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Prologue:

Censorious

“Have you ever eaten a human heart, Garfield?”
“No, Hierarch.” He uses my real name. Where I come from, that’s like mocking a Sicilian’s momma.
“Neither have I, but your incompetence is making me positively famished.” He grins that big, old lion’s grin
of his, the kind where you half-expect a femur to come jutting out of his teeth.
« ' ”»
Yes, Hierarch.

“Cannibalism is unfortunately topical today, Garfield.” He gestures at the thing in the cage. If you inspect the
lines of its body and squint a bit, it almost looks human. “I'm glad this creature’s with us instead of prowling
the docks, but you only caught it because it’s stupid. We wanted its handlers. And they wanted this.” He holds
up the book again: Kendall Hart’s Dark Musings II.

“We tried.” My mouth opens to say more, but I shut it. What am I going to say? This is the Nemean, Hier-
arch of Boston, supreme cat-herder of the joint. I slouch in deference, throw on my coat and think, call me,
Khonsu, you bastard.

Kendall Hart: A nerd’s nerd with a talent for occult trivia. He’s the most successful author you've never
read, unless you know what a d12 is or that the late James “Scotty” Doohan only had nine fingers. In that
case, you might have run across articles in a few, sparsely populated corners of the Net. Trapezoid Online
and Recreational Forteana are good bets. If you belong to that acne-sprinkled demographic, you've probably
read things such as “Queen Cthulhu,” or “Da Vinci’s Robots.”

You could call my cabal (Ophidian Logic’s our name) Kendall Hart’s fan club. We buy all of his books.
By “all,” I mean every single copy. Having been in the book trade before my Awakening, it fell on me to
pretend to be various distributors, independent bookstores and giggling fans. We've managed to corner the
market on Mr. Hart because he knows too much.

Most of his articles aren’t dangerous. They mainly explore burning questions about what dinosaurs in
Renaissance Italy would be like or whether L. Ron Hubbard’s aliens could beat up Grays. But when he
compiles a book? 7hat’s when it gets interesting. He starts out with collected articles, but he likes to pad
them with nifty little extras like bits of coded text and strange allusions. Then he tops it all off with a
couple of new essays and sends the book to his publisher. Those extras are the good stuff — and the danger- 3
ous stuff.

Crowley’s Bathroom describes the Temple of Chthonic Emanations perfectly, and better than some rather
aged Mysterium records. We only dug up the Room of the White Well after 4¢ mentioned it in a sidebar.

A[éef'l P[Ave



Martians Ate My Brain includes about half the instructions you need to activate the Viridian Astra. Five
copies of that got loose once, and that earned us a violent little trip to Mumbai.

He’s a ticking time bomb — and a goose laying golden eggs by the basket load. I couldn’t accept the situ-
ation at first. 'm a Censor, after all. It’s my job to stare at the rusty spigot of Truth in search of rogue drips.
To stretch the metaphor, I keep the leaks discreet; I divert them to certain reservoirs where the right people
can drink.

We know a lot about Hart. He’s a happily married bibliophile and doesn’t use the least spark of sorcery.
I've spied on him a couple of times. As far as we can tell, he likes to pull all-nighters for his books. My
theory is that this sleepless, creative frenzy pushes him into an autonomic state, rendering him a fit host for
certain cacodemons. (I explored the technical details in a paper on the subject; give me the right code word,
and I'll let you read it.) I don’t know for sure, because were afraid that if we cast spells to close to him, we'll
cut him off from the source. Magic often screws up these anomalies, or makes them more dangerous than
they already are. They don’t even let me scry his all-nighters.

I’d have loved to have been in his head when he wrote Dark Musings. He sandwiched in a description of
an Imperial spell between bits on Islamic superheroes and brains in a vat. That was a major coup for Ophid-
ian Logic. All we had to do to keep the book safe — and keep Hart alive — was shoot a Guardian of the
Veil in the face and give a Libertine a solid beating. My arm still hurts when it rains.

Hart’s done it to me again. My bags are tagged, and I'm on a bus to Chicago, all to save Kendall Hart
EK from cannibals who want his latest work — and lunch.

Every mage in Chicago is a crazy bastard. Let me ask you: If you felt your spirit soar to the heavens and
managed to write your name in stars, if you broke the shell of the Lie to grasp the lightning of Creation in
your hand, would you come back and think, That’s why I should be in a baseball team?

I don’t have time to complain about this to the Awakened Chicagoan at hand. Instead, I manage the fol-
lowing:

“Hey, ugh!”

“Ugh” is the sound I make when an aluminum bat hits me in the gut. Or any other kind of bat, really.

‘The unknown god that poured this dude into his Cubs shirt had a fine appreciation for the male phy-
sique. I double over to an excellent view of his six-pack, straining against the cotton. A jarring bat-smack
on my back treats me to a close-up of his shoes.

“Didn’t you see our tags, Mysteryman?” His voice is an octave too high for his body.

“Ugh.” I go fetal. It hides my hands.

“You're supposed to ask permission before you enter our territory.”

I mumble; the mudra’s almost done. I smell ozone; I always do. My eyes roll back, and I remember he
Throne of the Presence. I never believed until Dad died. We scattered the ashes, but it was windy. They blew back
and stuck to my hand. And then the ashes were gray clouds and the clouds held the Throne and there were a thousand
wings, and God’s face — and it was mine, my face, burning my eyes, leaving the afterimage of the Shape. It falls to
earth like an angry star and lights up my ashen hands.

So when the bat comes down again, I catch it in both palms. The lightning in my fingers arcs through the
metal nicely.

I swallow back a bit of puke and dust myself oft. Mister MV P is lying on the pavement, twitching ad-
equately.

“Let’s start this conversation again. My name’s Khonsu. I am indeed a ‘Mysteryman.’ Youre a member of
the Game of Geometric Perfection. Your name is Grand Slam. Your name, on the other hand is...”

“Okay man, I'm listening!” Bo ‘Grand Slam’ Dodson grips the edge of the curb and looks up.

“I represent members of Ophidian Logic. Your partner, Lefty...”

“Southpaw.”
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“Whatever. We've dealt with her before. We're not interested in the South Side except for access to one
particular city block. Through her, we paid you people a lot of money for the privilege of visiting from time
to time. This leads me to wonder why the fuck this courtesy just manifested as a base hit to the ribs.”

“Iwo murders in the ’hood, man. We usually tip off the cops, but these ones don’t leave any psychic resi-
due. That means one of us is responsible. You come in all lit up, and I don’t know your face, man.”

“Right, right. Okay, Slam, you need to know three things. First of all, the killers probably aren’t Awak-
ened, but they are some pretty dangerous guys. Second, I can’t find my cabal. Third, we've now established
that I can kick your ass, so don’t get any ideas re: Point the Second. But as you did violate a sworn agree-
ment between our cabals, I thank you.”

“How’s that?”

“You're going to work off your debt by helping me. By the way, how’d you know my order?”

“I had a kickass prophetic dream last night, where I met a man carrying a black book. He turned my
sword east, and we journeyed to a tower there to rescue a blind man — kind of like Homer.” Grand Slam
shakes his head like one of those shaggy dogs fresh from a swim and rises to a crouch.

“Ihe poet? That is indeed, uh, kickass. The place were going is actually east of here. If you figured me

out, why’d you hit me with the bat?”
“Nature of prophecy, man.” He grabs the bat a bit warily. “Things might have unfolded badly if I second-

guessed proximate causes. Anyway, what’s the plan>” WO A
“We're going to kidnap an obscure speculative fiction writer to save him from a cannibal cult bent on

destroying the world.”

In the elevator to Hart’s apartment, it occurs to me that my old plan revolved around Smooth Rex, who Invey ENg
uses beguiling spells about as liberally as his cheap cologne. Without his winning charisma (since he’s miss- /¢, R
ing along with the rest of my cabal), I have to think of another way to get Hart out of there. Kendall Hart? 7€
This large man with a bat and I want to take you out on the town! Mr. Hart, as your biggest fan I'd like to treat
you fo your first stalking. I know you're nervous, but I'll try and make sure the experience helps us both grow. My
mind soars through dump mode and entertains various facetious and dumb ideas until Slam and I turn the
corner to his door. It’s decorated with a Popsicle stick sculpture of Cthulhu. It rattles when I knock.

“Who is it?” echoes through the door.

“Uh, Kendall Hart? I'm Rory, uh, Ganzfeld. I've got a check for you from your agent.”

Click. The door opens. Kendall Hart’s eyes are framed by big, practical glasses. He’s wearing a Hawaiian
shirt and khakis. “Ganzfeld? Like the psychic experiment? That’s unlikely. Did Steve put you up to this?
Iy =

Slam’s supposed to grab Hart at this point, but he doesn’t. He points down the hall instead. I follow his
lead and see a stringy-haired woman. She’s leveling a shotgun. Right before my eyes roll up behind my
head and the angels come to serve me again, I notice that she salivates like a hungry junkyard dog.

Ms. Hart is a formidable woman, or maybe she just wears shock well. She deftly chain smokes my
cigarettes as she thrusts a rolled-up towel under Slam’s head. Slam’s lying on her dining room table, uncon-
scious but breathing. The cultist’s corpse is lying in her tub. She says the fresh burns on my arm look like
alchemical symbols. That’s a hell of an observation from a Sleeper.

In a traumatized monotone, Hart says, “Well, honey, I think they also bear some resemblance to Eno-
chian characters, huh?”
Melanie Hart glares at her husband. He gets up and starts a pot of tea.
“So what you're saying then, Rory, is that Ken’s books are all true?” !

“Not every word. Just some of his late-night output. The main thing is that you should visit family
somewhere out of town for a while. Three weeks sounds good. Dark Musings II has a section that this cult
wants.”
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“Why don’t they just buy the thing then?”

And that’s it. I have to explain it all. I wan# to explain it all. I tell her that Kendall Hart’s total reader-
ship is five people, plus whoever visits Milwaukee’s Athenaeum and pulls his stuff from the shelves. I tell
I tell her what an Athenaeum is in the context of the Mystery and that I, Khonsu of the Bronze Tripod of
Ophidian Logic, am a dadouchos-Censor, first-degree adept and keeper of forbidden lore.

“And that lore just happens to include your husband’s supposed fantasies. I know you think I'm just some
crazy guy, Ms. Hart, just like I know that you've tried to call 911 with both of your phones. I'm the reason
they don’t work.

“Plus, your husband saw me set a woman on fire with my mind.”

Slam comes around while she packs her bags. Kendall Hart doesn’t offer me any tea, but I pour some
anyway.

“These guys are after me? You've been watching me?” Hart’s eyes dart around. I know he’s thinking of
ways to run for it. Best to keep him interested.

“Yes. In the Vast Egyptian Weirdness chapter, you quoted what you said was an Old Kingdom inscrip-
tion. We originally thought you got it from the University of Chicago archives, maybe through your wife,
but I had a contact of mine come up empty looking for it.”

He shrugs. “Well, I made it up. I thought this Scribe of Blasphemy figure you see in a couple of coffin in-
scriptions was kind of interesting. When it’s time to weigh your heart in front of the gods, he tries to switch
the papyrus that contains your sins with a forgery full of terrible things. I thought it was reminiscent of the
King in Yellow. You could have some fun extrapolating it into...”

“...an Ancient Egyptian version of those Chambers stories. I know, Mr. Hart. But you ended up with
something else, didn’t you?”

“Yeah, it never seemed like it really hit my goal for the piece.”

“Well, instead of creating a compelling fictional document, you created... well, not actually a ‘real’ bit of
Egyptian scripture. Think of it as a possibility, like one of your ‘alternate universes.” Think of the worst of
all possible worlds, where torture begins at birth and where the only miracles that exist serve to keep the
victims alive and suffering long enough to breed and continue it all, forever. Think of a world where the
only god is composed of every story of suffering in its universe, and its thoughts are processed in a loop of
time that plays back every horrific permutation, like a computer that calculates its instructions with formu-
lae of pain.

“Somehow, you found that god, Ken. You wrote a bit of its prayer book. That makes it more rea/ than it
was when it was just a shell, cast into the darkness when this world was born. There are some crazy people
who want to make it real enough to replace our world.”

His eyes stop darting, and the rest comes along quickly. I tell him about the Red Word: the cult that
worships the Scribe and collects fragments of its unspeakable history. They’re cannibals; they believe that
the act steals the victim’s place in Earth, opening a tear in the world-narrative that their master might be
able to seep through, one sentence at a time.

“And that’s where I come in, Ken. You've seen what I can do — the pyrotechnic end of it, anyway. That
was a simple trick from a vast body of knowledge — the same knowledge that sometimes hits you when
you're writing at 4 Am. These are flashes of the Mystery, as potent as a bolt of flame. It’s my job to keep the
fire that frees people, and snuff out anything that might rage out of control and burn them, or burn us all.”

Mel and Ken Hart cry on the corner, under yellow city lamplight. Fear as well as the sorrow of parting
lends a desperate tightness to their embrace. Melanie Hart didn'’t see the fire in my hands, but she believes
him because she loves him. A wavy line of October chill whips my spine, and I grab Kendall Hart’s shoul-
der. Mel’s with Slam, on the way to his cabal and then to relatives in Indiana. Ken’s with me, through the
border of the street light and into the deep blue Chicago evening.
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Later, Kendall Hart’s starting to push the fear down. It gives his natural sense of curiosity some breath-
ing room.

“What's going to happen to that woman’s body?”

“She’s going to look like she had a heroin overdose. Slam dropped her behind a little buttressed nook
around the corner from you.”

“You burned her to death.”

“Yeah, but I fixed that. Pick up the pace, will you?” He’s trundling along in front of me, and I like to
walk fast.

“Where are we going?”

“Not telling. Don’t worry Mr. Hart — Ken. I don’t want any harm to come to you or your wife. You've
really helped us over the years, and we don’t want that to stop.”

“Okay. Youre part of some secret society, right? Some sort of what, Hermetic rite?”

“The Golden Dawn and all that? Nah. They’re jackasses, Ken. You were absolutely right when you wrote
about them being dodgy old men’s clubs with questionable politics. Actually, we got a chuckle out of it
around the local caucus. >

“In English, we call ourselves the Mysterium. We think the real name is Eﬁ‘ﬁ? §

He grimaces and clutches his ears. “I don’t know what that was, but it hurt.” W

“It’s the language of magic — the language of knowledge itself. Other languages are approximations. OA
‘They’re mediated by your own prejudices and your natural tendency to accept the world at face value.”

“It sounds Gnostic.” Kendall Hart frowns. I know he thinks Gnosticism’s as silly as old men babbling in ;&
Enochian. {
“In part. We call the world the Lie, but think of it as a place where the signal of knowledge is obscured NCtEN,

by a hell of a lot of noise. You were born into it, so the static of the Lie sounds so familiar to you that ‘clean’ /5% 2,
knowledge sounds scrambled. But the Lie is beautiful, too. It’s the source of metaphor, poetry, artful ap- i
proximation. You have to respect it. Magic — the true world — is the stark skeleton upon which we hang
the flesh of our lives. Magic describes things as they really are, like a form of mathematics that a/so de-
scribes the numbers that compose it. Does that make sense?”

“Ihe map is the territory.”

“That’s a good way of putting it.” I stop. There’s a small red smear in my mind’s eye. Back at the apart-
ment, I sampled that cultist’s particular disease — indigenous Americans called it the chenoo sickness — and
bound it to a Space spell designed to detect other afflicted. I place the red smear of sickness within the
great shape of Space and read numbers and distance from threads and spots of crimson.

‘There’s an old door to my left. I turn, take a lunging step and bind the wind and snapping fabric of the
move to the first two knuckles in my hand. The door flies open, splintering at the deadbolt, and I've broken
my hand.

“Get in, Ken. They’re coming for you.”

I tug at his sleeve with my good arm. The alarm sparks, electricity yearning to course to its bells and
warnings, but I kill it fast. I follow him in, and we explore a dark, messy storage room together. My head
brushes against hanging, ragged fabric; faint blue light catches arabesque patterns in its folds. Kendall Hart
sits on a table and leans against a box full of mannequin arms.

The cultist’s shotgun is wrapped up in my coat. I knock it out of my armpit with my bad hand and cradle
it, ambling toward Hart. “You still know how to shoot? There are three slugs left in this thing.” He takes
the gun.

The door creeps open. Three shadows leap out, framed in city light. I can’t see them, but one of the can-
nibals has a precise mid-Atlantic accent. He says, “I can smell your wounds. It’s quite attractive, but were
willing to forego our usual proclivities. You know we want Mr. Hart.”

“Just a couple of little burns. Say — how’d you find out about our author friend, anyway?”
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He sighs. “I think you're probably too injured to work one of your tricks under so much public scrutiny,
Khonsu, so I'll play. Besides, it’s funny. Mr. Hart’s publisher is very impressed with his sales. He showed
me the first half of Dark Musings I1. If you hadn’t been so diligent in buying his books, we would never
have found Mr. Hart. He’d be safe in mid-list obscurity. But you know how authors always moan about the
death of the mid-list, don’t you?”

“Cannibals in the book trade, eh? Not surprised.”

“You and I share a certain passion for the written word. That’s what you Mysterons...”

“I like Mysterymen.” Keep talking. Ken’s hands are shaking, thank God. Breathing magic, I steal the little
vortices built by every tremor and channel it back to his gun. 4ir fo fire, air to fire.

Another, rougher voice says, “Eat?” That’s it. I signal to Hart: shoot.

A roar. Hart lands on his ass, and his glasses go spinning. That spell always generates one hell of a recoil.
Air turns to fire, and the first slug explodes into an angry, orange tongue. Three men scream. Two run in-
side. The first one lopes in like a gorilla in burning, dirty overalls. Hart’s hands go steady. His second shot
splits the cannibal’s sooty forehead.

I hit the second guy chest to chest. He’s wearing a blackened, cream-colored suit; his tie flashes cerulean
in the fire. I grab his face with both hands and batter the back of his head oft a table corner once, twice.

I Awakened in front of the Throne of Heaven and gave its occupant my name, and He gave me the names of all
E things. Every name has a sign. All Forces are a few simple arcs, brushstrokes of a cosmic rune. (Down in the Lie,
K in this burning room, the man in the cream suit bites off two of my fingers.) I draw the wind across my right
hand, casting it to the target like an arrow.
Knucklebones grind and shift, but my ensorcelled hand smashes his collarbones like dry sticks. Left,
right.
'The cannibal doesn’t scream. He smiles and says, “I ate your friends, motherfucker.”

My right hand takes both eyes, three knuckles deep.

“Take me to my wife.”

Metal taps my head. I smell fire extinguisher foam and open my eyes. It’s the same room, but darker now,
- and blurry. Kendall Hart brushes the tip of my nose with the shotgun.

“Ow. What? How long have I been out?”

“Twenty minutes. I bandaged your hand. There’s still one shell left, so take me to my wife.”

“I can’t do that yet. Are you going to shoot me, Ken?”

“Maybe. Why can’t I see her?” He adjusts his grip and squints.

“You have a knack for knowing things. I don’t know where you get it from.” I sit up very, very slowly. He
tracks my face with the gun. “Your wife’s with people I can trust to keep her safe, but I can’t trust them not
to use you.”

“You used me! You bastards have been using me for most of my goddamn career! I don’t care about your
secret world, and whatever mob or cult you represent. But let me tell you something, now that I finally have
an opportunity to direct the fucking conversation.”

“I'm listening.”

“I bet you think youre enlightened. You said it wasn't Gnosticism, but when it comes right down to it,
you talk the same way, about some kind of capital-T Truth that excuses running roughshod over ‘lower’
things like, me, Mel — like our whole lives. But youre much more dangerous than some guru or fanatic,

% because, for some reason, this life-hating belief system of yours actually gives you some kind of power.”

I nod, whisper, “I see,” and quietly organize that power around me.

“Down here in the so-called Lie, power isn# knowledge. It’s just a tool, brute force that has nothing to do
with right or wrong.”

“I agree.” I fold my legs under and push up to a stand. The shotgun slides across my face and chest.




“Stop! Don’t make me shoot you!”
“You're absolutely right, Ken. Magic’s a trick. Magic’s what you can do when you understand the struc-
ture of things, but not why the structure exists. I thought I saw God once, but He never told me to be kind
to children or keep my nose out of the lives of nice men who happen to learn the secrets of the universe
when they stay up too late.”

I grab the barrel with two fingers and thumb, and my stumps weep blood through the gauze a little
faster. “When I Awakened and witnessed God, I saw in Him a pattern that unfolds into worlds. I did 7oz
see anybody who loves us or wants to be our Big Daddy. Just the Presence, the pattern, the Mystery that
gives us everything and owes us nothing. We can seize all the knowledge of the universe; God trusts us
to manage it for ourselves. That’s what I do, Ken. I keep tyrants from building the Bomb, and I sell allies
fancy reactors. I support your right to bear arms as long as you take a fucking safety course first. I moderate
knowledge. I protect it from bastards who want to eat the world. And if I thought there wasn’t any alterna-
tive, Id shoot you, feel bad about it for a week and then sell your final work to other occultists.”

So he shoots. It sounds like an anvil hitting a shop floor and feels like Slam’s baseball bat, but the spell
holds. Ken’s eyes widen; he drops the gun.

I cough seven times. It’s an awkward silence.

“I'm not really going to do that, Ken. I just wanted you to know that I'm serious.” v I

Anybody who says they love Milwaukee is telling half a lie. The city’s like that lousy stuffed chair you A
bought in college. It’s lumpy, covered in duct tape and anybody you live with wants you to dump it, and
to be truthful you probably don't like it either, but it took so long to give up and settle for it that you'll be

damned if you let it go now. Ncroas
Kendall Hart sleeps in the very chair from which I derived that allegory. It’s in a little place I keep in ISz e
Avenues West, kitty corner from one of the Marquette U buildings. 4 Rirry

It’s been three weeks since Chicago. None of the cannibals have dropped by to ask after our health.
Smooth Rex learned a lot about them. I thought he was dead, but he was really alive, extraordinarily unwell
and hanging on a meat hook in DuPage. These “Red Word” members don’t mind talking in front of their
food. That’ll be their undoing, as Rex and Potestas (Hierophant of Boston, don’t you know?) are coordinat-
ing efforts to finish the Red Word off.

Rex and I are the only survivors of our cabal. Ophidian Logic’s casualties managed to take eight of the
Red Word along to the grave. That’s worth remembering.

Ken wakes up while I cook pierogies. He’s been a genial roommate (or prisoner, as he likes to remind me).
He even helps out with the dishes.

Plus, he had a dream that showed me one of the greater keys to Space.

“Still on for ten o'clock?” he asks. It’s seven now.

“Yes. Your wife should be by. You'll be living in my friend Rex’s house. We agreed on five grand a month,
didn’t we?”

“Ten.” He holds the colander for me and dumps the pierogies in the frying pan.

“Silly me. And of course you'll still get to write, as long as we get a look at the manuscript first. You want
onions?”

There’s a knock at the door. Zhe knock. I turn the element off and pop the gun from my ankle holster. It
feels a bit too slippery in my left hand. I shove it in my pocket but keep a tight grip. My mind’s eye shifts to
the hallway, and there they are: Grand Slam, Southpaw, Pennant and Melanie Hart.

I wedge the deadbolt between my good fingers and turn it. “Come in!”

So they do, all dolled up in Cubs gear. Even Ms. Hart’s wearing a cap.

“This is the Brewers’ town. Couldn’t you have been less conspicuous?”

“No.” That’s Southpaw. She flicks her cornrows back and straightens her jacket. “We need to talk.”
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“Whatever for?” I can feel the vibrations in my bones. Magic. They're lit up with some shielding. Slam
keeps scratching his stubble and glancing at the ceiling. They've obviously come early in case they need to
hit me with the occult bum’s rush.

“We took care of Ms. Hart here, didn’t we? Over the past little while, we've had some time to think
about the whole arrangement. Were going to have to change it.”

“That’s no good. Your man here attacked me. He broke our deal. You're paying me back, nothing more.”

“Cut the bullshit! We know what Mr. Hart can do. He £nows things — things that the Wise should
share. Fuckin’ Mysterymen, hoarding your secrets, then whoring them for a place in the Pentacle.”

Pennant’s a slight woman with long, straight black hair, twirling a bone ruler in her fingers. She clears
her throat. “Mr. Hart, we want to reunite you with your wife. We can keep you safe. You can even move
back to Chicago.” She points the ruler at me. “This man has an agenda. You'll end up being his prisoners,
no matter what he’s told you.”

My gun comes up. “They’re free. Their secrets aren’t.”

Southpaw shoves her hands in her jacket. She’s probably working mudras while she says, “Who the fuck
is ‘We, fool? Last I heard, you're crew has two left — and one of 'em’s in New England.”

“Listen, Lefty.”

“Southpaw.”
r K‘ “I don’t give a shit. You've got big, brassy balls for threatening me in my sanctum. Lex gives me the right

to execute you right here, but I'll be happy to let our fine, local Consilium arbitrate this.”

Ken shoulders between us. “Mel and I will choose.”

“No. I have no intention of letting you leave with this people. They’d email every word that comes out of
your mouth to their network. As I explained, that is just never going to happen. Youre too dangerous for
unfiltered consumption, least of all by Team Fuckwit here.

“Besides, they know I can beat any of them in a duel.”

Southpaw whips her hands out and says, “The great thing about the Free Council is that we don’t have to
obey your laws.”

And it happens.

The first spell is actually Pennant’s. They probably think her Death mojo will sneak right by my own
particular God-fearing praxis. Thank God, indeed, or at least Smooth Rex. The counterspell he hung for
me snuffs out the necromancy.

I shoot Southpaw (which won’t do much) and think.

I've got two choices. First: kill Ken. That way, his secrets stay with his books. The Game of Geometric
Perfection will probably back off. They can take me out, but they know I might be able to kill one of them
first. Without Ken, it’s just not worth it.

Second, I can try and use my newfound appreciation of Space to get Ken out of here. I don’t think they’d
hold Ms. Hart hostage. As usual, it somehow feels better to kill one of the Wise than some poor Sleeper.
Melanie Hart will probably go a little crazy, and the Paradox will Aurz. Using magic on Kendall Hart

might to something to him. Awaken him, wipe out his talent. Who knows?
Killing him feels practical. “\\‘
h

Southpaw slaps me in the face like a jilted lover, but it feels like a lead hammer. My jaw breaks.
'The Breath of God kisses my will. The Presence, the pattern, the Mystery that gives us everything and owes us \\“
axthse

nothing.
Kendall Hart meets his destiny.
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INTRODUCTION

There is far greater peril in buying knowledge than in buying meat and drink.
— Plato

Awakening is more than a simple ascendance to
power. Awakening is admittance into the ranks of the
only real initiates that matter. Young men and women
in universities “rush” their fraternities and sororities,
secret societies put prospective members through trials
before accepting them and religions have rituals that
occur even before their members can remember.

But none of them really matter. There are mages who
will swear to the importance of all of them, especially
religion, but a baptism doesn’t make one ready — even
able — to take the first step into the Mysteries that un-
derlie all of us in life, to understand the structure of the
Supernal that is simultaneously within and above daily
life — immanent and transcendent at the;same time.
Only a mage has the ability to take those steps, and only
Awakening from Sleep and seeingwhatreally liesbehind
the thin film of “reality” makes that possible.

So many mages see the Awakening as a goal in
itself. Once a person has Awakened, her travails are
over. She has overcome the Quiescence and etched
her name forever into the Supernal World, which
can never forget her. She is done.

To this, the Mysterium answers, “Awakening is
only a beginning.” It is not the first step toward en-
lightenment. Awakening is not a step at all, really,
but standing before the first step, or seeing the path
after years spent in a room of darkness. Awakening
is an accomplishment to be lauded, certainly, but
only as the crippled man’s decision to enter physical
therapy is laudable. If he can bring himself to walk
again, that is a tremendous and worthy thing. Like-
wise, to Awaken is grand, but to truly understand the
Mysteries — that is tremendous.

The Mysterium plays down this outlook when
recruiting. No one wants to hear that the dramatic
and soul-shattering passion play of revelation and
reality shifting she just experienced is nothing but
preparation for the true Great Work. Only the most
self-challenging and naturally inquisitive souls can be

caught that way. To most, the Mysterium is the order
of gathered knowledge, and its members are happy to
uphold thatimage. So they present themselves as the
eternal seekers and guardians of knowledge, prevent-
ing the accumulated wisdom of ages from slipping
through the cracks of forgetfulhess and reclaiming
what has been lost from when they failed in the past
— or what is obscured by enemy action.

Because, as they are quick to say, the order has en-
emies. More than that, any who practice free magic
have enemies. There are some who would prefer that
youhadnever Awakened, that youreyeshadneverbeen
opened to the world’s true weave and that you never
learned any more about this “magic.” They destroy
what the order seeks to collect and preserve, and only
by finding it first can anyone enjoy these miracles.

It’s remarkably effective. One of the greatest fears
of most new mages is that the magic, the wondrous
new thing they have discovered, will vanish in a harsh
alarm and a fading dream. Even when it’s frightening,
it's almost always joyous and exalting as well.
~ Once mages are inside the order, the initiations show
members of the Mysterium new ways to look at the
world and at magic. It’s more than an understanding
that the world is a Lie, something that can be peeled
away, reshaped and stuck back on by the force of a mage’s
will. It’s the knowledge that there is something large
out there tying it all together, that even magic has its
principles, purpose and meaning. The order’s initiations
are enlightening, and that is hard to leave behind.

F
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Unfolding mystery. Every answer begets five ques-
tions, some rewarding and some misleading. It’s as
likely, if not more, to find a worm inside an apple
than to dig a pomegranate seed from deep within the
apple’s pith, but it may be as worthy a discovery.

Members of the Mysterium prize knowledge above all
else, but not blindly. Information wants to be known,

~
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but not free. To learn something without being ready
for it is dangerous, and to learn something without

being worthy of it is harmful to the recipient’s soul
and debasing of the knowledge itself.

A student of physics picks up a manual on quantum
mechanics while still studying the basics of classical
motion, and he incorrectly applies these principles and
must work to forget what he has improperly learned.
Parents try to teach their child healthy ideas about sex
ata too-young age, and the child develops an unrealistic
and possibly dangerous outlook on how society treats sex
and how to be intimate with others. Military personnel
guiding a foreign war keep secrets from nosy reporters
who, without experiencing and understanding the sub-
ject, would betray carefully laid plans to the public for
judgment and condemnation by the ignorant.

These are all accurate analogies to the Mysterium’s
outlook on the deepening Mysteries of magic. All
members of the order, from the lowest neokoros on
up, has undergone life-changing initiations that help
reveal to them the truth about magic. And the truth
that they learn is that magic is dangerous, harmful to
and in hands that don’t know what to do with it. If the
student had first mastered classical motion, he would
know where quantum mechanics fits. If the parentshad
waited until the child was prepared to think about sex,
she would have functioned better in society. And if the
journalist had experienced the military, she would not
be so quick to bare what she learns.
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What have you forgotten today? Just today, you have
seen and heard much (even if you think you haven’t),
but how much of that is lost forever, to you and to
anyone you might have told, simply because you
weren’t paying enough attention to bring it to mind
— now, or ever again. Did you read the paper? What
were the headlines? What happened downtown, in
business, in sports? :

Who died today, and how much do you think died
with them? Anything in their rapidly cooling heads
should have a separate obituary next to them on the
page, so others can learn and remember what the dead
knew, but the page doesn’t. What they knew is lost,

‘now. Gone forever, and you can’t get it back. Stop

worrying about it. No time. Every second you spend
mourning one loss is a second you lose something else.
It’s out there, and it’s getting harder to see and hear
every moment, which is why you need to be looking
for it. Find it, make it clear and permanent, and get
on to something else. Hurry.

[t’s when there’s one last flight home before Christ-

mas, and if you run you might make. it. The utter

certainty that you just dreamed something brilliant
and beautiful, but you're awake now and it’s fading
faster than you can write it down. It’s Xanadu. When
you watch your map go up in flames and know that
getting home is going to be a lot harder than getting
here in the first place.

The Mysterium understands this, it nothing else: we
are always on the verge of losing something precious.
There’smagic hidden in history, and the terrible nature
of life is that today overwrites yesterday. That magic
has to be rescued before it’s irrecoverable. Moreover,
there’s magic in today, too: but you have to recognize
it when it turns up or it, too, will be washed away by
the inexorable whitewash of human progress. The
order feels each loss worse than dousing an original
Cranach the Elder in turpentine.

Magic is simultaneously everywhere and disappear-
ing from everywhere. The infinite nature of unknown
magic is an order less than the infinite nature of
magic a moment ago, and it is up to the mages of
the Mysterium to capture and retain as much of that
difference as they can.

j [(w le %@ jJ Zj (/jﬂﬂ[

Only amage who knows she guards against ignorance
and works for the enlightenment of all humankind is so
righteous as the mages of the Mysterium. Mystagogues
study all aspects of culture and history to ensure that
they protect as much as possible. Their personal his-
tory is a trove of Supernal wisdom. The Mysterium
culture guides them in their actions, keeping them
to the right path.

Chapter One: A History of Wisdom

Even in Atlantis, City of the Wise, some mages
knew better the danger of sharing magic with the
uninitiated. These mages formed their own order,
which promoted  knowledge for all but carefully
meted it out, sharing with the worthy. Within, they
sought enlightenment through the experience of
their Art and their knowledge. The Fall only compli-
cated things. Throughout history, the Mysterium has
guided the world toward a greater respect and desire
for knowledge while the order guides mages for the
same. This chapter is all about that epic saga, with a
dash of where the Mysterium is now.

Chapter Two: Those Who Know

To the Mysterium, knowledge is not a commodity
that can be bought and sold. Knowledge is something

INTRODUCTION | 13
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that must be earned; to do otherwise befouls its purity
and worth. This is just one of the beliefs that a mysta-
gogue brings to her outlook on magic. They define
the mages of this order as much as their practices do,
and this chapter expounds on both.

Chapter Three: The Ladder of Mysteries

This chapter describes the organizational nuances
of the Mysterium, both from a practical standpoint as
well as focusing on the advancement of the members
through the initiations of the Atlantean Mystery,
granting greater and greater understanding and com-
munion with the egregore — or group soul — of the
Mysterium as a Supernal entity. '

Chapter Four: Factions and Legacies

Not every member of the Mysterium is identical.
Mystagogues all take part in the initiation ceremonies
and work to collect and protect the Mysteries, but not
in the same way. Different factions exist within the
order, all with their own takes on how to best seek out
new knowledge and protect it from the unworthy. The
Mysterium also has a number of unique Legacies that
the order has handed down from master to apprentice
through the ages, some perhaps even from A tlantisitself.
Alongside the mages who shape themselves for the
betterment of the Awakened are some who do damage
to the Mysteries through their actions and theirmagic,
practitioners of a fell Left-Handed Legacy.

Chapter Five: Spells and Artifacts

Mystagogues have magic that few outside the order
know. These mages have special spells relating to the
order’s focus, and the Mysterium has certain magical
tactics that it advocates and teaches specifically. Their
collection of unique mudrasare asecret keptunder close
guard, as are some of the Artifacts they have recovered
from lost ruins and begun using to their advantage.

Appendix: Allies and Antagonists

The Mysterium is more than just another faceless
organization, just as any corporation in the modern
world. Every person in the order is a mage, a person of
raw will and powerfulintention. They work together
for grand results, and they butt heads to a standstill.
The characters presented in this appendix are a sam-
pling of those your cabal might get help from, or run
up against, when you come on the scene.

LS’ enreef M/ Zzhj/umz‘z'a/@
The endless searcly for information is not an un-
common theme in stories. Humans in general often
feel as if there must be something out there, whether
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it’s something more or just something hidden, and so
they go searching for it. Finding it is another matter:
Some people know how to use what they learn, and
the journey often serves as a trial by which they prove
that worth. Others fail before the formation they find;
unable to handle it, they leave broken. The recom-
mendations below are just some of the many possible
resources that might enhance a Mysterium game.

Bk

The Cryptonomicon by Neal Stephenson. The book
is a complex account spanning three different time
periods all about information — its freedom and its
rediscovery.

The Eightby Katherine Neville. Another book whose
narrative cross time to describe multiple searches
for and concealments of valuable information. The
heroine tracks occult chess pieces from America into
Africa and more. .

Elizabeth Peters’ Amelia Peabody series, popular
mystery novels rife with archaeological connections.
Mysteries are all about digging up information.

Any archaeology textbook, if that’s where your
game is going.

_ ﬁ//;z 4/1// ﬁ/’e)qﬂﬂ/p

Alias. Ignore the bitsabout spies, and you have arollick-
ing series set in exotic locales digging up ancient lore and
protectingitfrom people whoshouldn’thave it. Rombaldi
is practically the Corpus Author (see p. 47).

Indiana Jones and anything, really. These are classic
movies for anyone, even if you’re not going to run a
Mage game about ancient religious artifacts and the
people who want them.

The Mummy. Either the old Karloff version or the
newer one with special effects.

Stand by Me. Four children go on a journey to find a
dead body. Their search and success serves as a com-
ing-of-age and an initiation into the adult world.

Stargate. The movie, not the series. As fun as the
latter is, it stopped being about magical (okay, techno-
logical) artifacts from Earth’s past and lost cultures.

The History Channel. Their specials are chock-full
of ideas.

Each term that follows refers to some important aspect
of the Mysterium, be it a philosophy, person or practice.
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Afewof themarc¢used only within the order, particularly

those connected to principles or historical notes mysta-
gogues rarely discuss with non-Mysterium, but many of
these terms are in unrestricted usage. This makes them
useful forany game thatfeatures the Mysterium, whether
as the players’ characters or as antagonists.

Acquisitionist: Mystagogue tasked with the danger-
ouswork of recoveringknowledge and Artifactsfrom the
wrong hands and investigating strange phenomena.

Alae Draconis: See Wings of the Dragon.

Atlantean Mystery, the: The secrét knowledge
the Mysterium uses-as a path to enlightenment; it is
divided into the Five Mystertes.

Archaeomancers: Faction of the order, whose mem-
bers devote themselves to archaeology Supernal.

Archivists: Faction of the order, which promotes
preservation of lore over all else.

Athenaeum: One of the order’s many repositories
of lore and ancient Artifacts (Supernal or otherwise),
watched over by a Curator.

Censor: Mystagogue who ensures that dangerous in-
formation is seen by none unless absolutely necessary.

Corpus Mysteriorum, the: Ancient grimoire known
to the order, copied a hundred times over and of un-
known authorship. This grimoite describes one of the
Mysterium’s core theses, that magic is itself a living
entity, and also contains at least 14 recorded rotes.

Curator: Mystagogue who watches over one of
the order’s Athenaea, deciding who can access what
within; usually influential within the caucus, if not
the Consilium.

dadouchos: Member of the order with moderate
status, who likely sees to the order’s organization and
administration.

egregore: The theoretical spiritual “group mind” that
comes toexist inany organization that embodies the goals
and traditions of that organization or fellowship.

Egregori: Faction of the order, containing those
members most dedicated to the order’s mysteries and
its spiritual aspects.

esotology: Mysterium name for the study of the
supernatural outside of the Supernal, divided into
occultism, sidereology and teratology.

~ exoterics: Mysterium name for the broad range of
mortal academic disciplines.

factotum: Sleepwalker initiated into the lesser Atlan-
tean Mystery and aware of the Mysterium as an order.

Five Mysteries, the: The five rungs of the ladder
that is the Atlantean Mystery, each of which demands

aseparate initiation and conveys greater understand-
ing of the entire Mystery.

four protocols, the: Four general ethical guidelines
for dealing with life as a mage. '

guanxi: Mysterium term for the social give-and-take
between its members.

Hierophant: Member of the order with great status,
who is generally above worldly concerns.

magosophy: Sub-discipline of soriology, focusing on
the Awakened soul and morality from the Awakened
perspective.

mystagogue: Generic term for a mage of the Mysterium.

neokoros: Initiate of the order.

occultism: Sub-discipline of esotology, focusing on
supernatural miscellany.

Pancryptia: Mysterium term for magic’s nature
to obscure itself in the meaningless noise around it.
Part of the order’s task is to fight this phenomenon
by sorting magic from the dross.

Reclaimers: Faction of the order, promoting “re-
claiming” ancient lore from those unworthy of it.

Savant: Mystagogue who focuses on preserving
knowledge at all costs, to the extent of voluminous
memorization.

Seekers: Faction of the order, primarily concerned
with theory and magical research.

sidereology: Sub-discipline of esotology, focusing
on the Astral Realms.

soriology: Mysterium name for the study of magic, di-
vided into magosophy, supernology and thaumatology.

supernology: Sub-discipline of soriology, focusing
on the Supernal Realms, the Tapestry and the why
over the how.

teratology:Sub-discipline of esotology, focusing on the
various supernatural creatures of the Fallen World.

thaumatology: Sub-discipline of soriology, focusing
on the practical application of magic rather than the
theory of it.

theonom: Elder mystagogue leading an initiate
through one of the Five Mysteries.

Wings of the Dragon: Atlantean orderfrom which the
Mysterium evolved, as commonly accepted by modern
mages. The order gathered, valued, protected and ad-
vanced knowledge of the Ars Mysteriorum in all venues.
Unknown outside the Mysterium, its inner circle held
initiation ceremonies to advance worthy members into
ever more secret knowledge and toward enlightenment.
The current order upholds both traditions.
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. CHAPTER ONE:
A HISTORY
OF WISDOM

IT’s like chasing snakes. The closer I et, The guicker and moxe elusive they
kecome. And The Trouble 1s, I wasn'T even Looking por These snakes i The
. [IRST place.

Each of the dccounts Recom)ec) i his book 1s worth Reac)mg on Therr own,
let me make Thar clear. Two years ago I probably would have killed To Read
The p1rsT chapter alone. The Parable o the Two VulTures mn 11sely would

ke worth a rorTune to any EgyprologisT worth The word, and none or them
would even realize 11s True value. When you know what The parable’s really
about, then 11’s beyond price. And That’s just one chapter.

Burt The real reason I've been missing meals and seemng the handwriting
his book behmd my eyelids when I sleep 1s what Lies ketween these chaprers.
The hooks. They’re hard 1o determine, and they elude me lLike they re
sapient, but 1y I can just catch all these snakes and weave thea Togethex,
then 11 will all unyold.

1 hope I can pull 17 opr soon, berore 1 sTart seemg Thea llTeRally as snakes.
- Thankpully, I'm not 10 that poInT yer.

HonesTt.
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History is a record of human progress, a record of the strug-
gle of the advancement of the human mind, of the human spirit,
toward some known or unknown objective.

—_Jawaharlal Nehru

All roads lead to Rome. All people belong to
Dharma. To the Mysterium, these are all examples
of the influence the Supernal Realms, metaphors
for the fact that all mages ultimately serve the same
purpose, if some better than others, as they once did
in ancient Atlantis. And in Atlantis, all roads led
toward Wisdom.

Sleetn L/Q@fy

Thefe was never another purpose to the convening of
mages in the City of the Spire. Thoughts of the isle crept
outward through the Temenos and into the dreams of
the receptive, the perceptive and the inquisitive. These
dreams hinted at truth, promised to unveil what was
hidden of the world, and seekers of that truth followed
their dreams to the ocean spire, where they learned to
seek the first revelations inside themselves. To these
worthies, all besides enlightenment wassecondary. Most
mystagogues believe, though tosome it is a Taoist refine-
ment of the inner soul while others see it as a metaphor
for knowing the Voodoun was more closely.

Time passed, and with it passed the first mages’
purity of cause. They who had once wanted only to
open themselves to what lay beneath the skein of the
world now had other passions. They played at power
of different kinds, power they could wield over people.
Mages straying from the path of Wisdom practiced
politics, or war, or voyeurism and forgot that their
first duty was to truth.

Even in those days before the Fall, some mages saw
the need to protect the unwise from secrets that would
only harm them. It was the Alae Draconis, those who
devoted themselves to the purely Supernal pursuit of
studying the Mysteries, who saw most clearly. Masters
of the order devised amulti-tiered system for separating
the wheat from the chaff and admitting the worthy
into higher levels of enlightenment.

[t became an inner circle within the Wings of the
Dragon, then aseries of concentric circles. To the outer

)

world, the order was devoted only to increasing the
collective knowledge of workings Supernal — it was
something every mage did, but at which these mages
excelled. Within, the order concealed secrets that
could not be taught; only through experience could
an initiate truly understand the order’s wisdom.

Chief among sages was the hausamet, literally the
“nearest to truth,” who held the honor of having
known most closely the living nature of magic. In
his Wisdom, he guided all of his order in advancing
theirenlightenment. Beneath him were the 10 erunati,
each the foremost master of one Arcanum’s aspect of
the Essence Mysteriorum, some even surpassing the
hausamet in a focused sense of enlightenment.

Beneath these archmasters were students of vari-
ous ranks. The Atlantean names are lost, so they use
the Latin terms primus, secundus, tertius and so on to
refer to the order’s degrees, from most junior on up.
Supposedly, one part of advancing from one rank to
the next was using a specialized spell of Knowing to
discern the rites of initiation for the next degree and
the figure of authority the student must seek to help
perform those rites.

Only the Mysterium seems to remember this aspect
of their prototypal order; none of the other modern or-
ders publicly connect secrecy with the Alae Draconis.
The Mysterium’s perception of the order’s origin is of
agroup of learned mages who collected and dispensed
their knowledge wisely, beloved teachers to the rest of
Atlantis. This may be because the Mysterium is only
trying to justify the order’s current structure in a myth
of Atlantis, or because the order never speaks of its
ancient or current practices to manage the Mysterium’s
image. After all, lying is harmful; silence is not.
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Mages of the modern Mysterium carry/the weight
of the Fall squarely on their shoulders. They know
that the fault is their philosophical forebears, despite
what the other orders might claim. It was the Wings’




knowledge of the Ars Mysteriorum that made the
- Celestial Ladder a possibility. Further, they believe it

was a schism in their own ranks that inspired it.

Internally, the Alae Draconis constantlysoughthigher
formsof enlightenment. Aslongas there wasmore of the
Mystery out there, they reasoned, there were more rungs
toclimb before one could reach the innermost circle, the
pinnacle of the order. There was no innermost circle.
A precept of the order, withheld to the highest-ranked
masters, was that there was always another step toward
enlightenment; only by knowing all there was of magic
could one truly stand in the center of their circle. The
Buddhist state of nirvana is a common modern associa-
tion with the ever-distant innermost circle.

This could not remain a secret for long. As explor-
ers in other lands returned with clues and tantalizing
half-answers, the order’s most enlightened mages cre-
ated another stratification to the process of mastering
these freshly discovered secrets. Soon, it was not only
the highest-ranked masters who knew that there was
no end in sight, that the state of perfect knowledge
intimated to initiates was an empty promise.

Some masters of the Alae Draconis could not accept
that the path was more important than the destination.
Whether ornot they conceived of the ultimate hubris,
it was they who unveiled the order’s secret mysteries
to make real the fantasy of the Celestial Ladder.

Even today, some Mysterium masters hold it was not
the Celestial Ladder that was the true error; it was heap-
ing secrets of the Mysteries on the clearly unworthy that
created broke apart the Supernal from the material. Very
few voice (or firmly hold) the belief that, if the worthy
among the Wings of the Dragon had used theirknowledge
to create such a ladder for themselves alone, it should not
have shattered and the world not Fallen.

But they did, and the world changed. Though the
history taught within the Mysterium claims the order
caused it, this history is considered secret and not
spoken of outside the Mysterium. The order hides this
secret out of pride, because other orders would laugh
to think that only the Mysterium were responsible.
And the Mysterium hides the secret out of shame,
knowing that the order is to blame. It remains a point
of pride that, though their weakness did something

so terrible and irrevocable, the depth and breadth of

their knowledge let it be done at all.
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The Wings of the Dragon knew that they could not
stop the Celestial Ladder from going up. Knowledge,
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once unwisely given, could not be reclaimed until

~ forgotten. They chose a fight they could win. All Alae

Draconis were entrusted with copies of all the order’s
recorded lore for safekeeping in foreign lands, a truly vast
enterprise. Mages of every degree of initiation went, to
ensure that someone remained to initiate those below
them and to protect the Mysteries until that time.

Only the initiates most skilled in war were allowed
toremain. They knew only some of what had occurred,
but desired to fight for wisdom. The order’s eldest felt
their shame keenly, but knew their duty was to the
Mpysteries. Without their guidance, their order would
crumble and the greater truths ensconced within
lost. Still, they could not allow the Ladder to stand
unchallenged. The Wings of the Dragon went to the
greatest nobles of Atlantis, whom the Alae Draconis
had instructed as young mages and whom they knew
would take the right path, and advised them in what
would come. They, too, then left the island.

Some accounts suggest that the eldest of the order
also shared some forbidden mysteries with Atlantis’
nobles,in the hopes that it would avail them against
the order’s enemies. This, too, is considered a possible
cause of the Fall. For the Oracles to know what they had
not earned, as foreign as that thought is to some, was
too great a flaw for the universe to remain whole.

The mages of the order fled in three groups, each

- led by one of their wisest, and where they settled

they constructed repositories of lore and magic. This
first wave, gone from Atlantis before the Fall, went
where writing was known and accepted among the
people, to better fit conceal their missions among
the inhabitants. The mages built places where the
Mysteries could remain protected from the unworthy
but available to any who had the Wisdom to properly
handle the Mysteries.

Though the system had proved to have flaws, the
Alae Draconis had no finer way of measuring a mage
than the symbols and code words taught within the
initiations of their order. They used those liberally,
as triggers for secret passages, deactivation codes for
guardian spirits and automatons and passwords to
release information otherwise withheld. The mages
did not pause to think that their rituals of initiation
might fade from use, or that the words and gestures
used for identification within the order would change.
They did not see the scope of evolution their order
would undergo.

The designers of the Athenaea’s predecessors did
not leave everything up to programmed recognition
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of secret phrases. The mages concéived of a multitude
of precautions, using Mind magic to detect intent,
spells of Prime to discern the Awakened from the
Asleep, Fate to disregard those destined to misuse
the knowledge therein and others. Each Athenaeum
had unique enchantments laid in its very foundation,
which themselves might be revealing to those who
could examine the enchantments.

The Wings’ foresight ensured that their three great
storehouses were complete before the Fall, before the
great decline in magic. If they still exist, these are
the ones that the Mysterium expects to remain the
most complete in the present day, having the great-
est concentrations of Atlantean magic and the most
resistance to the degradation of time. They would also
be the most subtle and insidious in.their defenses. Few
of them hold (or originally held) much in the way
of mundane information: the order thought only to
protect the secrets of magic, not the sciences of the
rest of the world.

Mystagogues who study these Athenaea Prima
connect them to certain prehistory libraries. The
mystagogues believe the collections of tablets known
toexist in Sumer were inspired by asecret library of the
Alae Draconis, given a public face to alert the Wise
and conceal the library among imitators. The librar-
ies of ancient Greece are thought of likewise. More
than one cabal searching for the original Athenaea
report clues that point to clues that were probably
lost in the imitative libraries, perhaps coordinates or
directions to the three secret locations.

Some suggest that Ashurbanipal’s palace was built
on this secret repository and search its ruins for signs
of their treasure. A more common belief is that the
famed Library of Alexandria was once one of the
order’s treasure houses of lore, somehow discovered
and conquered by the people of ancient Egypt and the
library’s techniques used as a foundation for their own
mundane recordings. No belief escapes controversy:
nearly as many mages believe that Alexandria’s library
wasaruse todistractunworthy seekers from the “lesser”
library of Pergamum, across the Mediterranean Sea.
The proof, they say, is Pergamum’s advance to using
parchment while Egypt continued using the more
fragile papyrus.

The other great assumption mystagogues make
about the three Athenaea Prima is their method of
instruction. Many mages assume that ancient ruins
will be full of dusty tomes, cracked tablets and crum-
bling scrolls. This was not the way of the Wings of the
Dragon. Mysterium mages are more excited to hear
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about ruins that talk about challenges and trials, that
prove knowledge of the Mysteries through action and
teach through experience. Some imagine chambers
in Egyptian tombs where fantasies come to life simply
to provide true experience to students.
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Oncé the cataclysm of the crumbling Celestial Lad-
der struck, mages of the Alae Draconis revised their
assessment of how secure their three repositories of
lore might be. Struggling to master the changes in the
Arcana, the three groups splintered further, sent by
the remaining masters out to protect the information
any and every way they could. They traveled to every
place on earth of which they knew, every body of land
where they could plant and nurture their seeds for the
future generations of Awakened.

Efforts toplace the diaspora in time relative to today
are difficult and often based on guesswork. An “instant
advancement” argument claims that the destruction
of Atlantis could not have occurred more than 5,000
years ago, when most of humanity progressed from
the Stone Age to the Bronze Age. The appearance of
Atlantis’s knowledge must have uplifted the helpless
barbarians of other cultures and triggered their rapid
(in comparison to the time spent in the Stone Age)
advance in technology. These mages argue that no
other event could be responsible for accelerating the
advance of mortal societies worldwide.

Brother toinstant advancement is the idea of “delayed
advancement,” in which the Fall took place anywhere
from one to dozens of centuries before the rise out of
the Stone Age. In this theory, the Awakened are still
responsible for the metallurgic advances, but they spent
time judging and insinuating themselves into the exist-
ing cultures before daring to push them forward.

Corollary to either theory is the attractive idea that
the mages’ exodus from Atlantis can be tracked by
following the appearance of Bronze Age technology
backwards in time. Before the latter half of the 20th
century, the earliest indications of that level of metal-
lurgy pointed to the Middle East, which supplemented
nicely some mages’ research proving that Atlantis was
anisland in the Aegean. More recent data date bronze
in Thailand to 4500 BCE, throwing more fuel on the
fire and prompting many to take back up arguments
for an Atlantis in the Indian or Pacific Ocean. That
the second-oldest bronze remains have been found
in Turkey only makes the argument louder.

More commonly accepted is that the Bronze Age
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Athendea Prima: Up Close
Storytellers are encouraged to use the
Athenaea Prima in their games as the holy
grails. of the Mysterium quest for Supernal
knowledge. Here are a few ideas to help get
the ball rolling if you do.

Finding one of the Athenaea Prima is sure'to
involve the sites of some of the oldest nations
on Earth. Even though there were empires in

South America long ago, the most ancient

known civilizations are still centered around the
Middle East. The nearer parts of Africa and Asia
are also valid locales. They all have issues.
They are troubled by war, bloody revolution,
inconstant and/or insular governments and
poverty. Imagine your players’ faces when the,
evidence points them at Palestine, for example.

After pinpointing the Athenaeum Prima, a
cabal must deal with the Athenaeum'’s current
owners. Sure, it might be a crumbling fagade in
the middle of uninhabited desert, but it's much

more likely (and inferesting) to be beneath some
current center of leaming, grown in the fertile
soil of the Athenaeum Prima’s influence. Getting
access to a private museumis difficult. Getting

the freedom to search the place for and tear its .

secrets out into the light is mueh, much harder.

Especially if a Seers of the Throne cabal knows

of the Athenaeum. They could not destroy such

a wonder, but they would acquire it to guard it
against the Pentacle.

It's possible that the creators of these store-
houses anticipated their loss, and intended
one of the trials to be discovering it in the
first place. Even if they did, the insides of an
Athenaeum Prima are rife with challenges. The
décor and layout of the interior are highly sym-
bolic of the Mysteries. There may be a central
chamber with 10 doors, each set at the point
of a double Atlantean pentacle. There could
be five passages that cross at the center, the
Gross and Subtle Arcana at opposite ends. Or
there could be a multitude of levels, each with
deeper introductions to each of the Arcana.

The trials themselves range from the prosaic
(hand signs and passwords common to the old
Alae Draconis) to the overtly magical (spells
that judge whether one is worthy of certain
knowledge) to the experiential (trials that force
one into a scenario and judge on one’s actions,
or delve into a person’s memories for proof
of specific efforts and understandings). Be
creative with the high magic of Atlantis.
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came to Greece around 3000 Bcg, China around

- 1800 Bek and the Americas only around 1000 BCE.

This pattern gives some weight to the argument
that mages traveled outward from the Greek islands,
bringing their knowledge to foreign lands only when
the mages got there.

Counterarguments are many. There is no real evi-
dence besides ego that drives mages to associate their
presence with a society’s advancement into the next
technological age. Some who focus on the sociological
aspects of historic peoples insist that mages, unless
they formed a critical mass at a culture’s center, could
not produce enough social impetus to significantly
alter its momentum — by introducing and making
widespread the use of a new, advanced technology,
for example. If the culture isn’t already headed in that
direction, the efforts of a single mage, cabal or even
Consilium are not going to shift it.

Mages of the Mysterium especially lean away from
the idea that their predecessors launched cultures
technologically forward. The order’s core ideals about
knowledge and the worthy may focus on the Mysteries,
but it applies universally. To give apeople technologi-
cal achievements they had not earned would be out
of character. Mystagogues do believe that, wherever
they started and wherever they went, they acted to
preserve any information they could without danger-

. ously standing out among various societies.

The places of lore took on every shape imagin-
able, strongly influenced by whatever proto-culture
dominated in the region. In what would be western
Europe, a mage hid most of his written information
and wandered