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The passionate flames of Fire
are smothered and quenched by the chill of the Negative
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TAKEN AS IT FROM THE MIMIR SITE

COMPILED BY FRANCOIS MERSCH

Ahoy, Portalskippers !

Me old chiv Voilá! gave me the rattle as he reckoned I could give you the best whispers on the plane of Ash. And he was probably right.
Me name's Efka Farstrider, and I've been banging about this part of the multiverse for as long as tanar'ri teeth. Longer than some of the factions have been in your Cage, that's a cert. I remember the Great Upheaval...it ain't often that something from Spiretown makes waves out this far, I'll tell you that for free.
But I'm meandering. You want to hear about Ash. I know it like the back of my hand. In fact, the back of my hand looks a lot like Ash. But then that's because I'm dead. No, don't get all morbid on me, I rather like it. I'm deader than dead. Undead, you call it, eh? Surprised? We're not all rapacious ghouls, mindless zombies or ravishing vampiresses, you know. Some of the wights I know are quite normal. Well, as normal as a shambling decaying talking corpse can be...you could almost call some of them friendly.
And before you ask just because I'm dead, it doesn't mean my chant's out of date too. 'Fact, I've done a lot more exploring since my (un)death set in; indeed, the Lower Elemental Planes are a hefty sight more friendly to your constitution if you ain't got one. Best thing I ever did was die. I heartily recommend it, portalskippers...
The Basics
A glancing look at the plane, its physical conditions, and vital chant you'll need to know if you're fool enough to come here.
The Sky and Ground

A distinction between the two doesn't exist. Little like Earth, Ash is a solid plane, though it's less stony and easier to tunnel through. Be warned, though, that the ash collapses with ease. As the plane overlaps with the neighbouring elements, the consistency changes considerably; near Vacuum, the ash thins out until it becomes a cloud of cinders.
The Light

Ash is a dim plane, though it's considerably better off than the rest of the Lower Elementals. Ash is lit by the dull glow of cinders and dying coals; a sickly red radiance at best in the brighter areas. Nearer to the Negative all light is muted further until freezing dead ash is all there is. Here, it's black as pitch.
The Locals

Ash mephits and negative quasi-elementals are the dominant forms of life here. Creatures of Ash seem dour and miserable, even by Inner Planar standards, in stark contrast to the excitable creatures of Fire. Some cutters suggest that the dampening down of Flame caused by the Negative has also extinguished a spark of life in these beasts, rendering them unable to feel emotions like joy and love. After spending time on Ash, most explorers who survive come away feeling thoroughly miserable about the whole experience. 'Course, that might just be because it's not a very nice place to visit. With an unenviable choice between scorching embers and freezing ash, a berk would be forgiven for disliking it here.
The Laws

The laws on Ash are few and far between. Both ash mephits and quasi elementals look unfavourably upon bashers who kill members of their own race (but not the other's; there never was love lost between 'em). Theft of planar material is also a big taboo, but when was the last time any sane sod tried to steal cartfuls of ash? It ain't a problem, berk. Just because nothing else is illegal here, doesn't mean the natives are impossible to annoy, though -- far from it. The tempers of ash creatures are legendary; one false move and they flare up like rekindled fires, burning as hot as the angriest efreet.
The Hazards
The chill of Ash is the main thing a visitor's got to worry about. If she ain't protected from cold by magic, the numbing chill will take its toll [2d6 hps per turn]. Fiery creatures suffer far more, and even magic won't save 'em. Mage powder, Negative pockets and deathly sludge are other dangers of the plane [see Inner Planes, p110-111 for the dark].
The Magic
Fire spells don't work here without a key, and as fire can't be sustained without an atmosphere, only instantaneous fire spells will have much effect anyway. Spell keys here are the burned remains of spell components.
The Gravity
Gravity is a subjective thing here. Whichever way you perceive it, it finds you, so a canny cutter can walk along the walls, floor, or ceiling of tunnels -- well, of course those words stop meaning things then. However, when he comes to a burg, the prevailing gravity depends on where the inhabitants planned it. Funny thing, gravity...
Locations on Ash
Burgs and sites that a traveller might stumble across whilst crossing the wastes, should she be lucky...
Ammet Han'sha 

(by Chris Murphy)
In a relatively nice (which means only near-unbearable) spot in the Inner Plane of Ash, a body can find the very well defended fortress-city of Ammet Han'sha. It's a particularly odd place, mainly because of the bizarre ash-ships (which look like rather large, thin, wooden wedges seemingly floating through the ash) that grind slowly away from the large, grey walled burg, but also because of its inhabitants, the Tem'mati. 

See, the tem'mati (the singular is tem'mat) are a splinter group of githzerai who somehow got to the plane of Ash a very long time ago. They look pretty much like normal githzerai (except for the grey skin that all Tem'mati have), but the similarities end there.
The city itself is large, housing several thousand tem'mati within its walls. The city was constructed on a huge cinder that is very near to a pocket of Water. It is completely surrounded by walls, about twenty feet in length. The buildings inside are very bland and boring, everything about the city is stark and build for function. 
Another obvious thing about Ammet Han'sha is that the tem'mati are as chaotic as the githzerai, if not more so. The population is divided into five different Guilds, which completely govern its members but has no control whatsoever over members of other Guilds. There is no central government at all. As you could imagine, disputes (and often outright violence, the tem'mati aren't as loyal to each other as the githzerai) are very common. The city is in a constant state of anarchy, with all the Guilds arguing and fighting over everything. Its a wonder that they still co-operate, all the Guilds have to, or they will effectively die out. 

Each Guild has its own areas of expertise and its own duties. The Warriors Guild, the most respected Guild (with the possible exception of the Travellers), is in charge of defending Ammet Han'sha. All its members, male or female, are trained from birth how to fight, lead troops, defend a structure, and other such things to make them totally dedicated to keeping their city safe. The Hunters Guild is in charge of feeding the tem'mati. They go out and kill other things living in the wastes of Ash, and are quite good at it. The Observers Guild is in charge of keeping records and distributing food. The Travellers Guild is in charge with exploring the rest of the plane of Ash, the rest of the planes, and trading with other peoples. A small group of Travellers, the Ash-Treaders, have managed to guide huge, wooden ships through the ash psionically. Nobody really knows how they do it, but it is a very great asset to the Tem'mati's well being. The last Guild (and often thought of as least) is the Caretakers Guild. These poor sods have to take care of the buildings and the city itself, and try to keep order. Given the wall the tem'mati are, "keeping order" means stopping riots. 
This city is a blessing to travellers, if you can get past the tem'mati's natural xenophobia. The city has quite a few portals and other ways out, and they can take you to more hospitable, if still fairly isolated, places. Also, if you can somehow convince an Ash-Treader to let you on his ship, you can go to other places in the plane. Why you would want to, is anyone's guess, but in case you did, I hear they really like metal (its kinda rare out there)......
Ashes to Ashes 

(by Joshua Jarvis)
Everyone knows of the Dustmen's burgs on the negative material planes, but few realize the dead have negative quasiplanar burgs as well. Ashes to Ashes is just such a burg. It's a place origionally set aside to study the effects of cremation on death. After all, who knows how the cycle of true death is affected if the body is burned? This burg is more of a fortress since everything in town is set within a single building. The building is a monumental crematorium made from ashes of the dead that have hardened like stone. Inside the place bodies from the mortuary that seem too appropriate to their studies to dump into the Plane of Fire itself are delivered, including mindless undead who broke the dead pact and those who died truely yet their soul hovers about the body as undead (note, these undead do give permission first so the pact isn't broken, or so they believe) to study how burning changes the cycle of death.
Cinder Mines 

(by Jon Winter)
Nearer to Fire than most bashers feel comfortable are the Cinder Mines, broiling hot tunnels carved deep into the Ash where glowing shards of everburning fire can be found. These sparks are treasured by the creatures of Ash that prefer heat to cold as they make life a little less unbearable when a basher's got to move through the more frigid regions of the plane. Take them too close to the Negative, however, and they'll be burned out. 

Precious though these shards are (and they're used as currency on Ash by creatures who have need of such a thing) the Cinder Mines are very dangerous. Dug into the ash itself, (and despite the fact gravity here is subjective) they're very prone to collapse. Tons of burning embers landing on a berk's head never was the best way to improve on's health, and while the natives can usually tunnel their way free easily enough, the crushing shock of a collapse can easily kill an unprepared cutter. Add to that marauding packs of hungry rast and ash mephits looking to steal shards from miners and you've got a nasty combination. Explore with care!
Cindrek

 (by Asmos Kithkin)
Character: 

Cindrek is about the only large town you can find on the plane of Ash that's been established by humans. It's rather dull looking, yet the people reflect the nature of Ash itself: Live greatly and then die out. You see, ashes have only so long to live. They start out as embers of a fire, burning fiercely. When the fire goes however, the ashes die out, becoming cold and lifeless. Such is the life of the natives. These people try living life to its fullest, for one day, our flames will all die down. 
Ruler: 

Halowick Emberson (Planar / male ash genasi / F13 -M9 / CN) is the ruler of this town. Few would challenge him, especially since most are busy making the most of their life. Emberson doesn't enforce absolute law, as life is too short to be boring. Instead, he tries to make sure nobody gets hurt in their constant revelry.
Description: 

Cindrek is a fair sized city with a few thousand people in it. The natives are primarily human, more sociable ash genasi and sartarin ruvoka, but others that can survive the plane come here as well. The ash genasi usually sell tools and crafts from their homeplane to travellers, but they sometimes get better results trading with wizards. After all, if you want magical components, where else would you go but the inner planes? That's my motto. Do it right or don't do it at all. The houses here are well reinforced with magically enhanced ash walls, courtesy of Felix the Quick, an old friend of mine (Planar / male ash genasi / F10-M16 / CG ).
Despite the dullness of ash, the planar beasts are far from tame and the locals take no chances. The streets aren't any different from the rest of the plane. The locals just don't bother. The circular city has magical lights illuminating it at all times. As one gets closer to the centre of the city it gets darker and darker, until at the centre there is none. There in the town hall, one can find Lord Emberson.
There are few taxes here, and the people try to help each other out. They don't have any opinions on outsiders, and allow them to stay as one of their own if they wish, granted that they remain civil.
Militia: 

On the Inner Planes, the landscape is often hostile so there is a good deal of militia here to protect inhabitants and travellers. There are dozens of patrols around town and at the borders. The typical patrol consists of 5 troopers (Planar / ash genasi / F1-5 / CN). The leaders of the patrols are usually equipped with some magical weapon, usually a pole-arm.
Services: 

Cindrek's services tend to lie around pleasure, as the ash genasi tend to spend most of their time indulging in it. The best tavern one can come to here is "The Furnace", a fine establishment run by madame Ferris Coalin (Planar / female ash genasi / B7 / CG). I'm sure Volo would recommend it, if he could endure the plane. The bar caters mostly to ash genasi, though it offers an environment free of the plane's drab appearance. There is always a party going on here, and the food and drinks are both palatable and cheap. A good ale goes for about 7 silver while a hearty meal goes for about 1-2 gold pieces. Ferris also provides information. She has access to much choice gossip as many of the city's most important men come here to get drunk. Ale has a way of loosening a man's tongue, especially in large quantities.
There are various weapon stores here as well, since you'd have to be barmy to go through the Inner Planes without protection. A smithy of note is "The Drake's Claw", run by Jolren Caviron (Planar / male ash genasi / F12 / NG). Jolren forges weapons of great quality made from Ash mined from the heart of the plane. His method of forging these magnificent dark blades remains a mystery to me, but they've saved many a travellers life in a battle. He typically charges 50 gold for a regular longsword, but if you've the jink and the time, he can craft a true masterpiece of a weapon (1d8, +2 versus creatures of elemental Ash, user may breath and walk through ash as a native of the plane, suffering no damage). He rarely makes these weapons and a special price may be demanded, as well as a large sum of gold (2000 minimum).
Finally, there are the services that allow unprotected travellers to walk through the plane unharmed. It's quite annoying when a spell runs out to leave you for dead on a hostile plane, but the natives make sure it won't happen to you. For a price. The stores sell cloaks made from an unknown dark material, but they provide shelter from the heat-leeching nature of the plane and also make normal breathing and sight possible. These cloaks go for about 500 gold each (the natives may be kind, but not stupid) and if money is not readily available, the ash genasi will allow travellers to survive and pay off the debt.
Charcoal Palace

 (by Jon Winter)
Crafted from pure black carbonised something-or-other, the Charcoal Palace is the home of Yethea, Queen of the Ever-Glittering Embers, Slayer of Flame, Chill Empress of the Hearth, etc, an ash mephit of extravagant taste and proportion. Fatter than most slaad, Yethea devours burning brands and drinks lantern oil like it's going out of fashion, and her retainers, a cowardly bunch of mephits if ever there were, scour the plane looking for fresh foodstuffs for their mistress. If they hear of Outsiders in the region a cutter can bet they'll be paying a visit on the lookout for such morsels. 

Yethea fancies herself as the ruler of Ash, and nobody's really sure why she gets away with it. It's a cert, though, that she holds some sort of power over the other ash mephits on the plane, because none of them'll say a word against her. For the most part, the quasielementals ignore her completely, more likely out of derision than fear.
Cold Reality 

(by Etienne Duval)
Being a burg in Ash to which sods who lost it all face reality in the most brutal way possible... 

Character: 

"I lost everything and I'm starting again with what the multiverse gave me in return! I'm facing reality! I ain't like all those berks up on the Outer who live in fantasy and think belief is reality! I lost it all and I'm building back from the ashes that were left to me. And I ain't got a chip on my shoulder for it like all those other berks who claim they've lost it all and sit and cry all day!" -- Grestaroth, typical citizen
Ruler: 

There's no proper ruler to this burg, but of course there is a prominent member who're listened to more than most. Seeing that this burg doesn't need and doesn't want a government to help (or interfere) with what the people are doing, it won't take kindly to a body claiming to rule over them. But a blood by the name of Est' A Est (Planar / male pit fiend baatezu / 13 HD (98 hp) / Fated / LE) is listened to more than most. Perhaps because he's a pit fiend or because he's the one to have lost the most, he's pretty much the High Up of the burg. Since he lost all of his armies and territory and three (!) prime material worlds in one feel swoop to his former "friend" (a former pit fiend whose acquisition of ten brand new armies and three prime worlds got him a promotion to Noble), he's been here trying (without any chance of success) to rebuild what he lost. Since he won't accept any offer of help or similar "gifts", it's no wonder he can't amount to anything.
Deep down, Est' A Est is happy not to succeeded for he's certain that should he succeed, another would surely rob him again. He's got a serious confidence problem and any mind-bender could help him -- but who would really go up to a pit fiend and say: "Hey! You know that you've been sabotaging yourself for the past hundred years and I, puny little mortal before you can do what you can't and help you overcome this problem." So Est's condition his not likely to change this millennium. Anyhow, he's always trying to force the Ash quasielementals to follow him and their laughing hasn't improved his self image. Est' doesn't concern himself with the burg because they surely wouldn't follow him.... Of course, this doesn't show to the average blood who'd only see a high-up baatezu in exile and hiding.
Behind the Throne:

There's nobody here that would even try to manipulate a pit fiend (they don't know how he's feeling and he's still as smart as ever and his claws haven't dulled....). And the burg's population is to individualistic to be organised enough to be manipulated as a whole.
Description: 

This place is for the sod who lost it all and decides to face reality in the most brutal way. But it's a lie berk! The dark of it is that all here are trying to give themselves an excuse not to try again. See, around here there ain't much to work with and so they can't fail or lose again since there ain't anything to fail at or lose. Every thing around here has already been lost, it's been burnt and there ain't anything but ash left.
The centre of town is built pretty much like one would expect in such a place as Ash: it's built on and from the solid ash and lies in a big hollow sphere upon which any surface can be stood and so the few building in this area are littered about this big hole in the plane. A very interesting and important feature is a leafy plant they called Ai'ogoth (from some prime tongue meaning life from the ashes). The plant looks like a great vine that clings to Air and forms huge spheres criss-crossed with their stems and leaves. The stem is a deep royal blue while the leaves are dark red-brown making a it a truly beautiful creature. This plant is exceptional in that in survives in ash and it gives off fresh air! Needless to say that anybody cutting down one of these is in for a hot time despite the cold!...
But this part of the burg ain't the busiest part; it houses only a few people, between 20 and 100 heads depending on the frequency of the raids this past month. The real city is scattered around the hole and is connected by a few (2-20) tunnels around the surface of the sphere.
Unlike most burgs who have streets and houses... well, dwellings, that are lined up around the first, Cold Reality is more like a watchers (prairie dogs) warren and to get to a certain point, you have to pass by a certain tunnel that leads to a certain somebodies house. See, it goes like this, people here don't want any help and so they think they have to live alone or at least not directly in the "city" and so they all dig up their little in the plane around the sphere. But it ain't all people who want to dig up from scratch (sure they want to make it on their own but it's hard work and not all are fit for digging this Ash stuff...).
This is helped by the fact that dwellers weren't too keen on having holes every which way they turned lead to people making friends (or at least temporary partners) to dig up homes. And so peoples' homes have been adding up in different tunnels at different intervals and none of them even considers connecting the close ones (it's hard to know where's your future neighbour's house is in a pile of ash....) together. This makes this burg probably one of the toughest to navigate in the multiverse, 'cause you've got to use private roads all the time, and most people here don't take to kindly to strangers just walking, slithering or whatever in their personal work. The easiest way to meet somebody here is to stick in the sphere and literally wait for them to come out. So be prepared to wait.... That's for layout, but what's going on, what's where and what's here?
With typical mortal determination and grit, the citizens of this place have managed to eke out a living and most of the more recently arrived (they won't say it and don't say it to them) profiting from their "cadets" darks, have been able to do something else than trying to survive the plane. Since it's just at the right distance from Fire to be comfortable for mortals. Don't think it's like Elysium though, the cold here will freeze off any part that's not carefully covered up but the plane doesn't absorb the heat quite as much. Magical protection isn't needed and fires give about a third of the heat they would on a Prime world. And if they have the ai'ogoth to give fresh air. And so, if you can get here, you can probably live here and it makes it a beautiful resting spot for the wary planewalker. Fortunately (in the residents view) rare are the few who know of this place.
Getting back to what they do with their free time. Remember, this a place where folks come who want to start again, so once they're here, they start doing what they did back before. But the major problem that any native of Ash faces, is there's no material to work with but ash. See, most of the sods who wound up in this place worked with wood and let me tell you this: if you're looking for a nice piece of wood to carve in Ash you're in the wrong place! The outcome of this little dilemma was cunning craftsmen learned to work the ash itself. This has led to great works of art of ash, truly a sight to behold! Cutters found ways of making it hard as stone and the masters at it can make it hard as steel (especially Galano'an, he's a spell slinger of no small power). Homes are made of the stuff and those who can are starting to make the ground this hard. (Now, being always the practical basher, I wonder if I could persuade Steelmar, that's a smith I drank with a few times, to make me arrows of the colder ash...?)
Seeing that they have an endless supply of material, homes are, for those who can manage it or pay for it, great works of art. The interiors are usually comfortable (if chilly) and practical (remember these are bashers who work hard, even by Bytopian standards). Usually, covering every wall and floors is a necessity if you want to be able to take off your shoes without catching frostbite. The beds are pilled with furs and anything that remotely warm and many sleep with their clothes on. Every house has its ai'ogoth in a special room full of holes to connect it to the other rooms. Food is never cooked here since it freezes up before you can eat it and consists mainly of an animal cleverly named the "ash whale" because it lives in Ash and... it looks like a prime whale (such originality!) "Drinks" are stored individually and then heated to a slush like consistency before serving, and are most often sap from a ai'ogoth which is harvested exclusively from personal growth. Hot drinks just aren't worth the price!
Another interesting trait about the people here is their open indifference to people's troubles. If they see another struggle with a heavy bag, no one will try and help him. See it's the mind of the viewer that they wouldn't want to be helped without asking and so they return the favour. Thing is, people are happy with this... But if one does ask for help, it's considered bad form to refuse but politeness obliges the helper to keep on saying that it must be impossible to do since he needs his help and he knows how independent he is, etc... Asking for help is the equivalent of begging for a living in Bytopia in regards to social status.
Since this is such a (relatively speaking) nice spot, other groups of creatures have started to gather up.... And one of them seees the place as a very pleasant place to own... A powerful ash genasi fighter got hold of a medallion that lets him charm monsters and he's "recruited" quite a few hordes of rast, with which he has a special affinity, around himself. Why he won't enter the town as a peaceful citizen is still dark, as is his presence to all but three townsfolk (and two have left). All folks know is that rasts seem to be attacking every second step since a week. Many folk have left trough a portal not to far away with the help of a few friendly ash quasielementals rejoiced in seeing mortals leaving their plane and sorry to see that not all were leaving. Currently, the towns population is of 37 in the Sphere part and 200+ (who knows exactly) in the Warrens. Most people in the Warrens haven't been attacked while those who were in the rasts' way to reach the Sphere are either gone or lost. (There's plenty of interesting stuff to find in there if a basher ain't got too strong a moral code...)
Now that you've heard about it and had time to let it turn in your head for a little while (unless you ain't read what I wrote), why are most bashers here former wood workers? See, it goes like this: when sods see their shops go up in flames and they truly feel they lost everything and they got this ultimate conviction that they'll start again from the ashes if they have to, sometimes the smoke and falling ashes become a portal. It's like the falling ash creates a great portal and the will to start again from scratch is the key. And, apparently, since blacksmiths workshops tend to ignite rather well too there's quite a few smiths as well. Most are workers since otherwise, it would be lost dreams they would mourn, not lost work and material. Curiously, no prime as ever been "brought" here this way. Probably has to do with the planar malleability of the Outer planes or some such.
Services: 

The greatest service here is crafted ash. It can be sold for a hefty purse to the right buyer in the Cage and if my friend accepts my request, it can't be to long before another basher gets the idea and we might be looking at a new export.
Food and drink can be purchased along with a bed in the only (nameless) Inn of the place with the only inscription "Outsiders here" with an arrow pointing to the door. The Inn is mostly a drinking place and has only three rooms and no stables.
Trade is conducted on an individual basis and they don't want to make the towns presence known and so they trade almost exclusively with other citizens in the Sphere. They really dig their own graves deep!
Ember 

(by Jon Winter)
A massive elemental pocket of Fire in Ash, Ember is a thriving burg filled with all manner of creatures. Efreet exiles, young fire mephit thrillseekers who fancy a jaunt off-plane, ash creatures sick of the numbing chill and planewalkers who've got protection from flames but not from cold are the most common bloods found here. A handful of taverns thrive here, most catering solely to creatures of Fire, among them the infamous Hearth at Night, the Chimney and the Flaming Wight. 

Chant goes that Ember is slowly shrinking as the Negative claims the flames for Ash. Naturally, the locals ain't keen to lose their home, and they've tried many enchantments to halt or reverse this decay. Unfortunately, the chant continues, it hasn't worked, and has even increased the rate of consumption! There's clearly an opening here for an inspired cutter to clean up, as the worried locals reckon they've got only another 5 years before buildings on the edge of the fire bubble are destroyed. Perhaps an alleigance with the mage Stoke of Rekindle is on the cards, but nobody's holding their breath on that. A better bet, perhaps, would be some sort of flaming artifact. Alas no basher the town have hired to find one ever returned...
Rekindle 

(by Jon Winter) 

Deep in the heart of Ash a fire genasi, Stoke Ignitio (Pl / male fire genasi / W8 / N) has gathered an unwilling army of "volunteer" fire creatures to aid her in a strange project. Fire mephits and at least one magically geased fire elemental are attempting to relight the plane of Ash to full flame and return it to the glory of the Crematorium. Apparently Stoke has invented a magical fluid so flammable that even burnt-out ash can be restored to a blazing vigour. 

What the natives of Ash think of her project ain't known, but the fact that much of Stoke's attention is devoted to fending off attacks from angry ash mephits suggests someone ain't happy. Strangely, the ash quasielementals are silent on the subject. Some observers reckon they remember the times when Ash was warmer, and they're sick of the chill.
Stoke's project is funded by an efreeti high-up or three who're all keen on expanding their territories into Ash. Chant goes Stoke's playing the three off against each other, and if that's true it's a dangerous game indeed... 
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Smouldering Rage 

(by Adam Reeve)
Burning hatred, white-hot passion, and the heat of battle eventually cool, leaving nothing but a shadow of their memory and the consequences of actions taken. But like a smouldering campfire, the heat is not completely gone, and sometimes, either through slow, careful prodding or in a sudden burst, the flames can spring back to life, brighter and hotter than before. 

This is Smouldering Rage, a remote town on the Plane of Ash. It's located very near the border to the Plane of Fire, and so the heat-draining effects of the plane are greatly lessened here, making the air temperature cold, but not unbearable, and also generally quite stable (see below). The town is not particularly large, housing only about 3,000 people at any given time, and it rests on a huge slab of solidified lava, which drifted over the border from the Plane of Fire aeons ago. The building are all one story tall, and are almost exclusively built from the same lava rock on which the town rests. 
Upon entering the village for the first time, visitors immediately begin to feel Smouldering Rage's calming effect. Instead of the usual "body-heat" draining effects that are found elsewhere on the Plane of Ash, the unique properties of this town drain the "emotional-heat" of its inhabitants. Passion, hatred, anger, ambition, and even love are all gradually drained. While the effect is similar, perhaps, to that found on the Gray Waste, it is missing the erosion of hope and dreams that accompanies that evil plane.
This does not mean that the inhabitants of the town are completely emotionless, however. The "calming", as it is referred to by the natives, makes this a fairly pleasant place to visit, actually. People forgive each other quickly, because they forget their anger even quicker than it arises. Priests administer but do not preach or convert, for their religious zeal has been quelled. Would-be conquerors or despots quickly lose their ambition and drive for power. It is a town of tolerance of peace, not so much because the people wish it that way, but because they cannot muster up the emotion to change it.
Not everything about the town is so pleasant, of course. Merchants can still bilk travellers, and natives may be rude, obnoxious, or downright mean if they so choose. And just because the natives cannot maintain high emotional states does not mean they don't remember incidents that would normally incite them. They are still as sentient as ever, even if they have limited ability to experience or display strong emotions. They have extremely good memories, and tend to carry long grudges, even if they never do get worked up enough to act on them.
The natives of the town are a mixed bunch. In addition to simple descendants of other natives ("A-yup! Ah lived muh whole life right here in dis here town."), many townsfolk are those who chose to migrate the town because of the "calming", in order to escape burning passions inside them that threatened to consume them. Similarly, there are also those who were banished to the town by others, in the hopes that the "calming" would put an end to their burning passions. And, of course, there are those who are simply refugees, saved from the eternal chill of Ash by happening to stumble across the town.
But all this can change in a flash. Being near the border to the Plane of Fire, Smouldering Rage is particularly susceptible to the flux of energies commonly found near the borders. The "Burning Wind" is a surge of energy from the Plane of Fire that enters the town as an extremely hot, dry wind. The temperature of the town skyrockets, often hitting 120 degrees F for extended periods of time. But the effect this wind has on the inhabitants is the real problem. The heat also serves to inflame all the passions, hatreds, and ambitions that have been carefully nurtured since the last "Wind". Violence frequently erupts in the streets, and the slightest provocation is enough to send even the most stoic and controlled of people into a complete rage. And then as quickly as it came, the "Burning Wind" leaves. The time frame is unpredictable. It will sometimes last 10 minutes, sometimes (rarely, thank heavens!) 10 weeks. And the frequency of the surges is just as random. It could be a hundred years between occurrences, or only a matter of days...
The primarily resources available in the town are weapons and art. The natives know that "their day will come", and they intend on being prepared. Most natives have a weapon or three stashed away somewhere, and in times of "calm" may be particularly agreeable to trade or sell them. The art of the town is, predictably, primarily carved lava rock and lava glass. The great abundance of the workable, attractive material attracts many renowned sculptors to the town, and although their passion for their work may suffer, their skill and creativity remain in top form.
Philosophers of Ash
You'd be forgiven for being surprised to find a sect based on Ash, the Incorporata. Revelling in (and profiting from) destruction, razing and burning, ain't most Outer Planar cutters' ideal philosophy, though, berk. 
Pollutus 

(by Lucas Berghaus)
Character: 

Trust no one, and say nothing. The eyes of the council are far-reaching. Productivity is survival. Get vengeance secretly, and take power from the weak. Use the weak, destroy your allies when their usefulness is gone. Keep the fire going, tear apart the earth, leave nothing in your wake but ashes. 

Rulers: 

Pollutus is governed by the Incorporata High Council. The Lord Councillors are Acherus (Planar / male human / 0-level / Incorporata Guvner / LE), Minerus (Planar / male human / M(Earth)8 / Incorporata Merkhant / NE), Siberus (Prime / male human / Trader 4 / Incorporata Merkhant / LE), Exarius (Prime / female human / F5 / Incorporata Merkhant / CE), and Tanalius (Planar / succubus tanar'ri / Incorporata Sensate / CE). 
Acherus is a graybearded old politician, who is the Senior Lord and Incorporata Founder. This is a purely honorary title -- he has but one vote on the Council, but his opinion is well-respected. Although Acherus has no combat, psionic, or magical skill, he is far from an unwitting dinosaur awaiting overthrow from a new generation. He is farseeing and sharp-witted. He has not lived this long by making mistakes. His plots would make an pit fiend respect him. He is incredibly smart (Int 21). He is over 100, and his eyesight is failing. He oversees profit and policy, and reports his recommendation to the council for voting. Acherus has a special ring of protection +5, which only functions in Pollutus. Acherus is protected by a chain contingency spell, triggered by an image he must only think of,which triggers descent into madness, teleport without error (to his private sanctuary), and banishment. Acherus is said to have been once been a factol of the Guvners, but he felt hollow and unfulfilled by the post. Indeed, the well-oiled bureaucracy of the Fraternity of Order made him lose interest. Acherus felt as if the group was merely using him, and he needed to truly rule by fear, not law. Acherus may retain knowledge of an Axiom or two -- his uncanny knowledge of distant and glimpses of future events indicate something of the kind. A few of the original Merkhant councillors once conspired to kill him, when his power was too great, but when his secret police spies got wind of it, they were betrayed and cast from power. None of the new councillors have dared to challenge Acherus yet, but they'll not wait too much longer.  Minerus is the youngest and newest of the Lord Councillors -- he is but 23, and he oversees all gathering of raw materials. Minerus prefers to become personally involved in random inspection of the mines, and is fond of making "examples" of unproductive workers, with his powerful (+3) magical claymore. He calls the sword Shattersoul, and it drains life force from his enemies while they fight, as if a second level caster used vampiric touch each round of combat. Although Minerus has not truly studied the art of swordsmanship, Shattersoul guides his fighting skill, and he fights with High Mastery of the broad sword. Shattersoul and Minerus do not attempt to dominate each other; they are kindred spirits of malice and sadism. Minerus replaced Camaburion, a lord who was killed in a miner revolt. Minerus shattered the strike, and was rewarded with his current status two years ago.
Siberus is the day-to-day governor of Pollutus. He reports to the council on the citizens activity. Siberus is incredibly strong, comes from Athas, and takes the people's complaints as jests. Those who protest working conditions are tossed in the catacombs of Pollutus, under the factories where alien monsters dwell, awaiting human feasts. Most miners and employees never walk alone on the lower levels, and never enter the catacombs at all. No escape is found in the catacombs, which form mysterious tunnels throughout the great chunk of Ash. Siberus orders constant display of authority from his personal Guard, the Corpse Ravens, who are the most feared warriors in Pollutus. Siberus, with reason, fears Acherus' plots and is content to wait on his death to try to seize control. Siberus has independent agents spying for him, and he learns first of any visitors. Siberus took power when the original lords were cast down.
Exarius is the factory manager. She is responsible for quality of product, and waste disposal. She was a worker who advanced quickly through the ranks of Pollutus, leaving a trail of corpses, among her supervisors. Even so, Exarius orders employees killed who show too much independent thought, and has totally forgotten her roots. Acherus needed a replacement for a disloyal Councillor six years ago, and chose Exarius, although she tried to kill him before. He has humiliated her time and again, and she still aspires to replace Acherus, but has not yet made any plain movement toward this goal. Once in a while, Exarius leaves the upper buildings to oversee the smokestacks, and she also guides the floating cinder, avoiding collision with other Ash particles. 
Tanalius sells the products, and manages funds. Tanalius uses her polymorph self ability to cater to the purchaser. She retains no ties to her Abyssal kin, and often takes time off to have fun. People go missing when she has her "fun", only to be found days later, horribly yet creatively mangled. Products are exported to various Abyssal lords, yugoloth captains, and baatezu generals. She has no problem with baatezu, but sends other negotiators to deal with them, to avoid conflicts. Tanalius was Acherus' mistress, and she assassinated two of the previous lords, so she was granted her own title. Tanalius likes to do personal killings but also has an elite force of mercenaries (she feels the locals have no real spirit) to do her dirty work at times.
Behind the Throne: 

Many petty Incorporata give lip service to the council, and act more independently and brutally to the populace, but no single police chief, psionic interrogator, mining overseer, or guard captain has much influence. 
Description: 

Pollutus is a city of humans on the plane of Ashes. They live in a large city, primarily operating great furnaces which burn all manner of fuel. The great stone factories produce weapons, wagons, armour, barding, gears, arrows, cannons, bricks, and assorted products.
Several hundred thousand humans live on Pollutus, as indentured servants to the Incorporata. The Incorporata is a group which sticks together for mutual and equally split profit. All Incorporata are evil, and many are Guvners, Merkhants, fiends, or Mercykillers. The Incorporata has powerful and high level connections in Sigil, though they do not openly operate in that city. Incorporata swear an powerful oath of loyalty to each other, but treachery is not uncommon.
History: This town was founded by a few Merkhants as a joint venture, and has grown into the greatest interplanar trade route of the Inner Planes. Twenty years ago Acherus and four forgotten councillors began this project, but after three years Acherus eliminated them and replaced them with men and women more to his liking. Acherus has rapidly established a powerful network of Spies throughout the planes.
Militia: 

While each Lord Councillor has their own extensive personal forces, Pollutus is protected by the Incorporata Police Force, which is mostly concerned with oppressing citizenry and taking bribes, although they do maintain a watch for outsiders. Pollutus' existence is secret, so no one can leave without orders from a councillor.
Services: 

In addition to many manufactured products of a generic quality, Pollutus has great mineral resources and contains two permanent planar gates. The Great Portal of Pollutus is a highway to Sigil, with the gate key of exactly a 175 (celsius) degree air temperature (generated by enormous smokestacks). A would be traveller must engage protective magic and jump into the smokestack. In addition to this portal, Acherus alone knows the dark of the Spinning Gate, which is contained in a closed sector. The Spinning Gate randomly leads to different destinations on the Inner Planes. Acherus can use the Gate to enter any Inner plane, while the average cutter has no idea what destination it will take him to.
Local News:

 Tanalius' has hit the jackpot. She made a secret deal with an Abyssal Lord, and more gold is rolling in. They will have to start a new product in order to do it, though...
Subversives, $yndicate, Spies

Sect Philosophy: 

The sole stated goal of the Incorporata is: To Act for the Benefit of the Incorporata and its Members, in an Orderly and Reasonable way. The more unofficial Incorporata code, Power is Right. This really means the Incorporata is nothing but a flagrant power grab. Although the sect's premise is founded on law, as a plane-spanning criminal organisation, all members of the Incorporata are evil. In defiance of their own internal rules, Incorporata keep secrets and hold animosity for one another, but allow internal treachery to happen only discreetly, and personally. Chaotic Incorporata use assassination, Neutral may use blackmail, and Lawful Incorporata typically use political movements to bring their enemies to an early retirement. 
Primary Plane of Influence:

 The Incorporata operate openly in Pollutus, their founding place, on the plane of Ash.
Allies and Enemies: 

They originally evolved from Merkhants who sought power as well as sheer funds, and were not afraid to join their strength to oppose the weak. Now Merkhant Incorporata look down on true Merkhants and vice versa. Merkhant Incorporata are relatively common, and disdain and a hidden fear exists in Merkhants forced to deal with Incorporata representatives. Merkhants are loners by nature, and      never trust anyone. Incorporata members are consistently opposed by Rilmani, which has kept them off the Great Ring. Incorporata tend to exert a powerful unbalancing and irresistible influence over their lands. The Incorporata have no allies, although each faction has members. Guvners have tended to be special targets of Syndicate corruption, and most Incorporata the Harmonium arrests are assigned a talented defence attorney, a biased judge and jury, and an fresh namer as prosecutor. The Fraternity of Order as a group have no agreement with the Incorporata, although it isn't from lack of trying on Acherus' part. The particular enemies of the Spies are the Harmonium, Fated, Mercykillers, and Indeps. Harmonium cannot stand any internal bickering and disloyalty, and Fated are feared by the Incorporata as true rivals, due to their considerable power and lack of scruples. Mercykillers know that Incorporata defy justice, and have little use for them except for blade-testing. Indeps resent the Incorporata's above the law status, and hoarding of wealth, and oppression of the citizenry.
Gray Knights: 

The Harmonium has a special independent branch - answering only to Sarin, dedicated to capturing and closing down the Incorporata. These Hardheads are the Gray Knights. Acting as the Harmonium's Bureau of Internal Affairs, their skill at ferreting out spies makes them an ideal counter for Anarchist, corrupted members, and their special task, the Incorporata. Since most Incorporata either never held any true loyalty to their faction, joining for a sense of belonging, or to worm their way into power, and many Incorporata retain faction links to subvert faction members and aid Incorporata causes, the Harmonium has recognised this threat. Alone of all the factions, it remains relatively pure from Incorporata in high places. The Gray Knights are not perfect however. Incorporata operatives work in secrecy. The Gray Knights may not discover a once loyal members conversion until it is too late.
Eligibility: 

The Council's unanimous votes is normally needed to expel a member, or to let a member join. All joining members must be sponsored by an Incorporata willing to stake his/her life on the new blood. If the new operative screws up, it's the sponsors job to administer punishment. If the new member screws up and the council takes a notion to lose the sponsor, they can write the pair a double entry in the dead book. Because of such stringent guidelines, candidates are groomed for years by sponsors, although unknowingly. 
When the offer to join is made, refusal is presented as an option, but those who hold true to their faction cannot be allowed to reveal the spy's loyalties. Refusers are normally killed, or ruined, or hipped, or tortured and sold to yugoloths, etc. 
Benefits: 

In many high-up's courts, a few evil bashers have been bought by a friendly Incorporata representative. Thus Incorporata have both discreet, and highly placed connections in most places. Incorporata retain all powers of their assumed or previous faction, that do not require belief in the factions principles. Incorporata are expected to help each other out, but if not, often the unlucky member will not live to file a complaint.
Penalties: 

Incorporata must obey all orders from the high council. If all objectives are not fully complete, the offending Subversive may receive a second chance, if it suits the council. If an Incorporata operative directly defies an order, expulsion is immediate, requiring no vote. Expelled members are traditionally allowed a last request, and by discretion of the council, a decent burial.
Creatures of Ash
While hardly teeming with life by any plane's standards, Ash has its fair share of native creatures, and beasts from other climes that've found themselves here and been able to survive long enough to reproduce. That's no mean feat, berk.
For more details see the Mimir Monstruious Compendium…

The Ash Genasi
Part pure ash, part humanoid, the ash genasi are an odd bunch of cutters. Learn their darks here.
In many respects, Scions of the Dying Embers are the opposite of their Smoke Genasi counterparts. Whereas Smoke Genasi prefer the closed-in hustle and bustle of a well-populated city, Ash Genasi have little use for large cities and even less use for crowds. Residents of the Plane of Ash have a very solitary outlook on life, even more so than the residents of the other Inner Planes, and this outlook manifests itself in the Ash Genasi's natural dislike of cities and crowds. This isn't to say that Ash Genasi are antisocial or that they don't like the trappings of civilisation; they just prefer a less hectic existence free of large concentrations of civilisation. Unsurprisingly, Ash Genasi and Halflings get along quite well. 

When an Ash Genasi first leaves the Plane of Ash, they normally find themselves square in the middle of Sigil. Given their solitary natures, and given that Sigil is one of the largest, most crowded cities in the Multiverse, most Ash Genasi quickly decide that they've seen enough of the planes for one lifetime and head back to the Plane of Ash. Consequently, Scions of the Dying Embers are rarely found outside their native plane.

But occasionally an Ash Genasi's natural curiosity about the Multiverse will overcome her initial reaction to Sigil. And even more rarely, an Ash Genasi will find a portal or vortex that leads to someplace besides Sigil. Regardless of how it happens, these rare Ash Genasi avoid turning tail and heading back to the Plane of Ash, and they head out into the vast Multiverse looking for the secluded areas they enjoy.
In some cases, Ash Genasi who leave their plane take a liking to a particular area and settle down to live out a simple, comfortable existence. In other cases, they become Planewalkers, going from plane-to-plane experiencing a variety of rustic towns, isolated villages, and remote wilderness regions. Note that a sweltering, unpopulated tropical jungle on a prime world, a relatively clear and difficult-to-reach plateau in Gehenna, and the gatetown of Faunel would all be equally attractive to the average Ash Genasi.
In appearance, all Ash Genasi will have one or more of the following traits:
· Perpetually soot-covered skin 
· Skin that, while not appearing to be sooty, 

· will leave an ashy residue on 

· anything touching it 
· An odour reminiscent of burnt wood 
· Dark grey skin and/or hair 
Ash Genasi are the only Genasi that don't receive modifiers to their ability scores. However, they more than make up for this lack with their innate abilities. Ash Genasi are immune to the effects of both non-magical fire and non-magical cold, due to the nature of their native plane. 

Additionally, every five levels they gain a +1 bonus to their saving throws vs. magical fire-based attacks (but not against magical cold-based attacks). Finally, Scions of the Dying Embers can Extinguish Flames once per day. This ability is similar to the Affect Normal Fires ability of Fire Genasi, except that it can only be used to extinguish fires within the area of effect. Ash Genasi can use this ability as though they were a 5th-level caster.
Ash Genasi can be fighters, mages, Fire Elementalists, Necromancers, fighter/mages, fighter/Fire Elementalists, or fighter/Necromancers. Ash Genasi can also become rangers or druids due to their affinity for isolated wilderness areas, but since they have no way to study the necessary wilderness skills while on the Plane of Ash, all Ash Genasi rangers and druids must learn these skills after leaving the Plane of Ash. This means that Ash Genasi rangers and druids will be, on average, several years older than non-ranger, non-druid Ash Genasi of similar experience level. To reflect this, determine their starting age normally and then add 7d4 years. Scions of the Dying Embers can be of any non-Lawful alignment.
ABILITY REQUIREMENTS (before ability adjustments are added or subtracted):

PRIVATE
STRENGTH
DEXTERITY
CONSTITUTION
INTELLIGENCE
WISDOM
CHARISMA

3/18
3/18
3/18
7/18
9/18
3/18

ABILITY ADJUSTMENTS

PRIVATE
STRENGTH
DEXTERITY
CONSTITUTION
INTELLIGENCE
WISDOM
CHARISMA

-
-
-
-
-
-

AVERAGE HEIGHT AND WEIGHT

PRIVATE
HEIGHT*

WEIGHT*


BASE
MODIFIER
BASE
MODIFIER

60/59
1d10
150/100
4d10


(* Divided into male/female values. Heights are in inches, weights are in pounds.)
AGE

PRIVATE
STARTING AGE

MAXIMUM AGE


BASE
MODIFIER
BASE
MODIFIER

20
1d10*
120
6d10

(* plus 7d4 for ranger or druid characters)
AGEING EFFECTS

PRIVATE
MIDDLE AGE*
OLD AGE**
VENERABLE***

60
80
120


( * -1 Str/Con; +1 Int/Wis, ** -2 Str/Dex, -1 Con; +1 Wis, *** -1 Str/Dex/Con; +1 Int/Wis)
LEVEL LIMITS

PRIVATE
FIGHTER
RANGER
WIZARD
FIRE ELEMENTALIST
NECROMANCER
DRUID

11
15
10
10
12
13

[image: image4.jpg]



Magic of Ash
Spells and prayers developed to make travel on the plane easier, or that draw their power from the plane itself.
Ashen Buckler

 (Ash, Conjuration/Summoning) (by Itzhak Even)
Level: 1
Range: 0
Components: V, S, M
Area of Effect: Caster
Casting time: 1
Duration: Till dispelled
Saving throw: None 

The caster of this spell creates a small buckler, made of ash, that floats in front of him. The buckler moves with amazing speeds to parry all incoming attacks against the caster and absorbs the damage they were supposed to cause. It can absorb upto to 2 points of damage per level of the caster, to a maximum of 30 points of damage. 
Only 1 such spell can be active at any given time and it cannot be in effect while the caster as any spell upon him that prevents attacks from hitting him completely, be it Stone skin or even Protection from normal missiles, but it will work along with spells that reduce the caster's AC or other spells that increase his "ghost" number of HP like this spell. 
The material component is a miniature brass buckler (worth 5 sp) that is smeared with ash. The component is consumed in the casting. 
Soot Ball

 (Ash, Invocation) (by Itzhak Even)
Level: 1
Range: 20 yards
Components: V, S
Area of effect: 10 radius
Casting time: 1
Duration: Instantaneous
Saving throw: Special 

When this spell is cast it creates a 10 radius sphere of soot that causes 1d4 points of damage for every odd level of the caster (maximum of 5d4 damage) to every creature in the area from the hot ash that falls on their skin and is being inhaled into their lungs. The soot also blinds those in the area for 1-2 rounds. A successful save vs. spells will half the damage and prevent the blindness from occurring.
Ashen Reconstruction 

(Alteration, Elemental-Ash) (by Itzhak Even)
Level: 5
Range: 20 yards
Components: V,S,M
Duration: Permanent
Casting Time: 1 turn
Area of Effect: 1 item
Saving Throw: Special 

The casting of this spell causes the reconstruction of a burned item from its remaining ashes, even if only a small piece of the original item remains. The item is permanently restored, although it may still once again be burned. Items reconstructed do not regain their magical enchantments but retain their original quality and material, and may be enchanted again. Ashen reconstruction can affect up to 20 cubic feet of volume per level of the caster (this area of effect is true for the item's original size).
To successfully be reconstructed, the leftover remains of the item must save vs. crushing blow as the material they were before being burned (i.e., the ash of a burned ship would save as wood). Should the item be made up of a multitude of materials (like a ship), it saves like the material that composed the majority of its original mass.
The material components of the spell are a small piece of the original item that survived the burning, some of that item's ash and a jigsaw puzzle worth at least 50 gp.
Object to Ash 

(Ash, Alteration), Reversible (by Itzhak Even)
Level: 7
Range: 5 yards/level
Components: V, S, M
Area of effect: 1 object
Casting time: 4
Duration: Permanent
Saving throw: Neg. 

The caster shoots from his hand a black ray and aims it a single object within 5 yards per level of his. The item so struck must save vs. disintegration at 2 (note that it doesn't matter if it s being wielded or not) or it will turn into ash. The spell may seem similar to disintegrate but it can only affect nonliving material and is reversible. The caster can affect a single object whose volume does not exceed 5 cube per level of the caster but the material can be anything, it doesn't affect only objects that can be burned down so even metal an be affected. 
The reverse spell ash to object will cause a pile of ash to return to its former shape, including items that were destroyed using this spell. 
The material components are a pinch of ash and a zombie's bone.
Powers of Ash
The plane's got a handful of gods and mighty would-be-gods that claim the prayers of the faithful and the misguided. Learn of their schemes and their realms here.
Almdrid Sunkiller 

(by Rip van Wormer)
Demipower
AoC: Night, Cold, Love
Alignment: NE
WAL: any evil
Symbol: A solar disk with a jagged hole in the centre.
Home Plane/Realm: Quasielemental plane of Ash/Starfall 

The twin brother of a minor sun god, Almdrid was overloved by his mother and spoilt by it. Almdrid loves everybody: he hungers for the love of the sun. He leeches love and incidentally heat as well.
Almdrid's realm is a cold neutron star, completely inhospitable to nearly all life forms. Almdrid's proxies are nightshades, enormous negative energy creatures he has modified to have eyes like dying embers. They cry out their longing for love as they kill their victims.
Ashes of Penance

 (by Rip van Wormer)
Centuries ago, a civilisation created a war so massive that it summoned the direct intervention of the powers themselves. Pantheons warred. A world died. The remaining gods paused in their fighting, saw what they had done, and felt sorrow. Wading through the wreck of their world and the burnt bits of their worshippers the gods bowed their heads in prayer to the Great Unknown before shaking hands and vowing to fight no more. Before departing for Elysium to begin their new existences, they set up a memorial in the Quasielemental Plane of Ash. 

The ash dunes part. Daylight emerges, revealing a great city filled with art and knowledge. This is the best of what was, and it's preserved here in the midst of a plane called the Snuffing as a gesture of humility and as a reminder of what was wrought.
The aura of peace and disappointment here is palpable, and any fighting suffers a penalty of -12 to hit, with a 60% chance of a combat spell failing. If anything is destroyed, the gods will replace it in a century or two. Rasts, quasielementals and other such creatures tend to avoid the place.
Once every hundred cycles great numbers of the sartarin tribe of ruvoka come to Penance dressed in sackcloth to confess their sins and make resolutions. In respect, they model their civilisation closely on the lost one, and borrow the books here to teach their children. Any harm done to the city or its relics will be quickly avenged by the Sartarin, but they will aid those who come honestly seeking wisdom.
Dark Chant: It is said that not every veteran of the divine war has reformed, and that a fierce god of war seeks the ashes of Penance and its destruction. It seems that the peoples of these unrepentant gods are not represented in the city's archives, and angry at this snub, Baatific minions sweep the plane of Ash on dark wings, trying to penetrate the wards of obscurity hiding the shrine. The ruvoka carefully screen those they trust with the knowledge of the realm's location, but what if they fail?
The Faithful of the Flame 

(by Monte Lin)

by Luan Fei Lan of the Faithful of the Flame (Fire Eaters) 

I came to speak of our true headquarters, not in Gehenna, but of Ash, where the icon of our sect drifts, a testimony of the pain of life. Countless generations of mortals ago, a power came to blows with a rival, and lost. Or perhaps it dared to disobey a superior. Its physical body was thrown into the fires of Gehenna, where we have built our Temple of the Fallen. There, for countless eons, the power burned, until its body turned to ash. The victorious power flung the incinerated corpse into the plane of Ash, where we periodically pilgrimage to revel the memory of never ending immortal burning.
Touching the ashen mass causes pain to the skin. We wear little and light clothing as we dig and explore the corpse. We learn to sleep as we lie on the ash; the pain eventually subsides to a dull ache. At that time, we journey deeper into the body, for the memory of burning becomes stronger inside. Our greater followers have felt the same fire in the centre of the Ashen body as at Gehenna.
The ash still reverberates with godly power, and we all burn within it, for the sufferings of a million mortals pale to that of a god. We invite anyone to come and meditate, but no sacrilegious behaviour will be tolerated. Sometimes we derive as much enlightenment from the suffering others as much as our own.
We still seek out the Astral corpse of our power, to unite the physical memory with the spiritual memory. Perhaps then we will know true suffering.
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Stories of Ash
True stories, horror stories, and traveller's tips, they're all here, cutter. Learn what you can from them.
The Ash Statues

 (by Scott Perry, edited by Brannon Hollingsworth)
by Nezor Deird
The following story was lanned by Sydney Silamander, managing editor of The Lady's Sharper Eye, through a contact at the Citadel of Chiselled Enlightenment. The individuals contained within this story have been verified through sources of Ashenbach, owner and publisher of The Eye. However, the validity of the story is left to the determination of the reader. Please enjoy its content or, should you believe the story to be of a true nature, heed its warning. 

"The light from my stone was running out. I had lost my way after departing from the Crumbling Citadel. The portal I was trying to reach in the Core had alluded me and I guess I had stumbled into the Sparkling Vast. Travelling through any of the Inner Planes is nowhere near easy, even for a member of the Doomguard. I wasn't sure how much further I could go. That's when I saw them, standing like eerie silent pillars before me, the ash statues. These statues were unlike any that I had ever seen. The detail and design appeared to be extraordinary. Then I remembered the stories that the Vast contained an area that would harden any moving object and had frozen many lost sods. I suddenly felt so cold that I thought my protection had failed me, but it was only raw fear gripping my bones. The Vast has been reported by greybeards as a region of splintered glass that sparkles and gleams brilliantly when exposed to light, but I never believed the stories of a field of ghostly statues. I might have still not believed once I saw them, if one hadn't spoken to me.
"The statue that spoke to me was a bariaur, or at least it had been before its transformation. The bariaur now stood still as a grey sculpture made of solid ash, but the voice that echoed within my brain-box was alive enough. The field, like its otherworldly occupants, appeared to be devoid of all life - except that the eyes of the statues had retained their colour and still glistened with some form of basal essence. The bariaur had hard, black eyes that glittered like twin onyxes on its flat grey face. Its lips did not move, but its voice, growing clearer as I approached it, was still within my head. The poor sod was sobbing and crying. I called out to it in my mind, "Who are you?" The answer was short and soft, "My name is A'ram of the Steelwool clan." I wasn't sure if my mind had begun to decay or if this ash statue had actually answered me. Since I doubted I could find my way to the Core and had no hope of returning to the Crumbling Citadel, I decided my best chance of giving this place the laugh was to continue the conversation before the blowing ash put me in the dead-book.
"The bariaur turned out to be quite friendly, if not a little barmy. A'ram had been frozen here over a hundred cycles, since before the beginning of Hashkar's reign in Sigil. He was very pleased to see me, as apparently the ash statues can only speak to unfrozen souls and then only to one at a time. So even though we were surrounded by hundreds of these "living" statues, the poor sod was as lonely as a Signer in a Bleaker's cell. I lanned all sorts of darks about how he had come to be here and where he had been going, but he mainly wanted to discuss my journey. He seemed to thrive on chant from the Outside, as he called it, and was most inquisitive as to my recent origins and intended destination. Standing in the quickly piling ash, I quickly grew colder and weaker. I decided that I had to move our conversation along. I asked A'ram how the statues are formed and was there any way off of Ash in this region. He explained to me that the statues were formed by the removal of all heat by the Ash and the emptiness imposed by Vacuum so that only the soul remains, helplessly trapped inside a frozen body. I felt terribly sad for this honourable bariaur, member of a vibrant and joyous race. To be robbed of the movement and vibrancy of life, for him, was unthinkable.
"After revealing how the statues come to be, the bariaur told me that I still had a chance to survive and escape the Ash. He described the location of a secret portal, which would take me to the elemental plane of Earth. Seeing as I had a better chance for survival on Earth than Ash, I began looking through the macabre, silent field for the portal. A'ram told me that the portal was near the field of statues and would be recognised as five ash-dried bones lain in the form of a circle. Somehow the ash would never cover the bones from sight. The portal would only activate if a person declared their love for Ash. I figured this as quite unusual, but beggars can't be choosy, especially when my zone of breathable air had almost run out. I found the portal about 100 yards from A'ram. I marked it with my pack and quickly returned to A'ram to say my farewells. As I turned to leave him, he asked me to free him. I fully understood his meaning and with a slash of my sword his imprisonment was ended. His soul was freed from its timeless cage. I wished that I had time for the others, but my pack would soon disappear, covered by the quickly falling ash. I ran for the portal, began yelling my love for Ash, and jumped into the circle of bones, hoping that the portal key hadn't changed. My surroundings blurred and I became ill. I couldn't focus my eyes and fortunately slid into the blissful arms of unconsciousness.

"I awoke to find that my trip had ended successfully. I found myself lying upon a bed of marble at the Citadel of Chiselled Enlightenment, on the elemental plane of earth. The cleric attending me indicated that the Citadel was an institution of knowledge and wisdom. My body felt cold and stiff, I assumed from the flaying of my skin by the ash. However, the cleric indicated that she had attempted to heal my wounds, but had been unsuccessful. It seemed that something was blocking my recovery. She told me to rest and see if my condition would improve. But I felt like I was growing colder, even colder than I had been on the Ash.
"Over the next three days I learned what was hampering my recovery. The portal was evidently either cursed or caused strange side affects. I briefly wondered if A'ram knew the portal was corrupted. Regardless, my guess is that the moment I stepped into the portal, a transformation began. My legs were the first to be affected. I found that I could no longer stand, for my feet had turned the colour of grey ash and would not move. The condition continued to move slowly up my body. It was only a matter of time before it would reach my chest and I would be no more. I didn't know if my soul would stay in my body like A'ram. Since my time was growing short I told my story of the ash statues to the cleric that attended me. She wrote my words carefully and told me that I would be remembered. On the morning of the third day, my chest grew very heavy and then everything faded to black."

-- Transcript of the traveller Nezor Deird as recorded by Vaka Tomebinder, elementalist sage and High Scrivener, of the Citadel of Chiselled Enlightenment.
[Clerical note: Once the transformation of Nezor Deird was completed to a statue of ash, contact could not be established with him of any kind. It was debated whether his statue should be destroyed to possibly release him just as he released the bariaur A'ram Steelwool. It was decided that his statue would remain, because as his body froze his face was smiling. His statue remains at the Citadel today as a testament of his journey.]
Ash Xorn 

(Anonymous submission)
by Hadjenn, an Ash Genasi of some note
Now, one of the only societies you're likely to find in the Ash is that of the ash xorn, a peculiar offshoot of the Earth's famous race. They're not much to look at - trilateral symmetry, with a single three-flapped mouth, long arms, short legs, and huge pearls for eyes. They're ill-suited to speaking any of the Trade Tongues, but a few have learned -- you'll find one in each successful tribe -- so communication shouldn't matter unless you're a Mindlander unfamiliar with out variations of Planar Common (or, better yet, Planar Uncommon). 

The Ash Xorn're found mainly in three distinct regions -- the Ash's core, which makes up most of the plane, the Wasting Place, where the Ash meets the Dust, and the Cinder Wells, where the Ash meets the Magma. They aren't a highly organised society (like, say, the efreet are), but rather are clannish, and live in small nomadic tribes. Each tribe has one concern - finding enough to eat.
You see, like the Earth's xorn, ash xorn eat minerals and gems. However, their dual nature (being that of earth and dust) forces them into a more restricted diet. They eat gems called 'Firesouls' in their language - like diamond, but much softer and made from compressed ash, and they eat smelted metal, much like the kind which can be scavenged from the shores of the Cinder Wells. Rumour has it that they also eat frozen flames from the edge of the Fire, but most I've talked to have never done it themselves, nor met anyone who has.
Because there is less food for them to scavenge, ash xorn are cannier than the Earth's xorn (one argues that the increased competition has bred more powerful minds in them), and are incredibly skilled in a mystical art which allows them to find metals and minerals from a distance, using only their minds. However, since the Ash is so sparsely populated, ash xorn're much less confrontational - there are few borders they are required to respect.
Ash xorn're on good terms with the native quasi-elementals who, in general, consider them natives and a pleasant alternative to ash mephits. Since the one doesn't eat the food of the other, they exist as separate parts of the ecosystem, and rarely clash.
If you should meet any xorn of the Ash, they're sure to ask you if you've seen 'food' - tell them of any veins of metal you've crossed, and any gems you might have found. the help of an ash xorn is far more valuable than a few baubles, and the pleasant creatures will do much to aid an honest and forthcoming employer - the life of their tribe depends on food, so they get it by any means.
The flip side, of course, is that those who refuse to help ash xorn are likely to upset not only them, but any quasi-elementals friendly to the tribe. If the xorn think a person is hiding food (through their mystical art, for example), they will probably attack to get it if polite requests are refused.
There are no ash xorn cities, to my knowledge, but there are a very few hermitic xorn to be found. The industriously inaccurate chant has it that some ash xorn have mastered a sort of magic - the truth is that they have mastered something much stranger - an art humans have called 'psionics.' Through their minds alone, these mystics can form food of their own from the land around them, which they trade to travellers in exchange for news of the multiverse, luxury goods, and training in new powers.
One last thing to remember about ash xorn - they aren't grazers like the Earth's xorn are. They are scavengers, who live by their own laws to get what they want. They may be a bit weaker, but they will ply their impressive intellects to defeat any foe they need offensive. They make excellent guides and unparalleled prospectors, but they also make fearsome enemies.
In the Wake of Destruction 

(by Jason Ng)
by Wreik
The quasi-elemental plane of ash, perhaps one of the harshest and at the same time most beautiful planes of existence. This is the plane that symbolises what is left in the wake of destruction, nothing but ashes it is from this plane were we call our home from the Crumbling Citadel. 

You see the path of consumption has left behind many things of use to us, from the result of consumption we can see straight into the past of what once was and will never be again. The Ash holds many of the secrets of the multiverse, and so we are here to learn of them.
Perhaps a most interesting specimen of what once was, was this small discovery made a few movements of the cinders past. A cloud of ash that was caught on a net was determined to be one of something that once lived. It is rare that we find such a specimen, so looking back through out the ages gone past we tried to determine its ancient history.
We learned that it lived here alone long ago, isolated from the rest of its kind. Perhaps it was exiled or maybe here of its own choosing in what was at the time a plane of burning embers. It called this plane its home for years before its isolation got the best of it. So it felt that it needed company, it needed followers to serve it. It travelled some of the planes until it discovered people that would serve it. These people came from the Plane of Negative Energy, souls of a long dead race not content to spend their existence in the plane of all consuming eternal oblivion. 
Together it along with its followers laboured for years and toiled to create a place of their own inside very heart of the empty winter. What was constructed was that of a great citadel, one that they could call their home. And for aeons they lived, until a powerful force came from a place that lay quite far away from here as far as these planes of substance goes. Their appearance commanded a strangely powerful presence, as our specimen's followers could do nothing but watch in all as they were all annihilated by a power that none of them could even hope of matching. It was the sharp chilling bite of cold that all of its followers fell to, and as they destroyed more and more of its followers the embers of the plane began to die out slowly. In the ages to come those dying embers failed to give heat and turned this plane into one of dying heat. It seems that these massive beings of power were here to seek out our specimen indeed, they asked it a question and it answered in silence. Soon what followed was consumption in flames that carried the chilling power of the cold.
It took us a while to learn of that secret and it took all of our best to pull together this story. This has left us with the knowledge of how this plane once was. A sign that entropy even started long before. As for the citadel, in our vision it was never destroyed by the outsiders that came, perhaps even we have seen it and called it our home once. 
-- Wreik of the Doomguard
[Author's Comments: What this is supposed to suggest is that at one time the quasi-elemental plane of ash was warm, an ancient being travelled here gathered another ancient race from the negative energy plane and built a citadel later to be known as Cavitus. The ancient beings where eventually eliminated by the sleeping ones that are supposedly found on the para-elemental plane of ice, the ancient being might have been a sleeping one too.] 

