and-effect and right-
action. The Avarar which understands its own
Drahma is master of its own fate. Through a
sequence of lives, the Avatar progresses to-
wards mastery of Drahma — and Ascension.
Though firmly rooted in Asia, this Tradi-
tion is not exclusive to any one ethnic group, nation
or even gender. They embrace Koreans, Chinese,
Indians and Westerners alike. “Brother” is an honorific
recognition, not a title. Likewise, the Brotherhood's
contemplative philosophies have made their mark
across the East in such varied forms as Zen, yoga

and Taoism. Do is equally widespread — ele-
ments of it can be found in almost every martial
art.

The living heart of the Akashic Brother-
hood is the Akashic Record. Named after
Akasha, rhe Ascended Avatar who both in-

vented writing and created the Record, it is the
source of all understanding and inspiration for
Akashic mages. Its physical form is written
text, but the collective record of the entire

(™ Brotherhood's subconscious resides within



a mystick pool. Anything a Brother experiences goes into the
Record, transformed into symbols for others to interpret and
contemplate. With it, Akashic Brothers understand the past,
watch Avarars undergo continuous manifestations and come
closer to Ascension.

Philosophy: Do not do; simply be. Look within for both
solution ro a difficulty and its cause as well. You cannot effect
balance without until you are balanced within as well. Do not seek
to control your enemy, but to guide him. Do not resist opposition
when you can simply step around it.

Style: Magick flows from harmony and discipline, a natural
force focused by Do. This Tradition’s mages are as contemplative
as they can be combative, philosopher-warriors who would under-
stand and guide rather simply obliterate. Akashic Brothers (and
all members of this Tradition, whether male or female, are “Broth-
ers”) tend to use violence only as a last resort, but can be quite
effective when they do.

Sphere: Mind

Common Foci: Meditation, chanting, sashes (as well as
headbands or robes), Do, purification rites (baths, abstinence,
anointing), weapons

Organization: More so than any other Tradition, Akashic
mages are strongly aligned according to their Essence. Pattern
mages (sometimes called Orange or Saffron Robes) are often
masters of Drahma. Questing mages (or Scales of the Dragon)
focus on protecting Sleepers and Awakened and believe them-
selves parts of the Dragon Celestine’s body. Dynamic mages
(occasionally called Yogis) master the spirit world, while Primor-
dial mages (sometimes called Blue Skins) are those most dedicated
to personal Ascension.

Initiation: This Tradition is no longer as exclusively Asian as
it once was. Most Brothers have been Brothers in past incarna-
tions. Some members prove themselves in the martial arts or
Eastern philosophy before Awakening, while others are observed
from afar by Brothers who plumb the depths of the Record in order
to learn their Avatars’ current incarnation. Akashics may be
trained in their Xiudaoyuan (Chantries) for years before being
released from study.

Acolytes: Martial artists, Buddhist scholars, yoga teachers,
herbalists

Concepts: Wandering sage, contemplative warrior, Taoist
hermit, modern knight

Stereotypes

; ® Celestial Chorus —
ignore the role of the individy
® Cult of Ecstasy —
too often lose the selfin ¢
are nonetheless valuable,

T‘hler seek wisdom, byt
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he eternity of Time, hye they
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The Celestial Chorus

Each Tradition is ultimately misunderstood by the others, but few are viewed with as

= much antipathy as the Celestial Chorus. It is true that the Choristers are overtly and
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from these wolves

unashamedly religiocentric, but their zealous Ascension ideal has lefta bad aftertaste in the
collective mouths of the other Traditions. However, there is much more to this

Tradition than their detractors are willing to realize.

The Celestial Chorus is not a religion but a meta-religion,
meant to encompass all belief systems. Typically, its followers

come from Western monotheistic traditions, but it would be

naive to assume that every Chorister is automatically a Christian.

Still, members of this Tradition share a common philosophy and

cosmology: In the Beginning, in the time before Time, was the One, and

the Ome sang a glorious Song. The One sang Life into Itself and became Many.
The One's fragments, lts children, are both Sleeper and Awakened
alike, and their ultimate goal is to return ro the One. Choristers see

themselves as shepherds, and the Sleeper:

ire their flock. The duty

of the Chorus is to guide all humanity towards Ascension.

Like the Brotherhood, the Chorus is an ancient and vener-
able Tradition. Though it claims to be the Mother of all

Traditions, now fractured into many divisions just as the One

is likewise fractured, it can be historically traced to the XVIII

dynasty of Egypt and the time of

lkhnaton. While some

Traditions (such as the Dreamspeakers and the Verbena)

predate the Chorus, the Celestials consider themselves the

manifestation of a perennial philosophy, ancient when the

more “primitive” Traditions were young and scattered, even if

the Tradition proper did not form until much later.

Throughout history, Choristers have played different roles:

some as guardians, some as caretakers and some as soldiers. Every

flock has its wolves, and the Chorus' duries include protecting its flock

the Nephandi, the undead and other entities which would

prey on helpless Sleepers. The frequent symbolism of the One as the sun is most

appropriate, as the Chorus sees itself as a beacon in the night, burning away the

evils of the world.

Almost as a whole, Choristers fervently oppose the

Technocracy and other Prometheans (as the Chorus calls them) who try to
impose their vision of reality over the One’s. Unfortunately, some Choristers

<

by other mages.

ﬂ once went too far in their zeal, and their role in the Inquisition is too well-known

The Tradition's link with the New World Order (or, more properly, to its
foundation, the Cabal of Pure Thought) is well-known by Council historians. Mages
within the medieval Christian Church split over the role they were to play in
humaniry's future. Those who wished to rule through one Church, one government,
formed the Cabal; those who opposed them formed the Chorus. The rivalry — and
J J \\‘\ !‘!\“‘1\.] — hL'T\\v'('l.'l\ |IH.’|'|'| I'lxi.\ never er!l.}(.'\.i.

The Celestial Chorus has always had an apocalypric tinge to it. To them,

the Reconciliation, when the One shall be reunited, is imminent. Unfor-

-

tunately, the particulars of the Reconciliation are unknown

m[u'ﬂ;i]l\; whether it will occur n.llurn]ly or be initiated and what

will happen to those who have not yet Ascended.

Some Choristers may have been the cartalyst for religious

reform efforts. Ultimately, their efforts have had an impact on the

religious traditions of Sleepers, though the Chorus now avoids

instigating major religious upheaval or new religious beliefs. Liken

the phenomenon to an orchestra: Choristers may have been

particularly powerful instruments in the symphony, at times even

conductors — sometimes adding their own flavor to the music, but

Never again rewrting I'.IIC score.




The metaphor of an orchestra is most appropriate for the
Celestial Chorus, for religion and music are intermingled to the
point of inseparability. Music, particularly song, is the highest form
of spirituality and can never be relegated to merely a form of fine art
or entertainment. Magick is the music of the Spheres, the Song is
the primal essence of creation, and the Chorus frequently calls
magick “the Song.” In Song, many voices are joined into one, and
through Song, the Chorister is ever reminded of the One.

Philosophy: All humanity came from the One, and we shall
not be happy until we return to It. Together, we shall usher the
Sleepers into a glorious Ascension. As we are guided by the light
of the One, so shall our lights guide the Sleeping until we all join
the One's embrace.

Style: These mages focus their Art with faith and purpose. To
them, their Art is the touch of the One. They are but Its fingers and
Its tongue.

Sphere: Prime

Common Foci: Fire and light, song (and rarely musical
instruments), water or oil, holy symbols, touch.

Organization: The Celestial Chorus is strictly (many would
say stiflingly) hierarchic, retaining much of the structure estab-
lished during the Roman Republic. Rank and status are quite
formal. Many informal factions exist within the Chorus, however,
based upon patterns of religious belief (Judaism, Zoroastrianism,
etc.) or ideology. Choristers frequently quibble about the Chorus’
future, the One's possible gender, the value of heterodoxy, etc.
Holding such views is no longer as dangerous as it once was.

Initiation: Choristers often seek their recruits in church-run
organizations with a social outreach. Some spontaneously Awaken
particularly those in-
volving music — without the assistance of the Chorus. Apprentices

through powerful religious experiences

undergo a rigorous catechumenism prior to formal vows.
Acolytes: Priest, cantor, social worker, the faithful

Concepts: Evangelist, poert, theologian, witch-hunter, healer

Stereotypes
* Akashic Brotherhood —

perfect their own voice, but not h

* Cult of Ecstasy
discord instead ey

® Dl'l:‘ams
Lost in the w,

They have learned to
OW 10 sing in harmony,

he
of l'larm(my_ ¥ hear the Sgl'lg: but seek

[j);akfcrs — An early Son
orld of the many, they d
* Euthanatos — The oD

Devil's chord, Dish
® Orderof H ermes — The i e
notes and wish ro Sing onl;l'—?:: rl}*:::lrlgl\ﬁm t'he S i
: * Sons of Ether —_ These Prome fa 3
slightly less proud than the Technoc %
®* Verbena — The ~¢

Although we Must now

2, but unrefined.

€ans are only

y have their own sanguine Song

trust l'hl..’lll, we Wl" not em race
. vl‘l“l' fg
epls h
) dl Ad ! cy Lﬂnfuse thf. llls[rumEDr 10!
Ul ) 0 e Yy
. Jf I( W Unes
: 1 hc SL‘I\‘.‘k the u;ﬂﬂg. bu: Wlthﬂul‘ a

Wook tuithin yourself to see the hurning sperk of the One,
andy et it burst forth in song!

e are memy, but fue act in concert.

Alfrays listen to the songs of those armmd gou,
ard nevier forget the One, our origin and our desting.

Chapter Six: Character Creation 97

Aé'



N Z

The Cult of Ecstasy

Most other Traditions write the Cultists of Ecstasy off as losers with eyes full of stars
and heads full of drugs. They miss, however, the method behind the Cult’s apparent
madness: that only by transcending every barrier — social, theological, even
temporal
upon the Time Masters’ so-called “vices,” but the Ecstatics themselves realize

can you truly reach beyond your own inner walls. Other mages frown

that sex, dance and drugs are time-honored, if risky, roads to transcendence.
The Cult has a rich history. From arboreal visionquests to Dionysian
revels, mystics throughout history have sought to sidestep the
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(™ mundane by altering their perceptions and thus their concep-
tions of what is and is not real. The Cult itself rose from
organized bands of Ecstatics who pursued enlighrenment
through any means necessary. Through their experiments,
they discovered ways to slip past the boundaries of Time.
This feat, coupled with the eloquence of the founding mem-
bers, won the Ecstatics their Council seat. Other wizards
looked askance ar the tripping mysticks (known then as the
Seers of Chronos), but no one could deny the success of their
methods.

Time is this Tradition’s forte; the very existence of this
Art is often credited to the early Seers, who looked —
and sometimes even jumped — across the time stream.

Although other groups have accepred such feats, no one
has been able to beat the Cult for sheer mastery of the
temporal. Many Cultists are adepr at perception magicks
also. Ecstatics are usually known for their faraway gaze.
Most outsiders artribute this to excessive drug use, but
wise mages recognize the effects of time sight. After all,

if you always saw past, present and future as one,
you'd look pretty stoned too.

The stereotypical Cultist bears little resem-
blance to his more respectable forbears; he is usually
unkempt, rebellious, contemptuous of authority and

perpetually stoned. In truth, the hippie weirdo is only
the most obvious face of this diverse Tradition. While
more conservative mages shake their heads at the “degen-
/ eration” of the Cult, those who understand realize that any
sort of conformity or regulation runs counter to the group's
whole philosophy — to obliterate all barriers in pursuit of
the higher self. The Cult isa “Tradition” in name only; they
are united only under a common philosophy and code of
ethics.

Strange as it may seem to some, Ecstatic mages are
= generally responsible. Since so much of their code is based
on the sacred passions, acts which violate one's self —

suicide, murder, rape, addiction and other forms of
oppression and self-destruction — are the worst kind
of crimes. Contrary to popular belief, the Cult on the
whole rarely participates in the sex industry or drug
trade; the exploitation to which these “institutions”
often sink goes against the Tradition's grain. Few Cult-
ists will ever try to force a Sleeper to Awaken. Some
folks, they know, should remain asleep.



The code of the Cult stresses individual freedom, tempered
with a responsibility to those who do not understand. Like the
Akashic Brothers and Verbena, Ecstatics attune themselves to the
energies within. Such energies are then stimulated with drugs,
sexual arousal, music and other activities to bring on an altered
state. Most Cultists vary their chosen “vices” often, since any form
of stimulation loses its potency with overuse. Addiction to a
certain vice, or to overstimulation in general, spells doom for the
foolish. Cultists walk a very thin line.

Music is the most powerful Ecstatic tool. Strong rhythms and
complex harmonies unlock and channel the sacred inner passions.
Few Cultists work their magick without some form of chant,
dance, drumming or song. The Tradition's greatest achievement
was perhaps the popularization of rock music. Whether the pio-
neers of rock-n-roll were Awakened or mundane is open to debate,
but no one can debate the influence the Cult has had on rock’s
diversity and forms — or its popularity. Concerts, particularly
those which stir up lots of raw emotion, are common Cultist hang-
outs.

Philosophy: Tune in to the song within yourself. Stretch
your fingers past the bars of your private cage, and lift yourself
beyond the limits. Anything is possible! Life is a gift, and most
poor bastards never get past the wrapping paper.

Style: The Cult’s magick comes from sidestepping limita-
tions both within and without. As soon as you believe a given set
of rules, they teach, you must break them to gain further enlight-
enment. This rebellious credo allows Ecstatic mages to advance
quickly and spectacularly, though Paradox picks off the careless
ones. Their Arts usually involve perception (and the twisting of
same) through tapping into the sacred passions.

Sphere: Time

Common Foci: Dance, music, sex and sensuality, drugs
(usually narural, not man-made), incense, candles, art

Organization: Nomadic and anarchistic, Ecstasy Cultists
wander the world in search of new thrills and converts. Concerts,
tribal gatherings and raves are common meeting sites. Rank is an
informal matter; status is based on mutual respect. Large meetings
are unusual, and often serious, affairs. Though pigeonholed as
unreliable, an Ecstatic mage is perfectly reasonable abour attend-
ing Chantry meetings — so long as there’s a reason for one.

Initiation: Likely candidates are usually offered a chance at
enlightenment, anything from a peyote visionquest to a prolonged
hike or lodge sweat. Their reactions are watched afterward, and
Awakened visionaries are asked to join. Recruits are chosen for
commitment, principles and often talent or looks.

Acolytes: Groupies, entertainers, thrill-seekers, hippie-types

Concepts: Musician, dancer, Deadhead, medievalist, vaga-
bond, modern primitive
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Dreamspeakers

Born before time, this primordial Tradition now stands for the dispossessed, for

those whose cultures have been overthrown like the land itself. These shamans,

joined in a marriage of convenience, find a common cause in the fate of the spirit

landscape — a fate their own people understand. Some Traditions battle the

. y Technocrats out of idealism. For the Dreamspeakers, the fight is personal.
\

“\

When the Convocation was called, searchers went out to the farthest
lands. There, they found people who had achieved balance with the spirits
of nature. Though few of these believed in the Technocratic threat, some

Sj had experienced visions that convinced them to join the strangers’ cause.

Because of these visions, those who came back to Horizon were
christened “Those-Who-Speak-With-Dreams.” Then the
troubles began. No one knew or understood their languages or
cultures. At a loss, the Council appointed the newcomers a
few leaders and left them to figure things out themselves. By
the time these leaders had overcome tribal rivalries, lan-
guage barriers and xenophobia, the rest of the Council
treated them all as one group, renamed the Dreamspeakers.
This Tradition's people have had a rough time. Their
lands were seized and stripped during the Age of Explora-
tion. When European mages pontificated about “progress,”
many Dreamspeakers went back home or grew bitter with
their counterparts. Even today, a nasty undercurrent exists
between the native Dreamspeakers and the people whose
ancestors stole their lands. Despite this, the Tradition’s for-
tunes have recently risen. As industry gobbles up nature, even
Sleepers return to the old ways. As the most primal Tradition,
the Dreamspeakers have attracted many followers. The Earth,
however, is ailing, and the shamans know Her pain all too well.
Beyond the Gauntlet, they can see the spiritual scars that “progress”
sets in motion. Many of these shamans are angry, and thar fury
guides their Art.
Even less militant members defend their lands. To this Tradi-
tion,all things are sacred and alive. They see the spirits, and they
know. Dreamspeakers retain their ancestral ways and often live
among their native people — Africans, Native Americans, Ab-
origines and more “backwoods” Europeans and Asians who
remember the times before cities and lords. Because of their rustic
manner and clannish habits, most outsiders dismiss them as
throwbacks. The Tradition’s loose structure and leadership
doesn’t help impressions.

|

Of all Traditions, the Dreamspeakers are perhaps the
most diverse; this is both a strength and a liability. Because
they have no internal politics to worry about and no leaders to
strike at, the Dreamspeakers are a resilient bunch. The same

disunity that led to their lands’ conquest, however, makes it hard to
work lasting changes. Some Dreamspeakers are kindly visionaries,
but others never leave the war-path. All share a common bond with
the Earth and Her spirit children, an Art that relies more on visions
and prayers than on skill or power, and a dream of rebirth when their

people will grow strong again.

Philosophy: This wasteland you call the “real world™ is merely a
phantasm, a transient whisper of the spirits. We know Earth for what
She is — a mother whose children have grown too proud. Someone
must take care of Her, and that's our rask. We seek the pathways
behind what you call dreams, for our peoples’ wisdom predates your

wonder-machines and will survive after they have gone.



Style: Dreamspeakers believe their Art comes entirely from
the Dreamers, or spirits; thus, their foci call such spirits and ready
the mind to speak with them. Their Arts are strongest in lands
where the Technomancers’ paradigm has not yet taken root: the
jungles of South America and Africa, the wilds of Siberia, Inner
Asia and Australia. In the modern world, where the Gauntlet
stands firm, their magick weakens.

Sphere: Spirit

Common Foci: Bones, feathers, dances, music and song,
ordeals, prayers, images, natural drugs

Organization: Very loose; many Dreamspeakers are nomadic
and solitary. Others claim certain areas as their protectorates and
ally with shapeshifters to defend them. Rank, such as it is, is based
on respect and occasional votes, not on titles or power. Some-
times, tribal rivalries begin again, and other Dreamspeakers must

step in to stop the fighting. In midsummer and during bad rimes,
the Tradition calls gatherings to exchange news and insights,

settle disputes and celebrate.

Initiation: Initiation is in many ways the pinnacle of the
Dreamspeaker Path. Spirits choose most shamans — those who
seek such destiny rarely find it. Dreamspeakers on the cusp of
Awakening often seem unstable; they see glimpses of the Umbra
and visions of hidden truth. Initiation is often personal — one
goes, or is taken, on a visionquest where he undergoes hardships
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both real and spiritual. Many times, he dies and is reborn. Some-
times other shamans observe the newcomer, but the visionquest is
often suffered alone. When it ends, the Avatar usually takes the
shape of some patron spirit — often an animal with some signifi-
cance to the mage — and guides him to others of his kind.

Acolytes: Garou, environmentalists, neo-shaman, native
activists

Concepts: Shaman, hermit, ecologist, visionary, warrior
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Euthanatos

From the moment of our births, we die. Slowly,
painfully, joyfully, we rejoin the Great Unmaking which
breaks us down, obliterates our individuality and sends us
back, perhaps, for another trip. The concept terrifies most

Westerners. This dread explains some of the Euthanatos’
bad reputation.

Although the Euthanatos do not glory in death, the

“brief death” of their initiation has left its mark on them.

Most outsiders lay charges of murder, torture, genocide,

necromancy, vampirism and other horrors at the Tradition’s

door. There are many misconceptions — and some truths — behind
the rumors.

An amalgam of Greek, Hindu and heretical Arabic beliefs, this
Tradition has had problems since the beginning of time. Three
hundred years before Christ’s birth, Euthanatos forerunners — the
Handura, Bhowana and Dacoits — bartled Akashic missionaries
over differences of doctrine. Although both groups believed in
reincarnation and the Avatars' upward progress, the “death mages”
sought human progress through reincarnation, weeding out cor-
ruption wherever they found it. To the Akashics, these sects
impeded the cycle of Drahma. To the thanatoic sects, their
practice — the Good Death — was merely pragmatic, given
India’s living conditions even then. The Euthanatos claimed they
saw misery and stagnation and took care of it the most direct way
possible. In the modern world, they still pursue that legacy with grim
determination.
Contrary to belief, few Euthanatos go about their task coldly.
Qutsiders mistake their tight emotional control, so necessary for
such a task, for bloodlust. This is rarely true; they simply bear
the burden destiny has given them. Though most Euthanatos
do display a great interest in the moments surrounding death,
this fascination is not as morbid as it seems. To them, death is
only a step in the journey, not an ending.

Neither are the Euthanatos careless. Most employ
their magicks to research the causes of decay, pinpoint
the sources and hunt them down. Most will make some
attempt to reform their targets before the Good Death

a killing designed to send the victim back into the
karmic cycle — is applied. Some offenders recant and
change their ways; the foolhardy join the Great Un-

Sadly, the times appear to have surpassed them. The miser-
ies of the modern world are beyond any Tradition’s ability
to prevent. Some extreme sects have urged a global purging
to bring on a new beginning. This suggestion has not met
with much approval, for obvious reasons. Despite the seem-
ing kinship between the Good Death’s objective and the
Nephandic ideal, no Tradition battles the Fallen Ones with
greater fervor — the end of everything leaves nothing for
rebirth. Euthanatos are, in their way, optimists — they
believe in an eventual dawn to the current night.
Through their connection with the Great Cycle, the Euthanatos
understand the ups and downs of probability better than any other
group. They study the effects of death and rebirth through dark
Seekings and short trips into the Shadowlands. Games of chance and
even physical ordeals are common teaching tools. Understanding the
Cycle gives them power over reality.




Euthanatos are a pragmatic lot; they study weapons, poisons,
dark magicks and vampirism as closely as they can. Though most
pity the Restless Dead for remaining trapped within their identi-
ties, few hesitate to use a ghost for their own ends. Yet they are
known throughout the Council for their fairness and compassion
for those who deserve it. Many work as doctors or healers, assisting
those they can save and helping on those whom they cannot. For
them, Kali, the Dark Mother, is a perfect symbol. She gives life,
and she takes it away.

Philosophy: Things fall apart. Night descends over day.
Everyone dies, even us. The Wheel weeps for no one. But morning
always comes. That's part of the deal. It all comes around again.
How can you doubt that this is natural? Death is only a brief sleep.
We're just trying to wake the Sleeper up before its too late.

Style: Euthanatos magick flows from their attunement with
the Great Cycle, or Wheel, which they often personify as any
number of birth/death deities (Kali, Persephone and Baron Samedi
being the most common). Some draw upon this Cycle by entering
a mild trance or focusing their will through cards, dice or lots. A
few modern Euthanatos use the trappings of mortality — bones,
skulls, graveyard dirt, etc. — while others work through purified
weapons.

Sphere: Entropy

Common Foci: Dancing, dice, cards, weapons, bones, in-
cense, song, candles, meditation

Organization: Fairly loose and democratic; most Marabouts
(Chantries) maintain autonomy and decide all policy from within.
Meetings are held on the first day of every month. An enforcer
group, the Freedom Razor, is said to police the Tradition for
Nephandic taint and supposedly answers to the mysterious Con-
sanguinity of Eternal Joy. Another faction, the White Band,
administers to the needs of those Sleepers who can be saved.

Initiation: All new members must undergo the agama (“short
death”), a near-death experience which takes them into the
Underworld for a long moment to savor mortality and the wisdom
of the Great Unmaking. From there, initiates either decide to stay
or come back to join the Tradition.

Acolytes: Occultists, right-to-die activists, doctors and nurses,
detectives

Concepts: Assassin, vigilante, health care worker, wander-
ing priest(ess)
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Each Tradition claims a grand and ancient history, but few can boast as rich and
momentous a lifeline as the Order of Hermes. Inheritors — or survivors — of the
illustrious Hermetic Houses of the European High Mythic Age, these haughty mages

epitomize the classical wizard: hunched over arcane codices, they translate esoteric

numerologies and divine the arcane keys to the universe.

Once, this Tradition consisted of many smaller mystick Houses, micro-

Traditions grouped together by a common ideology, honor code and

magickal approach. To the Hermerics, magick — or “the Art” — was
a quantifiable field of study, much like science or grammar, with set
rules of theorems and logic. With enough study and dedication,
reality could be mastered through knowledge and skill. Though
their main teachings came from Egyptian and Hebrew mysticks, the
Orders incorporated variations as they spread their influence across
Europe during its Dark Ages.

Hermetic magi were among the first to recognize that shared
beliefs established a certain paradigm under which magick became
easier or more difficult. With this knowledge, the Hermetics began
a grand experiment: living and operating in the public eye, they
spread belief in their magick throughout their sphere of influence
— the first attempt to guide the beliefs of Sleepers on a massive
scale. Unfortunately, their Order of Reason rivals learned the lesson
all too well. While the Houses battled each other, the Church and the
descendants of the Wyck, the Technocrats ultimately stole consensual
reality from under the Hermetics’ noses.

It was a Hermetic magus, most accounts say, who began the formation
of the Council of Nine. Unfortunately, they soon learned that their
divisions paled when compared with the magickal practices of the world
at large. Foreign groups soon forced the Houses to unite under one
Hermetic Tradition, a “slight” the Order has never forgotten.

The Order of Hermes loathes the Technocracy for its role in the
Order’s “fall,” and they carry the fight to all fronts. Through intellectual
appeal, political and social control, and the New Age press, the Order
hopes to undermine the Technocratic paradigm and bring the Wheel of
Fortune back their way. Sadly, this effort has been undercut by the
Tradition’s insistence upon detailed ritual, secrecy and dedicated study.
Few modern mystics have the time or patience to master the Hermetic

Arts.

Hermetic formality is more than snobbishness; it is a mark of honor,
distinction and discipline. These magi are aware that few others could
match their dedication, and feel they have earned the respect they
\ demand. Learning is more than a chore for these magi — it is a passion
for knowledge, an endless curiosity about the universe’s secrets.
Discretion is likewise a necessary trait; the Order knows how many
rivals would steal those secrets for their own. The Technocracy’s
- rise shows what happens when the keys to reality fall into greedy

hands.

Magi with perseverance, however, reap great rewards. Her-
metic magick harnesses elemental power and ancient bargains
with Umbrood lords. The Order'’s work ethic allows such magi
access to massive libraries, the Umbral Courts, longevity spells
and Doissetep, the most powerful Chantry in existence. No

other Tradition commands the raw influence — mortal and
otherwise — of the Hermetic Houses. The cost, however, is
considerable: long years of apprenticeship, endless politick-
ing, dedicated study and subservience to magi who measure
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Style: Hermetic mages are consummate scholars, studying
ancient lore and preserving revered truths. The Order revels in its
secrecy and utilizes a secret language in its magickal workings and
society. Hermetic magick taps the elemental flow through ritual
incantations, signs, seals, secret names and other classical para-
phernalia. Such magick is difficult and complex to use, but bestows
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Organization: The Order of Hermes relies upon hierarchy
and discipline to maintain its secrecy. Deeply formal, this Tradi-
tion has rigidly codified regulations about proper behavior,
teachings, forms of address and such. Beneath the umbrella of the
Order, the many Houses still exist as factions within the Order, a
fact unknown to most other Tradition mages. Though the stron-
gest— Tytalus, Ex Miscellanea, Quaesitor, Bonisag