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​Official Coterie Publication


​Disclaimer; 

This reproduction is as close to the original text as determined by the church of the Coterie. Much of the original text is still missing. If you have any questions about the material within, please talk with your local Coterie Ministry. 

I have included other texts, from previously unreleased texts from the Coterie Library. These texts are being added into the Ministry as it brings a closer, more true representation of our religion from the original sacred texts.
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​The Covenant of the Architect

A Sacred Testament to Cosmic Order, Destruction, and Redemption

​Forward

A letter from the late Coterie Viceroy Chamberleen. It was written prior to his assassination in response to reading the final draft before publication. Portions of this book were performed at the funeral rite. Raed Hojiej and the publication team found that it would be important to share the Viceroy’s final thoughts on the sacred texts on the faith he dedicated his life to spreading to the world. Please take his words in as we all have in remembrance for his sacrifice.


The times we live in are certainly uncertain. Every new day brings a new challenge. In our everyday lives each one of us has been noticing more and more the importance of faith and belief is needed. Faith in ourselves; faith in the Architect; faith in your fellow neighbor. 




Our communities have been plagued by violent transgressors. It is not upon us to respond in kind but rather find a common ground from which we can build a dialogue and show them the path toward the embracement of the Pale Lady. In this all is forgiven, all is right, and all is at peace. 




Fear of these growing terroristic threats from enchanted communities have increased. But they are not to be feared, they should be celebrated and looked upon as a closer connection to the first conduit. It is in others that we can see the true spark of the cosmic blueprint. This not to mean we should ignore the violence from those that are not willing to embrace the Lady’s favor, or the decadent dance from the Gentleman. As I mentioned earlier we are in a place where faith and belief will change the world forever.




There have been theories of this Artificial Intelligence that was online recently. It is still unknown if it had truly awakened or if it was merely man’s attempt at becoming the Architect and blasphemously crossing onto the Architects playground. For it is not on us to understand or even fathom the concept of His Cosmic Blueprint. 




As you experience all this world has, as you begin to feel overwhelmed, anxious or lost. These are words and the covenant we have created with the Architect, and it is in these words that we shall be forgiven and saved. 




Registered Enchanted and Coterie Theologian Raed Hojiej has created a masterful, and artistic translation of the Covenant. This single volume may bring the truth of the light back into your lives, and help spread the words of grace as you re-embrace your faith with this edition. 




I had the distinct pleasure to meet this talented author, and what he has here is nothing short of a miracle, it is as though the Architect and the have spoken through him to bring us that much closer to the conduit. And although we don’t hold it against him that he is enchanted, we embrace the vision he has brought to us all. This book has quickly become the authoritative version of our Covenant with the Architect, and our embrace of the Pale Lady herself. 



These stories, these rituals, all of which are still practiced to this day within the Coterie Ministry are a guiding light to those who are lost, those who are scared, and those who are unfortunate. Raed Hojiej, has brought us all back to the covenant. Enjoy this modern interpretation of our founding text. 





​
Preface 

Hearken, Children of the Veil, to this eternal canticle of celestial design and inevitable ruin. Born of fevered dreams, solemn incantations, and cosmic revelation, this Sacred Text sets forth our divine blueprint. 

Here, the Architect—a harsh, altruistic deity who governs through uncompromising order—presides over a pantheon whose voices all contribute to the eternal covenant. 

May these verses guide the faithful in reverence and ritual, attuning their hearts to the sacred interplay of order, chaos, and redemption.

Into this world we do pray, simple conduits we may be, to thee we rejoice and forsaken those from the frey.
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​Obsecration of the Pale Lady

The Genesis of Sacred Ritual and Mortal Communion




O Pale Lady, gentle emissary of dawn’s quiet hope, stir within us the courage to traverse the line between our ephemeral lives and the eternal unknown. Unveil your sacred mystery, that our souls might be bathed in the soft light of creation.



​The Origin of Forbidden Radiance

In the beginning, before sound or light, When the void was but an endless darkness, the Architect inscribed destiny upon the very fabric of eternity. This ancient blueprint was not recorded on parchment but etched directly into the cosmos with inks of starlight and shadow. Every line pulsed with the dark heartbeat of creation, a measured chaos that interwoven precise order with untamed mystery.


Darkened sky opened to reveal mystifying celestial signs: • A spectral line, promising the arrival of a force equal in might—one whose cruel beauty would mirror the Architect’s own relentless power. • A shadowed phrase hinting at opulence tempered with ruthless will. • A crimson mark, echoing mortal passion and the scarlet destiny that fate inscribed upon every living breath. • A fleeting sigil, shrouded in enigma, destined to devour and transmute every hidden sin.



These sigils were not mere decorations but seeds of transformation, dormant yet thrumming with the promise of an inevitable cosmic reckoning.

From the primordial spark; a luminous echo amid the vast dark, rose the Pale Lady. Neither subordinate nor accidental, she emerged as an equal to the Architect, a being of spectral beauty whose form shifted between delicate vulnerability and stark, fierce intensity. Cloaked in forbidden radiance, she embodied a paradox: a potent blend of tender ecstasy and merciless sorrow. As the divine caress of desire intertwined with the harsh logic of creation, a dark covenant was born. The Architect and the Pale Lady; lovers, comrades, and rivals in equal measure—jointly ignited the celestial design, binding every mountain, every fleeting whisper of wind, to their inscrutable will. The very essence of the cosmic space is twisted, manipulated, made by design. Their glory, their majesty reaching to each edge of the unknown carrying this covenant.

In the wake of their union, from those margins of destiny, A figure emerged known as the Conduit; a chosen vessel not marred by flaw but refined by divine necessity. The Conduit was tasked with channeling the splintered desires of primordial forces, becoming the living testament to the eternal mandate inscribed within the cosmic blueprint. Each mortal trial, every act of fervent longing, resonated with the pulse of that first radiant spark. In silent duty, the Conduit bore witness to the most profound truth: that all creation was orchestrated by a deliberate, chaotic design, and every soul, in its own way, served as a note in the grand symphony of existence; ebb and flow forever changing.

Thus, the Forbidden Radiance was immortalized; A mythic guide to the people, etched in starlight and shadow. Under twilight skies, communities gather in sacred rituals that echo this eternal dance between order and chaos. Murals depicting the intertwining forces of the Architect and the Pale Lady adorn sanctuaries, their images a reminder that every act of passion or despair is a deliberate stroke in the celestial design.

​[PLATE 1]

In every whispered chant and each artful movement, the faithful are reminded that they are the conduits of a vast, eternal legacy. They embrace the fervor of creation and the sting of inevitable transformation, knowing that within them lies the spark of the divine; a spark that, like the forbidden radiance of the Pale Lady, burns with both beauty and cruelty.

The blueprint calls each soul to honor the duality of existence; to recognize that the tapestry of life is woven from the threads of both tender ecstasy and the relentless, transformative power of chaos. In this embrace of opposites, the people find their purpose: to perpetuate the legacy of a cosmic covenant that binds the mortal and the divine in one eternal, mysterious dance.

​The Lover and the Cosmic Partner

The union between the Architect and the Pale Lady is not painted in the simplistic tones of mortal romance. Rather, it is a woven tapestry of nuanced power and exquisite tension. The Architect, meticulous, calculating, and transcendent in his command over the blueprint, sees in the Pale Lady a mirror of his own mysterious complexity. 

In her, he finds an ally attuned to the wild pulse of chaos, a force that disrupts the rigid confines of order with elegant seduction. Their love is at once creative and destructive, tender yet uncompromising—a cosmic pas de deux in which every whispered promise births a new reality and every caress etches the potential for both ecstasy and doom.

The Pale Lady embodies both the seductive allure of the divine and the cruelty that sometimes accompanies desire. invoking her is to invite a presence that can both heal and shatter with beauty as luminous as starlight and cruelty as inevitable as the collapse of a dying star. She reminds the conduit that within the embrace of divine love lies an innate peril: giving into the wonders of creation might also lead to a reckoning with its darker, harsh truths.

​A Dance with Forbidden Desire

We, the faithful, call upon the Pale Lady during sacred ritual, inviting a living memory of the cosmic love that birthed worlds. The incantations weave her story into each verse, evoking the sensual rhythm of a passion that defies the cold precision of the Architect’s other designs. The sweet fragrance of wilted roses mingles with the bitter notes of midnight wine, forming a symbolic libation to her dual nature. In that fleeting moment, the conduit experiences the rapture of yielding to a force that can elevate them into the realms of divine ecstasy—or plunge them into the depths of their own undoing.

By channeling the Pale Lady, one taps into the creative energy of the universe, a force that nurtures and dismembers with equal intensity. It is in this precise, paradoxical dance of love and danger that her true gift is revealed: the ability to be both muse and mediator, the living echo of a divine union that continues to reshape all that exists. 

Her dance is not without risk, but the rewards presented, the sensation of writing the cosmic blueprint is a worthy price for any conduit willing to completely embrace the Pale Lady’s essence.

​[Plate 2]

​The Pale Lady’s Sensuous Invocation

In a sanctum softly illuminated by candlelit shadows and swathed in the scent of night-blooming jasmine, a ritual unfolds as an intimate dialogue between mortal longing and divine allure. Here, the gathered initiates, their hearts steeped in a paradox of desire and cautious reverence, form a slow, deliberate circle around an ancient altar. The air vibrates with whispered verses and the gentle rustle of silk, each sound a subtle heartbeat of the approaching mystery.


Oh, luminous specter of desire, Pale Lady of the veiled dawn, ——through the threads of longing and the whispers of——Let thy essence entwine ——as silk upon skin, awaken the fire that slumbers in the shadowed depths of our souls. ——-the chalice of secrets , the touch of vulnerability, We offer thee our ——, trembling yet unyielding, To dance in the fertile chaos of creation’s embrace. Come forth, bearer of ecstasy and sorrow, And weave thy presence into the tapestry of our being.



As the incantations rise, accompanied by the delicate strains of a single, plaintive melody, the Pale Lady manifests; a spectral vision clad in flowing, gossamer fabrics that catch the light like the soft hue of blushing dawn. Her presence is both a whisper of tender ecstasy and a promise of inescapable sorrow. Fear is nowhere here, but the sweet anticipation of her embrace is all around. In this liminal space, she seems to caress the very air, her movements evoking the graceful intermingling of passion.

The initiates, guided by the ancient rites, offer tokens of their inner selves: a gentle brush of fingertips as they exchange symbolic gestures, a shared chalice passed amongst them filled with a potion of myrrh and honey that signifies both the sweetness and sting of unspoken secrets. Each subtle touch and softened glance speaks of a primordial union,an echo of a time when creation's first sparks were kindled by an embrace that blurred the line between flesh and spirit.

The initiates continue this meditation of unity as a personal journey until they reach a point where the bliss of her grace is evoked within. The unity of one becomes two as the initiates embrace each other's subtleties, engorging their need for vulnerability to her cosmic grace.

​Pale Lady’s Curious Embrace

Within the luminous margins of the cosmic blueprint, the Pale Lady finds herself irresistibly drawn to the singular spark that is the Conduit, a mortal vessel inscribed with both the meticulous precision of the Architect’s design and a raw, emergent humanity that defies complete control. For her, the Conduit is not merely an instrument; it is a living, breathing enigma. It embodies the beautiful chaos of mortal experience, a blend of longing, loss, and a fierce will to live that stands in stark contrast to the cold, calculated lines of divine architecture, driven at the heart of sensuality, and intimacy.

She is captivated by the delicate imperfection and vulnerability inherent in the human spirit. Here, on this unassuming mortal plane, resides the capacity for infinite emotion; a vulnerability that allows for both exultant joy and soul crushing despair. In these subtle oscillations between hope and sorrow, she sees echoes of her own dual nature: divine allure intertwined with inevitable cruelty. Just as the Architect has seen in her undying nature, she in-turn, witnesses the same within the conduits. A curiosity to bring us closer to the veil itself.

The Pale Lady regards the Conduit as a living bridge between two worlds, a nexus where the architectonic order of cosmic design collides with the unpredictable pulse of life. In quiet, almost imperceptible moments during the continuance of the sacred rituals, she approaches these vessels with a grace that is both tender and transformative. It is in the brief interchange of glances, the soft murmur of incantations, and the quiet intensity of their shared presence that she seeks to understand the hidden language of mortal desire. In doing so, she hopes to decipher the mysteries that ripple beneath the surface of human existence. 

The Pale Lady's manifestation is felt as a delicate yet powerful aura. Amid the softly glowing incense and the rhythmic cadence of whispered spells, she hovers close to the Conduit. Her touch, barely more than a wisp of caress, ignites a shudder deep within the vessel, an awakening of memories and dormant dreams. In that charged moment, she becomes both lover and ethereal. The Conduit, in turn, is left with the indelible impression of a higher power, one that challenges them to rise above the simplicity of a predetermined existence and to embrace the full paradox of their intertwined fate.

In the deep twilight of antiquity, amidst flickering candlelight and the soft murmur of ancient hymns, the initiates gathered. As seekers trembling between mortal weakness and divine longing, they invoked the Pale Lady; her luminous presence opened the gateway to cosmic mysteries.

Hymn of ———Covenant


In the hush of forgotten dusk, where candleflames murmur soft secrets, We, trembling as fragile petals in a midnight breeze, Come together—souls drawn like moths to a spectral glow— Calling forth the Pale Lady, whose light is both a promise and a peril.

Oh, luminous spirit of desire, reveal your silken mystery, Entwine your essence with our yearning hearts, Let our pulses merge in the quiet cadence ———, Where every whispered sigh is a step into the forbidden dance.

Beneath the silent gaze of those eternal ——-, Our hearts are inked with the first secret of creation— A cipher etched in shadows and star-dust, Marking our souls with the delicate ——destiny.

—-—trembling space 'twixt ecstasy and despair, Our flesh and spirit swirl like a slow, insidious waltz, Each touch a fleeting echo of the cosmic blueprint, Unfolding the mystery of our intertwined fate.

Oh, radiant keeper of the dusky veil, lead us where desire and sorrow merge, Wrap us in the clandestine arms of night’s eternal song, For in that sacred union, every heartbeat becomes a hymn To the profound, perilous beauty of our shared becoming.

As starlight kisses the rim of endless night, Our voices fade into a secret hymn, sealed by the divine— A covenant of silent, unyielding yearning, Forever echoing in the depths of creation’s clandestine embrace.
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