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Does vis
bioaccumulate?
In early versions of Ars Magica, the pawn of vis was a quantum: you either
had a pawn, or you did not. There were no fractions of a pawn of vis. I
can't recall how early this was broken, but I certainly recall a vis source
being given which was a cave of bats, with one pawn of vis for 100 pairs
of bat wings. As you collected them, you had something you could not
use. This meant that in a game sense, the pawn quantum was maintained.
In a world-building sense, however, it meant that pawns were divisible
into smaller units, which the Order could identify magically, but not use.
This eventually culminated in the spark magic of the Soqotrans, which has
a useable amount of one tenth of the Hermetic pawn, but recognises that
even tiny amounts of vis have flickers of power in them, which can be
bundled together for use, or eaten by magical creatures.
Eating vis has often been presented as a good idea. To make vis sources
useful to classes of character other than magi, many of the early ones had
magical effects, so they were consumed as single use magic items. A
typical example was a tree of apples that contained Corpus vis, but if
eaten healed wounds permanently. This didn't formally creating warping,
oh these many years ago, but something like warping occurred in the
colour text, and so eating too much vis was probably not good for a
person.
If the bats are somehow concentrating vis out of the world's aura, then
what happens to it if they die, but are not collected by magicians?
You might make an argument that the bats need to be collected alive. A
parallel case might be that a magical fire needs to be collected before it
goes out. In this case, vis cannot bioaccumulate: death makes the subtle
connections between the magical energy and the physical material decay.
A counter might be that things need only be collected while they resonate
with the Form. A fire that goes out is not longer a fire, but a bat that is
killed and dried is, one might argue, still a bat. As such the form may be
maintained and the vis retained.

If the vis remains in the dead object,
then can it accumulate through
biological processes? If, for example,
dead bats pile up on the floor of the
cave, can a magus collect them before
they rot? If they are something a bit
more durable, could there be a vast
horde of vis? I'd argue that the vast
hordes of vis are eaten by faeries, which
explains why they are so rarely found. A
cache of this type is, however, suitable
as a starting point for a covenant.
If the object is destroyed, outside of
laboratory conditions, can the form be
maintained? You might argue that
dissolution within the form may not
cause harm. So, if I have vis enriched
wine in a glass, and pour it into a barrel
of wine, there seems a stronger
argument that a magus could extract it
again than if, for example, I mixed the
wine into a bucket of clay. Might a
similar argument be made for trophic
biomagnification? As the snake is an
Animal, does it suffice to retain the vis
of the dead bats? Is there a loss in this
process, or can it gather all of the vis?
If a kingfisher then starts eating the
snakes, does it in turn bioaccumulate
vis? Is there loss at each level? Do the
magi care if it means they don't need to
wade into guano to collect rotting bat
corpses?
This might be a way of introducing the
Hooks which provide the covenant with
surprising resources. The player
characters discover that their vis
source is an accumulation from a lower
trophic level, and they can get more by
tracing back the creatures they have
been harvesting to their feeding
grounds.

An overheard discussion of
Marco the Redcap, recorded
by his grand-daughter.
"It is against the law to
believe the story I am about
to tell you. It breaches the
damnatio memoraie applied
by the Quaesitores after the
War. You may not, must
not, believe what I am
about to say to be true.
Fortunately I'm widely
reputed as a liar, a spinner
of tales tall, and a drunkard.
Hold that firmly in mind. If
you do not know, if you are
uncertain, then the oaths
they make you take will not
make your breath freeze.
There was a man they
called the Final Diedne,
back after the War, before
they found the Inscription of
Llewellyn and the druids
became gibblens to frighten
children. His name was
Silvestris, and he was taken
prisoner at the Tempest.
How he was held and why,
well these vary by the
teller. Some say his arts
were broken by the Red
spells, made inaccessible in
the way that those of
Mercere had been, perhaps.
Why the insisted of keeping
him is unclear, but the man
who told me the story said
"unclear" in such a sinister
way that it was clear he
assumed I knew what he
meant. I don't, though. Not
for sure.

Anyway, the version I'll tell
has him held by the
Tremere, in a place where
his magic could not work.
A monastery, perhaps,
surrounded by holy men. He
may or may not have had
his tongue cut out. It's not
my place to say. Anyway,
they kept him about. They
let people study him. They
couldn't steal his secrets,
or they could. Either
doesn't matter for the thing
I'm wanting to tell you. He
wrote a book. It still exists.
It's not hidden in a chest in
the bottom of a cave with a
dragon, either. I've seen
copies in a lot of covenants.
Often it has a different
title, or an odd author, but I
know it. It's the Pastoralis.

Pastoralis:
The
forbidden
comedy
by
Silvester
of Diedne
A lot of people have written
books in prison. I've tried it
myself. My book was quite
good, if a bit bawdy. People
like that kind of thing. Did
you know Bonisagus gave a
copy of Boethius to
Criamon? True story.
Anyway, people like
comedies. One of his jailers
didn't destroy it, as he
should have done, as he
was required to do, as he,
perhaps, did.

Some people seek out the
Pastoralis, and are
shocked at how easy it is
to find. They read the first
joke, and they already
know it. It has some
currency in the Order. It's
the one about the satyr
that gets caught sleeping
with Tytalus's wife. No,
the other one. No, the
other one. Yes, he has to
get his own beer. Written
by a Diedne: part of the
plot. A lot of the antiTremere jokes have been
adopted into the Analects
of Tytalus. Ever wonder
why the Founders go
fishing so much? It's not
nearly as deep as the
Tytalus like to make it.
So, it's a satire of the
Founders. It's everywhere
and you are required to
believe it does not exist.
Maybe you'll find a false
copy. A book that
famous? Someone would
write one, would they
not? A Pseudosilvester
seems inevitable. When
you find a book, perhaps
quite soon, perhaps
slipped into your bags
while you dream, that
claims to be the
Pastroralis, maybe it is
best to believe its a fake.
Read it anyway. It might
be funny.

It probably won't hurt
you.
It likely doesn't hold
Diedne knowledge.
It couldn't make you tell
others about the book,
covertly, and spread
copies to the
unsuspecting.
That could not be the
case.
No book does that...can
do that. That must be a
story about a story about
a story.
That would be
unbelievable.

I like the idea of the Pasoralis as an illicit book, simply
because the Order's laws don't have a lot of gradation.
I'd like some crimes which were not matters of life and death.
That being said, why not go the whole way and stat is up as
a demonic contagion?
Order: Vessel of Iniquity
Infernal Might: 10 (Animal)
Characteristics: Int +0, Per +0, Pre +0, Com +4, Str +2*, Sta +1, Dex +0, Qik +0*
*Is not an immobile object, but generally is only subtle in its movements.
Size: -2 (a codex)
Confidence: 2 (6 points)
Virtues and Flaws: Knack (telling jokes)
Personality Traits: Satirical +5
Reputations: Funny +3, Illicit +3.

Pastoralis
as demonic meme

Combat: Bludgeon: Init 0, Attack +4, Defense +3, Damage +6
Does not include bonus for ambushing reader.

Soak: +10, (inorganic, but quite vulnerable to fire which is odd for a demon.)

Wound Penalties: –1 (1–3), –3 (4-6), –5 (7-9), Incapacitated (10-12), Dead (13+)

Abilities: unclear, but assume Brawl 4 (ambushing reader) and Carouse 6+3 (bawdy stories). It can tune
its stories to it audience, but is surreptitious about this, so it generally does so between readers.

Powers:
Betrayal of the Heart: 2 points, Init 0, Mentem: Can force one secret from the victim per use.
Coagulation: 1 point, Init -1, Corpus: Can manufacture a solid body out of ambient matter. Its natural
form is an incoherent ball or churning letters, lolling tongues and laughter. It does not have a human
form.
Contagion: 5 points, Init -3, Mentem: Plants the idea that the reader should mention the book to suitable
friends.
Envisioning 1 or 5 points, Init 0, Mentem: Can enter dreams and cause waking dreams.
Obsession: 1 point, Init -5, Vim: Can impose sarcasm.
Equipment: None.
Weakness: Cannot harm those who have not sought the book.
Vis: 2 pawns, Muto.
Appearance: Always takes the form of a book, generally with another work's name on the cover.

Dunsany Fragments:
The Sack of Emeralds
I have a theory that
Lord Dunsany's tales are
the reminiscences of a
redcap, perhaps recorded
in "The Book of Places You
Must Not Go".
Over the next few months,
let's test that theory.

If you have a favourite Dunsany story,
comment on the blog.
The Fall of Babbulkund was in an earlier
episode.
The Bureau d'Change will be next month.

One bad October night in the high wolds beyond Wiltshire, with a north wind chaunting of
winter, with the old leaves letting go their hold one by one from branches and dropping
down to decay, with a mournful sound of owls, and in fearsome loneliness, there trudged
in broken boots and in wet and windy rags an old man, stooping low under a sack of
emeralds. It were easy to see had you been travelling late on that inauspicious night, that
the burden of the sack was far too great for the poor old man that bore it. And had you
flashed a lantern in his face there was a look there of hopelessness and fatigue that
would have told you it was no wish of his that kept him tottering on under that bloated
sack.
When the menacing look of the night and its cheerless sounds, and the cold, and the
weight of the sack, had all but brought him to the door of death, and he had dropped his
sack onto the road and was dragging it on behind him, just as he felt that his final hour
was come, and come (which was worse) as he held the accursed sack, just then he saw
the bulk and the black shape of the Sign of the Lost Shepherd loom up by the ragged way.
He opened the door and staggered into the light and sank on a bench with his huge sack
beside him.
All this you had seen had you been on that lonely road, so late on those bitter wolds, with
their outlines vast and mournful in the dark, and their little clumps of trees sad with
October. But neither you nor I were out that night. I did not see the poor old man and his
sack until he sank down all of a heap in the lighted inn.
And Yon the blacksmith was there; and the carpenter, Willie Losh; and Jackers, the
postman's son. And they gave him a glass of beer. And the old man drank it up, still
hugging his emeralds.
And at last they asked him what he had in his sack, the question he clearly dreaded; and
he only clasped yet tighter the sodden sack and mumbled he had potatoes.
"Potatoes," said Yon the blacksmith.
"Potatoes," said Willie Losh.
And when he heard the doubt that was in their voices the old man shivered and moaned.
"Potatoes, did you say?" said the postman's son. And they all three rose and tried to peer
at the sack that the rain-soaked wayfarer so zealously sheltered.
And from the old man's fierceness I had said that, had it not been for that foul night on
the roads and the weight he had carried so far and the fearful winds of October, he had
fought with the blacksmith, the carpenter and the postman's son, all three, till he beat
them away from his sack. And weary and wet as he was he fought them hard.
I should no doubt have interfered; and yet the three men meant no harm to the wayfarer,
but resented the reticence that he displayed to them though they had given him beer; it
was to them as though a master key had failed to open a cupboard. And, as for me,
curiosity held me down to my chair and forbade me to interfere on behalf of the sack; for
the old man's furtive ways, and the night out of which he came, and the hour of his
coming, and the look of his sack, all made me long as much to know what he had, as even
the blacksmith, the carpenter and the postman's son.
And then they found the emeralds. They were all bigger than hazel nuts, hundreds and
hundreds of them: and the old man screamed.

"Come, come, we're not thieves," said the blacksmith.
"We're not thieves," said the carpenter.
"We're not thieves," said the postman's son.
And with awful fear on his face the wayfarer closed his sack, whimpering over his
emeralds and furtively glancing round as though the loss of his secret were and utterly
deadly thing. And then they asked him to give them just one each, just one huge emerald
each, because they had given him a glass of beer. Then to see the wayfarer shrink against
his sack and guard it with clutching fingers one would have said that he was a selfish
man, were it not for the terror that was freezing his face. I have seen men look sheer at
Death with far less fear.
And they took their emerald all three, one enormous emerald each, while the old man
hopelessly struggled till he saw his three emeralds go, and fell to the floor and wept, a
pitiable, sodden heap.
And about that time I began to hear far off down the windy road, by which that sack had
come, faintly at first and slowly louder and louder, the click clack clop of a lame horse
coming nearer. Click clack clop and a loose shoe rattling, the sound of a horse too weary
to be out upon such a night, too lame to be out at all.
Click clack clop. And all of a sudden the old wayfarer heard it; heard it above the sound of
his won sobbing, and at once went white to the lips. Such sudden fear as blanched him in
a moment struck right to the hearts of all there. They muttered to him that it was only
their play, they hastily whispered excuses, they asked him what was wrong, but seemed
scarcely to hope for an answer, nor did he speak, but sat with a frozen stare, all at once
dry-eyed, a monument to terror.
Nearer and nearer came the click clack clop.
And when I saw the expression of that man's face and how its horror deepened as the
ominous sound drew nearer, then I knew that something was wrong. And looking for the
last time upon all four I saw the wayfarer horror-struck by his sack and the other three
crowding round to put their huge emeralds back then, even on such a night, I slipped away
from the inn.
Outside the bitter wind roared in my ears, and close in the darkness the horse went click
clack clop.
And as soon as my eyes could see at all in the night I saw a man in a huge hat looped up in
front, wearing a sword in a scabbard shabby and huge, and looking blacker than the
darkness, riding on a lean horse slowly up to the inn. Whether his were the emeralds, or
who he was, or why he rode a lame horse on such a night, I did not stop to discover, but
went at once from the inn as he strode in his great black riding coat up to the door.
And that was the last that was ever seen of the wayfarer; the blacksmith, the carpenter or
the postman's son.
-- "The sack of emeralds" by Lord Dunsany

The Highwayman is a minor demon that murders those tricked into stealing its emeralds. There are folk stories about
how it can be eluded, but none of these are true. How they arise is unclear: it seems unlikely the creature has
deliberately allowed prey to escape.
Order: Accusers
Infernal Might: 10 (Corpus)
Characteristics: Int +0, Per +0, Pre +0, Com +0, Str +2*, Sta +3, Dex +1, Qik +0
Size: 0
Confidence: 2 (6 points)
Virtues and Flaws: Unclear.
Personality Traits: Implacable +5
Reputations: Snare for sinners +3.
Combat:
Long sword: Init +2, Attack +13, Defense +11, Damage +8
Soak: +5,includes +2 for shabby clothes.
Wound Penalties: –1 (1–5), –3 (6–10), –5 (11–15), Incapacitated (16–20), Dead (21+)

The Highwayman

Abilities: unclear, but assume Ride 8 (pursuit), Single Weapon 8 (thieves).

Powers:
Betrayal of the Heart: 2 points, Init 0, Mentem: Can force one secret from the victim per use.
Coagulation: 1 point, Init -1, Corpus: Can manufacture a solid body out of ambient matter.
Envisioning 1 or 5 points, Init 0, Mentem: Can enter dreams and cause waking dreams.
Hound: 1 point, Init 0, Corpus: Allows the highwayman to know the direction and distance to its human quarry, or
emerald, via Concentration.
Obsession: 1 point, Init -5, Vim: Can impose Greed.
Whispers behind the back: 2 points, Init 0, Mentem: Similar to the spell Pains of Perpetual Worry, but lasts a month. The
Highwayman, unusually, can use this power on anyone holding one of his emeralds.
Equipment: Rides a lean horse, which may be a lesser demon.
Weakness: Cannot harm those who have not stolen its emeralds.
Vis: 3 pawns, Perdo
Appearance: "I saw a man in a huge hat looped up in front, wearing a sword in a scabbard shabby and huge, and
looking blacker than the darkness, riding on a lean horse slowly up to the inn. Whether his were the emeralds, or who
he was, or why he rode a lame horse on such a night, I did not stop to discover, but went at once from the inn as he
strode in his great black riding coat up to the door."

How do magi know what to read?
Your magus helps out another covenant
and, in thanks, they let your character
study from their library for a season. In
the real world, the Storyguide hands you
a sheet of titles, each marked with level
and quality, and you pick the one you'd
like your magus to read.
What's happening in Mythic Europe that
is being extrapolated by this process of
you getting a sheet of numbers?
There are, I think, two possibilities.
The first is that, like a librarian, you are
assessing the books. As a non-specialist,
you don't really understand some of the
data you are looking at, but you can
grasp enough to know the value of the
book, in comparison to other books. You
can assess its reading level, intended
audience, and physical quality of the
book.
The other possibility is that you know
titles by their reputations. Medieval
people used to hunt around in
monasteries looking for pieces by Livy,
or Aristotle. They didn't need to see the
book to know that it was considered a
capstone of study for their area of
interest.
This second model requires you to be
aware of titles before you read them.
This can happen in two ways. In some
subjects, like classic English literature,
there is a corpus of work that
interconnects, so that by studying part
you are drawn to the other parts.

Does
literary
criticism
exist in
Mythic
Europe?

As Arnold Bennett notes, If you read
Charles Lamb, you are introduced to
various people in his circle, and to
Shakespeare, and from there you can
work up and down the canon.
The other way is for your character to
have read books reviews.
Some of the earliest books of review are
attempts to systematically describe
every book of note in a particular field.
These, unhelpfully, often have
"Bibliotheca" in their title. This means
"Library". They are backward-looking:
reviewing great works of the past, rather
than contemporary writing.
The earliest journals of review might
already exist in Mythic Europe, because
they were not academic: they were
mercantile. The earliest journals were
basically trade catalogues put out by
bookshops. Over time, these became
increasingly large and were sectioned
into genres. Then, people not interested
in select fields began to demand journals
that only included material suited to their
own specialization. Certain critics,
independent of the booksellers, were
paid for their unbiased advice on the
value of potential purchases.
Journals in which people discussed ideas
were a related idea, because review
journals contained excerpts, but the two
only merged far later.
Journals of review might exist either
because libraries have put out
catalogues to tempt custom for loan or
sale, or because House Mercere needs to
be able to source material to fill
requests.

Players have noted that tractatus are
numerous and useful in Ars Magica. It
seems possible that a magus might make
a living by helping others sort through
these, so they know which ones to read.
Story hooks

An annoyed Flambeau magus is seeking
the identity of a reviewer, who has given
his Summa a poor score. Sensibly the
reviewer uses a pseudonym, and his
friends are careful not to let information
slip. The Flambeau hires the player
characters to find more clues, because
they have a reputation for greater stability
than he does.
A magus published an acclaimed book,
but the player characters discover an
earlier, lost, work, which is wordidentical. If they expose the plagarist they
gain his emnity, but may make allies of
the original author's descendants. They
could, instead, attempt blackmail.
The player characters discover a unique,
excellent book, miscovered, in a covenant
library. Do they make an offer for it, or
expose its higher quality to the current
owners? If they draw attention to the
book, they invite cautious harassment
from their hosts. The book was salvaged
from a fallen covenant and the
deliberately miscovered. These books are
usually held in a section to which visitors
may not go, but this was was
accidentally shelved by its false title by a
non-magical librarian. The player
characters may piece together why this is
happening by researching the book, and
discovering a review in a catalogue for
the fallen covenant.

suomaf eht fo skaerb ydutS

Few writers are like Kerouac. On
one occasion he put an end of a
roll of wallpaper into his
typewriter, and banged the keys
continually until he had a book.
His stamina was aided by a
mixture of substances not known
in Mythic Europe. Most authors of
genius work in spurts. They have
hobbies which allow the mind to
rest, between flurries of activity.
The hobbies of these authors
reflect their thoughts, so their
main work can dribble into the
recreations. In some cases, this is
difficult to store, collect and
study. Tycho Brahe used to polish
mirrors for example: a hobby
which is hard to store. Others are
easier. Many authors wrote light
pieces as a recreation, while
simultaneously compiling more
serious work.
These light pieces, comedies and
poems, can be modelled as
commentaries on the core Magical
texts. Even magi who had other
recreations might have coded
useful symbols into the preserved
structure of their art. A magus
who sculpts may physically
represent magical principles
described in the text, using
metaphors. Collecting one, or all,
of his statues may make study far
more fruitful. A magus who
gardens may encode the secrets
of mystery cult initiations into
pathways.

The veil represents the
necessity of faith,
because Truth can be
seen only dimly.
I imagine Jerbiton as a
scupltor, but I made him a
gardener of sorts in
Sanctuary of Ice.

The next page gives a lengthy
quotation from Disraeli's
"Curiosities of Literature", to give
some idea of what magicians
might do as recreations.

"Among the Jesuits it was a standing rule of
the order, that after an application to study for
two hours , the mind of the student should be
unbent by some relaxation, however trifling.
When Pelavius was employed in his Dogmata
Theologica, a work of the most profound and
extensive erudition, the great recreation of
the learned father was at the end of every
second hour, to twirl his chair for five minutes.
After protracted studies Spinosa would mix
with the family-party where he lodged, and
join in the most trivial conversations, or
unbend his mind by setting spiders to fight
each other ; he observed their combats with
so much interest, that he was often seized
with immoderate fits of laughter...Socrates did
not blush to play with children. Cato, over his
bottle, found an alleviation from the fatigues
of government...
D'Andilly, the translator of Josephus, after
seven or eight hours of study every day,
amused himself in cultivating trees ; Barclay,
the author of the Argcnis, in his leisure hours
was a florist. Balzac amused himself with a
collection of crayon portraits. Peiresc found
his amusement amongst his medals and
antiquarian curiosities...and Politian in singing
airs to his lute. Descartes passed his
afternoons in the conversation of a few
friends, and in cultivating a little garden; in
the morning, occupied by the system of the
world, he relaxed his profound speculalions by
rearing delicate flowers,,,
Rohaull wandered from shop to shop lo
observe the mechanics labour ^ Count Caylus
passed his mornings in the studios of artists,
and his evenings in writing his numerous
works on art. This was the true life of an
amateur...Granville Sharp , amidst the severity
of his studies, found a social relaxation in the
amusement of a barge on the Thames , which
was well known to the circle of his friends;
there, was festive hospitality with musical
delight. It was resorted to by men of the most
eminent talents and rank...
Issac Disraeli - Curiosities of Literature

Spinning in circles has a surprisingly
lengthy religious history, from
shamanic mazewalking to Sufi
whirling.

I can see some magi creating temporary
animals and forcing them to fight as a
way of livening the day. Can you get a
metaphor out the combinations of
animals?

Ecstatic drunkeness is also a popular
mystical technique.
The trees may remember him, or he
may have been planting trees with
mystical associations to his work.

We already have rules for realia
collections. Music can be used for
coding information due to its
mathematical foundations.

House Jerbiton has a long tradition of
seeking Muses, which they don't mean
literally. They mean inspiration from
beautiful things in the real world.

Some have found amusement in composing
treatises on odd subjects. Seneca wrote a
burlesque narrative of Claudian's death.
Pierius Valerianus has written an culogium
on beards and we have had a learned one
recently, with due gravity and pleasantry,
entitled "Eloge dcs Perruques." Holstein has
written an eulogium on the North Wind,
Heinsius, on "the Ass", "Menage", "The
Transmigration of the Parasitical Pedant to a
Parrot" and also the "Petition of the
Dictionaries."
Erasmus composed, to amuse himself when
travelling in a postchaise, his panegyric on
Moria, or Folly which, authorised by the pun,
he dedicated to Sir Thomas More. Sallcngre ,
who would amuse himself like Erasmus ,
wrote , in imitation of his work, a panegyric
on Ebriety. He says, that he is willing to be
thought as drunken a man as Erasmus was a
foolish one. Synesius composed a Greek
panegyric on Baldness. These burlesques
were brought into great vogue by Erasmus's
Morice Encomiiun.

This may explain why people write those
weird, low quality Summae.

These sorts of things might be
designed using the epistle rules.

There may be a body of comedic writing
which acts as commentary on the Hermetic
canon. A sort of Apocrypha for magic.

It seems, Johnson observes in his life of Sir
Thomas Browne, to have been in all ages the
pride of art to show how it could exalt the
low and amplify the little. To this ambition
perhaps we owe the Frogs of Homer ; the
Gnat and the Bees of Yirgil ; the Butterfly of
Spenser; the Shadow of Wowerus\, and the
Quincunx of Browne.
Cardinal de Richelieu , amongst all his great
occupations , found a recreation in violent
exercises and he was once discovered
jumping with his servant, to try who could
reach the highest side of a wall..."

Issac Disraeli - Curiosities of Literature

This may tie into the Criamon path
that sees the perfection of the body as
a way of making it the apt vessel for
controling the flow of magical energy.

Virtually any act can be recreational, so
characters can be hooked into stories by
noticing odd features only apparent because
they share that magus's interest. This opens
up a new class of treasures for magi, as they
hunt and compete for the antiques of their
predecessors.

