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a, the Chorus had taught him 









What’s that? A Chorister without religion? 
Sure. The Celestial Chorus explores a way for 

humanity to commune with the One in the role of 
servant, partner or friend. That doesn’t necessarily 
mean that Choristers are religious; it means that many 
have a strong faith. They can feel in their bones the 
essential rightness of being that comes with knowing 
that you have a purpose in the universe. It’s a strong 
thing, to feel like you have a purpose in life. 

On the flip side, a Chorister doesn’t have to go 
around spouting Bible quotes or persecuting people who 
have other beliefs. If you can stretch your imagination to 
play other characters as heroes, why not the Chorus? 

A good Christian and a good Chorister are alike in 
that both have a full measure of compassion, love, 
tolerance and mercy. Anyone can be spiteful, mean- 
spirited or hateful. To paint all Christians with this 
brush - even with the specious arguments that Chris- 
tians tortured people to death in the Crusades or that 
they persecute people in today’s society (which are 
things that no good Christian would condone) - is, 
dare we say it, prejudicial. 

In short, anyone can be a bastard. You’ll find 
fanatics in every pot. Show a little tolerance for your 
fellow man, and look for the good in everyone. 

The Chorus suffers from practitioners of many 
different religions all trying to reconcile with indi- 
vidual faiths. At some point, each Chorister feels a 
twinge of doubt or despair over the many different 
interpretations of canon. Ideally, the Traditions and 
the Chorus hope to merge disparate groups in order to 
create a stronger whole. Yet how much must the indi- 
vidual give up? Where are the lines of compromise? If 
you have a faith that sustains your soul, will you give it 
up in order to promote some greater community that 
shuns your enlightenment? Some days, it’s a wonder 
that Choristers manage to work with any other mages 
(or each other) at all. Each Chorister eventually finds 
this variety a point of strength, though. He takes it as a 
means to see other views, to reaffirm his own beliefs and 
to learn to judge every individual on a personal basis. 

Inspite oftheir tenuous ties to religiousgroups- the 
Chorus’ beliefs are heretical to many worldly religions- 
individual Singers prosper and thrive on the strength of 
faith. The Awakening may provide a proof of faith, and 
the miracles that come with enlightenment certainly 
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seem to do so, but the Chorister must recognize that 
such miracles stem from his personal connection to the 
Divine. While it is the Chorister’s will to perform 
magic, it is the conviction of faith that makes the 
Chorister’s will one with divinity. Therefore, the Singer’s 
whims are simply extensions of heaven. 

From this faith comes a great wellspring of hope. 
While other Traditions fight, die or squabble over 
political and secular agendas, the Chorus knows that a 
greater fate awaits mankind. The universe may not be 
caring and nurturing - growth comes through adver- 
sity and trial, as shown often in holy writ - but the 
Chorus recognizes that some greater destiny awaits 
humanity. Every Singer who sees a greater hand behind 
creation understands that somehow, someday, human- 
ity will find a way to touch that hand. Choristers are 
confident that people will speak to and know the 
Creator some day. In that faith, the Chorus knows that 
even if the Ascension War is over, if the masses reject 
faith and the world grinds toward Armageddon, there’s 
always a door to hope for those who take up the search. 

C@rn€rnS 
The Chorus exemplifies reverence as an everyday 

part of life. In their search for the Divine, Choristers 
apply the quest of faith to every task. One doesn’t have 
to be a priest or a prophet to do so. Anyone can live a 
life filled with the awareness of grace. However, the 
chorus recognizes that each individual must have a 
unique perspective on the Divine. The whole of God is 
too great, and every person is too special, for a single 
design to suffice for every Chorister. Not that this stops 
them from trying to establish a sole vision of one deity.. . 

Since the Chorus celebrates the wondrous variety 
of creation, Choristers also find room for diversity 
within their ranks. As you read the tale herein, you’ll 
find many paths to the divine. 

Chapter One: St. John’s Words - A historical 
exploration of the Celestial Chorus and what has occurred 
since the founding of the Tradition. Also, where Choris- 
ters can be found today, as well as what they believe. 

Chapter Two: Holy Tasks, Sacred Paths - The 
organization of the Tradition, how Apprentices are 
found and trained, internal politics and justice, fac- 
tions, paradigm and foci, Resonance, perks, problems, 
rotes and artifacts of the Tradition. All the tools of the 
trade, so to speak. 

Chapter Three: Scattered Souls - Some key 
figures in the Chorus (past and present), legends, char- 
acter templates and advice on how to run a game with 
a group composed solely of Singers. 







“And the key of the House of David will 1 lay upon his 

Isaiah 22:22 
shoulder; so he shall open, and none shall shut. ” 

“What say you to that, Jeremiah?” Brother 
William inquired. The sound of William 
Rathman’s voice brought Jeremiah out of 
his reverie. With a hint of uncharacteris- 
tic mischief Rathman spoke again. “I once 
was in your position in yonder abbey,” he 
said, pointing in the general direction of 
the University. “The Brothers and the 
abbot thought me too undisciplined to be 

schooled in history, especially that of the Roman 
Catholic Church. Then one evening I had an epiphany. 
The world was not going to collapse around my ears 
just because I found certain of my monastic Brothers 
to be complete bores.” 

Looking around at the natural beauty of the 
arboretum, Jeremiah replied candidly. “I’m sorry, 
William. I grew up in New York City. If we want to 
see nature there, we have to go to Central Park. It’s.. . 
compelling here. In answer to the quotation from the 
Book of Isaiah, I guess I can only say I’m as prepared 
as the One wills me to be.” 

Brother William nodded. “You have been playing 
to fox me, you young rascal. You heard every word I 
said.” Chuckling ruefully he added, “You are as ready 
as you can be made for the task of learning the history 
of the Chorus. I sometimes forget that Pain has an eye 
for gifted ones. It’s a lesson in humility that I will not 
soon forget again.” 

Rising from underneath the trees of the arbore- 
tum, William and Jeremiah walked until they were in 
the shadows of St. John’s Abbey. “It has been some 
time since I left these walls as a member of the 
Chorus. Many of the teachings that you shall hear 
from me will have the flavor of the Benedictine 
Order. Do not let this discourage you or sway you 
from your beliefs. I merely present them to you in a 
frame of reference familiar to me. It is your duty and 
your task to dissect, question, debate and apply them 
to your beliefs as you see fit. Come with me. Abbot 
Kelly and I are old friends and besides, I oversee the 
Adytum here.” 



THEFIRSTAGE 
Deep within the abbey, where monks and abbots have 

debated, prayed and held Eucharist since 1857, Brother 
William introduced Jeremiah to Abbot Kelly in quiet tones. 

“Jeremiah, this man is my mentor, confessor and 
dear friend. He may not work in the world at large, but 
holds my deepest confidences. He is the very devil with 
a ruler, but he still enjoys a nip of the Irish whiskey with 
his Johnny Bread. Sean, this is my newest pupil.” 

With a surprising spryness for his age, the white- 
haired abbot rose and shook Jeremiah‘s hand. 

‘‘I am Abbot Sean Kelly, Jeremiah, and welcome to 
the Abbey of St. John. I pray your journey that begins here 
will be for the greater glory of God. This old goat is one of 
my greatest students, and ifhe has consented to teach you, 
then you are blessed. Besides, his occasional lapses into 
dogmatic lectures are amusing at times. One would almost 
believe William should have been a Jesuit or Dominican, 
not a simple Benedictine.” Sean smiled with the expres- 
sion of a man who’d been through these jokes many times 
in youth and found them only truer with time. 

The two older men laughed at the banter, then 
with a deep breath Brother William returned to his 
serious mien and continued. 

“Pay attention, Jeremiah. This lays the foundation of 
your training, but you won’t likely hear it again.’’ Jeremiah 
nodded, hopingthat hecould catcheverything important. 
He didn’t want to have to stop and ask questions later. 

“We must begin at the Shattering- the period from 
the beginning of time to about two centuries before the 
Christian era. The most deeply devoted historians have 
only been able to piece together a frustratingly incom- 
plete picture of the First Singers. It is said they were the 
most powerful of the Singers. They were Exarchs of such 
power that even our most esteemed minds have trouble 
comprehending their feats of faith and magic. 

“Of the First Singers there are five that need men- 
tion, though there are more besides. These five were of 
such prominence that their tales are still extant. Mitras, 
Gunder, Enoch, Bhishma and (it is believed) Gilgamesh 
comprised the five. They spent spans of time caring for 
humanity and defending them from the perils of a stormy 
beginning. The feats of Gilgamesh are recorded and 
assumed to be fiction in the Epic of Gilgumsh. I highly 
recommend that you read this book. It speaks of a man 
who performed many wondrous acts, and it is said he 
sought out immortality in a quest. Ofcourse, like all men 
he was flawed, but nevertheless he is quite an inspiration. 
The other First Singers, much like Gilgamesh, heard the 
call of the One and traveled the lands giving, caring and 
protecting the people until the time wouldcome that the 
call of the One was to be heard by all. 

14 C ~ ~ L  CHCBRUS 

They were hard times, times of great temptation. 
Some fell to the Dark Song. The forces that oppose us 
were at work even then, subverting the word and will of 
the One. We of the Chorus believe that all may be 
redeemed -well, for the most part. Yet, there is a force 
that even now dogs our heels. The Dark Singers, the 
Nephandi.. . are of the deepest evil. They believe in the 
total destruction of the universe and the One, for what 
dark purpose I pray I never see or comprehend. They are 
nefarious, and they bring even the most divided of dark 
factions together. They are a blight upon the world. 

“In the fullness of time, the First Singers passed, 
were corrupted by the Dark Singers, and all passed on 
their points of view. Those days of near divinity are long 
gone now. We are mortal men that face off against 
mortal men.. . divided and surrounded by our enemies.” 



THE SK@NDAGE 
After the brief beginning ofthe tale, Jeremiah took 

note that both Abbot Kelly and Brother William re- 
mained silent for a while. Jeremiah didn’t want to break 
the silence, but he watched them both uncomfortably 
for the better part of a minute. 

As per his custom, William broke the silence uncer- 
emoniously. “Forgive me, but having an incomplete 
history to tell disturbs me. In time, acceptance of the 
loss of the complete history is inevitable, but I am not 
yet at that point.” 

“What happened to the histories?” Jeremiah asked. 
William hammphed while Abbot Sean broke in 

softly. “It’s not a matter of what happened. It’s what 
never was. I mean to say, these are times so far removed 
that no reliable writings of them remain. We have 
scattered stories, second-hand accounts, things of that 
nature. Occasionally an angel deigns to tell us a little, 
but they are loath to speak of other ages of man. And 
even the greatest prophets cannot tell us what hap- 
pened beyond the veil of time, so far in the past.” 

Jeremiah nodded, “Perhaps it’s just another lesson. 
Maybe it tells us to be satisfied with our time, to make 
the most out ofwhat we can do now, not to agonize Over 
some past that’s gone and done with.” 

William nodded in agreement and smiled pleas- 
antly. “An astute analysis. Fortunately, we have slightly 
more information. As time marches on, our records 
become better. Are YOU prepared to continue?” 

Jeremiah r d d e d .  
“Good. The details of the Second Age are far more 

complete and  curate- I am going to dispense with 
doctrine and try to tell of this Age with an eye to 
completeness, not blind rote. 

“The Second Age came with the gathering of 
Singers into a single congregation. This is attributed to 
a priest named Mentu-hetep. Mentu-hetep was born in 
Iunu (referred to as On in the Bible, Heliopolis by the 
Greeks and Romans). He served the court of the Pha- 
raoh AmenhoteP Iv in the city of T’hebeS- He 
worshipped a single god called Aten, and his Pharaoh 
Promoted the worship ofthis Single Sun god. 

“History tells us that this belief in one deity resulted 
in n ~ ~ h  scorn and mockery for Mentu-hetep. In his 
despair, he wandered into the desert for 40 days and 40 
nights where he fasted and prayed to Aten for guidance. 
For his penitence and sacrifice, he received a visitation 
by Aten in the form of a burning corona in the dark Of 

night. He asked of Aten what he should 
the All-Singer and thus receive his divine mandate. 
These are the first recorded words of the One. 
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“‘Gather my children unto me, for they have drifted. 
You and your brethren have sung unto the peoples of the 
world for millennia, but more have fallen from my ways 
with each passing generation. Even the faithful have 
forgotten the meaning of harmony. Too often you sing 
alone, and you now must sing together as one. Send 
forth your brothers and sisters, those who remember me 
by any name. Gather together in unity, that your 
purpose may be given new strength. Sing together in 
harmony, that my Song may be perpetuated. 

“‘Many more will fall by the wayside, and they shall 
be spumed as they have spumed me. But you shall give 
each other new strength, w d o m  and unity of purpose. 
So then shall the Sleepers be guided toward me, and all 
shall be One once more. The voices shall fill the air, and 
the Chorus shall fill the heavens. Know you are celestial 
in origin, and your song heavenly. 

“‘Let your Celestial Chorus unite!’ 
“When this visitation ended, Mentu-hetep’s 

eyes were seared from their sockets in the bril- 
liance of the All-Singer’s passing. Blinded but 
undaunted, he returned to call all of the Singers of 
the Chorus to him. 

“From Thebes, and with the assistance of the 
Pharaoh, Mentu-hetep used means magical and mun- 
dane to call forth those who still heard the Song from 
across the world. Pharaoh Amenhotep IV, now call- 
ing himself Ikhnaton, abandoned the city of Thebes 
to build a city dedicated to the One. His priests were 
much displeased, and they foretold of the doom of this 
city, yet he persevered along with his faithful Mentu- 
hetep. Many rejected the summons of Mentu-hetep, 
yet many others heeded the call and came to this place 
in the desert called Akhenaten. They all remembered 
the All-Singer by one name or another. Some came by 
day, others came by night. They represented many 
factions of worship. They were the Knights of Aten, 
the ChosenofAbraham, Gilgamites, Mithradites and 
many others descended of the First Singers. 

“This First Congregation discussed, held fellow- 
ship and sang the hymns of rejoining, harmony and 
the future. Prophecies were revealed and discussed in 
great depth. Such was the power of Mentu-hetep’s 
holy words that it was resolved that no one Singer 
could attain heaven without the aid of others in the 
faith. It was further resolved that the names of the 
One were many, but all were names of the same God. 
Thus, many years passed and the Sacred Congrega- 
tion grew in the name of the All-Singer.” 

Williamlookedgravely atJeremiahandadded, “There 
is more, but no tale of this magnitude comes without tales 
of woe, betrayal and great distress. As long as man is man, 



there will always be greed, cynicism and self-centered poli- 
tics. The path you walk is a hard one, rife with temptation, 
trialsand tribulations. Youwillreadscreedsovile, hearwords 
so bitter that you will not believe man capable of love, 
charity and self-sacrifice. Do not lose hope because of these 
things; see them as obstacles to be overcome.” 

Seemingly satisfied with this brief lecture, he looked 
to Abbot Kelly. “Sean, don’t forget to contribute some to 
young Jeremiah here. I am going to have to release him 
to others for a more practical education all too soon, and 
I would have him hear you speak of some of the history.” 

The abbot smiled and said, “Leave it to William 
to let me speak of the destruction of Akhenaten. I t  is 
not pleasant, my son, and it is one of many tales of 
greed, jealousy and hatred to be told of mankind. I 
think we would be remiss in our teachings if such a 
tale were not included.” 

“The first Grand Council convened shortly after 
Mentu-hetep’s call. They represented the various fac- 
tions, and although they had little authority, they tried 
to facilitate communication between the various groups. 
Many returned to their native lands and built Adytums 
- places of gathering for those of the Chorus to stay, 
worship and work in the faith. 

“Those priests of Amenhotep IV who were disgruntled 
and offended were not going to sit idly by and let things go 
unsettled. They worked on the populace of Thebes and 
inflamed opinion to the point they were able to piece 
togetherajyhadagainst thenewcityofAkhenaten. It isnow 
believed that the priest chief in his opposition, D’halenRa‘, 
was in league with theNephandi. Scarcely one century after 
the completion of Akhenaten, it was burned to the ground 
along with the Grand Adytum of the Celestial Chorus. 
Although this was the first instance of such interference 
from the Nephandi in the Second Age, it was certainly not 
the last. The Nephandi strove to interfere with the building 
of the Grand Adytum in the Horizon Realm, and though 
they failed in this task, they continue to preach chaos, 
destruction and hate in order to countervail the Chorus’ 
message of love, tolerance and faith in the One. 

“The continued perseverance of the Chorus and Coun- 
cil resulted in the spread of the faith around the world. 
Solomon rose in 965 BCE to become King of Israel, and he 
commissioned the building of the Temple in Jerusalem. This 
temple survived two incarnations and finally was destroyed 
in 70 CE. While Solomon certainly espoused some unusual 
ideas, such as the codes of spirit-dealing used by the Order of 
Hermes, he was also a man of faith and a powerful proponent 
for our cause. His choice to embrace wisdom instead ofpower 
or wealth is another step for us to emulate. 

“Until the birth of Christ, Romans filled the Grand 
Council. During this time, Rome reigned supreme in 

the secular world and the Grand Council felt that the 
Congregation’s future lay with it. Over this time, the 
Roman influence was so great that the Council was 
renamed the Curia, and the High Councilor was called 
the Pontifex Maximus. What had been a role of parlia- 
mentary advisor soon assumed almost absolute authority. 

T h e  centuries following Christ’s birth brought on 
a radical change in the composition of the Congrega- 
tion and Curia. From the Holy Land came the Messianic 
Voices, a Christian group that was initially little more 
than a cult. Also, the Sons of Mithras rose in promi- 
nence since Christianity and Mithraism were rivals for 
the hearts and minds of the Chorus in the second 
century of the Common Era. 

“These theological battles raged until Constantine 
the Great embraced Christianity and allowed freedom 
of worship for Christians. The die was cast from that 
point. By 324 CE, the Pontiff and the majority of the 
Curia were Christians.” 

THETHIRDAGE 
Days of learning had clogged Jeremiah‘s mind. He’d 

been given so many facts - some with explanations; 
others with encouragement to use the Adytum’s library. 
The questions soon came fast and furious. Then came 
the visit by Simon Pain. 

“William, will he be ready for more practical teaching 
soon?” Pain had asked. That question still rooted uncom- 
fortably in Jeremiah’s mind. He recalled the answer that his 
mentor had given: “He is barely through the Second Age 
now, Simon. I will not rush him. He needs the time to 
adjust and gain his bearings. Only as soon as we have given 
him the knowledge of the Third and Fourth Ages will I 
believe him ready for some exploration. I realize he is 
strong, and I will get him to you soon enough, but he needs 
a firm grounding. He needs to understand not only where 
we came from, but why, and how we arrived where we are 
today. Give me two more weeks, and then we can send him 
gallivanting around the globe as is your wont.” 

Pain had digested this assessment carefully. Very 
well, William,” he’d said. “I have no intention of taking 
him away from you completely. I’ll send him to Texas 
where a certain rabbi awaits him for a little broadening. 
He’ll then be returned to you for more extensive training.” 

William had smiled at Pain’s comments, but he 
added a cryptic statement of his own, saying only, “Yes, 
I think that would be most illuminating for our young 
Jeremiah. See you in two weeks, Simon.” 

Jeremiah still remembered the look that Pain had 
given him. It was relentless, appraising, as if Pain were 
looking for some weakness.. . but then, a surprising 
kindness rose in his voice. “Be ready, Jeremiah. You 



After a brief moment of thought, Jeremiah simply 
replied, “I pray so.” 

With a chuckle and look at Abbot Kelly, William 
continued. 

“Christianity took ascendance in the Third Age of 
our Chorus. There are many reasons for this, but it seems 
that while Christianity was a minority faith, it was the 
most strongly voiced. The insistent ones.. . Given that 
Roman politicos lived and died by their skills with 
speech, the eloquence and persistence of the Christian 
church won it many supporters. With this in mind, then, 
it is not surprising that the Roman Catholic Church 
exerted a great amount of influence on our Chorus.” 

Brother William leaned back in his cushion and 
folded his hands over his stomach, ruminating momen- 
tarily. He raised one finger to emphasize his point, adding, 
“I am going to qualify this with a simple bit of fact. Under 
no circumstances do any of us view the ascendancy of any 
one Sleeper church as proof that such faith is the one ‘true’ 
church. They are all facets of the One. It is a wise piece of 
doctrine to allow individual Choristers the familiar struc- 
ture and strictures of their original faith as a framework of 
reference of how to seek a higher state or divine commun- 
ion. After Constantine made his declaration at the Battle 
of the Milvian Bridge, Christianity blossomed far faster 
than most other religions. You may well ask, why not the 
Muslim faith? Or that of Buddha? W h y  monotheistic 
worship at all? These questions are those of your faith, and 
they provide an excellent backdrop for learning more of 
thewondersoftheone. But, Idigressfiomhistory.Youwil1 
have to formulate your own approach to other religions. 

“The Third Age cemented and codified Christian- 
ity. Various heresies were disposed by means academic or 
by the swords of the Crusaders. The Messianic Voices 
became a majority in the Congregation, and other faiths 
were either pushed aside by the rising tide of Christianity 
or marginalized by its newfound political strength. The 
Sons of Mithras and other pagan groups fought valiantly, 
but they were either forced onto the sidelines or sadly 
removed from the Choir Celestial. Militant forces popped 
up and caused much strife in both the mundane and 
magical spheres of influence. It is from this witch‘s brew 
of discord and strife that the Cabal of Pure Thought came 
forth. This group of Choristers stressed the importance of 
a single, unified Church, and it quickly rose in promi- 
nence. These changes in the Chorus were reflected by the 
changes in the prominence of certain Sleeper churches. 

Tharlemagne brought hope for a unified Chris- 
tian Europe. AlthoughCharlemagne did not succeed in 
his vision, the Chorus rejoiced as the vision of a Sacred 
City was believed to be coming to fruition. Soon the 
stress of this rapid and unprecedented religious expan- 

Only a few more weeks of sheltered study, and then 
back into the fray -Jeremiah had a lot to learn. He 
only hoped now that Pain’s appraisal of him had been 
correct. As he settled into a comfortable seat for the 
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sion caused fragmentation and quarrels in the Celestial 
Chorus itself. Western Singers argued to gain theologi- 
cal supremacy for Rome, while the Eastern Singers 
argued for equal status. This resulted in a major schism, 
and Rome and Constantinople were soon at odds. The 
Singers of the Cabal of Pure Thought saw this schism as 
amajor threat tounity, so they demanded the Byzantines 
be co-opted by force. In a moment of wisdom, the 
Pontifex and the Curia ignored these demands and 
forged ahead in the belief that the Sacred City was at 
hand. Some degree of variance was to be allowed. 

“In the 800s, a militant offspring of our group emi- 
grated fromRome to Aachen, the capitalofCharlemagne’s 
empire. These priest-knights excelled in both arts of war 
and magic. They became known as the Palatine Knights 
or simply Paladins. They swore holy vows to defend 
humanity against the forces of darkness. This creed has 
become a model for those that followed down the centu- 
ries, or simply a source of inspiration for those holy 
warriors that aspire to something greater.” 

“The Crusades were a high point in the Middle Ages 
for Christianity, especially for RomanCatholicism. Mem- 
bers of the Church gained supremacy in matters 
ecclesiastical, they gathered political power via the sway 
of the Roman Church, and they held the power supreme 
through the Crusades. The vast majority of the rulers in 
Europe owed their secular gains to the Roman Church. 
This formula for success lasted well beyond the Third Age 
of our Chorus into the Fourth Age. Simony was practiced 
for centuries. This policy within the various faiths caused 
constant frictionwithin the Congregationof the Chorus. 
The predominance of Christians in the Curia, including 
the office of Pontifex Maximus, started to cause even 
deeper divisions within the main body of the Congrega- 
tion. The Eastern faiths started to rebel and this division 
of purpose hurt the cause, although the Chorus remained 
viable. The dream of a Sacred City was dead and doomed, 
but the Chorus did not realize it. 

(‘The Jewish Singers found their lands a prize, while 
the Muslim Singers were more and more marginalized in 
these ecclesiastical battles. It soon became a conflict 
bemeen the Christian Singers and everybody else. The 
Albigensian Crusade proved to be a victory for the Cabal 
of Pure Thought at first, and then a defeat. The repercus- 
sionsof the Crusade led to the officialoustingof thecabal 
from the Congregation, even though some members of 
the Congregation hahored sympathy for them. This 
came back acentury later to haunt them, when the Chbal 
reemerged in 1325 as part of the Order of €&son. The 
Convention of the Ivory Tower sounded the horn, and 
the walls of the Sacred City came tumbling down. 

“While being deeply divisive, the Third Age was 
one of the busiest and most productive times for the 
Chorus. Churches produced huge volumes of sermons, 
songs and art. Prophets wrote key visions for us, and the 
church‘s firm ensconcing in secular affairs gave us an 
influence that extends even to the modem day. Many 
of the era’s writings discussed the divisions in the 
Chorus, and many solutions were proffered. Unfortu- 
nately, many were discarded as ‘untenable’ by the 
Christian majority in the Congregation. In the visions 
of Lucien, we see eye-witness accounts of the Inquisi- 
tion and the deep damage done by the folly of allowing 
secular rulers to dictate to the ecclesiastical. 

“In these writings he clearly speaks of ‘hard hearted 
shepherds,’ likely referring to the mortals who ran the 
Inquisition or the Cabal of Pure Thought.” 

William and Jeremiah paused for supper. The vi- 
sions of Lucien particularly shook Jeremiah. He pushed 
around his salad without eating much before finally 
working up the courage to ask, “Brother William, have 
you ever had a vision!” 

Harrumphing and daubing his mouth with his nap- 
kin, Brother William left the few remaining bones from 
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his fish behind after a critical glance and then pushed 
his plate away. “No, I can’t say that I have. But that’s 
not to say that they’re not real. You see, son, a lot of 
people say that in this day and age, God just doesn’t 
talk to people any more. And that’s just not true. 

“I could give you some quaint little bit about 
God talking through His works, like nature and 
human kindness. That’s not what I’m talking about, 
though. God - er, the One - still speaks to the few 
that need to hear what he has to say. Maybe, if you 
need to hear it, he’ll speak to you. Maybe not.” 

William thought for a moment. “I suspect, 
though, that having God talk to you is more burden 
than benefit. I think I am happier as a humble monk 
than as a messenger. After all, consider some of the 
messages He’s delivered in the past and what’s 
happened to the messengers.” 

William paused and said to Jeremiah, “Do you know 
the story of how Brother Simon Pain came to join us?” 

After some thought, Jeremiah answered cau- 
tiously, “No, I can’t say I do.” 

William nodded. “It is kept quiet to some degree, 
since it is a disquieting story. Yet I find it inspiring in 
its own odd way. I shall tell you of it soon.” 

THE %VRmAc3E 
“The Fourth Age builds on the tumult of the Third 

Age,” continued William. “After the Convention of 
the Ivory Tower in 1325 and the beginning of the slow 
crumbling of the Sacred City, it took courageous 
leadership to keep the core of our faith together. Great 
Singers likeValoran,Constantine and SisterGenevieve 
have kept that core together through the pernicious 
attacks of the Order of Reason and later the Techno- 
cratic Union. The Congregation was divided from 
within and being attacked from without. Externally, it 
warred with Hermetic mages and the witches of the 
Verbena. Internally, the Messianic Voices still suffered 
from division over Christian theology, while non- 
Christian Singers were all but absent from the 
Congregation. The Inquisition’s fires burned hotter 
and hotter, taking Christian and heretic alike, almost 
indiscriminately. Hemetics and Verbena blamed the 
Congregation, even while some of the Congregation’s 
own went into the flames. Misery was everywhere. By 
the mid-1405, the Congregation was in desperate 
need of motivation and a reunification. 

“Then came Valoran. Citing a vision of the 
Archangel Gabriel, he reunited the factions within 
the MessianicVoices, made peace with the Hermetics 
and Verbena and reconciled with the non-Christian 
voices that had been forced out by the ever-pervasive 
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forces of the conservative Christian Singers. In 1461, the “YOU see, by this time, the Order of Reason had 
Congregation was able to present a unified face to the firmly established its foothold. We originally had a 
Council ofNine under the name of the Celestial Chorus. strong influence on humanity. We’d helped in the 

“This didnot end all divisionwithinthenew Chorus. spread of faith and many views of religion, but it 
AS the Protestant Reformation grew and more soups devolved into too much fighting, too much bloodshed 
split away from the Roman Catholic Church, new stresses and dogmatism- We watched for 100 years as Our 
developed. If it was not for the external threat of the control eroded. The Order of Reason brought in its 
strengthened Order of Reason and the Nephandi, it is wonderful cosmic machine, its mathematics and sci- 
doubtful that even as charismatic a leader as Valoran ences, trying to logic our God right out of existence- 
could have held our disparate brethren together. Thus, in “We’d spent so long fighting the other mystics like 
adversity came new strength. As the Order of Reason the Verbena and the Order of Hermes, and even our- 
grew, visions ofadark future were visited upon many seers selves, that we missed out on the threat coming from 
and visionaries. The main threat was the rejection of behind. We completely missed the people who believed 
religion in daily life. Fortunately, these things helped to in something that was not a variation on our belief or a 
bring together the Chorus even more. In 1545 and relation to it, but in something opposite.” 
continuing into 1563,came theRomanCatholicCounter- Brother William paused to sip at his tea. “Woo. 
Reformation and the Council of Trent. The sins of the Parching my throat again.” Jeremiah smiled and waited 
Inquisitions started to come to rwst. The most perni- for him to continue. 
cious of Inquisitions (the Spanish) was brought to a close “Anyhow. The situation stabilized, but the damage 
by the Pope, and, while such ecclesiastical events could had been done. We started a slow decline. It seemed that 
not be disavowed, a gentler Church came out of the fire each century, fewer and fewer people came to the cloth. 
and brimstone. A prohibition on Inquisitions with secu- neY didn’t believe any more, or they didn’t want to. 
lar supervision was included quietly in the documents of 

emerge from the ashes of disaster.” 
“Following the Catholic counter-reformation, we 

stabilized a great deal. By this time, the Chorus had very 
definitely become something other than the original 
religions that had initially fostered us. Our doctrines of 
acceptance and of the One placed us firmly in the 
camps of heresy to those of more conventional faiths. 
This became a time of slow decline for the Chorus. 

“By the time we reach our century-” 
the Council, and the Roman Church tried to begin to Jeremiah a bit pensively. urnat hap- 

pened in between there? That’s, what, five centuries?” 
“Well,” Brother William said, shifting in his seat, 

good religious 
thinkers, but no bigrevivals, no tremendous Crusades, no 
great creations of potent Adytums. Like I said, it was slow 
decline. We weren’t going to give up ground quickly or 
easily. People just started deserting the churches. Faith 
became as hollow as those empty buildings. 

much, really. sure, we had 
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“Which brings us to today. We have far-flung 
contacts across the world and many, many different 
religions in our organization. We all search out ways 
to commune with the One, and to put each other in 
touch with that calling. A noble organization, yes? 

“Sadly, we haven’t stopped the fighting. It’ll kill us, 
oneofthesedays, ifweletit.Yousee, Jeremiah,that’sour 
big failing. Each one of us is so convinced that he’s got 
some little handle on the truth that we can never quite 
agree. And if we can’t agree among ourselves, how can 
we possibly hope to bring unity to everyone else?” 

Jeremiah pursed his lips, troubled. “I’d think that 
the Chorus would be able to work these problems out. 
I mean, come on! People are literally getting killed 
over this!” 

William sighed, “Yes, just like they did 500 years 
ago. Jeremiah, you’ll find that the more pressing the 
problem, the harder it becomes to solve. I’m just an 
old monk. I can see that you want to do some good, 
but think. There are a dozen more Choristers out 
there, just like you, full of spark and vigor, all with 
great ideas for how to make things better, but those 
ideas are all different from yours.” 

“Oh. I see what you mean,” Jeremiah opined, 
gnawing on his lip. 

“Yes. And now you see why we’re so desperate. 
We want to show people a better way, but we can’t 
agree on one. We need more help, but fewer and 
fewer people come every year. Now we have commu- 
nications all around the world, with people who can 
talk to us about anything, with religions that nobody 
in Europe had even heard of during the Middle Ages, 
but it also gives us so much more to argue about. 
We’ve argued ourselves to a standstill.” 

“So how do we fix it?” Jeremiah asked. 
William held up his finger and grinned. “Exactly 

the question to ask. We do it the way we fix anything: 
one piece at a time. We’re out there every day doing 
things to make this world a little better for people. We 
give people hope, my boy, a chance to see the world for 
the beautifulcreation that it is. Well, we have todo the 
same thing with our own ranks. We need to remind 
them that they’re all in it for the same thing, some- 
thing beautiful and eternal. And that happens one 
person at a time. Who knows? Maybe you’ll be the one 
to do it. If you even touch the life of one other member 
of the Chorus, you might start the ball rolling. 

“Simon Pain, he travels the world looking for 
great truths. Sometimes he finds them. In order to 
make use of them, though, you have to get people to 
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accept them. He’s not so good at that, you may have 
noticed.” William’s eyes twinkled. 

“Uh, yeah. Say, is this where-” Jeremiah started. 
“-1 tell you about how he came to us? No, that 

you’ll find out a little later.” William put his hands on 
his knees and stood up creakily. “Now, it’s time for you 
to mull things over. We’ll have time for some more 
questions tomorrow. And then, you pack.” 
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God does not die on the day  when we cease to believe in 
a personal deity, but we die on the day when our lives cease 
to be illuminated by the steady radiance, renewed daily, of 
a woruier, the source of which is beyond all reason. 

-Dag Hammarskjold 

it was waiting on her. 
The drugs no longer stopped the pain. And behind the face - the dark shadowed, leering 

Every piece of skin, every hair, every small face - she saw a dot of light. It was barely the size of a 
tendon and muscle hurt. She no longer gnat, but it was definitely, distinctly there. And part of 
even had the will to push against the her mind, the part that thought this fate had always 
shackles that held down her feet or the been coming, said to her, “The light is only a gesture.. . 
handcuffs that pinned her hands to her a small one.... I t  is too little, it is too late.” 

side. When she closed her eyes because the vertigo But in the farthest reaches of her conscious thought, 
made her want to vomit, she saw only the face. she could hear a voice singing, “The smallest crack will 

She tried to keep her eyes open, but her vision was break the dam, and all the water will run free.” 
fading. The white fluorescent light had washed the And the pain became so great that she could no 
face Out only hours before. Now she couldn’t see the longer think to form words, so she moaned and hoped 
light at all. She was lost in the darkness, with only a that whatever heard her would understand it as a prayer. 
face, a shadowed, twisted floating face in front of her. 

., 
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“For the living we sing. We sing of the 
One who led our people out of slavery in 
Egypt. ‘Remember what God did for me 
when I was a slave in Egypt?’ For you 
sisters, we sing the songs of Miriam who 
celebrated liberation, hoping one day you 
will walk free.” 

A leader Jeremiah couldn’t see in- 
toned the prayer to the group of women 

standing near the gate. After the cool reason and 
cooler climes of Brother William’s quiet home, the 
unforgiving heat of a Texas afternoon seemed espe- 
cially cruel. Jeremiah’s cab sped off behind him, but he 
kept a respectful distance from the cluster of women 
who were gathered by the tall, barbed-wire-topped 
fences that surrounded the vast complex. He hoped 
that when their service was over, someone would 
recognize him. 

“For the dying, we sing,” the leader began again. 
“We sing a song for our mothers, each of them 
prisoners in their time. Abraham let Sarah be taken 
by the Pharaoh for his harem. Rachel and Leah were 
kept prisoners at  their father’s side while Jacob slaved 
14 years at their father’s land. Tamar and Rahab were 
whores, and Miriam was born a slave. Ruth was a 
foreigner and an alien - a woman born outside 
mercy and the law.” 

“Sarah, Rebekah, Rachel and Leah receive your souls 
and guide you into light,” several women said together. 

“You must be Jeremiah,” a woman’s voice whis- 
pered behind him. 

He nodded and turned. The woman was tall with 
large eyes. Her face looked serious, although she seemed 
to be younger than even he was. 

“Brother Jeremiah,” she said, “I’m Squire Martha of 
the Remnant Knights of St. George.” She named her 
alliance as if it were a matter of great importance, but 
she seemed to both relish and loathe the title of squire. 
“My Knight is Sibyl Jones of the Last Watch Cabal in 
New Orleans.” 

“Amen!” In the distance the gathered women 
responded to a prayer he could not understand. They 
stood in silence, then a few began to sing. Squire 
Martha sighed and stood by to watch the proceedings. 

‘‘I suppose I should welcome you to hell,” she 
added. “Worst place in the world for a mentor’s 
exchange. There’s nothing to do, nothing to think 
about doing and more heat every day. I wanted my 
mentor to send me somewhere exciting, no luck.” 
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She paused. Eventually the women stopped. They 
did not linger or talk. When they finished their silent 
prayers, they wandered away. “So you want to meet 
the Rebbe? I’ll introduce you.” 

All but one woman had gone, and she turned to 
them as they approached. She had a way of carrying 
herself that made her seem taller than she was, and she 
seemed to emit a steady, sad warmth. She wore a gray 
tee shirt, worn jeans and old roper boots. Her hair was 
cropped short, dark and graying on the sides, and she 
was pulling a long rainbow-colored stole from her 
shoulders slowly. 

“Jeremiah,” Martha said, “This is Rabbi Deborah 
Levin.” She took a step back as if she’d escorted him to 
a formal introduction at court. 

This, he suddenly realized, was Deborah Levin, the 
“Rebbe,” the Teacher that William Rathman had sent 
him to look for because she was one of the few remain- 
ing Chorus Masters on Earth. 

She reached out and took both of his shoulders, 
looked into his eyes a moment and, with her soft, quiet 
and distinctively Texan voice said, “Welcome, Jeremiah. 
May the One come with you.” 

In the car on the way home, Martha stretched out 
in the back seat, looking like she was dozing. Jeremiah 
sat in front with the Deb - she had forbidden him to 
ever call her Rabbi Levin. 

Jeremiah watched the compound walls disappear in 
the distance. “What was that place?” he asked her finally. 

“It’s a prison -The Texas Federal Women’s Medi- 
cal Center. Martha says the whole of Fort Worth, Texas 
is a hell. If so, that place is hell’s fuckin’ heart.” 

“Maximum security?” 
The rabbi snorted. “They convict a woman on 

minor charges - drug possessions mostly - and if 
she’s too ill for a normal minimum security place, the 
Board of Prisons sends her here to the hospital. The 
prisoners, the judges, the families.. . they don’t have 
a choice. Family doctors aren’t allowed to see them. 
Some report going six months with everything from 
cancer to gangrene to meningitis and never seeing a 
medic, never receiving any treatment. The staff con- 
fiscates medicines, ignores doctor’s recommendations, 
shackles minimum security prisoners to beds, per- 
forms surgery on the wrong body parts, restricts a 
family’s access to the dying. You know a woman can 
get raped one day, turn to drugs, get busted and end 



up spending more time here than her rapist spent in 
a state penitentiary?” 

Jeremiah didn’t say anything for several minutes. 
‘‘I’m the Jewish chaplain, but I’m too noisy. They 

“Sounds awful,” he finally ventured. 
“It is. I don’t like it one bit, but you should try being 

one of the women who doesn’t get to leave at  the end 
of the day. First lesson, Jeremiah: The One never asks, 
the One only calls. This place is like a nasty piece of 
string, all twisted and knotted up on itself, and some- 
how I’ve gotten knottedup in it. It needs to be unraveled. 
I can cut myself loose and go, but if I do that, the knot 
still stays behind. 

“Second: When the One calls you, your options 
never include walking away. Never simply assume the 
One’s too lofty above all of us normal people and 
abandon reality-that-is for a life way in the middle of 
the air. There are some people called to do that, but 
there are some who just do it because it’s too hard to 
keep caring and keep fighting. Status quo’s the biggest 
demon ever lived, and if we want to see the hundred 
other possibilities come to life, then we never walk 
away from challenging reality. And this is the third 
thing. Before you have change - what the other 
Traditions call ‘magic’ - you have to have hope. You 
have to know that the One so far surpasses everything 
else that eventually, in spite of all the evidence, what’s 
right is what will become.” 

8 

keep threatening to fire me.” 

rk”Gl%RWARD 
Rachel showed him to his room, let out another 

sigh and started to tell him more about her life with the 
knights in New Orleans as he unpacked. She probed 
him for details about his life with Brother William at 
the same time. “I hoped when she sent me to study with 
another mentor I would get to go work with the Varghese 
survivors in India or the Michaelites in Brazil, but 
instead she sent me here.. ..” 

The sound of someone coming up the stairs hushed 
Martha, and an older woman with frizzy blond hair, 
broader hips and broader shoulders, appeared in the 
hall. Martha stopped and introduced Jeremiah to “Sis- 
ter” Susannah who greeted him with a wide grin and a 
short laugh. 

“Newest exchange, eh?” she said. “Welcome, get 
comfortable. I’m from the Fool’s Feast Cabal in Provi- 
dence. My mentor is a member of the Silver Moon 
Clan, which I’m sure you’ve never heard of.’’ Susannah 
was a beautiful woman, and Jeremiah caught himself 
grinning, at a complete loss for words. Susannah 
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laughed at him. “Well then, unpack your tongue and 
we’ll talk more later. I’ve got to help Deb with dinner. 
You, too, oh squirrelly one. Get moving!” She winked 
laughed and headed downstairs. Martha shrugged, 
grimaced and followed. Jeremiah watched after them 
a few minutes, finished unpacking and went down the 
stairs as well. 

Sundown had come late in the southern summer, 
and Jeremiah was tired from his trip and the heat by the 
time the Sabbath arrived. He assisted Deb with prepa- 
rations as best he could. 

“Hardly seems a day of rest if you have to run around 
so much to get ready for it,” she had laughed to him. She 
lit the candles as the sun started to set. When it was 
gone, the Sabbath started. Jeremiah barely had time to 
catch the name of Deb’s oldest student, Muriel, who 
looked East Indian but had a vaguely European accent. 

“Blessed are you Lord our God, ruler of the universe 
who has sanctified our lives through wisdom, com- 
manding us to kindle the Sabbath lights.” 

Deborah paused and covered her eyes three times. 
The other students mimicked her motions. She paused, 
said something in Hebrew, then spoke in English. 

“The light of the sun is gone. The Sabbath has 
come. We are a people set apart, this is a time set apart. 
We close our eyes to the cold and harsh light of the 
reality we are told is there. We open them to the gentle 
flame of the One to see the hundred worlds we know to 
be possible. We are told that work and success are the 
gods that run our lives. We are told to not stop, not rest, 
not reflect, only run. We close our eyes, ourselves, to 
those demands. We open our eyes to the One in whom 
our work finds its success. May the One give us rest, the 
One give us peace, the One refresh us. May the Holy 
One bring us to unending bliss.” 

“May the One be blessed forever,” they answered. 
Martha spoke half a beat off from the others. 

Deb spoke the words of the service in Hebrew and 
repeated them in English. She stopped every now and 
again to offer commentary and explanation. When she 
came to the part of the service where the parents of a 
traditional family would have blessed their non-adult 
children, she leaned over and whispered some words to 
each of her students, resting a hand on their heads as she 
did so. Martha was third, and as Deb whispered to her, 
he could swear the younger woman rolled her eyes. 
Then Deb turned to Jeremiah, placing her hands over 
his head. For a moment she said nothing, then nodded 
and whispered in his ear. 
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“May the One make you, Jeremiah, like the fire of 
a candle. May the One make you, Jeremiah, not like the 
sons of Joseph, but like your namesake, like the sons of 
the prophets. May you be a light by which people may 
see truthfully. 

“Ya see, kiddos 0’ mine,” she said after a pause. 
“The first thing you have to learn is hope. In the face 
of all the little factoids, you have to still know that the 
One, and not the status quo, is the source of being and 
the creator of life. In order to do that, the first thing 
you have to unlearn is idolatry. At the heart of our 
way, our ‘magic,’ is monotheism, the complete rejec- 
tion of idols. I’m not talking about the little rejections 
of elephant-headed figurines or the simple negation of 
iconography. We can debate the virtue of images and 
symbols until the sun ceases to shine, and we waste an 
entire Sabbath. I want to talk more about those later 
this week while Jeremiah is here with us. An idol isn’t 
simply a graven image. 

“You ask for a second, what about those Hindus and 
Sikhs and Mithraites, then?How come they’re part of the 
Chorus? Well, because the idols I’m talking about aren’t 
just stone statues, and the monotheism I mean isn’t just 
saying that if you have many gods you’re wrong. 

“At the start, the creation, the One established 
orders of Powers - angels and spirits who were to serve 
humanity and all of the created world. But when human- 
ity went astray, it draggedthese Powers along with it. The 
One was too complex, so they turned the world on its 
head and found these simple servants and dressed them 
up as gods. Idols, then, are angels - ideas, messages - 
who have lost their place and lost their way. 

“The idols of choice have changed throughout 
history - and herstory, too. But this is theology time, 
and good theology is about now - the time our magic 
is called to take place. There are four big ones that have 
been with us the longest and against whom we often 
fight the hardest. As I see it, these are the big idols that 
the status quo is all set to jizz themselves over. 

“The first is Money. Rabbi Yeshua and his contem- 
poraries referred to this one by the name Mammon. 
Though one of newest, he has become the most popu- 
lar: He is universal, grants great abundance, and his 
service is the gateway to incredible power. If we take his 
name in vain - claiming the power of money when we 
don’t have it, or promising money will do things that 
don’t happen- the authorities punish us. His economy 
of grace, though, is limited and arbitrary. 

“The next to oldest are the twins: Vanity and 
Gluttony, though they’re the most complicated. 
Beauty, eros, pleasure, ecstasy, all are like food. 



Human life without them is harsh and lacks meaning 
or joy. But when they’re pursued exclusively, they’re 
vicious and decadent masters, willing to sacrifice 
anything, including health, relationships and dreams, 
for their next rush. 

‘Their sister is Utility, whose judges are damn harsh 
bastards. Her messenger is the clock, and her scale is 
success. Don’t cross her. She weighs lives in the bal- 
ance, and when she finds them wanting, she trims away 
mercilessly. She is blind like Justice. Unlike Justice, she 
has no truck with mercy. She is the newest of the lesser 
gods, coming of age only a century ago, but she was 
quick to grasp power. 

“Size is the most ancient of them all. Freud discov- 
ered him or rediscovered him, but Freud didn’t know 
the half of it. Size is the final arbiter of the power that 
the others may grant, for they reward their truest 
followers with the largest treasures, the greatest effi- 
ciencies, the most expansive egos, the longest reigns. 

“The point of all this isn’t to get us to have the idols 
fall down and be destroyed, for ‘nothing was created 
that was not good’ as my own teacher used to say. We 
do not seek to abase ourselves or reject material joys just 
to remain pure and unsullied by the world. We do not 
forget the grandeur of great architecture or the delight 
of a rich dessert. 

“What we reject, my dears, is that any of these 
things must be the great determiners of our lives, the 
lords of our decisions. Like Israel’s children, we are in 
Egypt, but the Pharaohs go by the names of success and 
self-interest. We do not want gods who see us only as 
playthings and servants. We want to know ourselves 
as members of the household of the One, the same 
One who seeks not slaves, but beloved children and 
cherished friends. 

“All right, as you might guess, I didn’t just pull 
those five aforementioned idols out of my nether re- 
gions. In the One, we know their power to be ultimately 
flaccid and false. Money is merely a symbol. Destroy the 
system that empowers it, and you have destroyed its 
power. Utility presumes too much, for she drives us to 
work for ends that do not fulfill us. Vanity finds out he’s 
time’s slave. Even if he doesn’t wither and age, he soon 
discovers that the fickle desires he sought to ensnare us 
with have changed. What power does Size have when 
the greatest of explosions is caused merely by dividing 
the smallest of atoms? Even time falls victim to his own 
inability to measure out the moments of life that seem 
most profound and most significant. The shortcomings 

of these misguided angels are well known. Even those 
ensnared by the status quo will admit, under pressure, 
their gods’ futility. But their power is everywhere, knit 
deeply into our lives. 

‘The question, kiddos 0’ mine, is how do we escape 
them? How do we see beyond them to the One who is 
our life and source and hope? 

“I believe we answer these idols with holy practices, 
holy focuses, of which I think, the first is prayer. These 
practices are the first movements in a dance that draws 
more deeply into the Way of The One. Though there 
are numerous practices - many overlapping with those 
of other Traditions - there are some that are the most 
basic and are almost universal. All of the practices we 
follow have two elements: an inward element and an 
outward element. 

“These two elements are important. We do not 
seek Ascension for ourselves alone, but for the whole of 
Creation. We must not forget anyone if we can help it. 
The One, in Her wisdom, created nothing out of spite. 
Everything in the world is loved. As the Jews say, ‘Our 
blood is no redder than theirs.’ 

“However, working for the life of Creation does us 
little good if we have forgotten the life of our own souls. 
We cannot believe that all of Creation is precious and 
loved unless we know ourselves to be precious and 
loved. We cannot make sacrifices of ourselves unless we 
know ourselves to be truly valuable childrenof the One. 
Thus does our magic work. 

“But we will talk more on these things tomorrow. 
The Sabbath is a day of rest, so let’s get to resting.” 

Martha tossed and turned through the night, un- 
able to rest or completely wake up, caught in anightmare 
that wouldn’t let her go. 

She’d gone through a similar thing the night the 
first Varghese master died, his blood falling to the 
ground a hundred times over in her dreams. Nightmare 
upon nightmare wracked the knights’ sanctuaries, until 
the Varghese were almost decimated in the end, and 
the rest of the Knights of St. George with them. 

But this sensation was something different. It was 
as if part of her, some terrible desperate forgotten part 
of her, was crying out without comfort. 

In her mind, in the dream’s darkness, she heard a 
very quiet voice that sounded almost like that of her 
grandmother, but quieter. It sang, “The smallest crack 
will break the dam, and all the water will run free.” 

32 C & ~ L  CHBRUS 



For more than six hours, the dark shape sat 
over her, its smirk never floating more 
than a few inches from her face. The 
nurses came, increased the painkillers, 
checked the securitv of the cuffs, made 
sure she wasn’t faking and left. 

You’re alone, aren’t you.. .dear? Who’s 
here for you now? I guess there’s no one but 
me. Where are all your lovers? Gone? Fam- 

ily? Did they forget you? Who’ll mourn you when you go? 
Who will honor your memory? 

Donotwony, child. Evenfor you, forawhorelikeyou, 
there is a final burning intimacy, a consuming bliss, a last 
perfect union. Soon you will not turn away from me ever 
again. I and the Maker are one. 

A cold spectral finger touched the edge of a bedsore 
on her lower left thigh. Her body writhed as the caress 
hit an exposed and aggravated nerve. 

Come, Nom, be One in our bliss. 
The voice began to laugh, although the face never 

moved. 
Her heart stopped for the first time, but they brought 

her back in only a moment and left her again. 
And when she came to, she felt legs and arms.. . 

invisible but more physical now, more real ... 
tighten around her. The  face bent to give her a 
soft, delicate kiss. 

Now, now, no fair, my dear, dying before your time. 
Suffering makes the soul’s consummation perfect. 



Jeremiah rolled over in the large bed and 
saw that the sky was turning gray. For a 
moment he forgot where he was. 

“You dozed.” 
It was Susannah. He was in her room, 

clothed and asleep on her bed. She sat up in 
a chair opposite him and laughed quietly. 

“Scandalous, you, staying up all night 
in a young lady’s room. Martha will be 

terribly distressed, but she doesn’t know what to make 
of me anyway.” She pulled her mane of hair into a bun 
behind her head and laughed again. She laughed often, 
he had found. 

“Well get up,” she said, fluffing the pillows and 
covers where he had flattened them. “Shalom Shabbat. 
It’s still Sabbath you know. Synagogue soon. Now, 
come here,” she looked at him meaningfully, pointing 
to a vase in the comer where she sat. “There’s some- 
thing I want to show you. Some work must be done, 
even on the Sabbath.” 

He stood up, groggily, and wandered over to where 
she sat, taking his seat at her feet for lack of anywhere else. 

“Tired puppy,” she grinned at him, patting his ear 
and scratching his head. “Look at this.” She withdrew a 
cut rose from the vase and brushed the tip playfully down 
his face. It was fresh and soft, and it felt like velvet. 

“Beautiful, no? I do not know why it was cut. I t  
seems like something like this should go on and on.. . 
forever. But it never is to be, not in this possibility.” She 
kissed the rose’s tip, set it on the bed table, and poured 

’, 
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the vase’s water into a bowl, holding it under his nose 
for a second. I t  looked clear, although he noticed the 
slight smell of chlorine. 

“Tap water,” she said, “not the purest, but neither 
are any of us, even the ones who pretend. But even 
moldy bread can be blessed. Like us, imperfect does 
when it needs to do. 

“I was given this rose months ago in New York. My 
cabal went there before my mentor sent me to come 
study here. We slept part of the time in the streets and 
part of the time at a hostel and part of the time at the 
Y. And we sang. It’s what we do, you might say. 

“One night, after we finished singing, a man came 
up to offer me money. Now, normally, we take money 
when it’s offered: We could live on song, I suppose, but 
it wouldn’t work forever. But we had enough that night, 
and I knew that he was offering us money because it was 
the only thing he knew how to give. So I looked at him, 
looked him straight in the eye and told him no. I told 
him to give me something that had a bit of him in it; 
something that could symbolize him as long as it lasted. 

“And so he went down the street, stopped in a 
market, bought a rose and brought it to me. And this is 
it. Every morning that the rose lasts, I pray for him, and 
I give it new water, which is God’s gift to cut roses. It’s 
lasted this long and who knows how much longer.” 

“For in the beginning,” she said, half to the water 
and half to Jeremiah, “the Spirit of the One hovered 
over the waters and from that came life, but do you 
know what Spirit means? It  means breath.” And at that 



she blew on the surface of the bowl and unclasped a 
medal from around her neck. She touched it to the 
surface of the water, and Jeremiah took a good look at 
it. He did not recognize the saint on the medal’s face. 

“Holy Mary, bless this water with your love. Blessed 
St. Sarah, who watches over wanderers, make this 
water a nourishment for all who wander, for all who are 
cut off from homes and lives and loves, for all who are 
aliens in strange lands. Let this water be their taste of 
the One who is their home. May those that touch it 
know Lady Joy, sister of Wisdom, and may every good 
act they do be blessed, every bad act forgiven.” And 
with that she poured the water back into the vase, 
kissed the rose and dipped its tip into the water. 

Then she smiled, laughed again, and removed the 
wet stem, using it to sprinkle Jeremiah. 

“And bless Jeremiah,’’ she laughed. “Refresh him 
and let him wake up, he is too groggy!” She giggled, 
seeming younger than he knew her to be. 

“Now off with you, improper man. Be gone! I’m a 
good Catholic girl and this is a respectable Jewish house. 
It  won’t do to have Squire Martha see you coming out a 
proper young lady’s rooms at sunrise.” She gathered a 
robe and a towel, replaced the rose in the vase and 
scampered giggling down the hall to the bathroom. 

Jeremiah returned to his room and lay on his bed. 
All was not right with the world, he knew that. But, as 
he drifted into a morning nap, he thought, for just a 
second, he had glimpsed the possibility that the One 
was indeed in Heaven. 

When they returned from synagogue, everyone was 
quiet. Deb had asked Martha what was wrong, but the 
younger woman seemed reticent to talk. Muriel asked 
her to spar, but she passed on that as well. The others 
wandered up the stairs. Martha stood at the dining 
room table, staring off into space. 

Sitting across from her in the den, Jeremiah heard 
her whisper out a song. 

“My brothers went off to a war 
And my mothers, clutching their swords, to battle. 
And did they go off to glory and fame? 
What evil thing did they slay? 
They went to fight the darkness and died. 
They gave up their spirits in fire. 
Cry out in grief, the brave ones are gone. 
The One, like a mother, weeps over the bodies of 

She paused. 
children.” 
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“That’s a song for the Varghese, isn’t it?” His voice “My mother was her only child, and she died when 
faltered, the question surprising him. He knew he had I was very young. My grandmother raised me. She was 
heard it before, but he didn’t know where. a great knight and one of the first to leave to join the 

She turned, surprised, and forced a weak smile. Varghese there.” She stopped and sighed. 
‘“The Psalm of Our Grief.. . for all who went. As they “It’s why I don’t want to be here, you see. Deb is kind, 
died, they cried out in our dreams to warn us away. But but I cannot stand it. To think of all the things that sleep 
itwas too late. By the time the last one hadpassed, it was underourfeet, waitingforour missteps, waitingtoreduce 
too late for the last of us to even make a face of bravery. the world to cinders. I want to save just one small thing, 
Their dying visions haunted us for months.” Jeremiah. Is it pride to want that? Because I don’t want 

“I didn’t know that any outside India had time even it to be pride. I just remember the way my grandmother 
to go.. .” made me feel - safe - and I just want to be that, just 

“we saw it coming,’, she said. “And we went to once, for somebody else before it all comes to an end.” 
meet it. It peeled through our warriors one by one. Cut He stood there, not knowing what he could p s i -  
off from our greatest, we were not prepared. My grand- bly say. Suddenly she ran to him, grabbed his shoulders 
mother died on the very first day.” and hugged him very tightly, then let go and darted up 

the stairs, nearly knocking over Muriel and Deb as she 
ran. Deb nodded and Muriel followed her. 

Jeremiah sputtered involuntarily. 

1 yi I 36 CEL@TIALCH@RUS 



CHAPTER rwe H@LY TASKS, SACRED PATHS 37 



I S  f I 

38 CELESTIAL CH~RUS 

their 





pumping her veins with chemicals to fry her back 
into existence, but she was beyond their reach 
now. She saw a dark-robed figure crouch at the 
edge of the precipice, heard its breath suck in, saw 
it lick its lips and pounce. 

The pain of her body stopped. She kept falling. 
She knew she was dead, and she screamed as the 
torture of her soul began. She was falling.. . then she 
was trapped.. . then she was caught in thick skins from 
which she could not tear her way out. She was pelted 
on every side by a vicious swirling wind and what felt 
like hard boiling rain. 

The dark-robed form caught her, pinned her down 
and started to laugh. 

lmim + PASSING 
The Sabbath was well over by the time 
they were hungry enough again for a light 
dinner. Deb took a phone call upstairs and 
never came down, though, so they started 

be about her 
to 

them over a dinner of simple combread, 
beans, greens and rice. “She often fasts for 

the prisoners, especially the dying. She hopes to take on 
their suffering so that their pain will not carry over too 
much into the next life and their souls might pass on 
free of anger.” 

W h e n  a woman is dying there, her family cannot 
come to comfort her,” she went on. “And they can’t sit 
with the body because the prison leaves her in chains 
for a day in case she’s faking death in an attempt to 
escape. But Deb, as chaplain, is permitted to sit with the 
bodies of the Jewish women and say the psalms and 
prayers for the dead. Among the Jews of the Chorus, 
Deb is the tanking member of Chevra Kedisha.” 

‘The Chevra Kedisha?” Jeremiah asked. 
&IThe society Of those who care for the 

dead,” Susannah said quietly. 
“This one was Jewish but she didn’t have a family,” 

Deb’s voice interrupted, coming down the stairs. “Her 
name was Nona. She died alone, and because she hadn’t 
been a practicing Jew, they’re not going to let me sit 
with her. Tonight, though, we’ll watch with her spirit 
from here until her soul is ready to move on.” 

Susannah sighed, put down her fork and went to 
begin covering the mirrors. 

The four of them finished and gathered with Deb in 
her study. There she lit olive-oil lamps and placed them 
around the darkened room. She set a large white cloth 
in the middle of her desk, opened a book and began to 
chant in Hebrew. Susannah set out little bowls of water 
and lit incense. Deborah dipped her hand in the water, 
touching it to the white cloth. 

“Come Nona,” she said, speaking the dead woman’s 
name. “Though you died there, come and rest the night 
here. There, you will find only forgetfulness and hate. 
Come where you will hear love.” She began to chant 
again in Hebrew. 

Susannah joined the chanting, and the smoke from 
the incense grew thicker, hovering over the white 
cloth. Muriel and Jeremiah stood and stared as the 
smoke formed itself into patterns, seemingly random at 
first, but Jeremiah could swear that he saw something 
like a face slowly taking shape in the swirling smoke and 
dim light. 

Then Jeremiah heard what he swore was a voice, 
although it was very dim and at once quite loud, cutting 

Of the through the plaintive chanting like a stone through a 
window. 

“The phone 
in the prison,” 

“No,” Deb whispered. 
The face opened its mouth as if to scream and then 

the shape was gone. A trick of the shadows. One lamp 
sputtered and went out. Deb‘s voice faded. 

“Nona?” she whispered. There was no answer. 
Muriel lit the lamp again. “Hear me, Nona. We cannot 
sit with you there, so we sit with you here. Come and 



hear us pray for you.” There was only silence. The 
smoke from the incense simply dissipated into the dark 
of the room. Deborah nodded, and Susannah returned 
to chanting. She motioned for Muriel and Jeremiah to 
follow her out of the room. 

“Son of a bitch!” Deb whispered. “Albertus has 
her.” She sighed and calmed. “She won’t get free unless 
we slap him back into place.” 

The four stared at her a moment. 
“We’ll keep watch with her, then?” Muriel asked. 
“Yes, here. Muriel first. I’ll wake the rest of you 

when it’s time.” 
“But she isn’t here, what can we do?” Martha 

protested. 
Deb looked at her sternly. “We keep calling her 

here until he lets go.” And with that Deb, who looked 
very tired, simply sat and stared at  the empty space. 
Muriel nodded and began to whisper prayers. Martha 
swallowed turned and went to her room. For a minute, 
Susannah only clutched Jeremiah‘s hand. Then she led 
him to his own room. 

“Can I stay here?” she asked in a whisper. 
“Who is Albertus?” he asked almost at the same 

time. 
She blinked, touched her face, and sat down on the 

bed, finally letting his hand go. “Someone Deb knew a 
long time ago. She says he had a fair mind and good 
insights. Some said he went mad, others say he Fell. Deb 
thinks both. Some time ago, aChorus council banished 
him. He calls himself the high priest of the dead.” She 
sighed. Jeremiah realized that she hadn’t laughed for 
several hours. 

“Deb hoped the Storm would cut him off from the 
world for good.” 

He touched her hand. “Please stay here,” he said. 
“Here,” she said, taking a small medal out of her 

pocket and placing it around his neck. “May Mary, 
Michael and St. Martha - who was a dragon-slayer 
long before St. George - guard your dreams.” She 
closed her eyes, lay down and sighed. He crawled in 
next to her and was soon asleep. He dreamed that a 
slowly growing spot of light was singing a song, but he 
couldn’t hear it yet. Then he heard Martha say, “And 
the darkness has not comprehended it.” 



Perhaps the most famous of the Chorus factions, 
the guardian orders have an inheritance that is at 
once noble and frightening. While they have saved 
countless lives and made great sacrifices to protect 
the innocent, their mistakes and misjudgments have 
served to support the worst crimes of the Crusades 
and Inquisition, not to mention the countless 
burnings of heretics and witches. Even those orders 
that are not involved in the events have often been 
stuck carrying the blame by association. Still, their 
guidance and protection are in demand more and 
more frequently now. Although they have neither 
the magical force of the Hermetic Flambeau or the 
raw martial prowess of the Akashic Brotherhood, 
their zeal and their capacity to work collaboratively 
and selflessly to accomplish their goals makes them 
formidable foes. In the absence of the Masters, it is to 
the already strong and cohesive orders that many in 
the Chorus turn for leadership and defense. 

The Brothers of St. Christopher: InNovember of 
1996, a young Greek psychic named Bartholomew 
Pappadakis awoke from a dream in which he said he had 
been visited by an angel with the head of a dog and body 
of a giant. This angel went by the name Christopher, 
the bearer of Christ. The angel foretold a time of great 
trial that would bring people together from across the 
globe and alter the world forever - although Christo- 
pher would not say whether the change would be for 
better or  worse. The angel instructed young 
Bartholomew to found a community of brothers in the 
name of St. Christopher, the dog-headed giant who 
ferried the Christ child across a river on his back. By 
1999, the small community of brothers had become 
affiliated with the Chorus, although less than half of 
their members are capable of Awakened magic. The 
brotherhood’s charge is to protect the innocent at all 
costs, which has often set them at odds with established 
churches. They interpret their charge in the broadest, 
most liberal possible sense, often escorting women into 
reproductive clinics, marching for gay rights, dispens- 
ing justice for unpunished hate crimes and working to 
undermine racist groups. Their membership is exclu- 
sively Christian and male, although they often work, 
travel and form cabals with women and members of 
other faiths. Those members who Awaken often em- 
phasize the sphere of Mind. The brotherhood is informal 
in organization: A man is a brother if he follows the rule 
and is sponsored by another member. Hierarchy is 
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almost non-existent, although the group honors the 
wider hierarchy of the Chorus. 

It is rumored that Bartholomew himself has not 
been seen in public for over a year. Some say that he 
is sleeping, and that he will pronounce a great proph- 
ecy when he finally wakes. Others say that he has 
given his body to be a gateway through the Avatar 
Storm into a secret realm where a sacred treasure is 
being stored for a coming time of trial. If the rank and 
file members of the brotherhood know where he is, 
they are not letting on. Although the brothers are 
scattered throughout the world, their primary strength 
lies in Central and Eastern Europe. Brothers who 
Awaken under a Christopherite’s tutelage often fo- 
cus their studies on the Sphere of Mind. Psychics and 
sorcerers in the Brotherhood often rely on phenom- 
ena such as Biocontrol, Clairvoyance, Precognition, 
Psychometry and Telepathy and Paths such as Divi- 
nation and Fortune. 

The Knights of St. George and the Dragon: Once 
the largest guardian order in the Chorus, the Knights 
saw themselves as the greatest protector humanity had 
from the monsters who prowled the knight to prey upon 
innocent victims. Their chief enemies were vampires, 
although they had come into contact at times with 
demons and even werewolves. At night, they were 
fierce warriors, but they were known as artists, states- 
men and poets in the day. Although the order was 
founded in Syria in the 11th century, the Knights 
spread throughout the world. By the 1400s, there were 
branches of the order as far apart as the Roman Catho- 
lics of Ireland and the Syrian Orthodox Christians in 
India. In the 19th century, they became the first of the 
old guardian orders to admit men and women equally. 
At the turn of the 20th century, the order became the 
first of the old Christian factions to begin admitting 
non-Christian members. 

The days of the Reckoning should have been the 
Knights’ time to shine, but their members remaining on 
Earth were unprepared for the fury of the vampire- 
demon that arose from underneath Bangladesh in July 
1999. Although the Varghese (the St. George Knights 
of India) foresaw its coming, they did not know what to 
prepare for. Disparate members of the Knights gathered 
to meet the ancient evil from all over the globe, but 
they were cut down. Within two days, the great knight- 
hood, the largest of the guardian orders, was reduced to 
a mere shadow of itself. 
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The ice is breaking, slowly, however. A handful 
of Templars have joined inter-faction cabals, some 
even with non-Christian Choristers. A rare few have 
even agreed to work with members of other Tradi- 
tions. Members of the faction almost always have 
Forces as their specialty Sphere. Very few psychics or 
sorcerers are known to work with the Templars, 
although rumors persist of Fenian shapechangers 
fighting alongside them. (For more on  the Fenian, 
see Sorcerer Revised Edition.) 

The Sisters of Gabrielle: The oldest of the guard- 
ian orders, and the only one that admits women 
exclusively, the Sisters may be second only to the 
Knights of St. George on the list of those factions most 
weakened by the Reckoning. Founded as a secretive 
and sometimes reclusive company of explorers, demon 
slayers and Umbral watchers in the first millennium of 
the Common Era by a mysterious mage named Gabrielle, 
the Sisters’ numbers were decimated by the Avatar 
Storm. Many of their greatest were killed or cut off from 
Earth permanently. 

For the Earth-bound sisters, Sendings and 
Stormwardens are rare, and they almost never bring 
good news. Rumors abound that the dark forces that 
have long sought to take the Sisters’ remaining 
horizon realms and Umbral Chantries have found 
some new sense of leadership and organization. Those 
on this side of the Gauntlet do not know if they 
should strengthen their fortifications here or risk the 
destructive winds of the Avatar Storm to join those 
on the front lines. Many Sisters simply carry on with 
their daily task of fighting spiritual evil wherever 
they may find it, hoping some sign or answer may 
appear soon. However, the Sisters have found a new 
impetus for collaboration with other Chorus factions 
and with the rest of the Traditions, where they were 
often only nominally associated with the rest of the 
Chorus before. Those mages who first Awaken within 
this faction often focus their studies on the Sphere of 
Spirit. Psychics who work with this faction often use 
the phenomena of Astral Projection, Biocontrol, 
Ectoplasmic Generat ion,  Psychokinesis and 
Pyrokinesis. Sorceresses use the Paths of Conjura- 
tion, Hellfire, Shadowcasting and Summoning, 
Binding and Warding. 

The Chevra Kedisha: Taking their name from the 
people in each synagogue who volunteer to prepare the 

bodies of the dead for burial, the members of the Chevra 
Kedisha work to guide troubled souls in the time after 
death. The order was founded in the Middle Ages when 
Jewish singers faced numerous persecutions that left 
many souls bitter and frightened when death came. 
These Choristers seekout lost souls and troubled spirits, 
helping them to resolve those things that bind them to 
Earth and progress into the life beyond. 

Many souls resist such “assistance” - clinging 
desperately to those things that they loved in life - but 
others are glad for a voice and a pair of hands. Some 
even hope to use these Choristers to their own ends in 
the skinlands. The Chevra Kedisha, however, is far 
from naive. These Choristers weigh costly actions care- 
fully and communally, often undertaking their own 
investigations and divinations before trusting the word 
of wandering spirits. They are firmly committed to 
doing what they believe is right, however, and once 
convinced a soul’s needs, they will stop at nothing to see 
that their charges are cared for. In the 20th century, the 
Holocaust, almost destroyed the society, killing many 
of its wisest members and working the rest to their 
deaths. However, their students survive to this day, 
tending the wounded and trying to shepherd every 
dying soul that they can into light. 

Long before the rest of the Chorus began to recruit 
users of linear magic, the Chevra Kedisha found many 
such sorcerers and psychics to provide useful services 
and wise counsel. Today, other factions and Traditions 
might call over half the groups’ membership “un- Awak- 
ened,” but the Chevra Kedisha does not care what the 
others think. They know only the comfort that these 
fellow travelers bring to the souls of dead. 

All Chevra Kedisha are Jews, although some “righ- 
teous gentiles’’ work with them. The Missionaries of 
Saint Judas (believing that Judas the betrayer contin- 
ued his apostolate among the dead after his suicide), 
and the Fellowship of Orpheus performed similar work 
among the Christian and pagan communities, although 
they have few if any known members today. Many 
members of the Chevra Kedisha and similar societies 
focus their studies on the Sphere of Spirit. Affiliated 
sorcerers and psychics often study the Paths of Divina- 
tion, Oneiromancy, Summoning, Binding and Warding, 
and the phenomena of Astral Projection, Channeling, 
Precognition and Psychometry. 
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In contrast to the guardian orders are those groups 
who focus more on introspection, theology, philosophy 
or religious orthodoxy. These theological orders attract 
those Singers who work more in the realms of pure 
thought - or, at least, those who aren’t so rigid and 
warlike as the various guardians. 

Monists: The Monist faction emphasizes the heart 
of the Chorus’ message: All faiths, all people, all cre- 
ations are one. Monists in the Chorus tend to be very 
tolerant Protestants, Jews or Catholics - members of 
other religions often find themselves too marginalized 
by orders like the Templars or Septarians to offer much 
to the Monist agenda. Monists aren’t really formally 
recognized as a faction, but many experienced Choris- 
ters express at least some degree of Monist belief - 
aside from those with a serious bone to pick or a major 
theological hang-up. 

To the Monists, the One can take any form, and 
only human limitations cause differences of opinion. 
Since people are limited by nature, of course they have 
different ideas about what’s right and how the world 
works! In response, the Monists preach tolerance 
throughout and beyond the Chorus. Monists are among 
the most likely to work with members of other Tradi- 
tions, so most other Tradition mages form their opinions 
of the Chorus based on the Monist diplomats. This isn’t 
a bad thing - Monists often have to be very level- 
headed to keep the more exotic branches of the Chorus 
from fighting. 

Monists include some Sleepers and linear magi- 
cians, but the majority is composedofAwakened Singers. 
This probably stems from the fact that the experience 
of Awakening is profound enough to shake up a lot of 
old notions of who’s right and who’s wrong, so a 
disproportionate number of Awakened mages (com- 
pared to the number of Sleepers) decide to back the 
faction. 

Septarians: Septarians represent the “old guard.” 
These Choristers are highly traditional, and they value 
a strict code handed down from a very specific branch 
of Christianity - be it Southern Baptist, Seventh Day 
Adventist or what have you. Naturally, the Septarians 
can hardly get along with one another, much less with 
the rest of the Chorus. Other Choristers rightly con- 
sider them arrogant, opinionated and sometimes even 
violently reactionary. All of these views tend to prove 
themselves correct. And, of course, the Septarians 
can’t even agree on canon among themselves. 

So why put up with such nonsense? For starters, the 
Monists argue very persuasively that every concept of 
the One must be considered, and if some want to live by 
a stem and demanding code, that’s their choice. Also 
note that Septarians aren’t necessarily all Bible-thump- 
ing fanatics. A Septarian typically has a very stem view 
of right and wrong, but he is not a wasted person 
because of it. This same fervor makes Septarians some 
of the best intellectual strategists and thinkers of the 
Chorus, since they engage in a lot of debate and 
challenge just about every idea that comes their way. 
The Chorus’ Monists also often direct Septarian out- 
rage against the Chorus’ foes. The real problems crop up 
when a Septarian winds up in the same room with a 
more liberal member of the Chorus and nothing else 
keeps them from butting heads. 

Septarians also have great strength among the 
Sleeper allies of the Chorus. The more dogmatic theo- 
logians and theurgists cling to narrow religious and 
magical views, so they naturally support one or another 
Septarian belief. Septarian theurgists are often strong 
in Healing, Heaven’s Fire and Summoning, Binding 
and Warding. A significant number exhibit True Faith 
as well. 

Latitudinarians: While the Monists believe that 
everyone is entitled to a personal vision of the One, the 
Latitudinarians feel that the Chorus’ very structure is 
overly stifling and that it prevents just that sort of 
expression. Latitudinarians often include members of 
the various non-Westernized religions. Essentially, the 
Latitudinarians believe that the very structure of the 
Chorus propagates too many old, bad traditions. The 
Curia, the structure of Adytums, even the specialized 
ranking terminology all smack of Christian dogma. 
How does someone who’s not a Christian fit in? Latitu- 
dinarians vilify the additional learning curve and the 
invisible discrimination that this structure engenders. 

Typically, Latitudinarians work messianically 
within the Chorus in seeking to convert others to their 
way of thinking. The faction splits its time between 
reasoned debate and willful subversion. In a Latitudi- 
narian Adytum, the old rules and ranks may not apply. 
Whoever’s the local head determines policy and struc- 
ture. For their part, other groups, such as the 
Alexandrians and the various guardian orders, argue 
that Latitudinarian rebellion is counterproductive. It’s 
better to change slowly over the generations as new 
blood comes in, say such groups, than to totally throw 
out the structure and simultaneously make it impossible 
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for anyone to get anything done. The 
Latitudinarians counter that it’s al- 
ready impossible for some groups to 
get things done, and that they ulti- 
mately hope to abolish the existing 1 
Traditionstructure and replace it with 
a more generic system of titles and 7 
posit ions. 

equally from the Awakened 
and the Sleepers. Cultural 
and theocratic bias, not 
magical ability, is the 
great motivator for this 
faction. Each Latitudi- 
narian tends to study the 
magic that his culture and 

ing personal care over depersonalized lists of treat- 
ments and symptoms. Unfortunately for them, the 
Alexandrians suffer from a lot of suspicion about 
supposed “Technocratic sympathies.” While the 

1 Alexandrians have no such sympathies, the 
suspicion makes them common straw men. As a 
result, the Alexandrians have little internal say 
in Chorus matters. Alexandrians practice the I Sphere of Matter. With their tools, they search 

for divinity in common things. Their training in 
the sciences doesn’t hurt here, either. 

Anchorites: Technically, the Anchorites 
aren’t really a theological camp so much as a 

group of Choristers who share a way of life. 
Anchorites are her- 
mits, monks and 

Latitudinarian recruits come 

E 

b into the wil- 

linate and learn new things 
from another member of the 
faction. the divine, there have 

Perhaps the most radical of the 1 b & Naturally, many modern 
theological orders, the Choristers look a bit askance 

The Alexandrian Society: 1 been Anchorites. 

Alexandrians seeks a reconcilia- 
tion of technology with faith. 
These Choristers note that if a ‘ 
thing has been created, then the 
One has given it purpose, and they 
believe that reason is just as valid a 
tool as faith. Indeed, many seek to 
balance the two, and they pare 
away outdated or flawed models of 
theology. Alexandrians survive 
better in the modern age than just 
about any other group in the Cho- 
rus. With their acceptance of 
technology and so-called 
Techgnosticism (wisdom through 
science), they mesh well with the 
trappings of everyday living. Even 
their miracles have a specifically 
technological bent. Alexandrians 
might use computers to assist with 
devotions or set up high-tech 1 
churches and counseling clinics, 
and thev can often be found in 

1 
the forefront of medicine, offer- 
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- 
at Anchorites - those who 

seclude themselves in harsh wilder- 
ness away from the rest of the world 

certainly aren’t doing anyone else any 
good, and there’s more than a fair share 
of eccentricity among them. Some An- 
chorites are even thieves and 
vagabonds, living hand-to-mouth as 
they travel from place to place, spread- 
ing the word (or even keeping their 
enlightenment private). Because they 
lack material ties, Anchorites gener- 

ally don’t have much political clout, but 
it’s also hard to exercise any sort of 
influence against them. 

Most Anchorites learn to commune 
with the Spirit Sphere in preference to 
others, probably due to spending a lot of 
time out in the barrens talking to invis- 
ible friends. While the typical Chorister 
sees Anchorites as slightly off-base and 
erratic, they’re often respected for their 

self-disciple, devotion and insight. 
Some Choristers take up a brief 

I 
L 

1’ 
I 
P 



stint as Anchorites (“40 days and 40 nights of priva- projections and self-proclaimed Exemplars at the drop 
tion”) in hopes of inducing prophetic visions or of a hat, in hopes of moving in harmony with the spirit 
Epiphanies. A “true” Anchorite, though, takes up the world - doubt of the spiritual is, after all, simply a lack 
mantle and the staff and sets out for a life of hardship. of faith brought on by the imperfections of physical 
It’s thought that the rejection of human society is a existence. In this age, the Albigensians don’t really fit 
rejection of the temptations of man, and so the Ancho- into magely society very well; they have few supporters 
rites can live apart untainted by the vices of society. and most of their energy is bent toward introspection 

Children of Albi: The declining Children of Albi that does little to improve the world at large. 
follow in the footsteps of the Albigensians. In brief, the Nashimites: Cousins to the Children of Albi, the 
Albigensian heresy followed the gnostic view of the Nashimites believe that the spirit world is the true 
universe: All that is pure is spirit, and so all that is battlefield of virtue, but that it reflects the minds, 
material is base and wicked. Thus, the human body, the emotions and bodies of all humanity. Since every 
physical world and all of their accoutrements are merely individual is a piece of creation, the sum of these 
imperfect tools by which corruption entices the spirit. individuals makes up the whole of creation - and, 

The Albigensians lost much of their number during thus, every single person has an influence, however 
the Albigensian Crusade - the gnostic view never small, on the final outcome of the Tellurian. AS the 
entertained much popularity with the church hierar- material world becomes more degraded and banal, SO 

chy, probably because it rejected any sort of worldly or too does the spiritual world decay. M a s s  who study 
mortal authority in favor of spiritual insight. For this spirit magic recognize the truth of this, at least in some 
same reason, the few remaining Albigensians look degree, since the Umbra typically reflects the emotions 
askance at Chorus leadership, claiming that anyone too and states  here it borders the world. 
tied to the material world is perforce shackled to the Unlike the Children of Albi, the Nashimites take 
corrupt materia that is the antithesis of divinity. Ulti- a very active stance in worldly affairs. It’s hoped that by 
mately, the Children of Albi reject any sort of mortal purifying the physical world and bringing hope and 
authority and instead follow divine strictures as handed faith back to the people, the spiritual world will also 
down scripturally, in hopes of purging their bodily taint come to reflect this improved state. Nashimites devote 
and eventually raising their consciousness to a level of their time equally to their own spiritual development 
pure spirit. To the Albigensians, this is Ascension - - so that they can discern right from wrong - and to 
the transcendence of the material world in favor of an improvement of the material world based upon these 
unfettered ex is tence . personal observations. While the Nashimites remain a 

While the Albigensians are nominally accepted in rather small group, and one that’s still considered a 
the Chorus, they’re something of a loose cannon fac- little odd, they do have strong support from the (XXU~ 
tion. Their rejection of physical authority means that because of their constant efforts to imtxove the world. 
they’re liable to follow the advice of spirits, visiting 

, 
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While the greatest number of Choristers come 
from Christian churches and the various branches of 
Judaism, these Choristers do not represent the full 
range or breadth of the Tradition. Since the first Grand 
Council, the Celestial Chorus has welcomed numerous 
other groups. The justice and compassion of the One 
are not confined by geography, after all. 

Gnostics: The Gnostic sects arose in and around 
numerous religious group during the Roman era, but 
they are most often associated with Christianity. Most 
Gnostic sects reject the material world as illusion, the 
creation of a lesser divine being who is often described 
as evil. Some practice strict asceticism and attempt to 
escape the confines of the mortal body, while others are 
decadent libertines who believe that since the body in 
unimportant, indulgence is inconsequential. The 
Gnostics reject dogma and institutions in favor of 
reclusive mystical experiences. However, some Choris- 
ters fear that their rejection of the material world leaves 
them insensitive to the sufferings and injustices others 
face. The oldest Gnostic sects associated with the 
Chorus are the Children of Albi and the Nashimites, 
both described previously. 

Hare Krishnas: Although these worshippers of the 
Hindu god Krishna are relatively new to the West, their 
order was founded in India shortly after the first Grand 
Council came together. The Hare Krishnas rejected the 
Hindu caste system, polytheism and pantheism, and 
they taught that Krishna was the manifestation of the 
one true God. They believe that adoration and prayer 
are the chief purposes of the life, and they take their 
name from their most well-known prayer: “Hare Krishna, 
Hare Krishna, Krishna, Krishna, Hare, Hare.” They are 
strict vegetarians, and they are dedicated to non-vio- 
lence. Their numbers are growing in the Chorus, which 
concerns more traditional Hindus, many of whom see 
the Hare Krishnas as a breakaway sect. Although they 
tend to form their own separate communities, most 
Chorus Chantries routinely receive heralds and pil- 
grims who follow Krishna, and Western Choristers 
often call on them to serve as outside mediators in 
minor disputes. They focus their studies on the Sphere 
of Prime. 

Hindus: One of the earliest non-Judeo-Christian 
groups to approach Valoran, the Brahmin priests, all 
members of the most elite caste of Indian society, 
represent one of the Earth’s largest religions and the 
Chorus’s oldest continuing faith tradition. The priests 
are among the most conservative members of the Tra- 

dition, and they are often strict advocates of a return to 
the old ways. Many of them also propose strict separa- 
tion from the other Traditions, especially their estranged 
neighbors of the Akashic Brotherhood, the Cult of 
Ecstasy and the hated Euthanatos - not to mention 
the “infiltrating Technomancers” who call themselves 
the Virtual Adepts and the Sons of Ether. In contrast, 
Hindu followers of the Yogis, who reject the caste 
system and lead lives of great austerity, are among the 
Tradition’s most peaceful and open-minded members. 
Most Hindus in the Chorus are deeply devoted to the 
study of the Sphere of Prime. 

Jains: Practicing a peaceful and strictly ascetic life, 
the Jains follow the J inas, ancient spiritual teachers, the 
last of whom lived around the time of the Buddha. 
Their chief allegiance is to the principle of Ahimsa, 
non-violence and reverence for all life. They go to great 
lengths to prevent themselves from harming other 
living beings, and they follow a strict diet of foods that 
can be gathered without killing (such as fruits, legumes, 
dairy products, etc.). Although they are still located 
predominately in India, many of their Awakened 
Svetambar (white-robed) monks and nuns, as well as 
many of their other followers, have made their way to 
the Western lands to try and persuade all Tradition 
members to pursue their way of non-violence. Devoted 
to the study and purification of the human soul, the 
Svetambar often have great insights into the Sphere of 
Mind. 

Mithraites: Almost forgotten outside the Chorus, 
the Sons of Mithras continue to honor the ancient god 
Mithras, the bringer of light, as a primary embodiment 
of the One. While most Choristers have primarily 
known the Mithraites as warriors and scholars, many 
also serve as healers, heralds, diplomats and leaders. 
They place great stress on honor and protecting the 
weak, and they are often consulted when dealing with 
the Nephandi. Some Mithraites are so proud that they 
claim that no Son or Daughter of Mithras has ever 
become barabbi, but the faith‘s elders offer no comment. 
Imagining the One as primarily a bringer of light, safety 
and protection, the Sons of Mithras, as well as indepen- 
dent Mithraites, often study Forces. 

Rastafarians: As the newest of the faith groups 
whose Awakened have found homes in the Chorus, the 
Rastafarians are often viewed with suspicion. Some of 
their early leaders advocated the superiority of the 
black race and advocated racial segregation at the same 
time that many progressive Choristers were beginning 
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to make headway in teaching racial equality and trying 
to end segregation. They believe that the One, whom 
they call ]ah, was most recently manifest in the late 
Ethiopian Emperor Halie Selise, although the emperor 
himself was a strict Christian. Many are also associated 
with Ethiopian and Coptic Orthodox Churches. Their 
deep and newfound connection to their history, as well 
as their ongoing hope for the future, have led some of 
them to explore the Sphere of Time. 

Sikhs: Although they make up one of Northern 
India’s largest religious groups, Sikhs rarely become 
Choristers. Some of their religious leaders prohibit the 
working of miracles or the giving of blessings or curses. 
Rumors persist, however, of Awakened Sikhs who 

with Chorus Chantries, although ongoing tensions 
with the Hindus have kept them from playing a serious 
role in Eastern Chorus politics. Most Sikh Singers focus 
on the Sphere of Prime. 

Sufis: Although they were identified with the Ahl- 
i-Batin traditionally, more and more Awakened Sufis 
- especially those who find themselves in Western or 
Westernized lands - have been joining Chorus 
Chantries of late. When they come, they exchange 
their ancient insights for shelter and information. Ru- 
mors persist that these Sufi Choristers are the guardians 
of secret intellectual and material Batini treasures and 
that the remaining Batini are using these Muslim Sing- 
ers to communicate with (or manipulate) the other 

ount Qaf and their in- 
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the Spheres of Matter and Life. Sorcerers who join this They include members of monotheistic tribal groups in 
sisterhood often show great affinity for the Paths of Africa, members of Afro-Caribbean faiths and follow- 
Conjuration, Conveyance, Healing and Summoning, ers of ancient Celtic pagan-Christian synthesis beliefs. 
Binding and Warding. Few psychics are known to Those who are looking more deeply into the ancient 
operate within this faction. Some Choristers think that faiths of Minos, Egypt and Persia are part of this group 
Bat Binah may have some relationship to an ancient, as well. Many of these mystics maintain close ties to 
hidden group called the Lions of Zion, but nobody members of the Dreamspeakers and the Verbena. Al- 
would know what to make of this if it were true. though most such Choristers study the Sphere of Prime, 

Song of the Ancients: Founded in the early 1980s a few mentors train their students to first study the 
to serve as a gathering place for Choristers who were Sphere of Life. A very few others begin with the study 
from or studying tribal and other ancient religious of Spirit. Sorcerers affiliated with the Song of the 
beliefs, the Song of the Ancients is a loosely organized Ancients often study the Paths of Healing and Sum- 
network of students and practitioners who are members moning, Binding and Warding. Psychics in this faction 
of the Chorus. They come together once a year or so to manifest a wide variety of phenomena, although most 
exchange stories, information, research and insights. eventually Astral Projection. 



VIGIL, 
They watched throughout that night and into the 

next day. Then they all took time to rest and prepare. 
Sunday evening, they gathered again in Deb‘s study. 
The were joined by two members of Deb’s cabal. They 
were a tall, thin blond man named Daniel Jennings 
(who was trained by the Sons of Mithras) and Samantha 
Prince (a smart-looking woman with cafe-au-lait skin 
and hair in dreadlocks). A man called Father Torres, a 
Templar, drove in from the small, rural Saint Anna 
Adytum to work with them as well. 

Jeremiah watched as the others gathered in Deb’s 
living room. They brought the white sheet to represent 
the body of Nona, which was now buried in a pauper’s 
grave. Deb bent, dipping her hands in the water and 
blotting them on the sheet. 

“This is how we love you, Nona,” she said. “For 
though your body is kept from us, still we wish to wash 
you, to enfold you and show you kindness, even though 
you cannot return it.” She dried her hands and stood. 

Muriel moved to stand at one end of the cloth, she 
drew a short knife and held it before her over the cloth. 
Father Torres did likewise. Dennis followed. 

“This is how we love you, Nona,” said Muriel. “We 
have no body to guard, yet we long to stand around it 
and guard you as the angels want to defend your rest.” 

In the smoke of the incense, Jeremiah thought he 
saw a face hover and flicker. A second later, it was gone. 
Susannah sang a song in a language he did not know. It  
sounded like a lullaby. A hush fell when she was 
finished, then a murmur arose of voices praying in their 
own rites and own ways. Finally Deb spoke. 

“We, Albertus, seek to bury our sister, but you keep 
her from us. If you keep our sister from us, we demand 
to know why. Show yourself and account!” 

For a moment, nothing happened. 
Then the lights flickered, and in the shadows, 

something grew darker and began to take shape. 
Do you, Rebbe? Bless you, but I’ve seen your sister- 

hood, you know. You take more sisters than the One allots. 
You never knew this one ’til she came under your care. I, on 
the other hand, have been watching this one for some time. 
Drug user, whore, disowned, forgotten. Mene, Mene Tekel 
Parsin! She has been weighed in the balance. She has been 
found wanting. Her empire has been handed to the Medes 
and the Persians, and it will fall this night. Her being shall 
be consumed to return its tainted substance to those the One 

There is no one here to mourn her, no one to say the 
prayers for her.. . . Even she knows it. Is there anyone to 
mourn her passing? She’s a Jew is she not? But is there 
anyone to sit shiva for her? To say the prayers for the dead 
as her son or daughter would? 

Father Torres spat, raising the knife in his hand. 
The ghostly woman’s face sobbed in pain. 

Strike me padre, strike the Mad Albertus who dares 
judge the bitch for what she is. But know this, my mark is on 
her spirit. She is bound to me, she has no one to care for her, 
to remember her. No one will claim a fucking whore. 

“Sarah was sold by Abraham as a harem girl to the 
Pharaoh. Tamar and Rahab sold their bodies to survive. 
Rachel and Leah were sold by their father to Jacob,” a 
quiet voice said from the back of the room. “Our 
mothers in faith were prostitutes and concubines and 
slaves, but they were chosen by the One and loved.” 
Jeremiah realized that the speaker was Martha. 

‘‘I am motherless. I am grandmotherless. I claim 
Nona as my mother.” 

But you did not know her! Albertus laughed. 
“I did not know my mother. I did not know all the 

spiritual mothers to whom I owe my faith. But in the 
One, they were my parents and my siblings.” 

There was quiet and then Deb spoke. “My student 
wishes Nona bound to her, her soul to hers. Can anyone 
dispute her claim?” 

There was a sound of air sucking in, of a shadow 
beginning to shriek, then Muriel’s knife flashed. She 
spun and thrust it into the shadows, holding it there as 
if pinning something to an unseen wall. The others 
followed suit, and Jeremiah could swear he heard the 
spirit scream in agony, but the sound was less like a 
scream and more like a memory of some terrible night- 
mare, now almost forgotten. The deep place in the 
shadows did not move, but it began to fade. 

“Albertus,” Deb spoke. “Little bastard, wherever 
the hell you are really hiding.. , Do not come here again. 
Leave the prisoners alone. I am their chaplain, I care for 
them, I command it. Go.” 

The dark space dissolved, but for a second Jeremiah 
thought he heard the sound of a man whimpering. 

In the smoke of the incense, the face of the woman 
relaxed and began to fade. Deb touched Martha’s shoul- 
der, and Martha reached to grab the two ends of the front 
of her shirt, and pulled, making a single, clean, complete 
rip. Then Deb led her in the prayers for the dead. 

I 
finds stronger, more righteous, more deserving. 

woman was forming. 
Opposite the shadow, the figure of a middle-aged 
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It was a long week, and the traditions of mourning 
dictated that Martha not leave the house. Each of the 



others in turn came to sit with her, but Jeremiah was 
with her the most. Deb told them everything she could 
about Nona. The others sat, paid their respects quietly 
or held her hand as she prayed the kaddish, the prayer of 
mourning. At the end of the week, they all brought her 
out of the house and took her on the symbolic walk that 
ended the time of mourning. 

When they returned, the others left to run errands 
and Martha sat alone with Jeremiah in the kitchen. She 
held her hand out to him and he took it. They were 
quiet for a very long time. 

“I don’t feel the same,” she said. 
“How do you mean?” 
“It’s like there’s something else bound to me. Some 

other history, some other person now living in there.’’ 
She pointed to her chest. 

“There is, I guess. You can see it in your aura. 
There’s something else there, weaving itself around 
you, like your own mother and grandmother are there.” 

“I think I always thought it was just words before - 
adopting her, I mean.” 

“I guess honest words can be very powerful.” 
She simply nodded and, again, there was silence. 
“DO you still think your mentor was wrong to send 

you here?” He finally asked. She shook her head. He 
stood to leave the room, she squeezed his hand and let 
it go. 

“You’ve done something good, I think,” he said as 
he left. She smiled at him and turned her face away. He 
slipped upstairs. 

“You’re a sharp man, Jeremiah, I knew it when I 
looked at you. So you’ve probably noticed that we 
talked about four different idols, but only three prac- 
tices to counter them with. I want to tell you now about 
celebration.” Deb had taken the time to let Jeremiah go 
about his breakfast solemnly enough. Now, it seemed, 
it was time for one more lesson. 

“The counter to the idol of Utility is celebration. 
Utility puts a worth, an absolute and finite statement of 
value on everything. Time, people, places, objects, all 
are known by what they produce. We preserve trees not 
because they are old and alive and beautiful, but be- 
cause they give us oxygen. The One says, rather, that all 
of Creation has intrinsic value. That everything is 
cherished and nothing is despised. In its essence, we 
believe, the universe is a dance. The One is the chore- 
ographer, the lead. The priests of Utility have a harsh 
and unforgiving magic. Celebration makes no sense, to 
Utility only the now and immediate matters. There’s 



little place for dancing, for songs, for stories in the world 
of Utility. Celebration, it says, is about the distant past 
and the far away future. We celebrate our cherished 
victories, and we celebrate those things that we know 
are promised. We know the stories only second-hand. 
We do not know when the promises will be fulfilled. 
Utility, therefore, cannot comprehend us, and thus, 
ultimately, we exist outside of it. 

“Jeremiah, some say the ‘magic’ of our faith is dying, 
that we must forget the far-gone past and take our eyes 
off the promised horizons. I say that the very magic of 
celebration is what brings those stories and promises - 

the long forgotten victories, the yet unseen deliverance 
- into now. We celebrate them not as things far away 
because we aren’t slaves who are bound to clocks and 
calendars. We celebrate them as now, and those cel- 
ebrations make them so, even if just for a little while. 

“Now, kiddos, Jeremiah‘s got a long drive tomor- 
row. They need him back up North. No, you didn’t 
know it yet, son, but that’s why I’m tellin’ you now. 
We’re all getting up to see him off. So sleep tight.” With 
that, she carried her plate into the kitchen and went 
upstairs to bed. 

THE mus~c GF THE SPHERES 
The Celestial Chorus’s magic is not a homog- 

enized, lock-step understanding of the world. Rather, 
the Chorus embraces a wide varietv of visions, the- 

Clan is said to have asked the One’s angel what her 
cabal should do, only to have the angel respond 
‘I 
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their respective religions. Some, like the Septarians, 
want to see the old ways reevaluated before they capitu- 
late to the modern world. Culture is an important key 
to freeing the Consensus. If it’s compromised too much, 
won’t it just contribute to the death of faith and magic? 

The Celestial Chorus is full of potential without 
direction. Visions and divination can only determine 
policy for so long. Someone is going to have to step up 
to guide it with human hands and take the risks that 
men and women must, so far from the One’s guidance. 

Most Singers agree that humility is an 
important quality. Even the more politi- 
cally inclined members of the Chorus try 
to avoid the appearance of hogging the 
spotlight. On the other hand, nothing’s 
wrong with accepting someone else’s 
praises, as long as you don’t let it go to your 
head with an unseemly display of pride! 

Therefore, Singers tend to be known 
for their accomplishments before they reap the rewards 
of title and leadership. The Celestial Chorus also keeps 
extensive records of its history, so that scholars, saints 
and theologians are never forgotten. A Singer can 
usually track down the biography and writings of a 
noted figure without too much trouble. Modern Singers 
who stir the pot are remembered by opponents who 
work to refute their efforts from the pen and pulpit and 
by disciples who emulate and follow him. 

The following people are well known to most of the 
Chorus. They can expect anything from adoration to 
grudging tolerance from a choir, as their reputations 
precede them. 

Background: The strangest people get religion. 
Simon Pain is an unusual ambassador. As of 2001, 

he’s only been a Singer for three years. Before that, he was 
Operative Pain, a Watcher for the New World Order. 
(He doesn’t really consider the coincidence of naming 
much of a joke.) His past is something of a mystery. 
While he’s open about his time with “the Service,” he 
refuses to discuss his life before Awakening. It is known 
that he was a Catholic priest before he joined the 
Technocracy. He admits as much and his familiarity with 
the sacraments confirms it. Brother Simon also admits 
that he suffered a crisis of faith after his Awakening, and 
that that crisis led him to the Technocracy, but he refuses 
to be more specific. The Watcher Methodology capital- 
ized on his background. His clerical training taught him 
to interpret the motivations of Reality Deviants. Al- 
though he was no stranger to mystical philosophy, he saw 
it as a tool. Operative Pain knew his enemy. 

Pain was attached to Diversified Operations Amal- 
gam #3 (DOA 3), a mixed group of Technocrats who 
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worked on “odd jobs” - things other amalgams were 
too specialized or too busy to deal with. Pain’s specialty 
was religion-based phenomena. Weeping statues of the 
Virgin, stigmata, sightings of angels and Deviants who 
claimed that “God told them to” were all under his 
purview. In most of these cases, the “deviance” amounted 
to a con artist trying to make a buck or misguided 
idealists trying to trick their community into believing 
in God. In a few cases, he found Tradition mages, whom 
he despised for putting a human shield (their flock) 
between themselves and the amalgam’s work. 

When DOA 3 was caught in a crossfire between a 
Celestial choir and a Nephandic cult, Simon found 
himself unable to help his comrades with any of his 
technological or psychological tricks. The only resources 
available were the contents of the battered church they 
fought in. As the Singers were cut downand theNephandi 
began to call forth some allied monstrosity from the 
Outer Dark, he seized a Bible and prayed. 

He never meant to perform a miracle, at least not 
in the sense of working magic, but the One answered. 
Holy fire warded off the beast, and the rest of his 
amalgam dealt with the infernalists. 

In the aftermath, his amalgam decided to list him as 
killed in action, since they knew that his transgression 
against Reason wouldn’t be received well. At the same 
time, Simon Pain knew that his faith had been touched, 
and that he needed to make sense of what was essentially a 
second Awakening. After he parted ways with DOA 3,  he 
used his training to track down another choir. Evidence 
acquired at the church led him to amentor. The old Singer’s 
eyes widened when the Technocrat prostrated himself 
before him, but mercy and a little careful Mind magic 
convinced him that Simon Pain would be a worthy student. 

Since then, Pain has been a curious figure of note 
within the Tradition. Although his past used to incline 
others to treat him with disdain and distrust, he’s since 
grown into a strange kind of authority. He’s rediscover- 
ing God, and he is willing to ask all the wrong questions 
to the wrong people to find his spiritual path. In doing so, 
he’s cut across the Chorus’ sectarian boundaries and 
become an expert on the Tradition’s broader role (with 
a little help from his old skills) at a time when more and 
more Singers are isolating themselves from the whole. 



His research into the Chorus’ pre-christian roots in 
Africa and Greece (see Dead Magic) has given the 
Tradition’s factions more of a reason to talk to each 
other. Whether this research will help unite the Chorus 
or touch off another wave of bickering has yet to be seen. 

Image: Pain dresses in crisp suits, but he keeps the 
Chorus’ sun-symbol (instead of the crucifix) on a ring or 
a chain around his neck. He wears either all-black or all- 
white. He sees any other kind of dress as “messy.” He’s a 
wiry man in his mid-fifties with very pale blue eyes who 
wears his blond hair chin-length. To him this hairstyle 
symbolizes a break from the establishment that he once 
served. Ironically, the fact that he places that kind of 
importance on it is more a sign of his conservatism, since 
most people have gotten over hair length as a judge of 
“normalcy.” Occasionally, he’ll grow agoatee shot through 
with gray, but he always shaves it before any important 
meeting. Inmore relaxed circumstances, he’ll dress blandly, 
if neatly. He’d like to appear the quintessential Singer, but 
it’s hard for him to outgrow trained anonymity. 

Roleplaying Hints: You learn best by teaching, but 
your natural self-confidence leads others to believe that 
you’re giving instruction when you’re actually trying to 
teach yourself via the Socratic Method. This method 
had propelled you into a position of authority in the 
Chorus, since your teachings seem to bear fruit. You can 
feel the One’s song, but you often wonder if it’s a dull 
din compared to what other Singers experience. You 
relish the titles and vestments of the Celestial Chorus, 
because it feels as if you’re returning to the faith you’d 
forgotten for so long. What caused you to abandon it in 
the first place is a closely held secret (and is ultimately 

for the Storyteller to decide). You prefer to look to the 
future, not the past, for answers. 

You use Christian and Gnostic texts and liturgical 
instruments in your magic, but you prefer to call upon 
the One with research. Forgotten scriptures fascinate 
you, and handling them isn’t much different from 
poring over sealed files and surveillance dossiers just 
like you used to do in the old days. 
Faction: None 
Essence: Questing 
Nature: Architect 
Demeanor: Pedagogue 
Attributes: Strength 3, Dexterity 3, Stamina 3, Cha- 
risma 3, Manipulation 4 (Fast-talker), Appearance 3, 
Perception 4, Intelligence 3, Wits 4 (Quick) 
Abilities: Academics 5 (Religious Mysticism), Alert- 
ness 4 (Details), Awareness 2, Brawl 3, Cosmology 3, 
Dodge 3, Drive 3, Enigmas 3, Etiquette 3, Firearms 2, 
Intimidation 3, Investigation 4 (No Tools), Leadership 
4 (Friendly), Linguistics 3, Occult 4 (Demonology), 
Subterfuge 3, Streenvise 2, Stealth 3 
Backgrounds: Arcane 3, Avatar 2, Contacts 3 
Arete: 5 
Spheres: Correspondence 3, Forces3, Mind 2, Prime 3, 
Spirit 2 
Willpower: 8 
Quintessence: 8 
Paradox: 1 
Resonance: (Dynamic) Curious, (Static) Devout 

A I K ~  KAWAGUCHI 
Background: A Monist, Aiko Kawaguchi began 

her religious life as a member of Omoto-kyo, a syncretic 
religious movement in Japan (see Dragons of the East, 
p. 37). A survivor of the Second World War, her life 
eerily mirrored that of Omoto-kyo’s founder, Deguchi 
Nao. Like Nao, she grew up in abject poverty and 
suffered through the death of her children. Like Nao, 
the experience of losing them to an unexploded bomb 
while they were searching the ruins of Tokyo for things 
to sell drove her insane. It also Awakened her Avatar. 

Guided by the voices of her son and daughter, she 
came to study the teachings of Nao’s successor, Deguchi 
Onisaburo. She became his disciple for the last few 
years of his life, and she went on to promote Omoto-kyo 
after he died in 1948. 

Onisaburo preached a doctrine that espoused one 
world religion and universal disarmament, which were 
attractive opinions for a woman who had lived in the 
shadow of war and devastation. Of course, he also 



preached that he was the messiah, the true Emperor of 
Japan and the natural leader of this universal church, 
but any doubts that this claim stirred were muted by the 
beauty of his message. She kept her own miracle- 
working capabilities a secret because she didn’t want to 
undermine Onisaburo’s message and attract followers, 
but she used healing prayers from time to time to help 
the poor. She gave special attention to children. 

Despite the efforts of Kawaguchi and others, Omoto- 
kyo attracted only a few new adherents in the postwar 
era. Nonetheless, she did come to the attention of 
Michael Kawamori, a US Army Chaplain, interpreter 
and Singer. Kawamori detected a special intensity in 
the woman as he listened to her lectures on Omoto-kyo 
and, he followed her on her anonymous missions of 
mercy. Eventually, he inducted her into the Celestial 
Chorus and arranged to give her the means to travel and 
meet other followers of the One. 

While the Ascension War intensified during the 
 OS, Kawaguchi argued for an immediate end to hostili- 
ties. At the time, this sentiment generated resentment 
in her fellow Singers, but eventually, a few of them 
started to appreciate her arguments. The Reckoning 
finally made people stand up and listen to the impas- 
sioned Adept. The tumultuous events of the time 
seemed like a vindication of everything she had said. 

Recently, she’s turned her manic energies away 
from the external matters, and she has set to work to 
unify the Chorus itself. More than a few choirs have felt 
put upon by her demands, but that feeling has been 
balanced by the lengths she’ll go to help her fellow 
Choristers. Some Singers wonder if the amount of self- 
sacrifice she’s willing to go through to unite the Tradition 
is a sign of some sort of messiah complex. 

The fact of the matter is that her madness has never 
entirely ebbed. She’s spent 64 years wishing that she could 
join her children, but they have forbidden her (through 
the guise of her Avatar) to commit suicide. Instead, she 
tries to destroy herself for the good of the Chorus, in the 
hope that the One will let her die in His service. 

Image: Aiko Kawaguchi is a spry 90-year-old with 
wild white hair and emaciated features. She wears light 
blue dresses and an assortment of prayer necklaces from 
many cultures. She speaks Japanese, English, Sanskrit 
and Latin in a scratchy, high-pitched tone, alternating 
between long meditative pauses and rapid-fire state- 
ments that don’t leave a single pause for interjection. 

When she doesn’t think anyone is looking, she 
whispers to her children. 

Roleplaying Hints: If the Chorus doesn’t unite under 
one ethos, it’s doomed. Make sure that you emphasize this 

to each and every Singer you talk to. You’re not too proud 
to beg, cry and harangue your obstinate colleagues. You’re 
not all talk either. You’re perfectly willing to risk every- 
thing for those you’re trying to sway. The fact that someone 
your age is willing to leap into the breach fills your 
comrades with guilt, and you can use that fact to your 
advantage when you argue for unity. You focus your magic 
through meditation, chanting, prayer and purification 
rituals such as vigorous clapping and washing. 

You listen to your ghostly children, who are mes- 
sengers from Tenchi-Kane no Kami, the Great God of 
the Universe. They give you the spiritual guidance that 
you so desperately needed when you were younger, but 
at a terrible price. Each divine command fills you with 
sorrow as the voices of your little ones remind you how 
much you’d like to go to Heaven. With any luck, one 
heroic sacrifice will both unify the Chorus and purify 
your soul enough to join your family in the afterlife. 
Faction: Monist 
Essence: Primordial 
Nature: Martyr 
Demeanor: Director 
Attributes: Strength 1, Dexterity 2, Stamina 3, Cha- 
risma 2, Manipulation 5, Appearance 2, Perception 4, 
Intelligence 4, Wits 4 
Abilities: Academics (Comparative Theology) 4, 
Awareness 5 (Emanations of Children), Cosmology 4 
(Shinto Realms), Enigmas 3, Etiquette 3, Investigation 
2, Leadership 4 (Pleading), Linguistics 3, Medicine 3, 
Meditation 4 (Chanting), Occult 2, Streetwise 1 
Backgrounds: Avatar 4, Destiny 4, Dream 3 



Arete: 5 
Spheres: Correspondence 4, Life 4, Mind 3, Prime 4, 
Spirit 3, Time 2 
Willpower: 8 
Quintessence: 8 
Paradox: 2 
Resonance: (Dynamic) Unifying, (Entropic) Selfless 

TUDE B m m ~  KUTI 
Background: Jude Bankole Kuti was originally a 

young Anglican priest from Kaduna state, Nigeria. He 
was always something of a scholar, and he continued to 
study even as he served his parish. His efforts were 
rewarded. In 1985, he received a scholarship to study 
theology at All Saints College, Oxford. 

Reverend Kuti was originally a moderate who ad- 
vocated a mix of local traditions and Christian teachings. 
He felt that local beliefs mirrored the message of the 
Gospels, and that the Church was best suited to trans- 
mit moral truth because of its organization and resources 
instead of any special claim to the truth. 

Oxford changed that. His quick, rational mind suited 
him to the study of Thomas Aquinas, St. Augustine and 
St. Anselm. His surface knowledge of these thinkers grew 
into expertise while his initial admiration for them 
bloomed into near-worship. Christian scholars like these 
neatly justified many of the things that he had always 
found arbitrary about Christian doctrine. 

Kuti returned to Nigeria with a stronger commit- 
ment to the tenets of his faith and less tolerance for 
anything that deviated from them. His fervor and his 
articulate speech won him popularity and drew many 
nominal Christians back to the Church. He Awakened 
while wimessing an ordination. In a flash if insight, he 
saw the power of Apostolic Succession that flowed 
through the hands of the bishops. Afterward, he met the 
odd miracle-worker who used Islamic or Yoruba beliefs to 
channel that power. These encounters only reminded 
him of the fact that the Devil, too, has his servants. 

He returned to Oxford in 1996 to lecture on Chris- 
tian ethics and human rights. Singers in the audience 
recognized his Awakened nature and inducted him into 
the Chorus. His initial elation at meeting other Chris- 
tian mages turned to disappointment, when he was 
forced to deal with the ecumenism that (in his words) 
infested the Tradition. He did make contact with 
Muslim Singers from his own land, though, and his 
opinions might have softened if it hadn’t been for the 
events that unfolded in his home parish. 

In 2000, KadunaChristians protested when the state 
government began to consider the selective implemen- 

tation of the Sharia legal code on behalf of its Muslim 
majority. Despite assurances that the code would not 
affect them, the Christian protests flared into violence. 
Kuti’s own parish was at the forefront, largely because of 
the extreme views he’d inculcated in his parishioners. 

Kuti saw this event as a sign that his attempts to 
cooperate with non-Christian Singers were foolish, and 
that realization inspired him to spread this message to 
other Christians within the Tradition. Nowadays, The 
Reverend Jude Bankole Kuti divides his time between 
teaching his parishioners to defend themselves from “hea- 
thens” and touring Europe and America to debate with 
Chorus ecumenicists. Because of his brilliant (if somewhat 
inflexible) arguments, many Septarians and Templars 
have come to see him as a kind of advisor - someone who 
will teach them to be as rational as they are opinionated. 

Image: Kuti’s a thin 39-year-old who dresses in mod- 
em clerical garb. He usually wears pale blue shirts with his 
Roman collar. His vision has just started to fail, so he wears 
a pair of horn-rimmed glasses that complement his narrow, 
worry-lined eyes. His deep voice carries Nigerian and 
British tones. When he does speak, he does so in composed 
statements that never descend into irrational claims. De- 
spite (or perhaps because of) his intelligent tone, he belts 
forth every word with a special passion that seems to echo 
in the listener’s mind longer after Kuti’s finished speaking. 

Roleplaying Hints: You’re an uncompromising man 
who doesn’t let words go to waste. Try to engage others on 
an intellectual and emotional level. You’d hate to be 
accused of sloppy thinking. (This sentiment extends to your 
Songs as well.) Debate and writing serve as a focus for your 
magic, along with Christian trappings such as the Bible, 
consecrated bread, wine and water and priestly vestments. 
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You are rigidly dogmatic, but your dogma is that of 
thinkers, rather than impulsive revivalists. While you’re 
convinced that writings such as Genesis are allegories and 
that the laws of Leviticus aren’t meant to be applied blindly 
to those who follow Jesus’ covenant, you do accept core 
Christian doctrines (such as Christ’s divinity and Mary’s 
virginity) out of an appreciation for the saints and thinkers 
who have made these beliefs make sense. Similarly, you’re 
convinced of the Church‘s supremacy, and you feel that 
ecumenical ideas stray from the rational pathof the Church 
fathers and lead straight to folly and perdition. 
Faction: Septarian 
Essence: Questing 
Nature: Pedagogue 
Demeanor: Autocrat 

Attributes: Strength 2, Dexterity 3, Stamina 3, Cha- 
risma 4 (Memorable), Manipulation 2, Appearance 2, 
Perception 3, Intelligence 5 (Logical), Wits 3 
Abilities: Academics (Christian Theology/Philoso- 
phy)5, Awareness 2, Drive 2, Enigmas 3, Etiquette 3, 
Intimidation 3, Investigation 2, Law 3, Leadership 4 
(Resolute), Linguistics 2, Occult 3, Performance 4 
(Sermons) 
Backgrounds: Avatar 3, Influence 3, Library 3 
Arete: 4 
Spheres: Correspondence 3, Mind 4, Prime 3, Time 2 
Willpower: 7 
Quintessence: 7 
Paradox: 0 
Resonance: (Static) Resolute 

A L L ~ H ~ R U S  CHRCENCLES 
The Celestial Chorus may be a house di- 
vided, but the irony is that those divisions 
spring ultimately from an earnest desire for 
unity. Individual Choristers quarrel over mfr=rul 11 the details, but all of them beiieve in the 
primacy of the One. The key to salvation is 
to understand the Almighty. Hindu and 
Christian, Monist and Septarian Singers 
alike all disagree on exactly what the One’s 

nature is, but they would all agree that the question itself 
is the most important question ever asked. Outsiders may 
see these differences as arbitrary and unimportant, but 
the Chorus knows better. The keys to Reality are hidden 
in these very debates. 

When a chronicle’s characters are all Singers, this 
issue can unite them without reducing the choir to a bland, 
pious caricature. Individual Choristers don’t have to agree 
on the One’s gender or the position on nonbelievers. The 
important thing is that God is something worth arguing 
about, defending and sharing with the world. 

In this kind of scenario, it’s easy for one character to 
take the moral high ground by being “more tolerant than 
thou.” Doing so is a bit of a cop out, because such a 
character is really appealing to the players’ sensibilities 
rather than the characters’. While you may not care about 
how many angels can dance on the head of a pin - and 
youmaynot even believe inGod-it’s asure bet that your 
character has a passionate connection to these questions. 

This doesn’t meanthat you can’t play a tolerant Singer, 
however. Just remember that your character struggled to 
have the opinions that she does. Many Singers are rigidly 
dogmatic, but just as many would be considered heretics by 
their native faiths. In either case, the character has had to 

struggle, be it with a world that ignores the revealed truths 
of the One or the religious hierarchy that rejected her 
views. Tolerance and intolerance are brave choices when 
they’re made within the structure of a religious paradigm 
that finds itself at odds with the outside world. 

By and large, the Celestial Chorus cares about 
Sleepers to a degree rarely matched by the other Tradi- 
tions. The whole premise of the Tradition is that 
reverence for the One extends beyond social and geo- 
graphical boundaries. While a Dreamspeaker might 
devote all of his energies to preserving the beliefs of his 
people, his Singer counterpart would act to make sure 
that those same customs ultimately served a divine 
truth that applies to everyone, everywhere. 

If that Singer believes that God manifests a single 
truth in many cultural styles, he could spread his beliefs 
without being too disruptive. Monist and Latitudinarian 
Choristersdo just that. Christians rewrite the Lord’s Prayer 
to refer to the local face of the Creator, and ecumenicists 
argue that the experiences of mystics are one and the same, 
regardless of what culture the mystics come from. 

At the opposite pole, sectarian Singers such as the 
Templars consider this diversity to be a horrible mis- 
take (and not because they’re pigheaded bigots). After 
all, if so many faiths contradict each other, how can 
they all be true? This attitude can turn into the kind of 
intolerant zeal that the Traditions once despised the 
Chorus for, but it can just as easily express itself in study 
and debate. All the same, a conservative Singer acts to 
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ensure that the One’s will isn’t bastardized or confused 
with the desires of worldly or infernal beings. Indeed, 
conservatives are often the most vigilant in rooting out 
corruption. Their keen (if arbitrary) sense of right and 
wrong makes them brave enough to attack a moral 
problem directly, and their earnestness inspires them to 
go to any length to do so. While Templars and their ilk 
are irritating opposites in a debate, nobody would 
accuse them of cowardice. When the time comes to 
unsheathe the sword of faith, they do so without hesi- 
tation. Their subsequent martyrdom at the hands of the 
Chorus’ enemies completes the cycle, bringing new 
inspiration to the extremists that remain. 

In Mage games, this humanitarianism provides 
instant motivations for a group of Singers and their 
allies. A choir is an active, dynamic defender of the 
One, which brings wisdom and compassion to the 
Sleepers. This fact can express itself in a number of 
ways. Charity, political activism, scholarship and de- 
mon-hunting all have a place in the divine mission. 

THWLCEGY 
Who is God anyway? This question always weighs 

on a Singer’s mind, even if it takes the form of a lifelong 
struggle to defend a single set of tenets. Faith is more 
than blind belief. Sleepers struggle with their devotion 
in the face on contradictions, institutional demands 
and tragedy. How much harder is it for an Awakened 
Singer, who sees the powers of unbelieving mages and 
knows about the dark, sinful underbelly of the super- 
natural world? Is the One even listening? Why does She 
allow injustice to exist? W h y  does He allow the world 
to stray from perfect faith and spit on His name? 

Theology is the study of these questions. Singers 
search for answers to these questions with the same zeal 
as other mages who scour the world for ancient tomes 
and secret rites. The fact of the matter is that theologi- 
cal study serves much the same purpose as any mystical 
quest for knowledge. Learning about the One is the key 
to more power and enlightenment. 

Theology provides more than an opportunity for 
the members of a choir to bicker. A rare religious text 
that sheds a new light on the underpinnings of a 
Singer’s beliefs can be the focus of a quest, a schism, or 
even a mystery. Umberto ECO’S novel (and the film) The 
Name of the Rose is a vivid example of this story line in 
action. Theological truth can be a matter of life and 
death. After all, if your beliefs are worth dying for, 
aren’t they worth killing for? 

rn@RALSANDP@LrrICS 
Hand in hand with the study of theology comes the 

struggle to implement Chorus beliefs in the real world. 
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How do religious teachings affect the lives of Sleepers? 
How much influence should the Chorus have over soci- 
ety? These questions seem abstract at first, but when they 
begin to touch the everyday lives of Singers and Sleepers, 
they take on real importance. Some Choristers believe 
that only men can really serve the One, and Catholic 
Singers advocate celibacy as often as their Sleeper coun- 
terparts. How should the Chorus act on the manifold, 
contradictory desires of its constituents? Sexual orienta- 
tion, the ethics of warfare, the relationship between 
church and state, and the tension between freedom and 
responsibility are all issues that the Chorus wrestles with. 

Singers should have a coherent set of beliefs regarding 
these pressing issues. One undercurrent of a Chorus- 
centered chronicle is the struggle between the Singers’ 
different moral standards. The irony is that the Singers, 
who examine moral issues more deeply than any other 
Tradition, are themselves the most divided over them. 
Then again, this split comes about because the Celestial 
Chorus cares deeply enough to argue over them! 

Because Singers have suchapassionfor justice-such 
a desire to do the right thing - moral issues can be used 
to enhance the drama of your stories more effectively than 
they might when you use protagonists from other Tradi- 
tions. A Singer might be called upon to defend someone 
whose lifestyle he finds repugnant, or he might have to 
deal with someone that his religion considers ritually 
unclean. This lies at the root of the Chorus’ issues with 
Traditions such as the Cult of Ecstasy or the Verbena. 
Ancient quarrels between the Chorus and these groups 
can be traced back to differing moral perspectives. 

B A r n G r n E  INFERNAL 
For all its divisiveness, the Chorus has always stood 

together regarding one doctrine: Infernal creatures and 
their willing servants should be expunged from the 
Tellurian. Demon-hunters aren’t as common as they 
were during their High Mythic Age, but then again, 
neither are the gross manifestations of infernal power 
that they used to fight against. If anything, the Consen- 
sus has made infernal forces even more devious, since 
they have to conceal themselves in a world that has 
mostly forgotten about making deals with the Devil. 

The stereotypical demon-hunter wields an antique 
sword in one hand and a Bible (or other holy book) in 
the other, but few modem Singers play the paladin’s 
role these days. Instead, the Chorus tries to counter 
infernal influence where it matters most - in the lives 
of Sleepers. Even the Templars prefer to play influence 
games and gather intelligence before they unleash 
Relics, swords and Flames of Purification. The fact of 
the matter is that both Nephandi and the human 

cultists who emulate them are skilled enough in misdi- 
rection and concealment that a hasty approach can 
easily end up hurting the wrong people. Add to this 
situation the fact that factions, choirs and individual 
Singers all have wildly differing opinions about what 
constitutes an infernal presence, and a hotheaded cru- 
sade may well end up serving personal prejudices instead 
of freeing the suffering and “smiting the bad guys.” 

Most of the time, only minor demons and petty 
cultists take the direct approach. They’re more concerned 
with immediate gratification because they have less to lose 
and little to gain from far-reaching plots. As seen in the 
previous chapter, the Chorus uses rites that care for the 
victim and condemn the creature tormenting it. Unfortu- 
nately, this kind of infernal harassment is somewhat 
random and all too common. A single choir could spend 
all of its time doing nothing but fighting this kind of “lesser 
evil.”This isn’t to say that these attacks aren’t important, 
however. On the contrary, to ignore them in favor of 
bigger fish would be a callous act in of itself. 

Nephandi and their masters operate with a greater 
level of restraint because they need more suffering to thrive 
and they have more to gain from ambitious plans. If an imp 
materializes, it’s just fodder for the next cabal it runs into, 
but if Kshatlaof the Seven Poisons can crack the Gauntlet, 
that’s a whole other magnitude of trouble -and reward for 
the Nephandus who masterminds such a scheme. 

For example, although Kshatla can be brought to 
Earth through child sacrifice, the Nephandus that 
serves it won’t necessarily run out and start kidnapping 
boys and girls. Doing so attracts the attention of Sleeper 
authorities and other interested parties, and it doesn’t 
provide the Fallen mage with any protection. Instead, 
he might take control of a company that manufactures 
drugs to treat postpartum medical problems. Afterward, 
he can magically “spike” medications to cause psy- 
chotic episodes and memory loss in the women who use 
them. The sacrifices are the product of these episodes. 

If a choir discovers him, they can’t just run into his 
office building, guns blazing. For one thing, the Sleepers 
working there could be hurt or killed, and they would 
make the use of vulgar magic a risky proposition. Further- 
more, Sleeper authorities andTechnocrats wouldbothsee 
their actions as a terrorist attack. The company might be 
manufacturing a critical drug required by AIDS or cancer 
patients as well. The smart Nephandus allows these activi- 
ties to go onunhindered, so that an attack that disrupts his 
business also spreads suffering to innocents. 

In this kind of situation, Choristers may be forced 
to infiltrate the corporation over a period of weeks, find 
evidence to present to the FDA that the drug is 
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destructive, or even buy in to the company as share- 
holders. As vile as it may seem, a Singer may find 
himself sitting with a Dark One at the long table of a 
boardroom in a war of words instead of prayers. 

Nonetheless, the time comes eventually to put 
subtlety aside and prepare for war. When Singers are 
fully prepared, they have no compunctions about un- 
leashing God’s thunder on evil’s willing servants. A 
story line that pits your Singers against the infernal can 
be as subtle and morally subjective as any other, but it 
can ultimately end with a climax that’s both cathartic 
and offers a temporary respite from the muddy moral 
waters of the World of Darkness. 

THE SCBNG w HCBR 
The Celestial Chorus’ mission is about more than 

fighting evil, making moral pronouncements or com- 
muning with the One. Most Singers agree that these 
imperatives are inextricably linked with the needs of 

the Sleepers. The Chorus supports charities, homeless 
shelters and activist groups, and individual Choristers 
try to do some good in their day-to-day lives. More 
conservative Singers tie these activities to missionary 
work. You don’t receive their help unless you’re willing 
to listen to some preaching and do some praying. 
Others simply do what they can and hope to lead others 
to the One by setting a good example. 

This work can reap a number of benefits, from 
improved relations with the other Traditions (and even 
the Technocracy) to contacts throughout all walks of 
life. A Singer who’s spent a year working in a soup 
kitchen may find herself privy to the details of street life, 
and she could acquire a few contacts and even allies 
there, while her more presentable choirmate could hob- 
nob with the elite at a fund-raising ball for the place. 

A choir can inherit a charity, support an existing 
one or even build one from the ground up. This last 
option can be especially challenging, since the charac- 
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This situation is what inspired these Singers to meet 
in an old church on a rainy San Francisco day. Their 
concerns were threefold. First, the Chorus and its atten- 
dant religions needed more support. North American 
Singers were running out of the money and influence that 
they needed to win the people over to faith in the One. 

Second, everyone recognized that the Technoc- 
racy would attack the weak links in the Traditions’ 
armor, and at the time, theNorth AmericanChorus felt 
weak indeed. The Nine Fires would act as wandering 
sentinels and ensure that any attack upon an Adytum 
would be more trouble than it was worth. 

Finally, the group acknowledged the problem of 
the Nephandi. The Dark Ones seemed to have a free 
reign in this era of moral disintegration. From proud 
and trendy Satanists to gurus-of-the-week, infernal 
temptation could manifest in a thousand new forms. 
Even worse, the new offensive by the Technocracy 
rendered null and void the agreements that kept the 
Union and the Council united against the Adversary. 

Under the leadership of Aline Levesque, the prom- 
ise to address these three concerns was wedded to an 
agreement to stifle religious differences. All were to agree 
on the primacy of monotheism, but that was enough. 
Ironically, the spirit of the times that caused them so 
much trouble was largely responsible for the success of 
mutual tolerance. They felt the need to come under one 
common banner to ward off the chaos outside. 

After taking a name to symbolize the Spheres as 
emanations of the One’s purifying flame, the seven 
mages of the choir toured troubled Adytums, helping 
when they could. Predictably, the Singers of the Nine 
Fires were conservative in their views, which led to 
some friction occasionally with hosts who’d adapted to 
the changes of the previous decade by adopting a more 
liberal outlook. While the choir initially felt nothing 
but disdain for the Jesus Freaks and pantheists who 
represented the new generation of Choristers, they 
gradually learned to accommodate diversity. 

The fact that the Nine Fires suffered a high mortal- 
ity rate was even more pressing. By placing themselves 
in the line of fire deliberately whenever a Chorus 
possession was threatened, they earned as many casual- 
ties as accolades. The high turnover in membership 
pressured the group to accept any Singer who accepted 
the risk involved. By 1985, Levesque was one of the 
only original members of the choir left alive. 

Aware of the realities of the Nine Fires’ mission, 
most of the new members were cut from a less idealistic, 
more pragmatic cloth. As the Ascension War turned 
against the Traditions, Govinder Singh advocated a 
more subtle approach. Levesque resisted him until Janu- 

ary of 1998. That year, an investigation into aritual abuse 
cult ended disastrously when the cabal tipped its hand by 
magically punishing acliqueof sorcerers who they thought 
had been directing the disgusting enterprise. Unfortu- 
nately, it alerted the cult’s true leader, Herr Flax. 

Disguised as an introspective priest, the vengeful 
Nephandus took one of the choir’s Singers to the Cauls 
before he was driven away. The survivors took a rest 
stop in Vancouver and swore to take to the field again 
after healing their spiritual wounds. They never left. 

The Reckoning was the final nail in the coffin. The 
collapse of the old Council left the group without a 
clear direction, and Levesque suffered a deep bout of 
Quiet. Singh took control and retooled the Nine Fires 
into Interfaith Outreach. Besides caring for Levesque, 
he turned the choir’s efforts toward restoring faith and 
tolerance. Sleeper support soon followed. When Aline 
Levesque returned to her senses, her choir was nothing 
like the cadre of spiritual warriors she’d left behind. 
Despite her avowed support for Interfaith Outreach, 
she’s begun to push subtly for a return to the old days. 

~ I S S I ~ N  
Interfaith Outreach promotes ecumenism and anti- 

racism. Under Govinder Singh, the group sponsors 
conferences on these subjects and distributes street-level 
propaganda supporting religious tolerance and spiritual- 
ity. Most visitors to downtownVancouver have seen one 
of their posters or taken one of their pamphlets. 

Awakened Singers are in the minority. Most mem- 
bers know the group’s mages only as members of the 
organization’s Coordinating Committee. While Sing- 
ers do lead Interfaith Outreach, Singh emphasizes that 
the choir’s mission is to help their community find 
justice and faith in the One in whatever way they see fit. 

In addition, the choir uses its contacts in the commu- 
nity to deal with problems that require their Awakened 
talents. For the most part, doing so consists of spiritual 
cleansing, blessings and other subtle magics, but as veter- 
ans of the Ascension War the choir is willing to use 
extreme means to defend the people if the situation war- 
rants it. Since Aline Levesque has recovered from Quiet, 
she’s advocated a more proactive approach. This approach 
has borne fruit as the choir’s managed to acquire a Node 
that it detected while “on patrol,” but Singh cautions the 
choir not to take this success as a reason to act rashly. 

Interfaith Outreach works in the same way as many 
other nonprofit organizations. General meetings are 
held four times a year, and anyone can attend and say 
their piece at this time. The meetings determine the 
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public direction that the group will take and what 
issues it will tackle in the next quarter. 

The Coordinating Committee, which consists of 
the group’s Singers and two of the five custos, imple- 
ments these directives. The Committee also handles all 
of the group’s magical business. Govinder Singh is the 
Chair of the Committee. Although he isn’t a leader in 
any  formal sense, he’s usually looked to for guidance. 
Among the Singers, his requests are usually obeyed. 
Aline Levesque is the second most influential. The 
return of the Nine Fires’ old leader has made the issue of 
leadership a little less clear, and even Singh accedes to 
her authority without argument on the rare (yet increas- 
ingly frequent) occasions that she chooses to exercise it. 

Behind Levesque’s back, things grow even more 
confused, because Sigh often modifies policies out of 
Levesque’s earshot. Bold initiatives are changed into 
more cautious undertakings. 

Interfaith Outreach‘s custos keep an eye out for 
anything that might require the Committee’s magical 
intervention as well as other supernatural dangers. 
They also take care of legal and financial business as 
well as any activity that might expose the Singers to 
too much Technocratic scrutiny. None of them were 
associated with the Nine Fires, and they are a little 
puzzled by recent changes in the Committee’s politics. 

The group used to rely on rented spaces such as 
community centers, but the discovery of a Node in 
the Commercial Drive slums resulted in some hasty 
fund-raising and the purchase of the building con- 
taining it. The group slowly converts this old 
warehouse into a new business center. 

While Govinder Singh and Aline Levesque are 
Interfaith Outreach’s most prominent members, the 
other Singers do hold influence over the group’s 
Sleepers. While they have their differences, they can 
and do cooperate to protect the choir and the Sleep- 
ers around them. 

Alan Milewski is a Catholic priest and Adept 
from New York City who joined the Nine Fires in 
1985. He’s Aline Levesque’s former Apprentice, and 
he remains loyal to her. Lately, this loyalty has 
expressed itself in the form of uncharacteristic dog- 
matism. He feels that promoting the faith that both 
of them share will somehow better her position, but 
it’s begun to alienate his choirmates. 

Lana Bleecher is an Initiate and a straightedge 
punk. This clean-living 23-year-old expresses her Gnos- 
tic Song through music that other Singers find harsh and 
occasionally offensive. She’s particularly strident about 



anti-racism, and she wishes that Interfaithatreach would 
sanction militant protests on the issue. As a Vancouver 
native, she’s unfamiliar with the choir’s history. 

Jay Hassan is an Ismaili Muslim who’s been with the 
choir for six years. Unfortunately, this tenure included 
the Nine Fires’ darkest days, and he still has nightmares 
about Herr Flax. What’s worse, he has prophetic dreams 
(courtesy of the Time Sphere), and he often has trouble 
telling his night terrors apart from prescient visions. To 
quell his fears, he opposes most of Interfaith Outreach‘s 
initiatives, and he is something of a dead weight at 
meetings. Govinder Singh has tried to counsel him, but 
Singh has failed to cure his pessimism thus far. 

ALINE LWESQUE 
Having recovered only recently from Quiet, Aline 

Levesque has yet to step up and reclaim the leadership 
of the choir, Nevertheless, she’s begun to influence the 
direction of the group seriously, and it’s beginning to 
return to the methods of the old Nine Fires as a result. 

Background: Aline Levesque was Awakened by 
nothing less than the Holy Spirit. As a teenager, she 
used the Catholic rosary to work her way through 
vicious migraines and hallucinations. During these 
moments of fevered prayer, visions would form amidst 
the pain and disorientation. Finally, at the age of 18, a 
vision of the Savior in white enveloped her, and she 
knew that she’d been blessed and sanctified. She claims 
that angels guided her to her first mentor. Under expert 
tutelage, she became an able Singer. 

She spent four years in a multi-Tradition cabal, but 
by 1970, she tired of the wave of self-indulgence that 
had seemingly swept every Tradition in the aftermath 
of the ’60s. Scholars became radicals, and hedonism 
became more and more acceptable. She left the cabal a 
year later and traveled across North America, distribut- 
ing a manifesto that would evolve into the Nine Fires’ 
basis of unity. She organized the first meeting in San 
Francisco, and she assumed the mantle of leadership. 

She used her visions to guide and teach the group. 
The fact that she felt that she was on a divinely ordained 
mission strengthened her resolve, and she trained herself 
in the arts of spiritual and physical warfare. While she 
wasn’t the best teacher, she did have some remarkable 
insights about angels and demons and their place in the 
Tellurian. As her devotion to the mission became more 
and more intense, she began to loosen the requirements 
for new inductees, reasoning that anyone who appeared 
blessed by the One and wanted to join was fated to take 
up the struggle. While this practice liberalized the choir, 
it also opened them to infiltration. 
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After leading a direct attack on an infernal cult, 
Levesque was looking for replacements for John Finlay, a 
Singer who’d been killed in the raid. What she got was the 
soft-spoken Harold Felix - Herr Flax in disguise. The 
Nephandus played the part of a shy, unworldly priest, and 
he allowed Levesque to “toughen him up.” He wove her 
often brutal lessons into his own magic, weakening the 
choir’s empathy, until he managed to persuade the Gnos- 
tic Singer Janine Willow to participate in the secret 
torture of an alleged Technocracy informant. Flax used 
this act to take her into the Cauls, and he made it very clear 
that he’d twisted Levesque’s own fanaticism against her. A 
year later, her attempts to locate Flax and Willow back- 
fired, and the angels filled her mind with anew kind of fire: 
Quiet.Shespent thenexttwoyearsinafugueinwhichshe 
thought that the world was an illusion overlaying Hell 
itself. On occasion, the skin over the inferno tore asunder 
and demons dragged her down for punishment. 

She recovered when Govinder Singh brought her 
to church, as he did every day when he cared for her. 
The madness wore off, and she realized that the Nine 
Fires had lost its way. 

Now, she wants to return to crusading, but she 
doesn’t want to repeat her mistakes. She’s hoping to 
heal the choir’s “cowardice” and mount an attack on 
Flax that will settle affairs once and for all. 

Image: At 55, Aline Levesque is in excellent shape. 
While she’s a touch thin, her ruddy skin and long brown 
hair glow with vitality. She has the disconcerting habit of 
staring through people, and doing so for far too long for 
comfort. She wears comfortable, rugged denim clothes, 
and she usually has a knife and a revolver hidden some- 
where on her person along with a rosary, bulletproof Bible 



and a copy of the Spiritual Exercises of Saint Ignatius. These 
last three objects serve as foci. The knife also has a 
cruciform handle that she occasionally uses in exorcisms. 

Roleplaying Hints: You're passionate and fearless. If 
you can escape Hell (Quiet? How patronizing!) then you 
can rebuild the Nine Fires. This time, you're going to get 
it right. You won't tolerate laxness, but you won't descend 
into cruelty, either. You're going to take the best parts of 
what the choir's become and use it to strengthen what it 
must be once again. To do so, you have to be gentle but 
convincing. Singh seems to have steered the group into a 
direction based on his own needs and fears, and he might 
have to go, but the rest can be made to see. Some of them 
are waiting to finish what they started when they joined 
the Nine Fires, and you're going to help them. 

Your magic manifests itself as spontaneous visions, 
singing in tongues, or ritualized prayers designed to 
attract the attention of an angel or rebuke a demon. 
Your Avatar appears in two forms: There's an angel - 
always driving you forward- and the Savior - waiting 
at the end of the quest with your eternal reward. 

Faction: Monist 
Essence: Questing 
Nature: Perfectionist 
Demeanor: Judge 
Attributes: Strength 2, Dexterity 3, Stamina 4, Cha- 
risma 2, Manipulation 3, Appearance 3, Perception 4, 
Intelligence 4, Wits 3 
Abilities: Awareness 3,  Brawl 3, Cosmology 5 (Astral), 
Dodge 3, Enigmas 3, Etiquette 3, Firearms 3, Intimida- 
tion 3, Investigation 2, Leadership 3, Linguistics 2, 
Meditation 4 (Christian), Melee 3, Occult 4 (Angels/ 
Demons), Performance (Singing) 2 
Backgrounds: Avatar 5, Contacts 2, Library 2 
Arete: 4 
Spheres: Forces 3 ,  Mind 2, Prime 3, Spirit 4 
Willpower: 8 
Quintessence: 5 
Paradox: 1 
Resonance: (Dynamic) Driven, (Entropic) Hellish 



GWINDERSINGH 
As Interfaith Outreach‘s current leader, Govinder 

Singh has largely abandoned the ideals of the old choir. 
He enjoys his current work because it falls closer to his 
own ideals than the struggles of the old Nine Fires, but 
he does feel a certain sense of restlessness and fear. He’s 
a trained warrior, but the events of the last decade have 
left him spiritually scarred. He isn’t sure whether he 
argues his position out of cowardice or sincere belief. 

Background: Govinder Singh Awakened shortly 
after being baptized into the Khalsa Panth, the Sikh 
fraternity that distinguishes itself through unshorn hair, 
the turban and the wearing of the kirpan (sword or 
dagger). The teenage Singh came to realize the nature 
of the One after intense meditation. 

Singh lived in a rural community in Punjab, India 
until the age of 18, when he immigrated to Vancouver, 
Canada to live with his uncle and meet a young woman 
who his family hoped he would eventually marry. 
Unfortunately, his magic got the best of him. The tales 
of brave warrior gurus set his heart aflame, and he spent 
every spare moment looking to right wrongs. He fell in 
with the Nine Fires when he followed his mystical 
senses right into the middle of a fight between the choir 
and a squad of Men in Black. His skills helped turn the 
tide, and he was accepted into the Nine Fires. In their 
travels he met another Awakened Sikh, who con- 
vinced him that he was on the right path. 

Unfortunately, Govinder Singh forgot about his fam- 
ily. His distraught uncle assumed that he’d run off with 
crooks. Singh‘s letters home were no help. He was always 
guarded about what he was doing or where the money that 
he sent came from, which fueled his family’s suspicions. 

In the meantime, he became a skilled warrior and 
mystic. A potent combination of Khalsa martial train- 
ing and the Chorus’ Songs made him an invaluable 
asset to the Nine Fires. Aline Levesque eventually 
made it clear that he was second in command, and he 
wore the responsibility with quiet pride. 

When the Nephandus Herr Flax crippled the group, 
Singh organized the retreat to Vancouver. An awkward 
encounter with his family ended well when he revealed 
his Awakened nature to them. They offered the choir 
the support of the community and helped him tend to 
Aline Levesque when she fell into Quiet. 

His return also inspired him to take a more critical 
look at the purpose God intended for him. Sikhism 
values equality and tolerance, things that he’d had little 
opportunity to fight for as a part of the Nine Fires. He 
took the opportunity afforded by the choir’s misfortune 
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and began to direct them toward healing themselves 
through community service. 

Levesque’s return to sanity shook! Singh‘s convic- 
tion that he’s doing the right thing. To  a certain extent, 
his decisions have been informed by fear - he doesn’t 
want his companions to suffer - but, at the same time, 
he honestly feels that Interfaith Outreach represents 
the direction that the choir, if not the Chorus as a 
whole, must pursue to survive the new millennium. 

Image: Govinder Singh is a muscular, 30-year-old 
man of Indian descent. Like all members of the Khalsa 
Panth, he doesn’t cut his hair. He keeps his beard and 
moustache neatly combed, and he keeps his hair under a 
saffron-colored turban. As his faithdemands, he also wears 
the kara (a round steel bracelet) and the kirpan (a ceremo- 
nial dagger). Under his beard, his face is quite thin, and he 
has a tendency to smile when people are watching him. 
Singh usually dresses in simple earth tones. 

Roleplaying Hints: You want to do the right thing, 
but you’re wary of your own motives. Are you a coward? Is 
this direction really the best for the choir to follow now 
that the Ascension War has collapsed? Aline Levesque is 
your friend, your mentor and your comrade-at-arms, but 
you’re proud of what you’ve done to help people in your 
community. You’re also acutely aware that you should get 
married one of these days. Your faith finds virtue in living 
a normal life, not gallivanting around on magical quests, 
and you want to be good toyour family, since they’ve been 
so understanding and you’ve been so irresponsible. 

Your Songs come from your lifestyle. The precepts 
of the Khalsa fill you with strength and dignity, and 
they keep your purpose aligned with God’s. You merely 



need to have the signs and think upon their virtues to 
invoke enlightened power. 
Faction: Latitudinarian 
Essence: Primordial 
Nature: Visionary 
Demeanor: Architect 
Attributes: Strength 4, Dexterity 3, Stamina 3, Cha- 
risma 3, Manipulation 3, Appearance 3 ,  Perception 3, 
Intelligence 4, Wits 3 
Abilities: Alertness 3, Awareness 3, Brawl 3, Cosmol- 
ogy 3, Dodge 4, Firearms 2, Law 2, Leadership 3,  

Linguistics 2, Meditation 4 (Sikh), Melee 4 (Blades), 
Occult 3, Stealth 2 
Backgrounds: Allies 3, Avatar 3, Contacts 2, Library 2 
Arete: 3 
Spheres: Forces 3, Prime 3, Time 3, Correspondence 1 
Willpower: 8 
Quintessence: 3 
Paradox: 0 
Resonance: (Dynamic) Idealistic 

TheCelestialChorushas arichhistory,drawn 
in part from the world’s holy books. Stories 
drawn from scripture are another source of 
conflict within the Chorus. Which stories 
should be taken literally, and which should 
be considered allegory? Some conservatives 
believe that rejecting traditional creation 
myths and histories can only strengthen the 
Technocracy’s grip on the Consensus, while 

others preach that the symbols contained in stories such as 
Genesis are far more important than their literal veracity. 

While many of the Chorus’ tales come from scrip- 
ture, they aren’t the only source of myths and legends. 
Oral traditions around the world have preserved legends 
of the One’s Singers, from nomadic cultures that vener- 
ate their storytellers to the morality plays and saint’s days 
of the medieval peasantry. Parables teach, and myths 
point the way to secrets best uncovered by the worthy. 

The following legends are well known to most 
Choristers. No Singer has yet discovered the truth 
behind any of them. Perhaps the future will reveal their 
meaning, or perhaps they are myth, shaped by belief as 
much as anything else. 

THE ~.ER~VINGIANS 
Some Singers speak of the Merovingians - the 

line of kings preceding Charlemagne. Merovingian 
rulers were said to have had a divine spark within them. 
Most Sleeper historians dismiss this assertion as hyper- 
bole, a holdover from pagan times when kings ruled 
with the approval of savage gods. However, a small 
group of conspiracy theorists, occultists and Singers 
claim that the Merovingians had a holy secret: They 
were bound by blood to the One Himself. 

In fact, the blasphemous legend asserts that either 
Jesus or his brother James fathered children, and that 
Joseph of Arimathea spirited them away to Western 

Europe for safekeeping. They say that the Holy Grail was 
not a cup containing the blood of Christ, but symbolized 
His bloodline. As the descendants of this hallowed line, 
the Merovingians defended Christianity because they 
wished their birthright to prosper, and they influenced 
the development of the Church secretly. After laying the 
groundwork for the Holy Roman Empire, it is said that 



they founded a secret society- the Brotherhood of Zion 
- and created the Templars to secure Christendom and 
retake the Holy Land. One of their number was Baldwin, 
Crusader-King of Jerusalem. As a descendant of Jesus, he 
held the territory by right of blood. 

It’s further alleged that the Merovingians built 
churches and Templar fortresses along ley lines and 
according to the principles of sacred geometry - the 
very same tools that empowered the Craftmasons of 
later times. Could it be that the Brotherhood of Zion 
helped create the Technocracy? The connection be- 
tween the Celestial Chorus, the Templars and the 
Technocracy has always been a tenuous but persistent 
rumor. Perhaps these secret kings were the cause. 

Until recently, certain Choristers claimed to be 
descendants of the Merovingians, and they claimed to 
Sing by right of their blood and the symbols of ancient 
kingship: long hair, the chalice and the crown. With the 
arrival of the Templars, these mages vanished mysteri- 
ously. They had always held themselves apart from the 
rest of the Chorus, and few were sorry to see them depart. 
(Their vain claims didn’t endear them to Christian 
Singers.) Still, a few Singers now wonder if these prepos- 
terous tales had a grain of truth in them after all. 

THE KINGMITI cw 
PRESTER~BHN 

Throughout the Middle Ages, mundane and Singer 
clergy alike were impressed with the tales of Prester John. 
Legends painted him as the Christian Emperor ofAsia and 
a mage whose demesne included the Garden of Eden itself. 
Prester John‘s empire was supposedly as large as all of 
Europe, and he held sway over a court of men and fantastic 
creatures who spoke as men, all of whom were devout 
Christians. Prester John was the bishop and priest of his 
realm. His word was law, and his law was always just. 

So popular, so convincing, were the stories that 
mountebanks could often make adime by posing as Prester 
John‘s ambassadors and demanding gold as tribute. During 
the Crusades, ambassadors were sent east with pleas for aid 
against the Muslims. None were answered. 

In the 13th century, the Church sent two priests as 
emissaries in an attempt to secure an alliance with the 
mysterious king. The Celestial Chorus also sent two of 
their own to secretly follow these pious Sleepers and 
discover the truth for themselves. What followed was a 
strange bifurcation of events. To this day, no Singer can 
judge the truth of it. 

Despite their faithandendurance, the Sleeping priests 
never found Prester John‘s realm. Instead, they stumbled 
upon the court of Temujin (Genghis) Khan. At first they 
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thought that the Golden Horde’s ruler was Prester John 
himself, since the Mongols practiced a strange form of 
Christianity and Temujin himself had been baptized. 
They soon discovered that such wasn’t the case. Temuj in 
was a shaman, first and foremost, but he promoted reli- 
gious diversity and even practiced the outer forms of each 
religion in his far-flung dominion. The priests attempted 
to do their duty as emissaries nonetheless, but they were 
housed with the rest of Temujin’s religious advisors, away 
from the Khan himself. Left to bicker with their eastern 
counterparts, they were particularly humiliated when the 
Buddhists trounced them in a debate. 

The Singers experienced something entirely differ- 
ent. Despite the fact that they had been selected for their 
skepticism and level-headedness, they began to see won- 
drous things such as trees that spoke to them while the 
Sleepers plodded obliviously onward and lions who 
roared in greeting to them wearing crowns of thorns. 



After a harsh thunderstorm, the Singers lost track of 
their Sleeping quarry, and the steppes around them 
changed into a lush jungle. They were approached by a 
headless man in fine silks, whose face lay across his chest. 
This strange creature bid them to attend“Emperor John’s’’ 
court, and led them to a huge, golden-domed palace, 
reminiscent of the Hagia Sophia but a dozen times larger. 

After several days of receiving almost Heavenly 
hospitality and seeing the joy that charged every step of 
Prester John’s subjects, they were given an audience 
with the Emperor himself. They approached a radiant 
throne guarded by talking lions. 

The Singers reported that they were consumed by 
a divine bliss that made it impossible to recall Prester 
John’s features clearly or to remember exactly what he 
said to them. They could only remember two things. 
First, they remembered that he offered them each a 
golden fruit, which he said had come from the Tree of 
Knowledge. Sensing a trial, the Singers refused. Sec- 
ond, they remembered that when he dismissed them, he 
said, “One day, I will sing with your Chorus.” 

They awoke a few days ride from Constantinople, far 
west of their last known locale. After returning to their 
Adytum, they told their elders, who confirmed that the 
Singers believed that they had spoken the uuth. Their words 
were recorded faithfully and handed down to the present day. 

The Celestial Chorus is divided on the nature of these 
Singers’ experiences. Did they meet an enlightened ruler, 
or did they escape the Adversary’s deception? Some imag- 
ine that they passed into a strange Umbral Realm, while 
others submit that it was a real kingdom that had become 
too virtuous for the Consensus to support. Most see the last 
as an unsatisfying answer, for if it’s true, what hope does the 
Chorus have to bring righteousness to Earth? 

This Adytum was once thought to be the Ancestral 
Chantry of the Celestial Chorus. The Tradition’s greatest 
Exarch often spoke of the place, and the White Monks that 
passed on the ultimate secrets of the One from its cloistered 
seclusion. When the Tradition became better known, many 
were surprised that most Choristers had never seen the place, 
and they scarcely knew more about it than the ambassadors 
who questioned them. Instead, they were directed to the 
Great Adytum, the residence of the Pontifex Maximus. 

Now that the Great Adytum has been lost to the 
Reckoning, the question of the Celestial Temple of the 
Sun grows all the more pertinent. If it could be found, it 
might provide the physical and spiritual resources the 
Chorus needs to survive this difficult period; Monists 



also hope that the Temple will unify all Singers under 
one vision, allowing them to stride forth and secure a 
greater voice in the Council of Nine. 

What especially intrigues today’s Singers is the re- 
puted location of the Temple. Instead of being isolated by 
the Horizon, the Adytum is purported to lie under Vatican 
City. Supposedly it is a great underground monastery that 
is only accessible via Correspondence Songs, and only 
then if the Singer knows the correct signs. Choristers scour 
the Eternal City looking for divine and mundane clues to 
the Celestial Temple’s whereabouts, but without success. 
The strong Faith around the Vatican makes magical 
perceptions unreliable, and the White Monks don’t appear 
to have left any sign of their presence in the upper world. 

The White Monks are as much a legend as the 
Adytum itself. To become one is said to require perfect 
virtue and the wisdom to decipher the ancient signs of 
the One: the rose, the sun’s disk and the cross. Those 
who fail may never repeat the test. Those who succeed 
are taken to the Celestial Temple of the Sun, and they 
wear the white robe for the rest of their days. 

The Temple reputedly holds the most ancient lore of 
the Chorus. White Monks study the ancient cult of the 
Aten, sing hymns composed by Mithras himself and guard 
the secret theurgy of Pope Honorius. They transmit these 
secrets to the Chorus’ wisest Exarchs in dreams or trans- 
portthembodilytotheTemple toshow thematruthabout 
the One that has been long forgotten to the world above. 

Even rarer are tales of the Red Monks, or Siccari . These 
Singers have passed the Temple’s tests, but have refused 
the white robe, choosing instead to share their wisdom 
with the world. Simpler legends say that the Red Monks 
are the Celestial Temple of the Sun’s enforcers, and they 
weed out evildoers in the Chorus. The White Monks use 
their command of Prime and Correspondence to take the 
Paradox accrued by these dread deeds upon themselves, so 
that the Sicmi can act without fear of retribution. 

THETRUETBIIPLE 
If it were discovered, the Celestial Temple ofthe Sun 

would change the face of the Celestial Chorus, if not the 
Traditions themselves. If the Temple was ever contacted 
and the White Monks were convinced to intervene in 

r own purposes 
r i t i e c  hetween 

Some Exarchs deride this interpretation. They sub- 
mit that the Red Monks are wiser than their cloistered 
counterparts and that the title Siccuri (which means 
“dagger-bearer” or “bandit”) marks them as martyrs 
instead of thugs. The Red Monks suffer beneath knives 
rather than wield them, and they are scorned as crimi- 
nals and blasphemers by the profane world. 

Who knows the truth? A handful of Masters dream, 
and the search continues still. 

RAISINGA~@ICET@ Hwvm 
No few of the Chorus are sinners, but all aspire 
to be saints. So much depends on the one 
judging the deed. With so many creeds, there 
are perspectivesenough to judge any Singer to 
be both. Sin and virtue are ephemeral things, 
and the pious should tread carefully. 

It’s into this uncertain world that a 
new Chorister comes, filled with convic- 
tion, piety and even doubt. A Singer knows 

that reverence for the One is the only constant among 
them. Who the One is, Her gender, His desires and His 
name are all debatable. 

Yet the very schisms that hobble the Tradition’s 
collective ability grant individuals the freedom to believe 
what they wish. As long as they accept the One and wield 
magic as a sword of Faith instead of Will, a Singer’s 
eccentricities are likely to be tolerated. Although her 
seniors may deride her blasphemous beliefs, they accept 
that even blasphemers are counted among the Chorus, 
and theywillworktofindachoirmoresuited tohertastes. 

The following templates illustrate the kind of di- 
versity to be found within the Celestial Chorus. Magic 
comes from the One, but it’s made richer by the varied 
voices of the Many. 
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Quote: The One may work through me, but that doesn't 
mean He shows His hand. 

Prelude: Nobody could call your life anything but "nor- 
mal," really. Sure, you had your foibles and your quirks. 
Everyone does. You played some hockey in your high school 
and college years, you went to seminary school, you had a 
wacky aunt and a younger brother who became an engineer - 
nothing special, right? Except that one night, after you were 
talking to God, someone talked back. 

A Seraphim? Metatron? A demon in disguise? Insanity? 
You weren't sure. While faith had blossomed in you early, it 
shrank as you aged. By the time you heard the voice, you had 
really come to doubt the existence of any sort of divinity. The 
usual questions battered at your psyche: Why would a loving, 
caring creator leave His world in such disarray? Why did 
humans have to be so sinful and base when they could be so 
much more? Why bother at all if the universe was preor- 
dained? To you, theological thinkers had never sorted out 
these issues successfully. That's why you were totally unpre- 
pared for your Awakening. 

As you broke down over the course of several months, 
your parish drifted away. People realized at first that your faith 
seemed shaken, and later that you had some sort of uncertain, 
crazed mania, as if you could barely keep yourself from laugh- 
ing or screaming at the voice. Still it urged you: I'm here, it told 
you. We are as One. Let your will be the will of the Divine. 
Fortunately for you, an experienced Chorister happened into 
your church just before you were about to lose your position. 
He recognized your doubts and your fears, and he explained 
everything to you as best he could. 

Now you recognize the power of miracles, and you work 
in concert with your inner voice. Still, the same questions 
haunt you. This Awakening places you only barely closer to 
knowing the mind of God. W h y  can't He reveal his plan? You 
think that perhaps humans are so fallible that they have 
forgotten how to accept His grace. But sometimes, you fear 
that maybe His plan is too terrible for humans to witness. 

Concept: Take your small-town preacher with a kindly 
heart and not a whole lot of stock in what he's supposed to 
believe. Leaven with a mysterious inner voice that pushes him 
toward the mind of God and a very human fear of the divine. 
With your training, you are a good counselor, an able spiritu- 
alist and philosopher and a skillful mage. You must discover 
your own place in the world, though, which is something no 
magic can do for you. 

Roleplaying Tips: Offer compassion, rational advice and 
a bit of humor. You keep abreast of sports and politics, partly 
because it helps you to relate to your flock and partly because 
you actually like these things. In your mind, there's nothing 
wrong with recognizing the good things that humans can do 
and that the One provides. Still, when push comes to shove, 
you aren't really sure where you're going or what you're doing. 
You long for some certainty that isn't there. Even though 

' I  

with your vestments and books. 
Often you work real miracles for only 
one person at any given time (no 
sense drawing too much attention or 
Paradox). Often you must rely on all 
the trappings of high ritual to per- 
form your magic, although you can 
call upon your Prime energies in a 
bind with a few phrases of power 
and a commanding stance. Your 
awareness of space flows from 
watching incense and crafting 
hand-sigils ofsignificance in the 
air, while your Life healing of- 
ten functions in conjunction 
with holy water and a good 
dose of channeling. 
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Quote: As the Creator is merciful, so too itf& on his creations to 
be merciful. 

Prelude: You’ve alwavs had monev. It came with the familv. 
, I  

the natural talent, the breeding and schooling. Money bought your 
education, your degree, your easy job and your way into high society. 
It bought friends, influence and prestige. It even helped you bury the 
evidence of your occasional, youthful peccadilloes. 

Money can’t buy happiness, sadly. 
Disaster followed your 20s and 30s. Two dead wives. A col- 

lapsed economy that couldn’t support your business. An amoral 
child who fell into the drug culture and died from an overdose. You 
can buy off the headlines, but how can you buy off the problems? 

You’d often sneered at people who turned to religion. You 
considered it a crutch, a weakness and failing. Then one day an old 
high school buddy turned up in a Roman collar. At first, you figured 
he was going to hit you up for a donation. Instead, he asked after you 
-all about your life, yourproblems, how he could help. Bitterly, you 
spouted that everything was fine - after all, you could be worse off. 
You could be poor and starving in India. Your friend just nodded and 
asked you if you wanted to see the truth of that statement. For some 

, reason, you acquiesced. 
You spent a year traveling the 

world, seeing the worst that human- 
ity had to offer. Squab, poverty, 
shame anddegradation lurkedaround 

everycomer.Youstarted torealize that 
you really did have it good. More impor- 

tantly, you started to recognize your own 
failings in your problems. Disaster came 
upon you because you didn’t care enough 
to take a personal hand in your life. You 
relied on your money to do it for you. 
When vou returned home with vour 
friend, you decided to set things aright, 

and youcast about looking for away todoso. 
Finally, you realized what you could 

do. How can someone find a better life and 
search for personal improvement when 
survival itself is chancy at best? Instead of 
letting moneydirect your life, youdirected 
it. Arts, educational programs, antidrug 

other people’s” problems and pat themselves on the back. You dove in, 
became part of the project and part of the solution. You saw how you could 
changeotherpeoples’lives, make thembetter, and you finally realizedhow 
to improve your own. Once you took the good fight into your hands, you 
recognized that there really was a connection between all people, be they 
wealthy orpoor, classless or stratified, hopeless or hope-giving. Your friend 
just nodded at the truths you’d learned and started your education on how 
to shape your efforts to the best. 

Concept: Very simply, you have a heap of money, and you’re not afraid 
to use it.However,youalsohaveadeepandabidingfaithinhumanity’spower 
of self-improvement. Unlie other Choristers you don’t follow a specific 
religious doctrine. You simply touch the One when you recognize that people 
arepreenymuchallverysimilarandthatyoucanchangecircumstancesforthe 
better. Personal action is as important as money, of course. As a result, you 
work on personal relationships with each cause that you foster, be it 
environmentalism, political activism, religious revival or whatever. 

Roleplaying Tips: Smile a lot, dress snappily and always offer to 
help.You’vebecomequitegood at listeningtopeopleandtheirproblems. 
When someone’s hurting, you saunter up with a bit of disarming wit, 
maybe an apology and an insightful aside at something that might help. 
Often your suggestion seems implausible and it provokes a bitter reply, 
until youshow that youreally dohavethe ability toget itdone. Then you 
dive in with gusto. You have self-confidence and esteem in spades, 
because you know that not only do you have a good life, but you have the 
rare opportunity to make life better for everyone else, too. 

Magic: Where other Choristers rely on prayer or signing, you 
have a penchant for social interaction, community and a little 
coincidental greasing of the wheels. Your name and money can 
perform some astounding tricks to influence people with Mind 
magic. Your Prime power comes from channeling the positive 
feelings and communal good will created through your efforts. 

Equipment: Tailored business suit, PCS with speed-dial to 
several social organizations, wad of cash, stack of credit cards, 
another wad of cash, Lexus L S  430 



NLIC~HUNTER 
Quote: The chopped Biblical manuscripts were from 

around the sixth century AD, but this is much older. 
Where'd you find it? 

Prelude: Perhaps it was the dig in Persia, or maybe 
the scrape with a local cult that didn't like people 
finding out about their restored temples in Thailand. 
Somewhere along the road, your study of archeology 
turned from class work into a passion. 

Looking back, you'd have to say it all started when 
you were only sixteen. While on the outskirts of town 
hiking with some friends, you spotted a group of men 
excavating an aged and decrepit mission that the local 
governments had boarded up rather than restore. Watch- 
ing cautiously at a window, you saw them haul aside a 
large statue and a stone centerpiece, then open a cache 
underneath it and withdraw a relic of some sort. It was a 
golden and bejeweled medallion, a real religious artifact 
from the days when the Church made such things! While 
you never found out who they were or what happened to 
the medallion, your hunger to see such wonders of earlier 
ages had been whetted. Without really thinking about 
why, you later set upon a career in archeology. 

Classes and university professors drilled into your 
head that archeology was all about putting together 
minute facts to draw conclusions about ancient civiliza- 
tions. They told you that the days of"heroic exploration" 
of the darkened corners of the globe had passed a 
century ago. You studied hard and graduated to field 
work, where you truly excelled. You gambled correctly 
on the resting place of a set of lesser Ayurvedic manu- 
scripts in Mongolia, you thwarted a corrupt New York 
museum curator who'd arrange for artifacts to be "sto- 
len" and sold on the black market, and you even found 
time to teach some graduate classes. 

No pillars offire, voices from above, spirit-visions or 
quests from on high for you. As you pieced together tiny 
bits of puzzles from dusty mausoleums and shattered 
remnants of pottery, you recognized the 
interconnectedness of it all. Human accomplishment 
and the search for the divine persists throughout all 
ages, transcends the fragile shells in which it's crafted 
and gives reason for every worthwhile endeavor you've 
ever gotten involved with. That's enough for you. 

Concept: As an archeologist and adventurer, you 
find yourself in lots of scrapes around the globe, always 
on the hunt for the next big piece of history. Ancient 
civilizations and debates that formed the basis of 
modern religion fascinate you. Because of your travel 





Quote: I have been judged, and so I judge. 
Prelude: A special destiny always awaited you. From evening 

readings of the Bible -and many, many other religious texts, such 
astheUrantiaBookandtheDivreiTorah,forcomparison-atyour 
father’s knee, you learned an early appreciation for the many hidden 
meanings of Scripture. As an only child, you gained the lavish 
attention of both parents, who impressed upon you a stem sense of 
justice and discipline. While your gasp of theology and esoterica 
alienated you from your peers, you excelled in sports and were 
possessed of tremendous physical acumen. Still, you had no desire to 
push yourself competitively. You simply wished to pursue the life 
that God had provided for you, for His glory. 

When you were 12, your grandfather came for a visit. This 
dour old man walked with a cane and a limp, yet he still 
maintained a noble carriage and a keen mind. He impressed you 
at once. He had no time for nonsense or child’s play. His first 
question of your father was, “Has he been prepared for his 
duties?” When your father answered in the affirmative, you felt 

role, and you saw a vision of a sword, with “Deus” on one side and 
“Equitas” on the other. When you emerged from your vigil, you 
donned your coat, took your family’s sword and stepped into the 
role for which you’d been born. You had become the one who 
metes out God’s justice, who roots out corruption and infamy, 
who brings orthodoxy among the faithful. 

Concept: Part investigator, part warrior, you fulfill the role 
that most Choristers expect of the Templars: You are a soldier of 
God. However, you police the ranks for signs of backsliding and 
corruption, and internal-affairs sorts are never popular. The job 
is thankless and merciless. Fortunately you, were weaned on 
conspiracy, so you have no trouble walking the labyrinthine halls 
of choir politics. 

Roleplaying Tips: Stem. Uncompromising. You may or 
may not have a sense of humor - it’s hard to tell. You’re so 
convinced of your place and your duties that you don’t even have 
a second thought about how you live your life. Hobbies? Hobbies 
are for those who have free time. Unlike some other warriors of 
the Chorus, you don’t see yourself as an angel or a savior. You 
simply do the job for which you were ordained. 

Magic: When you strike without judgment, but as an arm of 
God, your blows carry the weight of His wrath with Forces. As a 
soldier on His battlefield, you can heal from nearly any wound (no 
matter how mortal) as long as you pray and keep your faith (with 
Life). Through careful introspection and the words of the Bible, you 
can discern the tainted and the impure and hunt creatures of 
wickedness (with Spirit). 

Equipment: Battle-ready heirloom broadsword, ballistic 
vest, HK USP45 pistol, copy of the King James Bible with 
annotations in an illegible shorthand 



Quote: Pagan gods? Pfeh! Hexes are what the Lord allows, 
or what His ugly opposite gives you. Mind your d,elusions, lest you 
be unable to tell ‘em apart! 

Prelude: Your mother first told you about magic. The 
two of you went for a walk one day, beside the stream that ran 
behind the ramshackle house you lived in. When she first told 
you about God, it bored you. Didn’t you go to church every 
Sunday to learn this stuff? Then she got to talking about 
hexes, saints’ days and mummer plays - all the tricks the 
Lord left for folk to use in hard times. The devil knew the same 
tricks, and many more besides - like how to blight a crop or 
make a house sick - but those kind of charms always took 
folks to a bad end. 

You read your Bible of course, and you asked your mother 
if hexing was a sin, since it said not to suffer a witch to live. 
She replied that they were talking about poisoners, and those 
who brought misfortune onto the Israelites with the devil’s 
tricks; but what God gave to poor folk was like what he gave 
to the Israelites: manna in the desert, warm fire and clouds to 
guide their way. Surely Moses wasn’t sinning! Understanding 
opened up in you like a warm fire, and you listened to your 
mother’s teachings, enraptured. 

Since you were home-schooled (there was no point send- 
ing you miles from the back country to sit in a classroom), you 
could spend your afternoons learning hexes, the herbs that the 
saints had blessed for you and the special days when little 
miracles could be wrought in the woods. When your parents 
went to town for supplies or helped a cottager with his boat, you 
practiced on your own, and you learned that your little miracles 
could do far more than your mother ever taught. 

You tried to show them it came from God - you really 
did! - but they just saw the devil’s work and tossed your 
clothes after you when they kicked you out of the house. 

You traveled. Charms and hexes gave you what you 
needed to survive. You always made sure to go to church, to 
keep yourself from backsliding and to prove your parents 
wrong. In a city far from home, you met God-fearing folk who 
could perform miracles. They called you a “Singer” because of 
your faith, but they treated you with suspicion when you 
showed them how you did a hex and made a herbal brew. Still, 
they didn’t seem to dislike you any more than they did each 
other, and you loved the fact that they cared about God first 
(and that they didn’t let you backslide). 

Concept: You’re a witch, but you aren’t a neo-pagan, 
paleo-pagan or anything else that might lead you to join the 
Verbena. Even though your methods might look the same on 
the outside, you know that the Lord guides you, rather than 
nature or some idolatrous pretender. You’ve done too much 
traveling to be nalve, but your walk and drawl mark you as 
someone from the back-country. 

Roleplaying Tips: Take care to explain where your 
power comes from. You’ve had too many misunderstandings 
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ANGEL INCARNATE 
Quote: God sent me. 
Prelude: Simple faith was good enough for you. You went 

to church and said your prayers, morning, noon and night, and 
that was comfort enough. Your family was moderately religious, 
but they rarely talked to you about it. They rarely talked to you 
about anything at all, for that matter. 

Without your family’s support or any friends to speak of, you 
found solace in the Church. The simple beauty of its rituals and 
its quiet pageantry enthralled you. You wanted to be a priest, but 
you hated school enough as it is. Seminary college, with its 
useless pontificating about the smallest aspects of the faith, 
struck you as a self-indulgent waste of time. You didn’t want to 
waste time studying when you could be praying. 

Then your mother was murdered. It was pointless- a robbery 
gone wrong. The family left you to arrange the funeral because you 
knew the church so well. When they arrived on the day of the 
service, peering about the place they so rarely visited, you felt an 
unaccountable resentment well up within you. Watching you 
mother lying in state only made you angrier, as ifshe’d cavalierly left 
when you needed her. After the funeral, guilt came crashing down 
on you, and you cursed yourself for your shameful feelings. 

You spent the nest week praying with savage energy, trying 
to rip the hatred from you. The next Sunday’s sermon was about 
anger. (Perhaps the priest had noticed your troubled state?) He 
talked about Jesus driving out the moneychangers, about God’s 
righteous wrath, and lastly, about angels, who could fight sin - 
who could hate sin - without being unworthy to serve the Lord. 

You spent the day contemplating the sermon. When the 
church caretaker asked you politely to leave, you wandered the 
streets without a particular destination in mind. But something 
was guiding your steps. You kept walking through the bad part of 
town where your mother had beengunneddown. Youwrote it off 
to random chance, but when you tried to leave you felt intense 
pain, like a hawk digging its talons into your scalp. 

To avoid the pain, you stumbled down an alley, and you saw 
them: three teenagers huddled around a makeshift pipe, all with 
dilated pupils. In an instant, they were surrounded by dark halos, 
and you knew that they’d killed her. 

There was a flaming sword in your hand, and you knew the 
true reason for your anger. You dispatched two of them; the third 
pissed himself and fell to his knees, and you knew that he’d truly 
repented. In you mind’s eye, you saw the angel within you. On 
your back, you felt the fluttering of wings. 

You had to flee of course. The police were after you for 
murder! Fortunately, you also attracted enough attention for the 
Celestial Chorus to find you. They also have angels inside them, 
although they call them different names and clutter up their 
good work with useless talk. Still, your angel implies much and 
says little. Perhaps your fellow Choristers can help you under- 
stand its message? 

Concept: God has joined you with one of His radiant 
servants. You’re not sure why, but you know that you aren’t meant 
to take it sitting down. It’s frustrating. Shouldn’t the Lord have 
told you what your purpose is? The angel plies you with hints and 

-r - I  the hand you’ve been dealt. 
Roleplaying Tips: You’re a pun- 

isher of sins and a judge of men. How 
could it ever be otherwise? Never take 
God’s mission or the power of the Holy 
Spirit trivially. You might be unkempt 
and malnourished, but why should you 
glorify your ashen shell when your mission 
beckons? You’re a reluctant student, but you 
understand that you need to learn more to 
understand your angel’s cryptic messages. 

Magic: Forces and Prime are the 
Wrath of God. You need only point out 
the sins of your target before using them. 
Mind allows you to hone in on the hu- 
man mind and sense flaws that deserve 
staunch correction. As part of the Cho- 
rus, you’ve started to experiment with 
real angelology. You occasionally make 
use of the Four Humors and the 
Sephiroth in your workings, but you’ve 
yet to feel trulycomfortable with them. 

Equipment: Rattyclothes, aknife, 
Colt .45 and a backpack containing 
the King James Bible and a number of 
books on angelology 



REWRITT!ED@,DDICT 
Quote: Faith is the Immaculate Fix. 
Prelude: Always the life of the party, you took to booze 

like it was second nature. Given your father’s alcoholism 
and your mother’s neurosis, it probably was. Smoking and 
drinking with the crowd gave way to lines of coke in the 
backrooms of the theater club and speedballing with the art 
dropouts. Perhaps if you’d analyzed, it you might have 
found that you had some need to abuse yourself, a lust for 
addiction so that you weren’t in control of your own life or 
some other psychobabble. Who knows? You bottomed out 
and wound up on the streets crazed and incoherent. 

Recovering from a tainted batch of GHB took a month 
in the care of the modest clinic of a local shelter. You never 
made it to the hospital. They were sick of wasting money on 
junkies who’d never pay the bills anyway. DTs, vomiting, 
immune system shock and the slow process of your body 
rejecting parts of its own poisoned organs wrung you out 
hideously. You would’ve jumped right back into the life as 
soon as you hit the street, just to die peaceably, but for the 
shelter volunteer who took care of you. She told you about 
the strength that comes with faith, about releasing yourself 
to a greater will, one that could speak in you and give your 
own will the strength of true conviction. In your delirium, 
you saw her as your savior, perhaps as the nurturer that your 
parents weren’t. 

As soon as you could stand up, you asked to help 
around the shelter. “Give me something to do, anything, so 
that I can’t be tempted to go back,” you said. You studied 
and worked with diligence. Life was difficult but your mind 
kept playing over and over what the woman said. As you 
worked with her, you plied her with questions and ideas as 
a sort of cathartic dialogue. Slowly, she revealed to you the 
real secrets, the ones that come from the pain of your soul 
and the healing that makes it stronger. 

Now you’ve kicked the habits, you help others to get 
off the streets and the drugs, and you know that you have 
the strength of the One, because you’re part of the Chorus. 
You won’t go back. You can’t go back. You’re finally in 
control of your life. You’re a worthwhile person. You can do 
better, be better, make things better. Keep telling yourself 
that because the old life is a short road from where you are 
now, and it ends in your grave. 

Concept: Is it all lies, or are you really better? Will you 
ever be better? Some days, you are strong with the One. 
Other days, you’re weak and you need to punish yourself for 
it. Sometimes you even feel like the tracks on your arms are 
your own stigmata. It’s a terrible battle between your faith 
and your failings. You have faith in the One, but does the 
One have faith in you? 
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MBELLIWS SINGER 
Quote: I notgonna tellpeople what they wannaheadI'mjustgonna 

say it the way Ifigure/You better be ready toface yourfear/ 'causeit's time 
to fight for somethin' bigger! 

Prelude: As a kid, you were a wretch. Constantly fighting, 
talking back, making smart remarks and basically acting as the bane 
of parental authority, you established a long streak of rebellion. This 
streak grew from childish disobedience (like sneaking into the kids' 
communion for Easter and swapping the grape juice with real wine) 
to youthful anarchism (such as your underground school newspaper 
that touted "All the News that's Fit for the School Board to 
Censor"). Exasperated by your antics, your parents threw up their 
hands and just left you to your spiked, dyed hair, screeching music 
and abysmal grades. Sure, you got the occasional shouting match or 
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,11 in the vein of your really 
radaisical punk interests. 
By the time you dropped 

you have some real skill in there somewhere, but you're so busy 
busting peoples' expectations of you that you've never developed it 
formally. You have a raw, anti-traditionalistic edge even as you 

spread a message that in some ways mirrors the rest of the modem 
Chorus. You encourage people to fight against stifling authority 
and conformity, choose their own destiny and throw down the 
oppressors who tell them that the world is nothing more than 

businesses and governments and numbers. Unfortunately you're just 
above crappy on the guitar, and your vocals are untrained. Nothing 
a little magic can't cure, now that the Chorus has decided to take you 
in (with much bitter divisiveness, you've happily discovered). 

Roleplaying Tips: Rant, slouch and alternate between frenetic 
action and slothfulness. In truth, you're pretty bright and fairly easy- 
going, but it wouldn't do to fail to live up to the image that the world 
has of you, right? Challenge all blanket statements of authority, no 
matter how absurd your position is. Write down simple, rhyming 
lyrics that try to convey a direct and heartfelt passion (sometimes 
successfully, sometimes not). And don't forget to Fight the Power! 

Magic: Like many Choristers, you use music as a focus, but it's 
not any kind of music that they are used to! Your words, chants and 
lyrics can inspire people to frenzy, to introspection or to confusion 
with Mind magic. (You're not so good at pacification or obedience.) 
Your musical instruments are specially tuned up with your own 
crazed theories on musical tensors and resonance, and you have a 
keen eye for how to break handcuffs, bricks, windows and other 
pieces of random junk that allow you to vent your rebelliousness, all 
with your Matter magic. Prime comes to you in rare moments of solo 
lucidity as you just let your music flow of its own accord and form 
eerie, scratching crescendos. 

Equipment: Epiphone Korina Flying V electric guitar, metal 
spikes attached to studs implanted in your scalp, copy of Karl Marx's 
Communist Manifesto with sticky notes of potential lyrical material 
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He was sharing the motel room with 
Susannah that night. It was winter, and 
they were driving back to Brother William’s 
chantry. The heater made the room al- 
most too warm, but they held each other 
tightly, naked under the blankets. 

“What is the value of this moment?” 
she asked him, seriously. 

‘(Sorry ?” 
“What is the value of this moment?” 
He wanted to answer “infinite,” but he was afraid it 

“Because I have to go back to Providence tomor- 

“I see,” was all he could say. 

would sound contrived. “Why?” He said finally. 

row.” Somehow he’d known it was coming. 

She turned to him, and he could see that she’d been 
crying. He blinked, and she kissed him again, wrapping 
her arms around his waist. 

“I can’t forget something Deb said.. .” he answered 
at last. ‘“The status quo will try to fit everything you do 
into itself: to its dictionaries, its calendars, its clocks, its 
monetary exchange. It will try to govern your time, your 
relationships.” He paused. “Paradox comes when the 
status quo cannot control what you are, what you do. 
But you’re a monotheist.. ..”’ 

“‘And status quo isn’t God, never was.”’ She fin- 
ished it for him and they went to sleep. 

When he awoke, there was a fresh-cut rose on his 
pillow, which he kept for a very, very long time because 
it was symbol of a gift from the One. 



Obviously, the first thing you’ll probably 
pickup (aside from this book!) when start- 
ing in on the Celestial Chorus is a copy of 
your character’s favorite religious text. It 
can be a Bible, a copy of the Book of 
Mormon, the Rig Veda or any number of 
scriptures. It’s beyond our ability to rec- 
ommend a specific canon or version 
thereof. We can’t say that the King James 

version of the Bible is “the definitive one,” just to make 
an example- What we Can recommend is that YOU not 
only decide to look into religious scripture, but into a 
few academic analyses thereof. 

The Bible Code, Michael Drosnin - A look at the 
possible hidden meanings of scripture. While not 
necessarily true, it’s an interesting angle to explore, 
and it has similar implications for the Koran. Of 

which uses numerology to derive secret meaning from 
the words of scripture. 

Divine Discourse, Nicholas Wolterstorff - A psy- 
chological analysisof the phenomenon ofGod speaking 

- Covers 
natural theology, running across a multitude of sciences 
in the pursuit of faith. A good text for players of the 
Alexandrian Society or Gnostics. 

The Chronicles ofNarnia and The Screwtape Letters, 
C. S. Lewis - What’s that? These aren’t academic, 
they’re fiction? Well, they’re fun reads, and c .  

ous discourse on the state of affairs in the infernal 
hierarchy. Another Lewis work of nonfiction, Mere 
Christianity describes the basic thought process that 
converted Lewis to the religion, even though he was 
previously Atheist. 

Paradise Lost, John Milton- A no-brainer. Where 
else do you get to follow the Fall of Lucifer and then trek 
through all of Hell? 

Radical Monotheism and Western Culture, H. Rich- 
ard Niebuhr - Analysis of the clash between 
monotheism, polytheism and multiple cultures. Aca- 
demic but informative. 

And of course, a few good films. 
Black ~~b~ -ne jesuit missionaries try to spread 

their faith with missionary programs, and they meet 
with hardship and adversity to test any 

The Exorcist - Before you dismiss this as a campy 

pretty compelling, they’re also thorough and believ- 
able. The situation could easily apply to a Celestial 
Chorus game. 

From Dusk ,til Dawn - Okay, it,s Tarantino. It,s 

ther/ pastor figure who wrestles with his faith, 
compromises with criminals and eventually 
as a [Mmm-mmm~ Servant of God!” is a great 
one. And you know that you secretly want to blow up 
vampire characters. 

The Ten Commandments - Honestly, Charlton 
Heston should just have one “why, God, why?! ?” clip 

faith. 
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The Mystery, John ‘* 

Lewis manages to ‘Ombin‘ Christian al’egorY with 
strong writing. The former 1’ ‘fantasy story with Some 

that’s used in all of his movies. A stellar performance 
from the days when studios made classics, covering the 

parallels to Christianity, while the latter is a humor- flight of Moses from Egypt. 
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AWAKENING 

Age: 
Apparent Age: 
Date of Birth: 
Age of Awakening: 
Hair: 
Eyes: 
Race: Appearancemature of Avatar: 
Nationality: 
Height: 
Weight: 
Sex: 


