
Hello, my name is Aylward Reinhold, yes that is my birth name. My family has been hunted down, changed or killed because of my destiny. You see I am what people would call a “will-worker” a “mage”. I can work magic. I know most of you can’t believe that. Magic isn’t real, science have proven that. That is what the technocratic union, wants you to believe. Their “vision” is to wipe out any and all of my kind. We make their world “unsafe”. They hunt us down, killing us in ways that are brutal and quick. They find our families and use them as bait, to end us. I can bend the world to what I want it to be, with in reasons however. The world of reason as main mage weaker, and any actions we take of great power and change will “come back” to haunt us. There is a school of thought from the “Neo-pagan” and “Neo-Wicca” belief that states: “What magic Thou do returns three fold to thee”. This is truer for us that can truly change the way the world moves around us. When “reality” (or what sleepers since as such) snaps back, much like a rubber band that is pulled to tight. The strong the pull we make on the world around us, the strong the “snap back” will be, sometimes with very PAINFUL issues. Many of us, even myself as one of those that is counted in that, use magic that can be “explained” away, slowly changing the world with a touch here or a move there, push it to our own thoughts of how the world should be. Even with such we are always have to deal with “men in black” coming down on a mage, for changing there sight of the world. Now that you know about my world, let me explain how I became awaken and how I see this world that you call yours.

I was born in a family of witches, what most call Wiccans or Pagans. They practiced their form of “magic”, as it had been past down from my grandmother to my mother then down to my sisters and me. Thought to them what they did was magic it was anything but. They would chant and go sky clad dancing around a bonfire, singing songs to Mother earth and father sky, or whatever other gods they wanted to call. They would cut themselves, bleeding over a picture or would burn candles, but there magic, though strong, is not my magic, they can never turn a vampire into a lawn chair, however when I do it, there is paradox to hit me again, so I stand there and “wish” for things that can be done, or see as happenstances. The mind is one of the strongest ways to make even our magic work, which is why we are called “will workers”. Though I miss the greatly, I know that in there own ways with their “Static magic” they were just as much of a danger to the Union as I am, thought I can change the world, and end up dead. They could make things happen that was out of the normal, therefore it seemed that I was the next step in the world of “magic”. Ever since I was a small boy, I had dreams, powerful ones, but not nightmares but it was always the same, a voice “golden” (sometimes my use of the English language fails me when trying to discuss this) sweet and pure, but powerful, calling my name, as I got older more of the same but not only a voice but a hand would reach out saying “take my hand, be enlighten”. Thought in those dreams I never took the hand, “odd” or “quirky” things happen to me. Flowers that were not close to blooming, would bloom, grass would grow after I cut it. (However I had to say it was odd enough to sit on the lawn for a few minutes and asking the lawn if it was ok to cut it) there would be a voice sometimes that would actually answer me, telling me it was ok. In junior high and high school I would be in the same class with a girl and could tell that she was on her period. Three times I could tell that a girl was pregnant the day after she had been with a guy. It was close to then, my sophomore year that I came to awaken fully.
My Awakening:


As I said I keep having those dreams, the hand reaching out for my own, telling me to take it. I had been reading books and such on how to “control” dreams, though my friends in the dream speakers would tell me those books are about as useful trying to fix your own car with a book that is written in Japanese and you speak only English. However, one fall night my mind let me reach out and take the hand that had been offered so many times before. After that, the dream went on, thought most of it wasn’t anything major, well it was but hard to put into words, the biggest was that I could see nine spheres, all flowing around me then one at a time each one of them passed through my body, each time this happen more and more things became clear to me, the world had become clear to me. There is a myth or so it’s called written out by Plato, call the myth of the cave. In such it is told that the we are all chain to chairs and walls watching what we believe to be the real world, but a few of us, the chains fall to our sides and we move from a chair free to move around, and in doing so we see that the world we have been watching is nothing but shadows on the walls, so we go and search for where these pictures come from. In doing so we are brought out into the world of light, we ourselves become enlighten (that is where the term came from) then in this we delight in these things but then we look and see our family, friends, brothers and sisters of humanity still trapped in the this world of shadows, so we go back, to save them, to show them the enlightenment, but they disbelieve, or do worst, fight us, beat us down, so we leave them, or we stay and fight against those we try to save from the shadows. The other dangers are we become stale or static losing our own enlightenment, and then fall back into the world of shadows forgetting. THIS is how my life is. Fighting day and night to bring the world of shadows into the world of light. Not to long after this, my father decided to send me to a school off away from there home, there I meet my mentor in the arts, and in life magic, my mother, my sister, my lover, the bearer of my first child, bring it into the world of light, and the tradition of the Verbena. 

I stayed with her through out my high school years and then into my years in college. She wished me to be a man of worldly knowledge as well. Though I sometimes fear that her brought and end to her own being. Though I had already mastered the art of (control), surprises and even “tricks” of the “men in black” can make even an archmagi fall and his power flare. In my case it cased the union to come down hard on the chantry that took two lifetimes to build, on a node that had more powers than I thought would ever fill again, in one “mistake” it seem to have cost me so much, but I learn and move on, my daughter, and my lover killed, the node drained by powers that were greater than I could ever see possible. I moved on, for life does end and we do die. It is a fact that I have come to not only understand but also completely take as my own thoughts and feelings. Now I live, forever moving to a greater goal, to a cause that I feel will make or break me if you will. 
What I believe:

 
Mother earth and father sky show all I need to believe in, that in the world, life is but a circle that forever thought changes does stay the same. That with magic comes a chance to make life, and when life is born, magic will surely live on. I believe that each person, each mage, should be given a chance, I believe in the power of life, however I believe in the power of love as well. That for life to be at it strongest, that love needs to be there, for love has made everything stronger, or completely destroyed it all. Life is the greatest cause to fight and die, love is the second, together; it becomes an all of nothing game. I believe that only truly coming together, the nine “holders” of the spheres, the hollow ones the smaller groups, only when we can come under one house and one accord and one thought, even for a split second, then and only then will the “tenth” sphere show itself. ONLY then will we be able to end this war of ascension, and truly become able to shape the world and change it for the best. I am young, but not so young that I know that with work come power, but with power needs to have more than double the wisdom. In such, I will work for wisdom, and power, and through it all make sure that the circle of life moves through me, that I help make the world full, and that magic happens. Thought sickness has taken my body from me, my strength has never been in body, as it as been in my will. I am part of the lifeweavers those of us that believe that in all magic there is a whole, and in all magi (both awaken and static) there are chances for change. I look at the world through two sets of new eyes, those that have been awaken, like in a dream, and though those look at magic at a base level and then the upper level and wonder if they can ever meet. Powerful issue would come to the union the day that we can join static magic and awaken magic.
      My magic is myself tapping into the energies of mother earth herself, that she has left her children ways to touch her physically, and in doing so, it allows them to us her energy to do her works... the world that we see, is held together by strings, that are loose, each string is a part of the pattern of known magic, will you pull some of the strings together they form new bows and knots that changes the way things were... smaller the bow the smaller the magic is uses. There are places where it’s harder to find those strings, and therefore those are places that make it easier for us to have reality hit us. Where as in nature, we are closer to the mother, in cities were mankind is destroying what the mother has given us, we have to work to touch her. Mothers power, is about life, not death, thought death does happen, it isn’t my right to take a life, or even harm a life, thought the goddess understands that sometimes I need to harm someone to keep her children safe, even if it’s me. Thought I could never take a life or a mortal, however thought at are against her plan, those walking dead, and monsters in sheep’s clothing (vampires, and demons) are not hers and therefore are not under that law. When it comes to how reality, my magic is a gentle pulling of things that normal could happen or would happen, though it sound like static magic, that isn’t the case, because magic is more natural then reason, though most sleepers wouldn’t understand that. To pull those strings and make reality see that what they are doing is wrong that they have taking this earth and this life and turned it all around is wrong, and by going back to nature and going back to growth and life, more and more will be awakened and reason will fall away yet again.  
 Where does it come from? My magic comes from mother earth and father sky, for they are the bringers of life and my magic is an exertion of that life. 

How is it achieved? There are different ways, when I working with the works of mind, and life, which are the ones that I work the most at, and hardest at, I work them most the time in using them together. I use my athamay (a ritual knife) and the blood that is from my body. For the athamay are the actions of my mind working to magic, and the blood is the sacrifice. When using the power of controlling the chaos, and the strings, of such use two Chinese mediation balls, the movement, of the balls in my hands is taking those that would roll where the fates are, and move them the way they needed to be run, for a moment of time. Prime, that is a new area, that I am not as use to, for the most all I can feel is the magic that flows in a person, each person as some, those most are sleepers, to touch the world of the prime, I have a piece of hematite, lets me touch the strings of prime to since the magic in a person, with the powers of life and mind behind it, it takes some work, and the stone is covered in my blood to make it easier. 
What is the character's/Avatar's essence?  I am one that is seeking, looking for answers, and when answer comes there are 10 more questions that come to me. The first part of the word “question” is Quest, in such I am always questing for answers in the world. 
How much contact has the character already had with his avatar? I use to have dreams, for many years about a voice and a hand asking to me to take her hand and be awake, when in my dreams I took her hand, I was awaken to the world of magic. Those after those nights I have less dreams about mother earth, I went on a seeking for her. To find her, it took time, and work, and pain that is born some times, she doesn’t come to tea or help in the garden, but there times when I see her in my gardening with a look of being pleased and one of friendly guiding. She led me here, through a dream and through a vision, to find a home, make a family and with my seeds to fill the world with life.
What form does the Avatar take? When I went on my Seeking, she didn’t know appear as I normally see her, she was as tree, her roots deep in the umbra, her branches reaching up to father sky, spirits all around her. Thought that have been born and passed on weighting for rebirth, and those new soul that come budding out of her blooms.

 How does the character see the Avatar? Most the times, in dreams or visions, she appears in my eyes, as a woman very beautiful with child, not to far from giving birth glowing as a woman does when she is with child, her eyes shine like a grateful lover, thankful for this gift. 
How does the character feel about his Avatar? She is a mother, and a teacher, I know she is not the “true” mother earth, but she is a close, as I will get in this life, in this form. She has came to me to teach me, to make me go to the next level, where I can dance and be with the mother in her garden.
Has the character experienced a seeking? I have been in states of dreaming, or states of slipping in the world of spirits and going for answers to questions. 
What does the Avatar want to teach the character? I am only guessing but I am guessing that she is trying to teach me that life and power of creation is more important than self, that there a world that is full of magic if given the chance. 
What past incarnations does the Avatar have to share? Thought I am not sure, I have seen flashes of her as mystical creatures, a centaur, then there is fawn, dancing in the gardens of life. Finally the woman I have seen in my seekings. 
My Avatar

      The voice that would come to me in my dream finally took light when I was able to take her hand. The ideal of the goddess, in my own eyes, the way she would move, look, speak. As a mother that is always with child, as a lover, ready for an embrace that is so warm and inviting. She is in a changing state, from the mother of children to the woman of love, from a tree of life, to a mystic beast I have seen her in many forms, he willingness to teach me, too push me beyond myself to the points of pain and confusion to find the truth that is out there.
