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The Gemstone That Betrays
Occassionally I find an audio source
with so much useful material that I
can’t properly cut out the plot
hooks. Here’s a hook that comes
from two little fragments of "The
Curious Lore of Precious Stones" by
George Kunz. 
 
I may revisit this book for further
material: it seems richly festooned
with treasures, vis sources, and
material bonuses. It is also the first
time I’ve seen the word “vis” in the
wild: it refers to the animal-spirt of a
diamond as vis adamanticum.
 
I may revisit this book for further
material: it seems richly festooned
with treasures, vis sources, and
material bonuses. It is also the first
time I’ve seen the word “vis” in the
wild: it refers to the animal-spirt of a
diamond as vis adamanticum.

The opinion given in 1609, by Anselmus De Boot,
court physician to Rudolph II of Germany, regarding
the power inherent in certain precious stones,2
embodies the ideas on this subject held by many of the
enlightened minds of that period.
 
The supernatural and acting cause is God, the
good angel and the evil one; the good by the will
of God, and the evil by His permission…. What
God can do by Himself, He could do also by
means of ministers, good and bad angels, who, by
special grace of God and for the preservation of
men, are enabled to enter precious stones and to
guard men from dangers or procure some special
grace for them. However, as we may not affirm
anything positive touching the presence of angels
in gems, to repose trust in them, or to ascribe
undue powers to them, is more especially
pleasing to the spirit of evil, who transforms6
himself into an angel of light, steals into the
substance of the little gem, and works such
wonders by it that some people do not place their
trust in God but in a gem, and seek to obtain from
it what they should ask of God alone. Thus it is
perhaps the spirit of evil which exercises its power
on us through the turquoise, teaching us, little by
little, that safety is not to be sought from God but
from a gem.
 
 
 
 
At the trial, in 1232, of Hubert de Burgh, chief
justiciar, one of the charges brought against him
was that he had surreptitiously removed from the
English treasury an exceedingly valuable stone,
possessing the virtue of rendering the wearer
invincible in battle, and had given it to Llewellyn,
King of Wales, the enemy of his own sovereign,
Henry III of England (1207-1272). This must have
taken place about 1228, when Henry was
engaged in a war with the Welsh.

Plot hook



The Gemstone That Betrays
'Order: Spirit of Deceit
Infernal Might: 20 (Terram)
Characteristics:
Int +2, Per +2 , Pre n/a, Com +3, Str n/a, Sta Tireless, Dex n/a, Qik n/a
Size: -5 (tiny stone)
Virtues and Flaws:. It’s a small rock – everything that suits.
Confidence Score: 3 (5)
Personality Traits: Deceitful +6, Vain +2.
Reputations:  Killer of noblemen (Infernal) 2.
Combat: powers only. The stone can make itself glass-sharp, but it lacks the
leverage to do serious damage.
Soak: +6: made of a single crystal.
Wound Penalties: Dead (1+)
Abilities: All suitable for story, but this demon is well-versed in mortal culture, and
uses its dream powers to teach Intrigue, and give plausible, but eventually
injurious, counsel.
Powers:
Envisioning, 1 point, Init  0, Mentem: For 1 point, allows the demon to enter and
twist dreams. If used to terrify, the victim can ignore it with a Brave Personality trait
roll against an Ease factor of 9 or more. Failure to resist leads to a profound
physical reaction, like a seizure. This creature prefers to the give evil counsel in
dreams, either to harm the dreamer, or to teach them how to hurt others.
Forked Tongue of the Serpent: 1 point, Init -1, Mentem: The target believes a single
lie, no matter how outrageous, until they attempt to  spread it to others, which
breaks the effect. An Int roll against Ease Factor 9 is made after one hour, and then
every subsequent hour, to end the effect.
Infest Gemstone, 0 points, Init 0, Terram: Infests a real gemstone by preference,
but can create a false stone if necessary to stalk a victim.
Mask illness: 1 point, Init -5, Mentem: This power prevents a character from
suffering any ill effect, mechanichal or cosmetic, of a single illness or type of injury.
While the power is in effect, the creature’s maximum temporary Infernal Might is
reduced by 5.
Obsession: 1-3 points, Init -5, Mentem: May force characters to make Personality
Trait rolls to resist a temporary trait, Adoration, which has a score equal to the
Might points spent.. If the roll is successful, the trait vanishes. If it fails, they gain
the trait permanently at +1, although they can remove it by the usual means of
reducing traits. Adoring the spirit of the stone is heresy.
Trust of the Innocent: 1 point, Init -1, Mentem: The target believes a single lie for as
long as possible, until presented evidence to the contrary.  An Int roll against Ease
factor 6 allows a character to resist this effect. 
Weakness: Cannot harm those who refuse to touch the stone.
Vis: 4 pawns, in the powder of the destroyed stone.
Appearance: A gemstone of unusual size and brilliance.



Cornwall: The Curse of
Tolman Head

The main character in this story
is Richard of Cornwall, the man
who goes on to become the
Holy Roman Empero, basically
by buying the job using money
he gains from banking. In the
ashcan for the Cornwall material
that’s already been released he
gets several pages of material,
but this story is one that I hadn’t
heard before, so I’m collecting it
for the Gazetter. The text comes
from "Scilly and its Legends" by
Whitfied, which was written in
the 19th century.
 

of Tresco, and were held of it, for the most part, by
bridle and spear, as the fief of a bold Baron of the
Norman house of Barentin. St. Mary’s was likewise
far more extensive than at present. It had wealthy
houses also at Old Town, and Friar’s Carn, and
Holy Vale. The monks and nuns monopolised all
the sources of profit, and though their rule was
neither unfair nor heavy, yet it generally happens
that clerical landlords, from some reason or other,
are unpopular; and so it was with the brotherhoods
and sisterhoods of St. Mary’s.
 
They took no more than their due, though they took
their due, even from the hard-working fishermen.
The shaven crowns waxed sadly unpopular. But
Earl Richard supported them in their sway, and
refused to listen to the charges brought against
them. There was a report that he failed continually
in all his enterprises, how well planned soever they
might be, and that, without giving up his lucrative
patronage of the Jews, he wished to propitiate the
favour of heaven by showing countenance to its
servants. Certain it is, however, that all his
schemes miscarried, but, in an equal ratio to their
want of success, his kindness to the monastic
orders increased. He upheld them with a high hand
in all their charters and grants. So that it soon
became as dangerous to wag a finger against a
frock or a cowl, as against the Earl himself.
 
The Earls of Cornwall had been a fierce and fiery
race, loving war and wassail, as did most of the
princes of the house of Plantagenet, the most
gallant and magnificent dynasty that ever filled a
throne. But in that age it was shrewdly remarked,
that, in proportion to the excesses of his life, was a
Norman noble’s penitence on his death bed; and
this penitence was usually shown in substantial
gifts to the Church, and not unfrequently by 

Richard, Earl of Cornwall, was a powerful prince,
surpassing in wealth and resources many
sovereigns of his day. The revenue he derived from
his Cornish mines was prodigious. He seated a
large colony of Jewish merchants at Marazion.. He
would not allow the Jews to be oppressed nor
wronged, neither would he permit them to oppress
nor to wrong others. He upheld all classes of his
subjects in their just rights….
 
The great group of Scilly was not then what it is
now,—a vast body of little more than rocks,—but
consisted of several large islands, the centre of an
important traffic, filled with a numerous and
flourishing population, and supporting many
religious establishments. St. Martin’s, Tresco,
Bryher, Samson’s, and all the adjacent places, then
formed one chief main land, under the rich Abbey 



 
which the worthy Prior did not care to fathom. But
he common people, with bated breath, murmured
to each other, as they went home, that, of the two
parties which their Lord was accused of
encouraging too much, they would rather have the
Jew than the Priest…
 
Now among the claims of the good Fathers, there
was one that gave especial dissatisfaction, even
more than the exclusive right to wrecks. This was a
somewhat onerous poll-tax, imposed
indiscriminately on every person landing on the
island.” The principal port was then, as it is now,
called Old Town, but it was at that time in a state
far different from its present aspect of ruin.
Standing in Old Town bay, and facing the sea, you
beheld, to the right, a stately church and monastic
pile. In front, on the left hand, was a massy landing-
place, and pier, the ruins of which are still visible;
and, above, towered the noble castle of the Earls of
Corn- wall, while the whole circuit of the shore was
lined with houses, and edifices connected with
trade.
 
The point, however, to which my legend principally
refers, was a small cluster of buildings a little in
advance, to the left. It consisted of an humble
shrine or chapel, and a simple kind of guard-house,
across the front of which was stretched an iron
chain, forming a barrier before a broad flight of
steps, that led upwards from the quay, and gave
access to the island. It was by this way that
strangers first approached land. This projection was
called Tolman or Toll-man point, the name being
derived from a toll levied by the Monks on every
person, without distinction, who set his foot on the
shore. They held this power by a grant from a
former Earl, confirmed to them by Earl Richard. The
revenue they derived from it was not
inconsiderable, and was rigidly ex- acted; nor was
there any one of their claims which gave such dire
offence. It was not only said to be a Pagan custom
(in support of which assertion people showed a
huge rock on the spot, called Tolmen or, “hole-
stone,” and affirmed that it was an object of
Druidical adoration, to which they made every 

assuming her priestly robes, ere the sinner passed
away. It was the same feeling that, in Italy, makes a
Brigand consider himself sure of Paradise, if, after
a life of murders, he is lucky enough to go to the
scaffold, with a priest murmuring absolution in his
ear. Now the heirs of a great house had no
objection to the death bed repentance, but were apt
to oppose very bitterly the cession of worldly
substance that, somehow or other, was made to
form an indispensable condition of the bargain for
heaven.
 
After this fashion, the Earls of Cornwall had been
profuse in penitence. Like old Hugh de Mortimer, as
related in Dugdale, they had bought remission at
other people’s expense, and grievous were the
heart-burnings caused by their pious generosity.
Earl Reginald, son of Henry the First, had bestowed
upon St. Nicholas of Iniscaw, or Trescaw, and upon
the shrines of St. Mary, St. Kumon, and St. Warna,
and had confirmed to them in fee, every wreck in
the islands, “except whale and a whole ship.”
Edmund, the last Earl, heaped wealth and power
upon the Church. The brethren were the virtual
lords of the islands, and did not bear themselves
very meekly in the discharge of their functions.
 
At the time of my tale, they were somewhat
haughtier and more peremptory than usual. As a
counterpoise to his support of the Jews elsewhere,
Earl Richard went to the contrary extreme at Scilly.
He abetted the good fathers in their vindication of
their rights; and not only suffered no man to do
them wrong, but, it was whispered, allowed them,
on the contrary, to do wrong to others, by stretching
the law in their favour to the utmost.
 
The Prior of Trescaw frequently exhorted his flock
against covetousness, and was very fond of
enlarging on the text “He reproved even kings for
their sakes,” and of applying these words to the
defence of their rights by Earl Richard. The Sire de
Barentin, a shrewd and stout old warrior, twirled his
grey moustache, and said nothing, though there
was a curious and humorous expression in his eye,



 
seemed, his book of prayers, the Pilgrim, after
several vain attempts to undo the chain, called to
him, in a firm but courteous voice, to unfasten it,
and give him passage.
 
It chanced that the person thus addressed was the
Prior, who, having sent the occupant of the place
on an errand, had, during his absence, taken his
post. Angry at being thus interrupted, and scarcely
seeing who it was that spoke, he bade the new
comers wait awhile, and resumed his studies. The
Pilgrim, however, seemed in no mood to do as he
was told.
 
“How now, Sir Priest,” replied he, “you are
malapert, forsooth. Open as I bid you, and let us
pass. There is no toll levied on such as we.” The
tone in which he spoke was stern and sharp, but
the Prior was an old man, hard of hearing, cold and
unbending in his disposition, and too much
accustomed to this kind of complaint to pay
attention to it. He glanced slightly at the group, but
looked down again, and made no reply.
 
He was not, however, long suffered to remain in
peace. Laying his hand upon the chain, the Pilgrim
vaulted over, and stood before the Prior’s seat, his
form erect, his eyes flashing fire, and his whole
figure convulsed with passion.
 
A prudent man would have let him go
unchallenged, but the Prior was spoiled by the
habits of unquestioned power, which Ecclesiastics
of that day assumed over every rank and class. He
was, besides, a proud resolute man, who had been
a soldier in his youth, and had ridden through a
stricken field. His apathy was gone at once. Rising
up, with considerable dignity, and drawing to its full
height his spare and ascetic form, he laid his hand
upon the Pilgrim’s breast, and bade him stand
back.
 
It was an evil chance that he did so. His hand had
scarcely touched the Palmer’s chest, ere the latter
flung his cloak aside, raised his mailed arm, and
smote the old man rudely upon the head.

worshipper pay toll), but it pressed most unjustly
upon the very poorest class, for every fisherman
who left the island, though only for a few hours, to
gain a little support for his family, was compelled to
give his mite, in the way of tribute, on his return.
Nay, even holy Palmers from the East, who were
always elsewhere considered exempt from tax or
charge, were forced to render the dues, ere they
were permitted to proeeed.
 
This was said to be an infraction of the charter, and
a clear violation of that most pious and equitable
statute, that no priest nor pilgrim ought ever, under
any circumstances, to pay any thing, the duty of the
good men being solely to receive; but the monks,
strong in the buckler of the faith, and of Earl
Richard, spoiled not only the Egyptians, but their
own order, most pitilessly. Complaints were made,
long and loudly, to the Earl, who promised redress,
and with some intention of granting it, for he was in
sad want of a subsidy, and these allegations, if
proved, would authorise him to exact a pretty heavy
benevolence from the transgressors, or raise a
goodly sum, by way of bounty, on their lands.
 
It was a sunny evening in May when a small
company of pilgrims was seen on the deck of a
vessel, that neared the harbour of Old Town, with a
favourable wind. They bore down directly to the foot
of the steps at Toll-man point, which, as it was then
high-water, they reached without difficulty. On
coming alongside the broad stones that formed a
base to the stairs, they sprang ashore, and began
to ascend.
 
At their head was one apparently of higher rank, or
of superior sanctity, for he walked alone. His face
was partly buried in his large cloak, and partly
concealed beneath his wide-brimmed hat, the deep
flaps of which, hanging down, were often employed
to hide the features. He passed on, neither
speaking, nor apparently heeding any thing, until he
reached the heavy chain, which was drawn across
the way. Laying his hand upon it, he found that it
was fastened with a padlock. As one of the brothers
was sitting in the toll- house, reading, as it



 
dead Prior, which, it was said, was often seen at
Toll-man head, exacting tribute from a spectral
figure, at the head of an equally unsubstantial train.
 
At last the usual effects of such rumours followed.
Merchants first landed in a pleasant bay near at
hand called Porcrasa, and then discovered that in
St. Mary’s pool beyond there was a safer and surer
anchorage. Fishermen took thither their produce for
sale. So a town was formed by degrees, and on the
hill above, a fort dedicated to the Virgin, and called
“Stella Marise,” or the “Star of Mary” was
afterwards built. Thus there came down upon the
Old Town gloom, and desolation, and decay.
 
The ancient Druids who worshipped there, seem to
overshadow it still with their dim phantom presence.
The blackness of the churchman’s malediction is
still resting there. The Druid goddess, Onvana, the
sea, gains upon it daily, and Taranis, the
Thunderer, is often heard. It seems abandoned to
gloomy influences, and, seen on a darksome day,
is a place whose melancholy is not soon shaken
off. At no distant period it will be buried beneath the
ocean, which will roll silently over all that remains of
its former greatness, and leave only a few sibylline
leaves, as records of its past history, with the
memory of ” the old man’s curse.”

“Dog of a Priest, thou cowled robber,” he cried, in a
voice of thunder, “take that, as a memento of
Richard Plantagenet.”
 
And the Prior sank at his feet, bathed in blood, and
over him stood Earl Richard, looking darkly down
upon him as he lay. They raised the old man, and
tried*to stanch the gore that welled from his
temples, but in vain. The blow was given by a hand
that seldom struck twice.
 
He opened his eyes, and looked upon the Earl,
whose hot fit was already succeeded by sorrow and
remorse. Richard took the Prior’s hand, and spoke
to him kindly, but the sufferer was already almost
beyond the reach of human blame or praise. He
glanced at the Prince, and then at the castle that
frowned above them. The spirit of prophecy, which
is said to visit the dying, seemed to tremble on his
lips.
 
He whispered, rather than said, ” Lord Earl, that
blow has stricken both thy house, and thee.” And
word he spake never more.
 
The prediction was fulfilled. Earl Richard made all
the amends in his power. He abolished the toll, and
gave to the brethren, in exchange, great largesses,
far surpassing in value what he had resumed. On
the spot that had witnessed his crime he founded a
chantry, where masses were daily said for the soul
of the murdered man. But from that hour the Earl’s
affairs declined. He wasted his wealth in
unprofitable enterprises, and, finally, went down to
the grave, a broken, moody, miserable man.
 
Nor did the curse fail of its accomplishment on the
spot. It never prospered again. The sea gradually
encroached upon the land, and swallowed up field
after field of fruitful ground. The stately church was
injured by a storm, and was rebuilt in diminished
size and beauty. The castle fell to ruin, why and
wherefore no one could tell. Storms of thunder and
lightning, so uncommon in Scilly, occurred
constantly. Sailors and traders began to shun the
place, and believed it haunted by the ghost of the.



The chapter also notes that the earls of Cornwall
have given the right of all wreck to the various
churches around. That means if a ship from any
covenant happens to crash against the shore you
need to recover it right sharpish. Otherwise the
servants of the church turn up to grab it.
 
There are a couple of exceptions. One is that they
can’t claim whales and the other is that they can’t
claim whole ships. How quickly can you repair a
ship? Remember your magic only needs to keep it
together long enough for it to be assessed.
 
If a crate washes ashore with a fine horse that you
want to turn into your familiar, and the church
comes to claim it, could you turn it, however briefly,
into a porpoise? Tracking it afterwards if it got out
into the sea might prove difficult, but your saga may
vary.

If you are allied to Richard of Cornwall, and you
had a covenant in that castle, it would be ruinous
for him to bring down this curse upon himself. What
has he done? I’d guess that by murdering a priest,
on what is technically holy ground, he’s created an
Infernal aura, and that the sea (in which the Spirit of
the Lord moves according to the Bible) is washing
the Infernal aura away. Is there something that your
magicians can do to lift the curse?
 
Perhaps you can’t. You need to relocate your
covenant. When you relocate your covenant maybe
it’s to the new Hugh Town, which is why there’s this
commercial collapse in the Old Tow. If magi are
secretly the economic center of the island the
relocation could lead to the movement of the
market.
 
In the section that was cut off at the start of this
recording there is mention that at that time Scilly
was one large island. If you are founding a
covenant on Scilly an inundation claiming a chunk
of land (or the illusion of such an inundation) gives
you free title to a large chunk of territory.
 
In past episodes I’ve mentioned House Mercere,
sensibly, needs several additional nexuses in its
trade network. Would Scilly be a suitable nexus?
It’s not badly situated as a central point from which
to distribute material to the Hibernian, Loch
Leagan, Stonehenge and, perhaps, Normandy
Tribunals. It is a little close to Confluensis in
Normandy, but there are worse area.
 
 

Plot hooks



Pu: Theft of a Peach
If you read Wikipedia it will tell
you that the Indian rope trick
was invented by an American
magician in the early 20th
Century. 
 
It is difficult to reconcile this with
an account of the Indian rope
trick which occurs in Pu’s work,
which was written in the 13th
Century.
 
The recording used in the audio
epsiode was made by Gerwin
Kramer and released into the
public domain through LibriVox. 

“When I was a little boy I went one day to the
prefectural city. It was the time of the Spring
festival, and the custom was that on the day before,
all the merchants of the place should proceed with
banners and drums to the judge’s yamên: this was
called “bringing in the Spring.” I went with a friend
to see the fun; the crowd was immense, and there
sat the officials in crimson robes arranged right and
left in the hall; but I was small and didn’t know who
they were, my attention being attracted chiefly by
the hum of voices and the noise of the drums. 
 
In the middle of it all, a man leading a boy with his
hair unplaited and hanging down his back, walked
up to the dais. He carried a pole on his shoulder,
and appeared to be saying something which I
couldn’t hear for the noise; I only saw the officials
smile, and immediately afterwards an attendant
came down, and in a loud voice ordered the man to
give a performance. 
 
“What shall it be?” asked the man in reply;
whereupon, after some consultation between the
officials on the dais, the attendant inquired what he
could do best. The man said he could invert the
order of nature; and then, after another pause, he
was instructed to produce some peaches; to this he
assented; and taking off his coat, laid it on his box,
at the same time observing that they had set him a
hard task, the winter frost not having broken up,
and adding that he was afraid the gentlemen would
be angry with him, &c., &c. His son here reminded
him that he had agreed to the task and couldn’t well
get out of it; so, after fretting and grumbling awhile,
he cried out, “I have it! with snow on the ground we
shall never get peaches here; but I guess there are
some up in heaven in the Royal Mother’s
garden, and there we must try.”



By-and-by down fell a peach as large as a basin,
which the delighted father handed up to his patrons
on the dais who were some time coming to a
conclusion whether it was real or imitation. 
 
But just then down came the rope with a run, and
the affrighted father shrieked out, “Alas! alas! some
one has cut the rope: what will my boy do now?”
and in another minute down fell something else,
which was found on examination to be his son’s
head. “Ah me!” said he, weeping bitterly and
shewing the head; “the gardener has caught him,
and my boy is no more.” After that, his arms, and
legs, and body, all came down in like manner; and
the father, gathering them up, put them in the box
and said, “This was my only son, who accompanied
me everywhere; and now what a cruel fate is his. I
must away and bury him.” He then approached the
dais and said, “Your peach, gentlemen, was
obtained at the cost of my boy’s life; help me now to
pay his funeral expenses, and I will be ever grateful
to you.” The officials who had been watching the
scene in horror and amazement, forthwith collected
a good purse for him; and when he had received the
money, he rapped on his box and said, “Pa-pa‘rh!
why don’t you come out and thank the gentlemen?”
Thereupon, there was a thump on the box from the
inside and up came the boy himself, who jumped
out and bowed to the assembled company. I have
never forgotten this strange trick, which I
subsequently heard could be done by the White Lily
sect, who probably got it from this source. “

“How are we to get up, father?” asked the boy;
whereupon the man said, “I have the means,” and
immediately proceeded to take from his box a
cord some tens of feet in length. This he carefully
arranged, and then threw one end of it high up
into the air where it remained as if caught by
something. He now paid out the rope which kept
going up higher and higher until the end he had
thrown up disappeared in the clouds and only a
short piece was left in his hands. 
 
Calling his son, he then explained that he himself
was too heavy, and, handing him the end of the
rope, bid him go up at once. The boy, however,
made some difficulty, objecting that the rope was
too thin to bear his weight up to such a height,
and that he would surely fall down and be killed;
upon which his father said that his promise had
been given and that repentance was now too late,
adding that if the peaches were obtained they
would surely be rewarded with a hundred ounces
of silver, which should be set aside to get the boy
a pretty wife. So his son seized the rope and
swarmed up, like a spider running up a thread of
its web; and in a few moments he was out of sight
in the clouds. 
 
 

Is this an illusion or does the boy actually go somewhere? If he goes somewhere, is it to Faerie or to the
Magical Realm? Is the method of traveling something to do with the cord (which would make it a magical item
capable of rituals the likes of which are not known to hermetic magic) or is the cord a misdirection? For
example is it a ritual that is being performed because it is a particular day in spring and in a particular location? 
Was the request to get the peaches something that was set up in advance?
 
If we think about Chinese sorcerers and peaches from Heaven of extraordinary size we are reminded of the
peaches of immortality stolen by the Monkey Spiri. Is this a very complicated way of providing longevity potions
to the men who give the hundred ounces of silver to the magician and his boy?
 
If magi hear of this trick, can they find it somewhere short of India? There are Indian communities found in
Socotra and Alexandria. If they have to travel to India, what will they find? The Romans had trade settlements
on the western coast of India, so it’s possible that a fragment of the Order of Mercury may remain there.

Plot hooks



Pu: The Invisible Priest
The reason I’ve decided to share
this one with the Ars Magica
fandom is that it shows what a
mundane person of slightly
greater than average
intelligence, and with no
understanding of Magic Theory,
can do to inconvenience a
magician. At the end is a spell
which, to me, seems familiar
from the Third Edition
investitures of Criamon magi.
 
The recording used in the
podcast was made by Gershwin
Kramer and released through
LibriVox into the public domain. 
 
 

through the power of making himself invisible, he
had his threshing-floor covered with a fine ash-dust,
so that at any rate his footsteps would be seen and
the servants could strike just above them. He then
inveigled Tan to the appointed spot, which he had
no sooner reached than Han’s servants began to
belabour him on all sides with leathern thongs. Tan
immediately became invisible, but his footprints
were clearly seen as he moved about hither and
thither to avoid the blows, and the servants went on
striking above them until finally he succeeded in
getting away.
 
Mr. Han then went home, and subsequently Tan
reappeared and told the servants that he could stay
there no longer, adding that before he went he
intended to give them all a feast in return for many
things they had done for him. And diving into his
sleeve he brought forth a quantity of delicious
meats and wines which he spread out upon the
table, begging them to sit down and enjoy
themselves. The servants did so, and one and all of
them got drunk and insensible upon which Tan
picked each of them up and stowed them away in
his sleeve.
 
When Mr. Han heard of this, he begged Tan to
perform some other trick; so Tan drew upon the
wall a city, and knocking at the gate with his hand it
was instantly thrown open. He then put inside it his
wallet and clothes, and stepping through the
gateway himself, waved his hand and bade Mr.
Han farewell. The city gates were now closed, and
Tan vanished from their sight.
 
It was said that he appeared again in Ch’ing-chou,
where he taught little boys to paint a circle on their
hands, and, by dabbing this on to another person’s
face or clothes, to imprint the circle on the place
thus struck without a trace of it being left behind
upon the hand.
 

Mr Han was a gentleman of good family, on very
intimate terms with a skilful Taoist priest and
magician named Tan, who, when sitting amongst
other guests, would suddenly become invisible. Mr.
Han was extremely anxious to learn this art, but
Tan refused all his entreaties, ” Not,” as he said, ”
because*! want to keep the secret for myself, but
simply as a matter of principle. To teach the
superior man would be well enough; others,
however, would avail themselves of such
knowledge to plunder their neighbours. There is no
fear that you would do this, though even you might
be tempted in certain ways.”
 
Mr. Han, finding all his efforts unavailing, flew into a
great passion, and secretly arranged with his
servants that they should give the magician a
sound beating; and, in order to prevent his escape



Eating Around Hermetic Limits
There’s a limit of knowledge in the act of
Hermetic creation. Although, as some
genius said on the forum, you don’t need to
know how many wrinkles there are on the
back of the ears of an elephant because
magic just fills in the details for you, you do
need to know that there is a thing called an
elephant. You also, I’d argue, have to have
some sort of concept of what an elephant is,
because Hermetic magic is practiced in at
least three languages, and spells are
copiable by literate mundanes, so Hermetic
Latin is not a sacred language transcending
the mortal sphere and designating specific
things in the Realm of Forms. A name is just
a signifier: it’s not a barcode for a vast
spiritual Ikea. So, this creates a practical limit
in Hermetic magic. You need to know of a
thing, and be able to concieve of it, in
discret, if not specific, terms.
 
Is it enough to have read the Bodlean
Besitary to make an elephant? Your saga
may vary, but I think it’s more fun to say that
if all you know about elephants is unicorns
like to gut them and they have an end on
their trunks like a shower rose, you deserve
to not be able to make one. Get a bit of tooth
or hide, and use a minor InAn spell, and you
are fine, though.
 
A long time ago I suggested that magi got
around this by having a Gastronomic
Society, run by House Jerbiton. Originally the
people who could make animals would get
together and demonstrate animals for each
other, so that they could each go away with
new discrete knowledges. It became a
gastronomers’ club when the magi
discovered their consortis were eating the
animals.

The first trick I missed was this: if a magus
was to spend vis to make the animal, its pelt
and bones could be distributed to the group.
This allows the group to send out little
subscruiption boxes to the people who could
not make it, perhaps for a fee. The meetings
might only make one animal permanent or
instant per feast, and all participants put in a
little vis to make this possible. The pelts can
also be used to overcome another little failure
of Hermetic magic: some shapeshifting spells
are far simpler if you have an item of clothing
made from the animal you are turning into.
Girdles of wolfskin and cloaks of raven
feathers are the prime examples. Regardless,
once you’ve recieved your subscription box,
and cast InAn on the contents, you can then
use a minor Cr(Re)An to make the
shapeshifting item.
 
The second trick is that if you have no idea
what an animal looks like, there’s not a lot to
stop someone putting anything in your
mouth, beyond the usual precautions magi
take against poinson. What if an infernalist
puts some human flesh in the ragout? What
if the subscription boxes contain infernally
tainted teeth?
 
Finally, the collected contents of the
subscription boxes become realia collections.
Might the magi seek the lost cabinet of the
President of this Society? With dozens of the
samples, it would aid the studies of some
magi markedly.
 
Two creaturess in Realms of Power:
Infernal might make suitable foes for the
Gastronomic Society. Gourmand the Sweet
Toothed is weaker, and is on pages 70-71 and
Baal-peor , the lord of ceaseless consumption
and defecation, is on pages 50-51.



Basilisks
There’s a limit of knowledge in the act of
Hermetic creation. Although, as some
genius said on the forum, you don’t need to
know how many wrinkles there are on the
back of the ears of an elephant because
magic just fills in the details for you, you do
need to know that there is a thing called an
elephant. You also, I’d argue, have to have
some sort of concept of what an elephant is,
because Hermetic magic is practiced in at
least three languages, and spells are
copiable by literate mundanes, so Hermetic
Latin is not a sacred language transcending
the mortal sphere and designating specific
things in the Realm of Forms. A name is just
a signifier: it’s not a barcode for a vast
spiritual Ikea. So, this creates a practical limit
in Hermetic magic. You need to know of a
thing, and be able to concieve of it, in
discret, if not specific, terms.
 
Is it enough to have read the Bodlean
Besitary to make an elephant? Your saga
may vary, but I think it’s more fun to say that
if all you know about elephants is unicorns
like to gut them and they have an end on
their trunks like a shower rose, you deserve
to not be able to make one. Get a bit of tooth
or hide, and use a minor InAn spell, and you
are fine, though.
 
A long time ago I suggested that magi got
around this by having a Gastronomic
Society, run by House Jerbiton. Originally the
people who could make animals would get
together and demonstrate animals for each
other, so that they could each go away with
new discrete knowledges. It became a
gastronomers’ club when the magi
discovered their consortis were eating the
animals.

The first trick I missed was this: if a magus
was to spend vis to make the animal, its pelt
and bones could be distributed to the group.
This allows the group to send out little
subscruiption boxes to the people who could
not make it, perhaps for a fee. The meetings
might only make one animal permanent or
instant per feast, and all participants put in a
little vis to make this possible. The pelts can
also be used to overcome another little failure
of Hermetic magic: some shapeshifting spells
are far simpler if you have an item of clothing
made from the animal you are turning into.
Girdles of wolfskin and cloaks of raven
feathers are the prime examples. Regardless,
once you’ve recieved your subscription box,
and cast InAn on the contents, you can then
use a minor Cr(Re)An to make the
shapeshifting item.
 
The second trick is that if you have no idea
what an animal looks like, there’s not a lot to
stop someone putting anything in your
mouth, beyond the usual precautions magi
take against poinson. What if an infernalist
puts some human flesh in the ragout? What
if the subscription boxes contain infernally
tainted teeth?
 
Finally, the collected contents of the
subscription boxes become realia collections.
Might the magi seek the lost cabinet of the
President of this Society? With dozens of the
samples, it would aid the studies of some
magi markedly.
 
Two creaturess in Realms of Power:
Infernal might make suitable foes for the
Gastronomic Society. Gourmand the Sweet
Toothed is weaker, and is on pages 70-71 and
Baal-peor , the lord of ceaseless consumption
and defecation, is on pages 50-51.


