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By the Magic Invested in this Tome, Today's Date in Sigil is Hereby Declared as:
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[Please see the Ken Lipka's Sigil Calendar for more information...]
[NB: Your browser needs java capability to view the date]
Congratulations on safely purchasing and opening Brix's Guide to the Cage...(if you'd stolen it, you'd have been fried by the firetrap I placed on the cover, so at least you were an honest cutter). I think we're going to get along just fine... 

I am Brix, earth mephit, author and explorer, and your guide to Sigil, at least on this occasion. Within these magical pages you will learn much about the Cage, its inhabitants and their favourite places. Anyway, enough introduction from me...rattling my bone box on and on never was my strong point. Open the book to any page and you'll find a wealth of information, advice and tales of times past.
Remember, it may not all be true...
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A Day in the Life of a Cager‘
[Any similarity to Jeena Ealy's The Life of a Cager is purely coincidental, and has never been proved in Court]. 
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"Some of the greatest bloods in the multiverse hail from Sigil or call the place kip. Take the factols for instance. They hold sway over the minds of millions. Now, these highups all go about their business in luxury (for the most part) from day to day, and that's what we hear about. But what about your average cager? What about the seamstress, the book seller, the common thief even? How do they live? These are their stories, the stories of life in the Cage."

-- From Jeena Ealy's forward to "The Life of a Cager", author unknown


You've all heard about the Factols, the High-Ups, the Cage Rattlers, the Faces of Sigil. But what about the hoi polloi? The masses? The grubby cutters who do most of the living in the Cage? A Guide to the Cage ain't much cop without exploring their stories, and this one's no exception. I've met and interviewed members of the working classes, the namers, the urchins, and the orphans. And here their stories will be told. You ain't seen Sigil 'till you've seen it through the eyes of someone who lives there, cutter... 


Jaimi Bimkz
Jaimi Bimkz is our first subject. Jaimi is a human seamstress, lives in the Lower Ward, and is a namer in the Free League. 



A note on time: In Sigil, there is no definate time setting. Peak is the equivelant of our Noon, and Antipeak is the equivalent of our midnight. The 3 hours before and after Peak are the brightest hours of the day, and the 3 hours before and after Antipeak are the darkest hours of the day. Also, in events of the following stories where a time isn't designated, assume it takes place between the events before and after it.
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Copyright 1999 by Tom Bubul 
Jaimi Bimkz
Jaimi Bimkz is a human seamstress, lives in the Lower Ward, and is a namer in the Free League. This is her story. 

Prologue. An hour before antipeak. Well, out with the formalities first of all then. I'm Jaimi Bimkz, and I'm the best bleaking seamstress in Sigil. The 9 stingers I'm getting for my entry on this mimir is about how I live. That said, I'll be recording tomorrow... I'm off to sleep.


5 hours after antipeak. Woken by the sound of that flock of Astral Streakers that passes every morning about this time, I get up out of bed and wash my face with the water in my basin. I've been using the same water for 3 weeks... I use it more to wake myself up than to get clean. Well, while I'm on the subject, I suppose I'll tell you berks about my kip.
She's a little second floor flat in an apartment building that sits next to a bleaker housing project. The old girl has three sparse, dirty little rooms, including my bedroom and bathroom. I like to be at my shop more'n home, it's nice there. Home is dirty. I havent got much in my place 'cept for the basin, a miror, my bed, a cabinet where I keep dishes (in case company comes... hah), a table with a stool incase I eat at home, and a wardrobe, with my 3 shirts and 2 pairs of pants. There's a crack in the wall, covered by the mirror, and I'm happy I'm only on the second floor lest the ceiling would drip on me. The building itself is a completely nondescript, gray, plaster building... like so many others around here.
Well, as I was saying, I've just woken up and I need to dress. I put on a burgundy patched up skirt that's down to my ankles, a grey shirt, and my long grey jacket. I pull my hair back and knot it there, so it doesn't get in the way of my work. I'll be going out for a bite to eat now... it's tough to work on an empty stomach. I probably won't be back home until much later tonite, as I work in the Market Ward.


5 and a half hours after antipeak. I'm at the Ubiquitous Wayfarer on the edge of the Lower and Clerks Ward, regardless of whatever berks say it's in the Lady's. It's a quant little place that serves primes and planars alike, especially folks that just tripped in from some portal... the kip's loaded with the sodding things. The place serves up a nice bowl of good, affordable pourage... and doubles as a good place to find new people.
Take that tief over there. She's wearing last month's fassion... the shoulder blades, dark cape, leather, crazy black-died hair. She needs something new, and she looks like she has some jink to drop...
"Yes ma'am, I'm talkin about you and your shoulder blades. You need to do something about that, where are you coming from, Baator?"
"What's this insulance? I'm on my way to the Hall of Speakers."
"Not dressed like that I hope. You need something more colorful, all that grey... people won't pay attention to you if you're dressed in only grey and black."
"I'm a Knight of Entropy, now sod off. This is my military uniform."
Ahh, well, you can't win 'em all. Enough of here for now then, time to keep walking. My morning routine revolves around my getting to the Market in time, and it takes 2 hours to walk... even in the morning's light traffic.
Walking to the Market Ward: Sigil in the early morning. Walking to the shop is a good way to get a look at Sigil... and I'm told that's what I'm getting paid for.
I'm walking along in this infernal fog now, the light boys are out in force putting out the lamps on the streets. That ragtag bunch don't say too much during the 'bright' hours, they do their jobs then run off to their families to hand over the few greens they made during the night, and then catch an hour or two of sleep before they have to start another long night of wandering the Cage. They're a hungry lot, and poor for the most part. You can see it in the way their faces are so drawn, and how their eyes are sunken. A real bunch of bloods, the lightboys, there's no other bunch closer to Sigil except for the dabus.
Besides the fog and the boys, there's the heavy dust that's always hanging in the air and on everything... the dust of a million universes kicked up by the feet of several million folks. Combined with the fog, the dust makes the air up here tough to breathe for people who aren't natives. You can always tell a berk is new to the Cage when you see them taking big, deep breathes, or coughing alot from the dust.
Now, look at this cutter here. He's a native. He has a long, black coat on, a cap on, and high, well worn boots... the kind of boots that you can walk through the Market without getting your feet stomped, or through the Hive without getting knee deep in mud. He's watching the ground. He's looking where he's going, minding his business. He doesn't care what's going on around him. He's going where he's going. He don't look funny at passing fiends or primes, he lets them go their ways too. Bar all that about Cagers being stuck up and arrogant. We aren't. Those are planars who moved into the Cage, got rich, and took the name. Cagers are the folks that you see and you recognize, but you don't know their names. The real movers and shakers of the city are the folks you don't see coming. That guy's a Cager.
Heh, well, I'm getting nostalgic now. We're almost there, so I'll quite rattling.


Nearly 7 hours after Antipeak. After an ordeal of a walk, I'm finally outside my shop, deep in the Market Ward. The City is just about fully awake now, and folks of all sorts are walking about the streets. Folks that have ripped clothes, old clothes, or not much clothing at all. From my shop (a tan brick building on Copperman Way with one glass panel in the front where I hang my wairs, and a sign that says 'Jaimi Bimkz - Seamstress' in big red letters), I can see everyone that walks up and down the lane, and sometimes I hollar at them to come in and have a look when I'm not busy enough. 
Inside, there's my desk and workroom, where I keep my inventory and do my sowing. In front is a room with samples of my work- shirts and things mostly, beautiful stuff noone can afford, but I assure the commoner (don't get me wrong... I'm not trying to say I'm high up, I'm a commoner myself) I can reproduce the same thing with slightly different material. I slide the curtain off of the glass plate, sweep the ever present dust off of the doorstep, and now I'm open and ready for business.


7 and a half hours after Antipeak. A half elf male just walked in. The poor sod has a rip in the left knee of his pants, and the cuffs of his sleeves and pants are horibly tattered. His clothing is obviously too big for him. He has his hair tied back in a greesy ponytale and his face is shiny from vigorous washing. This is the face of a man who's afraid to admit he's a member of the working class... and he's obviously not a Cager from that Clueless grin he's got on.
"Can I help you?"
"'Ello, I'm looking for Jaimi Bimkz... I hear she's quite a seamstress."
"She's me berk, what can I do for ya?"
"Right, I'm Ainland Olsen..." he'd broken an important rule there, it's not a good thing to give your full, real name to a stranger, "...and I'm looking for someone to make me some clothing."
"Obviously. You're here."
"Yes... right.. well, can you make me a new pair of pants? These ones are getting awfully worn, and I only have two other pairs..."
"Right. Go back to your kip and get changed, and bring those pants you have on back here so I can make a model of them. I'll dispose of them for you."
"Sounds grand, saves me the trouble. I'll be back soon." 
And with the same clueless grin, he turned around and left. He'd just broken another important rule... that nothing is a waste. Those pants of his could hold me off for a year with a bit of mending... and that's what I intend to do with them.


7 and a quarter hours after Antipeak. I'm working on some backordered shirts made from some Bytopian cotton now.... there's a troop of gnomes stuck in Sigil that came in yesterday asking for shirts like they have home. I told the little berks I'd get them done for them before they went home, which means I probably have several weeks to finish this project, they're being stupid gnomes and all. It'll take the berks ages to figure out the dark of portals. Either way, they'll be in tonite asking if I'm done, so I'm working on it. They'll be paying heavily for this job... eight miniature shirts made of cotton aren't easy to sell if they bail out.


3 and a half hours before Peak. The poor sod with the big clothes that came in earlier just came back... looking rather flustered and sweaty.
"A bloody confusing place, this Sijil." he smelled like the Hive.
"Sigil, and yes, a wee bit more confusing than wherever you're from..." I sneered, "Waterdeep is it?"
"No, Greyhawk City, on..."
Not interested in the origins of this prime, I interupted... "Nevermind. Have you got your old pants?"
"Ahh, yes, right here."
"Hmm... ok. Come back in a few hours, and I'll have a nice pair of new pants for ya."
"How much will it be?"
"That all depends on how hard a time I have making the pants, what materials I use, lot's of things. I'll have a price for you later, now if you'll excuse me."
And with that, he left. Spinning new pants for him'll be a cinch. The fact that he wears them 6 sizes too big means he wont be picky about sizing. In the mean time, I need to run to the Shaven Ratatosk deeper in the Market to pick up some materials.... I'm running a bit low. In this business, going for cloth is like going for groceries. It's an every other day thing.


2 and three quarter hours before Peak. The Market by this time of morning is a bustling place. Sigil is now fully awake, and the chaos that is our city is now in full swing. Looking about, one can see all manner of folks, Upper and Lower planars alike, as well as barmy factioneers running amuk posting Sigil up with their propaganda, a slew of advertisements... from Astral Streakers dropping messages, to Black Marion singing her subtle, coded songs. The touts are all standing about, waiting for the Primes and out of towners to start tripping in from the portals that riddle our city... it's the perfect time of day for such a thing. The City is freshly 'clean' (or, as clean as she gets with this infernal dust) from the Dabus' nightly patrol, and according to statistics from the Hall of Records, Primes are most likely to come through Sigil at this time of day than any other. Don't ask what sod thought that fact up.
Anyhow, I'm just outside of the Shaven Ferret, a pretty small little fabric shop in the Market Ward specializing in Bytopian furs and silks that's hidden in an alley that turns off of Risvold Street. The building itself is falling down... the chipped plaster and smashed roof are just two of the building's redeaming traits. It's a pity really, the woman who owns the place (Sara DeAngelo, the second best seamstress in Sigil... heh) is the nicest you'll ever meet, but she's poorer than anything. Not that there's anything wrong with that, but she has four male kids to bring up, no husband, and she's too proud to send them to the Gatehouse for care. Anyhow, I'm entering the shop now....
"Jaimi, is that you?"
"Lady's grace Sara, how are you?"
"I'm ok," she sighs, "but I had to send the boys to work today, the poor dears. I need more money for the rent or the Takers are going to evict us." This is testamony to her kind heartedness... most folks these days don't care much for their kids, seeing them as nothing but a mouth to feed.
"Where are they working and for how much?"
"They're working for Estavan, that ogre chap in charge of the PTC. They get payed a stinger a week each, hardly much at all, and Estavan gets a special discount at the store on things he buys here. I'm probably getting robbed in the long run.... I hear that one is rather slippery."
"I wouldn't know... I buy all of my material here. Anyhow, four stingers a week is more four stingers more than you're taking in now, and the work'll do the lads good."
She sighed again, a habit of hers when her mind was full, "Maybe so, but I miss them."
"They'll be back soon enough, Sara. In the mean time, I need to place an order. I need a bit of cotton for shirts for a troop of gnomes, about a pound I'd say, some burlap (for a prime's pants) and a bit of Spire Butterfly silk, for a deva who said he'd be stopping in today. While I'm here, I need a new spool of ribbon too." I didn't really need any ribbon... but Sara always had more than she could sell, and wouldn't accept my charity if I gave her an extra green to support her family with.
Walking about behind her counter, she replied "A deva eh? He'll be paying a pretty bit I take it?"
"Not as much as I'd hope... those upper planars are cheep. They think because they're 'holy' we should work for them for free."
"How true, how true. Just give me a second to cut this cotton, and I'll let you go back to your business then, you can pick up on the side. Good to see you, Lady's grace."
"To you as well, Sara."
With that, Sara DeAngelo walked back into the recesses of her crumbling shop. One could see she was suffering from malnutrition, and has been under distress. Sara loves her littluns, it's sad to see her in this state. Anyhow, life goes on... her story is another, and I'm sure she'd be happy to tell it for eleven stingers just like me.
I walk around the side, to her cargo bay and pickup area. I pay the full fifteen stingers for all the material, no more no less... like I said, she don't take charity. One of her servant boys helps me carry it all back to the shop, silently. He was probably sold into service to her. Children in the city only have a few likely paths... they get sold as slaves, adopted by the Bleakers, or get lucky and have a mother like Sara. This one falls in between having a mother and being a slave... she probably treats him like one of her own. Ahh well, excuse me. I'm getting emotional again over all this.


1 and a quarter hour before Peak. I'm back at the shop now. The windows are starting to get that midday dust on them, the dust they always get when the city is all woken up. I dusted them off, headed back over to my tools, and resumed work on those gnomish shirts. I sat and sowed for a while, until something caught my attention (and not much can grab my attention when I'm at work), a deva looking in the window. She's indescribably clean and beautiful... and seams to glow, even through the dusty, fogged pane of glass. Sure enough, she walks in. Her golden hair is tied back with a silken ribbon, and her lovely dress looks as though it were woven from the stuff of dreams, white as snow. Her milky skin complemented her bright red lips, which started to move...
"Are you Jaimi Bimkz?" she asked. Her words were hypnotizing, I felt as though I were half asleep as she was talking to me, drowning in her voice.
"Ye... yes.." I cleared my throat, "Can I help you?" self consciously, I started to twist my skirt.
"Yes, you can. I need a new dress for a ball tonite, would you be able to make me one?" She obviously didn't know much about the trade... making a dress for a highup deva takes more than a day.
"Well, it'd be quite a task actually.... I highly doubt it, especially as I have these seven gnomish shirts to do...." before I could finish, she dropped a pouch full of jink on my table, and gold sparkled from inside.
"That's two hundred jinx, cutter," she gave a faint grin.
"Um..." I choked on my words and stuttered a bit, "Well, I suppose I may be able to arrange something. How would you like it?" Two hundred jinx is more'n I make in a three months.
"Like this, with gold fiber trimming, but dark red instead of white. Thanks much, I'll be back a bit later... the ball starts at Antipeak." With that, she smiled and took her jink, and walked off into the streets.
It was moments before I recovered, and realized the folly of my action... I had broken Imel Bruster's third rule, You Order It, You Own It. In this case, I just ordered up a dress for a deva, and if I don't follow through, I own the responsibility. Jink makes a body do some addle-coved things... now I have to come up with a dress by Anti. Bah, I'm off to lunch.
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Peak. Well, I've got a deva to make a dress for in one night. One of the only thing that can drown out your own problems is watching someone else's, and in Sigil, we do that alot... 'specially around here. The Hangman's Court isn't all that far away, a well-lanned cutter can get there and back in an hour and a half from my kip, and that's usually what I do for lunch... have a walk up there, watch some poor berk get himself hung, and walk back. It may be kind of gruesome, but watching a sod die gets you to thinking what life's really all about... it's good for your mind kinda, when you live like us. 

Anyhow, I'm at the Court now... a cobblestone square beaten to smoothness by the countless feet of folks on their last marches, and the others who came to watch. It's a bare place, there's practically nothing here except for the lifeless tree, which has a little fence around it to keep folks from prodding it's fruit, if you catch what I mean.  Anyway, there's no execution going today, which is a good thing I suppose... less crime maybe. The dirty cobblestone sea is almost empty, there's a few like myself having a bit of a snack, but otherwise, it's too grim a place to attract much attention.
From here a cutter can see most of the highups in the Lady's Ward strutting about with their fine rags on, showing off to all the other rich berks. They where their finely designed, poorly made outfits, and talk about helping the poor folks of the Cage, bringing in order, and feeding us. Those berks outta sod off, they don't know what it's like to live here. It's the 'highups' that give us a bad name as being arrogant and only caring about ourselves. They aren't true members of the Cage's society, they belong to their own society, a society of clowns and puppets on strings... the poor berks, anytime now it'll come crashing right down on them, and the Lady'll exact her punishment. Oh well, there's a hope. Maybe that deva'll get struck down too, and I won't have to make her sodding dress. Luckily enough, I have quite a bit of some good, deep crimson satin, that gold fiber I need to track down though.


1 Hour after Peak. After a walk through the bleak Lady's Ward, which is a completely unique place all in itself from the rest of the City, I arrived at Queen Anne's Needlework, a shop that sells needles of all sizes, clothe of any cut, and thread of any material. The place is a building built of of stone painted an awful lavender colour, with large purple curtains hanging in the huge glass window in front. Inside, there're aisles and aisles of carpeted floor, lined with many shelves of the most beautiful ingredients for nice clothing on the planes.
I picked out a spool of thread made of liquid gold, and brought it to the counter, where I had to pay out 2 jinx worth of greens and stingers. With a look of distain, the berk at the counter handed me the thread, and watched me as I walked out. They're always out to get ya, the wealthy ones. They think everyone that doesn't wear the day's bizarre fashion and keeps their purse tight is a thief or a barmy. Ah well, the powers' mercy on the swine... I have a long walk and a long day ahead.
Walking back to the Market: Sigil at Midday. Like I said a bit earlier, the bleak Lady's Ward is unique of the rest of the City. Whereas the Market buzzes with business, the Clerk's Ward with pencil pushers running about with memos, the Hive with barmies, and soforth, the Lady's is silent. It's a cold and clinical place, where folks usually walk slow and look at the ground, not wanting to draw attention. It could be that way because the Law boys make their homes around here, but it's more likely that it's because folks get uncomfortable around highups. You heard me earlier, what with that deva, I couldn't keep my tongue steady. Folks around here are just plain cagey about the other folks... and the fact that the dabus and the Lady herself are occasionally seen floating about makes the place even more bizarre.
It's easy enough to tell when you're out of the theoretical boundaries of the Lady's and arrive in either the Guildhall or Market. As soon as you cross one street or another, it seems as though out of nowhere a wave of people sweep you into their sea. Oddly, much like the city of Dis on Baator, if you look back across the street, you'd think there's miles of people between you and the Lady's.
The dust hangs heavy in the air about this time of day, and the announcment that "rain and fog are on the way" from Erish's Weather Tower almost seem like a joke, like he's constantly pointing out the obvious to us all. A cutter swift enough can tell if rain's coming, just by how much the dust sticks to their clothes... on a rainy day, it sticks more. Either way, it usually is rather humid in the streets of the Market... what with everyone walking elbow to elbow, pushing and pulling. The smells of sweat and sometimes blood hang in the air around this time of day. It's not a rare site to see someone get trampled in the chaos that runs about the streets, or to see a pack of Hardheads descend on some poor berk just cause he looked at them crooked. Don't get me wrong, I'm not trying to spread anti-Harmonium propeganda, it's just that some of 'em are crooked. I've seen good Hardheads too.
Anyhow, this is the time of day that crime hits the market hardest. In the middle of the day, all the scum in the cage descends like a flock of vultures on the Market... cutting purse strings, stealing apples, bashing the poor sods that happen to cross that one dark alley. It's a pity really, and that's the reason that there's executions almost everyday... the sods get themselves caught in the act, and being as the Guvners have enough to do besides wasting their time on trials for folks caught redhanded, the Hardheads usually just throw them to the Red Death for judgement. That judgement is usually quite predictable: death. The Mercykillers, I've seen, believe that killing a criminal keeps them from wasting the Justice Wheel's time again by committing another crime. A bit harsh if ya ask me... but it's not my place to worry. It's my place to worry about this dress.
2 and a half Hours after Peak. Well, I'm back in the shop now. After wiping the omnipresent dust off of the window and my desk, I began hitting the needle and thread pretty hard to make that deva's dress... so far, I have the general form done. It was all going well enough, until that prime came back in... with a ripped shirt, bloody forehead, and reaking like The Speckled Rat.
"Are.. are... my pants completeded? I'm in bloody need of new pants I is, are they done?"
"No, I haven't gotten there yet actually. I'm busy, come back later." I grabbed for my sheers... forged on Bytopia, they could cut through metal I was told.
"I needs a new pair of pants, damned it! I needs new pants!" He began waving his arms about, and it became obvious that he wasn't in good shape. I could see he had a big bloody gash on his chest now, it looked like he was in a brawl.
"Listen berk, when I get them done, I get them done. Come back tomorrow. Take a bit of advice too: when you leave the shop, go right across the street. There's a good place to sleep there... an' you can come right back tomorrow morning for your pants."
"But I need 'em now!" he stumbled forward, and crashed onto the floor, unconscious.
I walked across the street to Mrs. Bailey's Boarding, where Ol' Mrs. Bailey sent a couple servant boys across the way to get rid of the prime. They probably stripped him clean of his jink too, but that's his own fault for getting himself all barmy. At least that's a pair of pants I won't have to make, he won't remember to come back across the way if he wakes up... that was quite a bump he had on his head.


4 hours After Peak. After that little bit with that prime, the day finally passed for a few uneventful hours. A few people walked in and looked around, one left a message that he needed pants, but otherwise I got a few more good hours in on her dress. The body of it is pretty much done, except for a few little details and the gold fiber... which shouldn't take all that long.
Having gotten alot done, I decided to take a bit of a break... it's been a rather slow day, what with just one trouble maker, one dress, and only a few shirts on backorder. At times like this I usually take a walk across to Mrs. Bailey's, she was like a mother to me when I moved in here so long ago, and we usually share a drink. I also have the reason of that sod that crashed in my shop earlier... he's not going to be able to pay Ol' Mrs. B., so I'll have to explain that.
Walking across Copperman from my shop, you come to a three story, blue plaster building with a large oaken sign hanging out front that reads, obviously enough, Mrs. Bailey's Boarding in big white letters. Mrs. Bailey herself is an old Aasimar who's been helping folks in the Cage out with their problems, giving them board, and just being nice for something like sixty years now. Her age is just starting to show, though one can only guess as to what that age really is... she looks like a healthy 70 year old human. She has a bit of short black hair that falls about her ears, and is almost wrinkle free skin except for her strong laugh lines. Her almost pointed nose sits below her old brown eyes. She wears an apron most of the time, being as she cooks every meal that a body eats in her house, and her hands are literally fireproof from all the burns she's recieved over the years.
Upon walking in, one of her bellhops (who are rumored are all her grandchildren) escorted me in to the back, to her living quarters, where she lay on her couch resting quietly. Mrs. B's quarters are actually quite nice, unlike my own. The one downstairs room is quite spacious, with a table and four chairs with a nice silk cloth on it, a long couch, and several chairs around the room... attesting to the fact that she has plenty of relatives. As well, there's a picture of her father and mother both hanging on the wall next to each other, above a fireplace. By my standards, Mrs. B. and her family are pretty well off.
"Hello Mrs. B., how are you?"  Her mother, as I came to know, originally came from a Prime world where noone ever came out and said directly what was on their mind, a trait Mrs. Bailey had herself. Small talk was standard in a conversation with her before the point became clear.
"Ahh, hello Jaimi, I'm fine... and how are you today?" She looked up with a smile... she was always happy to talk to anyone but her relatives, which she had many of. Another trait from her home world was that a family showed it's love of one another by how much they were at eachother's throats.
"Well enough thanks, except for this dress I have to work on, it's sodding awful work."
"I know the feeling Jaimi, I know the feeling. Who's it for anyway?"
"Oh, some deva... but she's paying quite a bit of jink for it, so she says. That's why I came over actually, to tell you I'm finally going to pay that debt I owe your husband, now that I'm prolly going to have the coin for it." Her husband, an explorer, has been wayward for 3 years... and I don't owe him a debt. Thing is, she wouldn't accept money from me to care for that prime I sent over... so that was my way of slipping it in.
"You owe him a debt, eh? What sort?"
"Oh, he picked up a bit of cloth for me on Elysium a long time ago, and I promised I'd pay him. I can't reneg on my word now, can I?"
"Well, of coarse not, a woman's word is her dignity... if there wasn't trust, there'd be nothing."
"How true, how true."
"Now then littlun," she calls me that on occasion... I've gathered that she's quite a bit older than I am, so I don't say anything "How about a spot of tea, or coffee? I have some lovely stuff a prime had Clarion give to me..."
"Sure, why not? I've got a bit of time, but not long... I have to finish that dress. I don't want to be the one to anger an angel now, do I?"
"No littlun, you don't. Angels can get pretty angry I hear." She chuckled a bit, and put on the coffee.


5 and a quarter Hours after Peak. After a bit of coffee with Mrs. Bailey, and no mention of the prime, I went back to the shop. There was still no mention of new business when I got back, a good thing too... I won't be able to give any attention to new orders until tomorrow anyway. After a bit of work, I think it'll be time for a bit more exercise.


6 and a half Hours after Peak. It's about time to get out now then. I finished up the dress in it's entirety now, except for the gold. I'm off to get a bit to eat at Imel's, and if I'm lucky enough to find one (it's the first of the week, and they sell like hotcakes around the market), I'll pick up a S.I.G.I.S. on the way.
Walking to Imel's Happy Tongue: Sigil at Dusk. Walking around now, just between Peak and Anti, is the second best time of day for traffic in Sigil, the first being the early morning. Most folks are either at home or at some restaurant eating, or out back of one scraping for food. The lightboys are coming back out now, though not so much in the market. They start in the Hive and Lower, and work their ways over through the Guildhall, the Clerks, and the Market, finishing in the Lady's. I figure they start in the darkest wards and work their ways over, being as there's plenty of light coming from store windows, we don't need it as much.
Anyhow, the very short walk down Copperman to the Happy Tongue shows more of Sigil than one would think, the collectors for example. They're out in force in the Market around now, clearing up the trash folks left behind to pawn for food. As wretched as they are, they perform a service in doing so... they keep the streets clean, though the term is relative. They own only the clothes on their backs, and don't have so much as a stinger to their names. They live from day to day, gleaning what they can from society's caring folk, and from whatever they gather from the streets and other places they go to. A creepy lot, they are.
As well, a body might notice about now that the fog seams to be getting a little bit heavier about now... it's kind of a dramatic thing the City does to tell us all nightfall is on it's way. Sigil's trademark fog is probably the thickest in the multiverse, and no prime is said to be able to handle it at this hour... so for the most part, only Cagers (and folks used to the air) prowl the streets about now. That, in turn, means that the Takers and Hardheads aren't out as much either, as there's not as many berks to arrest for no reason or tax unnecessarily. In turn, the more chaotic factions run about more, as the Law isn't out heavily to stop them; Indeps go about business outside the Bazaar, Anarchists do whatever it is they do,and Xaositects, if they care to at the time, move out of the Hive for their nightly jaunts of chaos.
Well, anyhow, the doors of the Happy Tongue loom ahead... I'm off to eat.


5 Hours Until Antipeak. I decided I was out of the shop enough today, so I decided to get my food and bring it back. A bite of Krigalan Black and a loaf of bread with a spot of wine are tonite's delicacy. After having a bit of the cheese and bread and just a little wine, I started back at the needle... enough procrastination, it was time to finish the dress. Alas, just as I was about to start, in popped a Githzerai... without pants, just undershorts.
"Pants need I," was all that came out of his mouth, and he bugged out his eyes at me like a frog.
"Were you the one who left the message?"
"Me was it, yes. Pair new a me make you can?" He sounded like a new recruit to the Xaositects.
"Yes, surely... I can have them done for you by Peak tomorrow. Would you please write your name on this paper for me?"
"Problem no, righto..." he wrote his name, which read John Thomas Leonard the 4th, Esquire. He looked up, and with a bit of embarassment he whispered, "Talker dyslexic a I am. World his visiting was I when me on put prime a curse a is it. It shake not can just I." He laughed maniacally for a moment, then started to walk out, but before he left, he was sure to add, "Peak at back be I'll."
With that, the 'dyslexic talker' walked out, and I sat there a bit confounded by it... there really are a bunch of barmy savages in this town. Either way, it's a pair of pants to make.


3 and a half Hours until Antipeak. I'm finally finished! The dress is completely done, now all that's left to be done are seven gnomish shirts and a pair of pants for a dyslexicly speaking gith. Is it break time again? Ya, I think so. I think a trip over to Chirper's is in order as soon as she comes to pick it up.
3 Hours until Antipeak. With three hours left in the day, she showed back up, to claim her dress, which is quite a piece of work, and it didn't cost all that much to make either.
"Hello again Miss Bimkz, did you happen to complete my gown for tonite?" Those were the exact words she said, and they sounded like music.
"Yes infact ma'am, I did get it done... it's hanging in the back if you'd like to have a bit of a look."
"Sure, lead the way."
I led her into the back room, where her dress hung on the wooden frame of a human manican. She went up to it, and examined it very carefully. I was quite nervous the whole time, being that my work was under the scrutiny of a deva, but I stayed quiet. Eventually, she asked,
"What kind of thread did you sow this with?"
"Standard cotton, why?"
"Hmm... well, it'll do I suppose, but I wanted it done with Bonespear silk, the quality is a bit better. Anyhow, there's no time for that I realize, so I'll take it. Thanks much Miss Bimkz."
"Bonespear silk costs an astronomic amount... and I don't believe you said you wanted it that way." I was a bit indignant, it's not a good feeling to have your day's work ridiculed over an unmentioned detail.
"That's why, of coarse, I was willing to pay so much... I thought you'd have known. I'm sorry. It's a lovely dress still, thank you. Would you be able to wrap it up for me please?"
"Yes, of coarse. Thank you too."
In silence, I wrapped it up... knowing I wasn't going to get 200 jinx for the effort. That's the way it goes though I guess. I brought it back to her out front, and she put a bag (much smaller than before) on the counter. With a nod and a smile, she left.


1 and a half Hours until Antipeak. Well, I'm in the middle of my walk home now. I didn't hit Chirper's after all, not enough jink for her. I'm almost halfway there, and the day's grime is thickest in the streets about now, before the dabus and collectors come out to clean. For you curious cutters out there, I ended up with only 30 jinx in my palm, which is nothing to sneeze at, but at the same time isn't nearly as much as the effort was worth. I put off a whole day of work to do that dress, and 30 jinx isn't all that much to show for it. I probably could've got more from the gnomes. Anyhow, "No use crying over spilt milk" is what my mother would've said.
Walking Home: Sigil at Night. Sigil at night is alot like Sigil in the morning. Not in that everyone's asleep, they aren't. The highups are out at their parties, the visiters and primes've for the most part put in for the night, and sedan chairs (which cause bad traffic problems) don't operate this late. Only natives who commute to their jobs or work late are out, and of coarse, the boys. Right now is their busiest time of day... a cutter can't walk a block without seeing one.
The fog is lifting a little, and the light is like that of twilight... it isn't pitch black, but it's not too easy to see either. As well, the lights inside of the various inns and people's houses are getting turned off around now too... so the streets get exponentially darker as more people go to sleep. It's rather important to get home early if you have a long walk like I do... it's never good to get caught in a really dark alley, even if you're a native in your own neighborhood.
There's mud and such covering the street, which is a bit of a hazzard. Sigil is a dirty place to begin with... this time of day though, it's the worst. Imagine, if you can, a white carpet in your foyer. Know how you make folks take their shoes off before they step on it? Know how dirty and beat it gets if one person does step on it? Imagine a million people constantly stepping on it at once. That's kinda what Sigil's dirt condition is like on a non-raining day's night.


A half Hour before Antipeak. Home again, home again. Now that I'm back in my flat, it's time to sleep. I hope my take on Sigil has been informing, because this is how I live.


Footnotes
· More on The Ubiquitous Wayfarer, Copperman Way, Risvold Street, Imel Bruster and his Happy Tongue, The Hangman's Court, The Speckled Rat, Chirper's can be found in In the Cage: A Guide to Sigil, available in the Mimir.Net Bookstore. 

· Black Marion, Estavan and the PTC can be found in Uncaged: Faces of Sigil, available in the Mimir.Net Bookstore. 

· Erish's Weather Tower comes from Brix's Guide to Sigil.
Clarion can be found in Cage Rattlers [soon]. 
Rattling About the Cage
These are some of the tales and stories I've picked up on my jaunts around the city...
Sigil
That most bizarre city; the place which is at the centre of the Multiverse, and at the same time some place outside it. If it don't make sense to you, then that's most likely a Good Thing. Berks who reckon they understand the paradoxes of the planes end up barmy faster than the rest of us. Just nod, smile amiably, and accept you'll never grasp the dark. It's the safest way. 

You want to know the truth of what Sigil really is? Better be prepared to ask around, berk! It's a cert that any ten bloods you ask will come up with a different story. To save you the trouble, there's dozens recorded here in Brix's Guide to the Cage. Pick the one you like best and hold it dear, 'cause it's as true as any other...
The Chattering Mimir Speaks of Sigil
"Sigil. The Cage. The City of Doors. The Burg at the Centre of All. The Nexus. The Beginning of the Ring. These are some of the many names given to the Burg at the Confluence of the Planes. It's an impossible place, floating at the top of an infinite Spire at the centre of the Outlands. It can be seen from anywhere on the plane, but it can only be reached through one of the portals created by its ruler, the Lady of Pain. It's therefore as easy or as hard to find as She wills. 

"Sigil is a city unlike any other. It is divided into six wards, though the boundaries are not marked on any map. Here are the headquarters of the factions, the greatest temples, the toughest bloods and the most diverse mixture of races in the Planes. The Cage is in a constant state of war, though blood is rarely shed openly. Instead it is a war of intrigue and politics, the kriegstanz, where allegiances change faster than the weather. The burg is also said to be filled with those seeking to escape their fates, as no Power can look within the city.
"To learn more, travel there. More portals lead to the Cage than any other place. Touts, or guides, can be found there who will show a traveller where to go, and where not to go. Pay them well if you like your information to be accurate."
Who'd you Like your Chant to be From?
Factioneers' Opinions on the City of Doors 

Planewalkers Speak of Sigil
Darker Chant on the Cage
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Faction Tales of Sigil
The factions have opinions of their own on what Sigil's all about...


An Anarchist (the Cutter wouldn't give her Name)
"It's obvious, berk. Sigil's a pocket dimension created by the Lady of Pain. And just like the city, all the factols are in her pockets too!"


Brandy, a Sensate who Named Herself after her Favourite Bub
"Listen, I don't trust anything I can't sense, cutter. And I sure as hells have never seen the top of the Spire from the streets of the Cage. Powers know, I've spent enough time looking. I don't think it's there, you know. And it's not the sort of thing that'd be easy to miss, what with it being infinitely tall and all. You can't see the Outlands neither. Though where Sigil's hiding if it ain't on the Spire, I don't know!"


Animar Rexus, a Bleaker Psionicist-Surgeon
"On a clear day, the sight of sheer nothingness is terrifying to most Primes, and many Cagers too. Maybe it's a good thing Sigil's weather is so miserable; the place'd be uninhabitable if nothing stared you in the face every time you looked up. But then I'm used to facing nothing every day."


Factol Hashkar of the Fraternity of Order
"It's far from clear-cut that it's actually Sigil on top of the Spire. If we can't see the Spire from the Cage, then maybe the lump of rock on top of the Spire ain't Sigil after all. This leads to the rather disturbing conclusion that no one is really certain where the greatest city of the Planes (outside of Mechanus) is located. It would appear that everyone knows how to get here, but nobody really knows where here is!"


Sine, one of the Highest Common Factors of the Mathematicians (who Obviously spends more Time reading obscure Tomes than is Healthy)
"Sigil is a place of 'quantum instability'. This means its doors have a high chance of not leading to their other sides, but to a very different existence. Anyone who's ever used a portal knows that Sigil's doors lead to some unexpected places, all right! In fact, my calculations suggest that the entire city phases through the planes, connecting haphazardly (with a chaotic sort of pattern) to other planes. This correlates well with the observed phenomenon of portals. With a few more years of research, I'll venture my formula for portal prediction should be around 50% accurate." 

"If one integrates with respect to Sigil over all space, then unity is obtained. This means it's simultaneously both at the top of the Spire, and also everywhere in the multiverse at once! Thus, Sigil is not 'somewhere' but in an infinite range of possible places that express the fluctuating belief patterns of the multiverse. Therefore the Cage is impossible to reach without a portal (although there might also be ways around that...)"


Sir Twist, the Decay Knight
"Sigil's up here 'cos someone's gotta keep a lookout against those lousy powers that want to speed up or slow down Entropy. The Multiverse is decaying fine, which is more than we can say if some fiend or great God controlled the cage. But what do you care? As long as in the short run someone dies, a house falls and a sword rusts, I'm happy. And there's plenty of that in Sigil."


Ruin deKaye, a spellslinging Sinker tielfing
"Listen up, leatherheads. If I knew Sigil's dark, d'you really think the Lady'd let me live? You won't catch me flappin' my bone box on whatever dark you're digging for here, so go speculate somewhere else. If you value your skin, you'll blitz the nearest portal and never come back if y'do. What else can I say? What tiefling can put a name to their place of birth? Sigil's home, and that's all that counts."


Oax, of the Xaositects
"no has dark Sigil. in It's ^ park the chaos. The Lady thought it was a pie, and wanted to $ slice it one way, wanted differently it but slice to Aoskar. Boom! than Sillier @ Guvners. Want frog bub?" 

"rules Chaos all."


Samiel, an Anarchist Philosopher (in his more sane moments)
"Sigil is clearly a magical coil construct designed to capture energy for the Lady. Even a Clueless can see that. My whole theory can be found in my 500-page pamphlet, The Lies of The Cage. The Dark of Sigil is to keep the Lady powerful. Thus it is our mission: To destroy the whole burg before it is too late!"


Factor Gloriana the Third of the Godsmen
"Sigil itself is a Power, floating at the centre of the multiverse. The Lady is its proxy, so she's pretty near advancement herself. She doesn't want to attract the city's wrath by posing as a Power before her time; that's why she flays berks who worship her."


Willor, a Harmonium Patrolman, explains his Problem with the Doomguard's View of Sigil
"They say Sigil's an 'exploded singularity' on top of the Spire. I guess it fits with their entropic view of the Multiverse, and what Sinker doesn't like to see things explode, eh? They tidily sidestep the questions of what the singularity's doing up there in the first place, or the treasonous question why the Lady was so careless as to let it explode. But then, they're Sinkers, aren't they? And when I get my hands on anyone spreading heresy like that they're going to wish they'd been scragged by pit fiends instead..."


Kilkoll the Sceptical, Athar factotum
"The real reason the Powers don't invade because they don't know if the Lady is real or not. They can't see inside the Cage any more than they can come in, and even their brainwashed proxies aren't certain of the dark, else they'd try to get in here like a shot. Working together they might just be powerful enough to break down the doors (but that'd never happen; they're far too arrogant to admit they need help). 'Course, a real deity would only have to wave a finger and the Lady's walls'd come crashing down. And still berks believe in the frauds!"


Folarmo the Brainstormer, a Signer
"Sigil's the subconscious barmy dream of the Lady of Pain. It doesn't make sense because dreams never do. It ain't on the maps 'cause it's not actually real. It's her who imagines the multiverse, and Sigil's just an afterthought. She doesn't even realise it's here; and that's why we can slip in and out of the rest of her imagination through the portals. It's her id which flays berks who worship her; she it don't want her ego to grow and gain complete control of her mind."


Factol Darius of the Sign of One, in her 'Manifesto Memorial'
"...There is also evidence to suggest that the mazes are in fact created by the mass Will of the city ejecting undesirables, rather than the whim of the Lady. This theory is primarily held by those who believe the Lady is not so much a being in her own right, but the imaginations and dreams of Sigilians crystallised into a solid form..."


Zorn the Mottled, meeting with his Cell of Anarchists
"Listen, cutters. It's more important that we act now than ever before. Why? The powers are planning their next move, that's why! The dark is that they're meeting in secret in Harbinger House and plotting the destruction of free will! What do you mean powers can't get into the Cage? You and I know that's just a bob spread around by their pawns the proxies. The only reason they don't invade is 'cause they need Sigil where it is, at a neutral spot. Sure, they've got the base of the Spire to meet, berk - thing is, the rilmani watch 'em there, don't they! No, they've got it all worked out good and proper. That's why we've got to destroy Harbinger House and assassinate all the powers when they're vulnerable! Hey, don't all leave, you cowards!"


Bloody Sword, a Vigilante of the Mercykillers
"Those mazes, they ain't created by the Lady of Pain. No, they're made by some high-up Guvner when she wants to scrag someone who threatens the Fraternity's power, but hasn't actually committed a crime he can be tried for. Apparently, she knows this loophole in the multiverse that allows her to create mazes and cast her enemies inside. It don't pay to get on her wrong side, cutter."


Prill, a Half-Elf Cipher
"The Lady's dance carries her throughout the Multiverse as she wishes, and Sigil's a projection of her power and presence that follows her. The city's location is always different, yet always the same; around the Lady. She doesn't need to think about it any more than that, and neither do you, berk."


Factol Rowan Darkwood of the Fated
"I reckon Sigil is the Lady's Cage. The Powers really don't want to get in. They've trapped her here so they can watch her like a monkey in a zoo. 'Course, it could be the other way around; maybe the universe is a cage for all the other powers, and only Sigil is free. From Sigil the Lady looks in at the Powers like they're the zoo animals. 

"That'll all change when I'm in charge..."


Bluff, a Xaositect Sage
"Cutters most think that the Aoskar killed by Lady was usurp her when he tried to. No babble, you say? Very well, you're paying. In fact, the real dark is this: Ten thousand years ago ago the Lady and Aoskar came to blows; exactly why isn't remembered. In his fury, Aoskar tried to tip Sigil off the top of the Spire. The Cage wobbled, but it didn't fall. In retribution the Lady burned Aoskar's name from the Cage, shattered his temple and cast him adrift in the Astral. Taught him a right lesson, that!"


A Bleaker who doesn't See the Point in a Name
"What? Sigil? It's not supposed to make sense, berk! It just is!"


Velvin, a Signer Vegetable-Seller
"Me. Sigil is me. I am It's dream and It is mine. It is all of our dreams as we are all Its. We - me and the city - are imagining all you berks, just as you are imagining us. The Lady is the sum of our dreams, their most terrible and wonderful aspects made whole. We live in our selves, yet do not exist. Pleasant dreams."


Xib the Bleaker (by Phill Howard)
"Sigil is the last bastion against the madness that consumes the rest of the Multiverse. Oh, it's got more than its share of barmies as well, just look at the Gatehouse to prove that. What I'm rattlin' my bone-box about is that the Cage is where the poor addled souls of the Great Ring come when they have nowhere else to go. Out of jink? Head to Sigil, there's always jobs there. Homeland ravaged by fiends? Go to Sigil, there's always plenty of kips up there. I know it's true, cos after working in the soup kitchens of the Hive, and patrolling the Criminally and Irretrievably Insane wing of the Gatehouse, and after touring the Outlands after the Blood War spilled over into Tir Na Og, I've seen the poor, the tired, the huddled masses yearning to breathe free... and the berks all head to Sigil. 

"And they bring the madness of the planes with them."


Jabbelabb, a titan Signer (by Geir Inge Hol)
"Sigil? Er.. Kinda sorry about that one. 

"I shouldn't have thought of a doughnut in the first place.. Turned out to be a good idea, anyway!"
  



Source-of-Power, Godsman, never to be seen again (by Bartomiej Walczak)
"I tell ya, cutter. Sigil and Mazes are the Lady's testing ground. Ya ask why? Hah! Just look: one that figures out her probable origin or in some other way shows he's better than the others goes to the Mazes. It's all the test, leatherhead! Ya passed the first part, ya go to the next. The Lady throws a berk to the Mazes to see if one is strong enough to survive. If one proves well and finds a way out he becomes... well, I don't know what but I'm sure it's the way to the ascension. And I'm gonna try it."

Planewalkers Speak of Sigil
Some of the chant floating around from the mouthes of planewalkers has to be heard to be believed...


Turpental, a Tiefling Tout
"Ever thought that Sigil's a Plane in its own right? It might not be a big one, but size ain't everything, cutter. Though what a plane's doing at the top of the Spire is any berks' guess, I'll grant you that. 

"I'll tell you what I tell all the Clueless: don't go looking for the top of the Spire. Someone high up don't want it to be seen. First, the air gets real thin away from the Cage, yet there's strong winds which blow a sod right off course; you can't fly there without magic. Second there's the anti-magic zone, so you can't fly there with magic either. Finally, if you're still leatherheaded enough to make it out of the clouds and mist surrounding the Cage you'll be blipped away to another plane. Whatever secrets lie at the top of the Spire should be left well alone."


Tarholt, Dwarven Planewalker
"On a clear day I sometimes see Sigil on top of the Spire from the Outlands. Anyone who say's it's not up there don't have good eyes like me, obviously. It hovers there, like magic, though they say no wizard spells work near the Spire, don't they? One of the Lady's darks, I guess. 

"However she does it, the Cage is definitely floating there. If it were resting on top of the Spire then you'd be able to see the great clod of rock that was the Spire's peak from the city itself."


Tiftop, Druid of Silvanus and Resident of the Cage
"Sigil ain't just any old impossible city. It's alive. Maybe not in the way we are, but it lives and thinks just like us. The streets and houses are its body, the portals are its eyes, the rumble in the streets is its breathing, and the belief of its inhabitants are its own thoughts. The Cage is sentient, I tell you, and vastly powerful. I should know; I've listened to its thoughts. The Lady of Pain's a manifestation of its will given humanoid form so the city's inhabitants can identify with it.


Klanken Vandoff, Planar Authority (by Gabriel Eggers)
"Sigil is called the City of Doors for obvious reasons but, less apparent is that it is one giant portal in and of it self. Where does it lead to? Well, that's the big mystery, cutter. Doesn't it make sense though that, that could be the gate that leads to the Home Plane of whoever created the Multiverse? Maybe there is something to The Great Unknown that the Athar worship after all? At any rate, the gate key to Sigil could be harder to find then getting past its guardian, the Lady of Pain."


Quaida's Mimir, on the Subject of the Cage
"Sigil's air is cloudy and gloomy, with a dirty grey smear through the middle. This is the other side of the Cage. At night, when it's clear, the sky's starless, except where points of light can be seen from the other side of the city. Some of them move - they're from light boys and sedan chairs - and others are stationary - they're cooking fires and spell-lit cases. If you look off the side of the city you see nothing. Absolutely nothing. Not the Outlands, not sky, not even a vacuum...simply nothing. It's not a sight recommended for the faint of heart."


Dranoll of Cormyr, a newly arrived Prime
"I hate this crazy place. I don't know how I got here; one minute I was fast asleep, the next I woke up in this muddy hell they call the Hive. Sleepwalking? Why, I don't think I sleepwalk. Not often, anyway. Now everything's upside down and the fog's as bad as Suzail on a misty day. Say, where are the docks, friend? I think I'll charter a ship back home."


Jonroe of Fortitude, proving Planars can be Clueless too
"Why, I always thought Sigil was simply the second layer of the Outlands. Ain't it?"


A Loathsome Fiend Named the Belching Tanar'ri
"Everyone knows the Lady's a tanar'ri high-up. <burp!> Well, the powers <belch!> are sodding angry <eckhhh!> because she's got the Cage in her pockets <proot!> and is able to shut them out as she wishes. <gruuuub!> They've cooked up a plan to push Sigil <eeeehh!> over the brink of reality. Heavens, if they can't have it <grap!> then they figure she shouldn't either! <boooop!> Anyway, that's the dark of why Sigil's so hard to get to <zuuuug!>, and why it looks like it's about to fly off the top of the Spire <bbbppp!> off the Planes altogether. <ffffft!>"


Freld, a Vine-Farmer of Ysgard
"Sigil's purpose is simple. During Ragnarok, it will be captured by the powers, and used as the final standpoint. It was created at the beginning of time for that sole reason, and no gods will be allowed in here until that time. The Lady of Pain's just some berk who figured out its darks. She'll be destroyed when the gods take this place for their glorious battle!" 

(Need it really be said that he was found flayed shortly after?)


Fibberdob, a Barmy with No Hope of Being Released Any Time Soon
"Sigil? I know Sigil, I do! Here's the dark of it. At the beginning of the Blood War, the Pit Fiend Zimimar was enjoying coffee with the other members of the Dark Eight. But, you see, he didn't like his doughnut!!!!! It had too much icing on it. I think he wanted raspberry filled, or chocolate coated... or did he want oat biscuits? WHAT DO YOU MEAN IT DOESN'T MATTER ??!? Of course it matters. This is HISTORY! Anyway, he vaporised the nupperibo who brought him the doughnut, and threw the doughnut so far that it landed right on top of the Spire, right in the centre of the Outlands. Heh heh! 

"You know I'm right, you're just scared to admit it!
"There's an Astral Deva living up my nose. I ask him to pay rent, but he says he's on a mission from God. THERE'S FACES IN YOUR BUB!"


"Fats" Glathing, Self-Proclaimed Largest Eater this side of the Spire
"Sigil? Let me tell you something, berk. A number of years ago I discovered a strange baked and glazed treat. It was a round circle, the baker called it a 'doughnut.' Funny thing is, there ain't any nuts in it. And it's covered in sugar! Maybe it should be called a 'doughcircle' or 'sugardough?' What? Oh, Sigil, right. 

"See, this 'doughnut' thing was just about the tastiest snack I've ever eaten, and believe you me, I've sampled the entire Great Bazaar! I figure that Sigil's this giant planar "doughnut" and some huge, hungry power is just waiting for the thing to finish cooking!
"What? You say there's been a heat wave? Nice chatting with you, but I've got to get out of here! "


Tariq d'Elamar, being unusually succinct
"Sigil cannot be comprehended because it is not supposed to be comprehended. If you cannot understand it through standard means of thinking, simply do not attempt to do so. The whole problem of what Sigil is resolves itself very neatly - it is Sigil."


Bar von Barian, clueless, after first night in Sigil
"Yeah... um.... Sigil, say.... umm... Kinda... um... Sigil. Yeah, Sigil."
  



Nimcri, resident of Chamada, the Second Layer of Gehenna (by Emlyn Shannon)
"Sigil? Sigil's just my sister. Don't you worry about her. Now, you said you could lure an army of tanar'ri to this town..."


A resident of the Gatehouse (by Center of All)
"Sigil? Yeah, I'll tell you about Sigil. Through a portal I hopped. I hopped to the top. 

"The top of what? The Spire, berks. Of course I'm barmy! Anyone would be, after that.
"Anyway, I could see Sigil real good, an' it was all carved in screaming faces. Real lifelike, and they were screamin' too. Loud enough to get right to a basher's soul.
"But I got back through the portal and couldn't leave. The Bleakers scragged me right quick. I think that tiefer I told tipped 'em off. No good fiend. But you, you can still leave, and you gotta get out, before you're screaming too. Hey, where you going? I'm still talking! Addle-cove!"


Eon Luciferous
"In my travels, I have seen many worlds, and many eras...I am a mage of time, who now travels on the Outlands for my mistress. Sigil is a place of wonder, and yet it is a place of dread. Never before have I seen a place that is many worlds and lives, in one area..I have seen the Lady destroy hundreds of people, just for a stray belief. I have seen half-crazed creatures kill others for a chance of godhood. And I have seen the gift of the portals, which are everywhere. Sigil is not a place for the faint-hearted, and everyone makes Sigil for what it really is a place they can call a home away from home..."


An unnamed bar-berk, shortly before getting scragged by a mysterious shadow...(by ChAoS)
"I've heard a thousand theories about how the Multiverse is set up, each one with Sigil on the Outlands. But here's the dark of it berk: No blood has ever reached Sigil from the Spire or the Spire from Sigil, for all we know they have nothing to do with each other. 

"Before you start thinking I'm a barmy berk I gotta tell you the dark of everything. The rules of three and unity of the rings apply to everything, including the Multiverse. Now if you're an addle-cove you probably think the rules of three apply with the inner, outer, and prime planes but then you miss out on the obvious. You see the Astral and Ethereal are neither of these. That's five planes berk, and five ain't divisible by three. Naturally you'll have to assume that a plane has to connect the Outer and Inner planes to complete the rule of three and the unity of rings, but where is it? That's the true dark, Sigil is located in a plane unto itself. You see Sigil is the only point connecting the Inner and Outer planes, just like the Astral connects the Prime and Outer and the Ethereal connects the Inner and Prime. See, you got a nice ring and a 3 + 3 set up. Now that's the dark of it."


Rhys Dyserth the Ice Magus, Occasional Visitor to Sigil
"Sigil is the crossroads of the Multiverse. It exists because it needs to. We need it to exist. The Sign of One is correct in their belief that there needs to be a centre to everything. Sigil is that centre it is what everything else in reality radiates out from. It is what everything else in reality leads to. On a more mundane note, it is unfortunate that over the aeons it has become the overcrowded, noisy, muggy, fetid cesspool of mortality and immorality it is today... Sigil is great place to buy spell components, but don't expect to find me there too often. You can find me at Avalon, my extradimensional estate out in the Ethereal. It's much more peaceful there... And I control the environment, and I like being in control."


Microtel, a Malfunctioning Modron (by Draegarius)
"Sigil. is the most, a-a-a-a-a-advanced machine in existence. It is a vast organic-nic-nic-nic-nic-nic... computing machine using its inhabitants as binary systems, and as data collectors. Sigil is really what some ba-a-a-army primes call "an organic computer". It has been put up here long ago, to dis-dis-dis-discover the meaning, although it may now be malfunctioning. The Da-da-da-da-dabus are the maintainers of the-the-the-the-the... RUNTIME ERROR #46267B 

"According to my calculations, the answer is forty two-two-two-two-two... What? What? Am I malfunctioning? No. I am-am-am-am-am not. You mean...? You mean Chaos Imps are not edible?!..."


Aklenn Gerthion, a Godsman factor, tells his unlikely story (by Emannuel Reichert)
"I know the dark of Sigil, berk. Sigil is itself a gate-town, a gate-town to another reality. How do I know that? Have you heard about the Four Doors? No? Well, berk, they only open once every 500 years, and one of them is the gate to another reality. I've been there, basher. Believe me!"


Grendel (by Bjrn W. Ryrvik)
"Sigil is just a universal reality in the Temporal Prime that the Lady of Pain found and took control of."


Geirr'Ennghe, Goristro and Paladin Devourer (by Gringo)
"Er.. Seegyl? (snarl) Dat's a doo-nut. Hrmuff. Make me hangrey, does Seegyl! Hrrrmuff."


Shard, a planewalker mage trying to explain what Sigil is to a clueless (by R. Brent MacKenzie)
"Not 'who' is Sigil. 'What' is Sigil. Sigil is the centre of the Multiverse. It is the hub of all planar life, the essence of the magics of infinity, the one true city where the law of threes are magnified... [Smiles and a twinkle appears in his eyes] and the cafes there make a darn good caramel cappuccino."


Talk Scald, a Tiefling Dustman
"The simple truth planars, is that Sigil is actually just one of The Lady's Mazes. There is an infinite number of mazes, so there is also an infinite number of City of Doors. Sigil is a different place to all cutters. The portals of Sigil allow a cutter to escape these mazes, and is then none the wiser. The Lady likes it that way. So, berks, Sigil is not a Cage, its a sodding maze!"


Nintoch, a githzerai
"Nintoch here. I strive to break free the bonds of our Wizard Kings who thinks themselves Gods. I am a Githzari. By profession, I'm a psionic bounty hunter. I've been hired by all types to "find" things for creatures of all types. I know that Sigil, being the City of Doors has a door to any wish or dream you could imagine. Through Sigil I can find anything, anywhere, at anytime. Through Sigil, I will find my way to immortality as I deserve. To the next God of Bounty Hunters! Nintoch!"


'Accidentally' overheard in a bar in Sigil (by Sean Curtin)
"Well, according to this rilmani I spoke with down in the Outlands, Sigil's doors aren't really doors. They're alive. I don't know what sort of language they have, or if they're sentient I was going to ask when that assassin -- you remember him? From Acheron? He showed up. Anyway, the rilmani, he said that these living portals go into things shaped like doors for some psychological reasons apparently the shape of a door seems familiar to them. I'm guessing that they remind them of Sigil's doors -- you know why it has so many? So that the portals can find their way home. Yeah, I'm betting that Sigil is their mother, or father, or whatever -- the Lady is like its... well, like its circulatory system. She gets rid of unwelcome diseases like us. She's grown so used to us intruders that she only kills the ones that get in her way. The dabus are the city's nervous system. Yeah, it's crazy, but how else do you explain this city? 

"Anyway, about the portals. Some of them are dormant, or in hibernation I couldn't tell from what he said. Those are the ones. with fixed destinations.
"But every once in a while, you find one that's not sleeping -- these are the ones that change their destinations. I'm betting that if we jump through enough of these, we can find out what they're looking for..."
The adventurers overheard here were never seen in Sigil again

.
Darker Chant on the Cage
These are some of the tales and stories I've picked up, from more unreliable sources on my jaunts around the city...


Thanto Zephistopheles, Etheroscope Manufacturer and Suspected Rilmani agent (by Colin McComb)
"Sigil's not part of the Outlands. 

"See, some folks say the Spire is the focal point of all belief in the Multiverse -- that belief slides from other planes, drawn to the magnetic pole of the Spire. It travels down the Spire and into the Outlands, where it begins to disperse throughout the Outer Planes -- each belief set moving inexorably toward the plane that is most to its liking. Like a waterfall into the centre of a pool, the belief splashes into the Outlands and ripples outward toward the other planes.
"Thus, the Outlands were never permanent. They are as malleable as water. The towns and realms located in the Outlands maintain a fixed position from the Spire, but occasionally seem to move back and forth between the ripples as the rings of the Outlands expand outward.
"What does this have to do with Sigil? Well, Sigil's located at the top of this waterfall. It's the magnifying glass, the faucet, the focus through which all this belief spills. Just as the glass is not part of the sunbeam it focuses, just as the cave mouth is not part of the waterfall it disgorges, just as the faucet is not part of the water it spills, so Sigil is not part of the Outlands.
"And if you take this justification, hey, it would also explain why Sigil's connected to everywhere. Belief from everywhere spills through the city, thus linking the city to everywhere belief exists.
"That's why it's so important that the city remain neutral -- that's why it's so important that neither the fiends nor the celestials nor any faction assert control over the city. If any of them do, it could cause the multiverse to come crashing down as belief is siphoned only to those places approved by the ruler of Sigil."


Linklater, an Anarchist about to meet Keepers for the first time (by Rip Van Wormer)
"I've got a dark for you, cutter, and it's a big one... Sigil is less than 1500 years old. Sure, there's berks who'll tell you different, but the planes they've came from are mostly even younger. All of history's been invented by the Fraternity of Order to cement their power over us decent cutters! See, the chant is that a Guvner wizard once stumbled upon one of the Reality Keys -- like spell keys, but far, far bigger -- that the powers of creation used so they didn't have to be kept down by their own rules, y'know. It let him "find" places that didn't even exist before. 

"We've positively correlated his activities with a surge in jink throughout the planes at the time. We got a mimir out at great personal expense that shows when he needed a way to get around, he "found" the Arcane and their spelljammers. When he needed safety from rival mages, he "found" the Spire and its magic-draining rings When he found his protection too inhibiting, he found a circular gate-array with a bladed guardian... hey! You said there weren't going to be any Hardheads here! Tell them to take their sodding glasses off! Hey! What're they up to..."


Mordire the Moonraker, an Alienist and frequent Resident of the Bleak Cabal's Madhouse
"You berks all reckon I'm barmy, right? Well, I'd be the first to admit I'm a little - erratic. But that don't mean I don't know something real dark and scary. It was discovering it that made me like this in the first place, right. I'll tell you, too, if you like. Careful though, it might drive you insane as well... 

"Sigil's the body of a deity. I don't mean the town, but the whole tyre-shaped structure. It's a very old being and most people have long forgotten about it, except me, that is. See, aeons ago the power got put in the dead book by Aoskar, who was jealous of its sphere of influence. The power was a god of portals and shapechangers. The god of mimics, perhaps. Anyway, it wasn't a very mighty cutter, and Aoskar polished it off and threw it into the Astral, stealing its portfolio...
"The dying power drifted through the Astral for thousands of years until it was discovered. Some bloods started to inhabit it like the other decaying bodies. They called their burg 'Sigil', which was the name of the power itself. Then they discovered the portals, which were actually part of the god's metabolism. They used them for travelling, and this drew more attention to their tiny burg. At first, Sigil was to weak to do anything against this abuse, then it discovered how to feed on the presence of the beings. Now it doesn't need any worshippers, because most people in the planes admire Sigil: 'That's the place you have to go', 'It's the greatest burg of the multiverse' or 'Everything is possible here'. You're heard 'em, I'm sure.
"With its new source of strength it became stronger again and created more portals by changing its metabolism, and built cases and kips for the inhabitants so they'd never want to leave (Sigil's good at that, being a former power of shape shifting). Eventually, the power was strong enough to extricate itself from the Astral and return to the Outer Planes. Due to its neutral alignment it had to be somewhere in the Outlands.
"Now Sigil was wary of being attacked again, and there wasn't much space left on the plane where it could establish a Realm without angering neighbouring powers, so the only place left to it was on top of the Spire. It also felt that it wouldn't be a good idea to settle somewhere within the anti-magic rings, as this might have lowered the attraction for the visitors. So the top of the Spire was a good choice: it was still a part of the Outlands, but it had no magical restrictions...
"To keep the inhabitants under control, the deity placed two forces into the Cage: the Lady - who is something like an avatar - embodies the spirit of the town, and the Dabus - who are like petitioners. Beings that really love the town itself will turn into a Dabus after death and tend 'their' town forever.
"Sigil keeps other powers out of its body, as it's bad form to enter another power's realm. It's even worse form to enter their body. Besides, it's uncomfortable for Sigil itself to let them in. Being a liberal sort of power, it doesn't mind cutters in the Cage worshipping other deities; after all, it's still getting energy from them as long as they use the city. Except for Aoskar, that is - Sigil hates that sod more than anything else; that's why Sigil got the Lady of Pain to kill him as soon as it was powerful enough. As Sigil doesn't have worshippers of its own, it doesn't grant spells, because nobody asks for them. Except me, of course, but I'm mad like you say. And just because I get them doesn't mean nothing, does it...?


Sirocco, an Air Genasi Priestess
"All of Sigil's so-called 'strange properties' can be explained simply. The city it lies at the centre of the Outer Planes. Even an elemental could tell you that the properties of a body change drastically at its centre. Hurricanes or cyclones, for example, have calm interiors surrounded by vicious winds. The Outlands; well, at it's centre it's a place of dead magic. Naturally, in the eye of this null-magic zone there's a place of tempestuous enchantment and tremendous planes-spanning sorcery: Sigil."


Overheard in a Sermon delivered in the Temple of the Abyss
"...Those fools scurrying around outside realise not that their precious Sigil was born of the Abyss. The Lady of Pain is merely its guardian while its purpose is lived. The Cage will return to the Abyss when it has gathered enough dark souls, and the tanar'ri shall be forever triumphant..."


Some raving Barmy from the Bleaker's Madhouse
"Sigil's a ring which fell off Ptah's finger years ago. He's been trying to put it back on ever since. It's still got lots of the magic of the Planewalking Power; that's why there are portals everywhere. The Spire is his finger see, trying to go through the ring. But we won't let him, oh no we won't. You hear me, Ptah?"


Another raving Barmy, arguing with the Former
"No, leatherhead! Sigil was a ring plucked from the nose of Baphomet, the Minotaur Power by the Lady of Pain. She can create the mazes when she wants because she stole that power from him too. He's mighty angry, so she sealed the doors to him and the other Powers. She's stolen things from most of them too, see."


A Third Lunatic, perhaps the most Barmy of all
"You're both wrong, addle-coves! Sigil's just a few inches in diameter and every portal to it shrinks plane hoppers to the size of tiny insects! The Cage is really a cork bobbing endlessly in the River Oceanus. Or was it the Styx? Or around a silver thread on the Astral? Or a vertebrate inside Aoskar's spine? Ach, it's so hard to remember things these days!"


Multiple Gorna, Arcanaloth Friend of Rule Of Three
"Ever thought there might be more than one Sigil? We all know that Sigil is atop the infinite Spire in the Outlands, but who's to say that it's the only one. What if there are other Sigils atop the Spire, above or below the 'known' one. Maybe they've all got portals all over the Multiverse. 

"Sometimes you come back to one Sigil sometimes you comeback to a different one. All are ruled by the Lady and all are roughly the same, but of course there would be differences. Since Sigil's so big many people might not notice at all: 'There's the Gatehouse, But why can't I find the Armoury?' It might even be that the streets themselves contain permanently open portals, so not all of the features exist in one Sigil but rather some in each different one."


Yorothy, aged seven, Singing a Tiefling Childrens' Song
"Sigil is, Sigil isn't, Sigil was, Sigil wasn't, Sigil will be, Sigil won't be. 

"What's so hard to understand berk?"


Havfro Silverleaf, a clueless with no idea, speaking to Cirily of the Planarists
"The planes....that's where the Gods and their servants dwell. A big grave if you ask me -- all their followers milling about being crazy about the whole...What!? I'm a barmy? What in the Nine Hells are y...Baator! You talk nonsense to me. 

"Everything comes from here on Toril I mean everything is here Sijil what are you tal...a city shaped like a tyre -- that's impossible and anything impossible is nonexistent. STOP calling me barmy, what are these words you make up?...
"Suuuure and demons and angels live there. Baatezu! Tanar'ri! Aasimon? There you go with that human guttural speech again. And you find us elves rude. Why isn't there a war happening on Sijil's streets then?
"The Lady of Pain...now that's original and I'm the Man of Destruction. She rules a city containing portals to everywhere? So why hasn't any evil god taken it from her?....
"Nothing can stop a god are you crazy? What you're going to nick me if I can't shut my bone box???? Wha....Urk!!"


Elandar of the Pits, an Athar factotum (by Emannuel Reichert)
"The Cage is a Crystal Sphere, a Prime World in its own right. Listen, it makes sense: the prime's connected with everywhere right? Magic works normally there, right? Just like Sigil. But in someway, the Cage's sphere has been connected permanently with the Outlands. Perhaps it's a prime world which entered into the Great Ring somehow; could've been dragged there by a barmy power or even the Lady herself..."


Barisvati, Dark-Spinner and Screed-Monger Extraordinaire (by James O'Rance)
"Anyone who's met the arcane knows how wealthy they are. I once offered them a unique magical artifact, for which they were prepared to pay 20,000 in platinum and a spelljamming ship! But why don't they ever enter Sigil? Here's the dark of it... 

"The arcane actually own Sigil, and they're just leasing it out to the Lady of Pain. However, the Lady's a canny occupant, and forced the arcane to sign an agreement that they could not enter the premises whilst she was home. The Lady's at least 500,000 years overdue on her rent, but the arcane can't evict her while she's in the city. And that's why the Lady of Pain never leaves..."


Guvner Nomin Bookchaser explains the Irony behind Sigil
"Sigil is the multiverse's biggest paradox, berk. It's a city located above the top of an infinitely tall Spire which is in turn located bang in the centre of an infinite plane. Add to this the fact that magic works normally in Sigil, yet below it, at the base of the Spire no magic (or anything else for that matter) works at all. An on top of all those paradoxes, you've got the fact that while Sigil itself is technically the most barren spot in the multiverse (as nothing is native to it), it's also the most populous spot in the multiverse (except with Powers, of course). 

"Still more ironic is the fact that this city is called 'the Cage', yet there are uncountable exits from it that any blood can freely use (once they've got the key, of course). Sigil seems to be able to prove the 'correctness' of each and every single Faction; or so the other Factions claim anyway.
"The books say that every place in the Outer Planes is either a Plane, a Demiplane, or a Realm. All of these have been called a dimension by the Clueless at some time or another. (Heck, those leatherheaded Primes sometimes call other parts of the Prime a different dimension!) In fact a dimension is something entirely different. Dimensions pervade all the planes at once, but that's a story for another time. They're bigger than infinite.
"Does this mean that the City of Doors is a Demiplane? No, berk. Demiplanes have to be located in the Ethereal or Astral Planes, and all the evidence suggests that Sigil is clearly on the Outlands (although some berks even disagree with that).
"So, that means Sigil must be a Realm, right? Wrong again. Realms are created and run by Powers. Powers must have worshippers some where or else they die and end up in the Astral. While it's true that the Lady of Pain runs Sigil, we also know that it is true that she actively discourages worshippers. Any Power who did that would be committing suicide, so by this logic the Lady ain't a Power and thus Sigil ain't a Realm. What does that leave us, then?
"To cut a long story, I reckon Sigil is the multiverse's biggest artifact - and the Lady's found the dark to controlling it. How else could a non-Realm alter its size at any given time? How else can a Power be excluded from it? And how else can it have all those barmy portals without being ripped apart and all the pieces sucked into the various planes?
"This leads to some interesting questions concerning the Dabus. Are they a race that was brought to the Cage by the Lady? Did they live on this artifact before she arrived and just serve her for the hell of it? Or are they a manifestation of the artifact itself, like golems or linquas? This could explain why they only speak in visual rebus puzzles - they aren't alive, rather manifestations of an extremely alien intellect (perhaps a computing machine of some kind?). After all, Rebus could be considered a truly universal language. Anyone can understand them. Except for the Clueless, of course.
"The Cage does not 'keep the Lady in'. Rather, if the Lady were ever to leave Sigil, she would no longer control it. This would allow the possibility of someone else taking it over. so that is why the Lady doesn't leave. Of course, this is the best kind of cage, worthy of any Baatezu: 'Certainly, its ultimate power will let you live forever and you will be able to control it for as long as you like. Yes, you can leave any time you want.' (There's not a word of a lie in that statement.) However, given her unceremonious prohibition of Powers from the Cage, as soon as she leaves, she'll be toast. Thus, it's only a cage of her own making."
Clerk's Ward
Castles in the Sand
Workman's Avenue, near the edge of the Clerks' Ward
Zebuetel (or Zeb as he's called) is an architect par excellence. Of course this formian and his construction crew have something unique to how they make their buildings. You see, these ants use sand. Now you may be thinking "How can anyone but a barmy expect a building of sand to stand?" Well, he learned a strange yet permanent spell that turns sand into sandstone. Thus his sand stays in place, often for centuries.
Most of his work is contracted out to other planes since the dabus are peery of competition. (after the light boy incident who can blame them?) On the rare occasions they do work in Sigil most of the Dabus don't give them anything worse than dirty looks, except for Tavernbeldyse. (Tavern-bell-dice, named after the images he identifies himself with)...
Tavernbeldyse actually helps the formians, working along cheerily with the picture of a whistle up near his head. Though he won't accept pay Tavernbeldyse, this young Dabus has become a dedicated member to the mostly formian crew. As well as formian and a dabus Zebuetel has his regular irregulars, a motley crew of three humans, a modron, a tiefling, two gith (both varieties, though you wouldn't guess it by how they help each other), a bariaur, and an aasimar who have joined the group over the years. They stand out odd among the dozen or so "centaur-ants" but the crew is close, almost like family. 
Dair's Mercenaries
Rue Bête, Clerks' Ward
Dair's Mercenaries is a mercenary sect based in Sigil's Clerks' Ward.* The building is a five storey mansion, but still fits with the other buildings of the Ward. It is large and spacious inside, while strictly basic outside; walls and windows and little more to shed light on the goings-on inside. Apparently, that's the way Dair liked it.
The first floor contains many individual shrines to a very diverse group of deities such as Velsharoon, Kali, Loviatar, Sandra, Dairalantarial, and many more. There is also a receiving area, run by Snork (Planar / male orc / F20 / Dair's Mercenaries / NG). Snork is an orc, dressed in fine clothes, wears glasses, and looks like a simple scribe. Most berks are surprised when the see the basher take down anything that threatens him.
The second floor consists of special rooms for mercenaries that need somewhere to kip, a blue dragons' lair (!), and an environment that mimics the elemental plane of Fire. The third floor is mainly rooms for the rest of the bashers in the mercenary group. The fourth floor is the treasure room, briefing room and catalogue room, this floor is run by a blood named Ch'charen (Prime / female thri-kreen / C7 / Dair's Mercenaries / N). The fifth floor is a training area, devoted to teaching mercenaries (who get it for free) and others (who must pay 20 jinx per day) to learn new spells, weapons, and skills.
A portal in the mercenary guild leads to Avernus on Baator (I hear that the portal is the entrance to the catalogue room on the fourth floor, the key is a blood coin. On the Baator side, it is the entrance to one of the rooms in Bel's Fortress).
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* NB: After the events in Faction war, the building is no longer owned by the mercenaries. Chant goes that Snork was banished to the mazes and the mercenaries now operate from the Outlands, with a small booth in the grand bazaar run by Norkk (Prime / male human / shaman 4 / Dair's Mercenaries / LN)
Darkwell Court, the Velven Compound
Whisper Way, Clerk's Ward
At the edge of the Clerk's Ward and the Hive, at the end of Whisper Way, there squats a cacophonic jumble of tenements and buildings clustered around a central courtyard. The nearby slums of the Clerk's Ward along Sandstone Row are decrepit, but the ruined enclosure of Darkwell Court makes it truly a part of the sprawling Hive. Originally part of the more affluent Clerk's Ward, this clump of houses and businesses has gradually shifted into the decaying Hive as it was progressively abandoned to the vermin and squatters that came to overrun it. No one now remembers why it was abandoned originally and left to crumble, but rumours still circulate, telling of a fell curse, an inter-faction deal, a mysterious plague or even yugoloth treachery. In recent times, however, the tenement block has been cleared of most of its vermin and the squatters driven off by a planewalking mercenary company that has set up camp within the courtyard and outer buildings. Within the warren of stacked residences and abandoned hovels the Velven Mercenary Company have founded their main barracks and offices.
From the outside, as one walks into the Hive, the Court appears as a ramshackle ruin, its razorvine robes bedecking the whole structure and cloaking the nature of the original buildings. At ground level, the Court appears to be made up of a fairly regular rectangle of ordered buildings, superficially similar to the tenements found in similar areas of the Clerk's Ward. To the south-east, detached from the main court by a rubbish choked lane, the broad based tower of the Coloara Trading Coster dominates a small square off the Whisper Way. As an observer's eyes climb up the razorvine sheath of the main structure, the architecture becomes increasingly crowded and confused as the stacking of apartments and rooms that are the hallmark feature of the Hive slums becomes evident.
Several alleyways, once wide and open to Sigil's sky have become darkened twisting tunnels as the structures on either side collide into each other and join to form a myriad of oddly shaped archways and tunnels under precarious overways that proffer unstable entrances into the courtyard within. The whole outer boundary rises haphazardly into the air to impose itself upon the surrounding street. The outside rooms, stacked and cantilevered out from the original structure lean outward threateningly, as if about to collapse outward with a crashing wave of crumpled masonry and splintered beams. In several areas, the overhanging areas have become so precarious that they have been propped up with whatever was available - moulded tree trunks, salvaged marble pillars and in one case, the fused bones of some giant fiend fashioned into a supporting column.
However, not all of the platforms and rooms have escaped the architectural madness and open their exposed interiors to the outside above a pile of debris. Here and there, amid the razorvine and ruin a glimpse of a watchful sentry can be glimpsed patrolling the crazed parapet that clings to the roofs and walls of the outer building. An occasional wooden watch-tower, manned by mercenary archers, arquebusers and mages, rise above the outer shell to command the surrounding slums, suggesting that the Court is something other than the ruin it seems.
Indeed, the whole compound has been extensively modified by the mercenaries to form an extensive barracks with the original buildings surrounding the inner courtyard forming a defensive outer shell. Nestled inside this are the company offices, arsenal and stables. While apparently run down from without, behind the decrepit facade is a network of guard rooms, shooting galleries and check points riddled throughout the original buildings and later additions. Inner walls have been removed or new ones bricked in, stairs, ladders and walkways constructed and new supports and partitions placed to create a precarious, interconnected labyrinth of rooms that encircles the inner building as a curtain wall. The original cellars have been expanded and connected to the old sewers to form an underground level used by the enciente troops for storage, training areas and living quarters.
Due to the diverse ranks and chaotic chain-of-command within the Velven, the inner layout is continuously changing due to the often contradictory constructions and demolitions occurring under different commanders and high-ups. Each armed band or political lobby within the company is responsible for one area of the compound's shell, using their section as a barracks, defensive position and ghetto as indicated. As a result of this turmoil, no one member of the company is completely aware of the entire layout of half-stairs, concealed doors and secret passages within the compound's shell. 
Although the compound shell is pierced by several tunnels and alleys, these entrances are guarded by a variety of traps, guards and magical sigils placed to allow only those authorised by the various lobbies to enter. Similarly, although there are undoubtedly secret entrances in the outer buildings and via the broken sewers, access through these is limited to the few who know the secret passwords necessary to safeguard passage through them. For an outsider, there are a limited number of approaches into the compound: scale the razorvine clad walls amidst the carefully placed guard posts while being sniped at by the parapet guards, fly over the outer shell and into the courtyard attracting the attention of both the parapet guards and the mercenaries encamped within, or use magic to sneak in or teleport within. Alternatively, a prospective visitor can present themselves to the main gate and seek entrance into Darkwell Court.
The entrance to Darkwell Court lies at the end of short place, the enveloping walls of the enciente crowding together to form a fortified overway flanked by outcropping rooms infested with crossbowmen, mages and arquebusers. There is a razorvine covered archway in the southern wall of the alley leading through into a small courtyard beyond. Beneath the overway and gatehouse has been set a large barred gate of adamantine that completely closes off the access passage. Forged by drow artisans and enchanted with fell magic, it is intricately inlaid with worked etchings and filigree that make it appear a delicate web containing drowish glyphs and sigils. Above the gatehouse and flanking alley are two stout wooden watch towers, which provide an excellent position for the mages and arquebusers stationed there. The gate itself is guarded by the Dark Aasimar Twins, Realing and Cyllian, with their Aoskian hounds and eldritch death lances forged in the forgotten drow city of Rilauven. It is these harshly beautiful warrior-poets that question those foolish enough to seek access into the Velven headquarters…
Golden Confessions
Tragin Street, Clerks' Ward
Nestled snugly in the Clerks' Ward, Golden Confessions is a large-sized, square building that is bare of any decoration or colour, a simple grey structure that is a favourite among the common people of Sigil. You see, Golden Confessions is run by a variety of priests, ranging from worshippers of Zeus, to pilgrims of Savitri. These faithful take the confessions of each of their specific deity's flock, hoping to ease the guilt that follows sin. Generally, most represented powers lean toward good, although a scattered few are neutral. All in all, more than 130 priests live and carry out their confessional duties here, with 47 powers represented. The two administrators, Lybella Swornground (Planar / female human / P11(Tyr) / Guvner / LN) and Dain (Prime / male half-elf / P9(Lliira) / Sensate / CG), run the place with an open mind and hand, leaving the rest of the priests to their own schedules.
Unfortunately for the faithful who would like to visit here, Golden Confessions can be quite busy. Most confessions can range from 10 minutes to hours long. Thus, one might wait for hours before finding an open cell to their chosen deity.
As the priests here do not charge for their services, they receive most of their funds from charitable patrons, adventurers, and the people who visit. The priests live in simplicity, most rooms empty and bare, and often shared between two or three faithful.
Unfortunately, some of the more corrupt priests have taken to a good way to make jink: they sell the secrets they learn within the confessionals, or blackmail someone who has trusted something with them. Sevara Minakeep (Planar / male human / P3(Hermes) / Indep / CN), in particular, seems to have made a fine profit off of his schemes. Fact is, if a body needs information, Sevara seems to have it. 'Course, this means that you don't mind the way he gets it, and you'll have to pay a hefty pile of jink.......
The Grove of Erik
Corner of Tinsmith's Way and Junkman's Lane, Clerks' Ward
In the Clerk's Ward of Sigil lies a rather unusual site. The "unusual" appellation comes from the fact that it's actually a small forest. At the corner of Tinsmith's Way and Junkman's Lane, measuring about one block square and with a low stone fence around it, is a grove of trees that has been laboriously brought into the city from the Outlands (along with a proper amount of soil) and planted here.
In the centre of this grove is a stone circle, of the kind that druids use as a place of worship. At the centre of the stone circle is a large oak tree, and to one side a stone altar to Erik, a parochial power of forests, hunting, and druids. Both the circle and the altar have a very squared-off, geometric regularity to them, a result of their having been made by Guvner dwarves. These stones and the fence surrounding it are the only constructed things in the grove, the rest of the area is completely natural. When in the grove, you can barely tell that you are in a large city (unless you look up).
This grove is tended by a group of druids led by a priestess of Erik by the name of Hilda Olgasdottir (Prime / female human / P(Erik)11 / NG) [For those unfamiliar with the Birthright setting, a priest of Erik is essentially a druid with the move silently, hide in shadows, and animal empathy of a ranger 3 levels higher and tracking of a 1st level ranger]. Hilda is a lean woman in her late middle age, but without a streak of grey in her hair and the vigour of someone twenty years younger. She is usually recognisable by the green cloak and hood she habitually wears and the aura of calm dignity that she exudes. While she herself is a priestess of Erik, and the grove is a "temple" of sorts for that power, all druids are welcome to meditate here.
A few years ago, Hilda arrived in Sigil quietly with a pouch of jink and several questions. The questions dealt with the laws about purchasing and owning land in Sigil and where certain portals could be found. The jink loosened up enough tongues to answer them. After getting the answers, she purchased the square block of land in the Lower Ward, and started shipping some soil and digging tools. The latter was to get a deep enough hole in the "land" so that the trees she planted would be able to take firm root. Her workers were other members of her circle, and after getting the soil ready, all of them helped in turning it from dirt to forest. They were aided by nearby portals to Elemental Water and Air.
This druidic grove is open to members of the public, provided they follow the simple rules of no violence and behave yourself. Hilda has always claimed that the Grove is a place of calm peace and reflection, where one can get away from the Kriegstanz of Sigil. Naturally, this position has made more people nervous than its attracted them. Sigilians wonder what Hilda's (and through her, Erik's) real agenda is. These speculations are fuelled by the fact that several rogues who have snuck in to loot Hilda's supposed treasure have all been found unconscious the next day outside the fence, with no memory of how they got that way.
THE DARK:
There is only two real darks about the Grove that I've uncovered. The first is that there is no real dark about it. Erik, as a power of forests and nature, has always found the idea of Sigil (a city without any real nature of its own) vaguely disturbing. Eventually, with much planning, he sent Hilda into Sigil to create the Grove so there would be at least one unconstructed, wild spot somewhere in its environs for people to enjoy. If standard druids worship there, that is fine. If they convert to a specific worship to Erik, that would be a bonus, but he is not going to press it. The guardian circle of druids and priestess are forbidden to proselytise, they must simply keep the Grove of Erik healthy and there.
The second dark lies in the protection of the grove. While the druids are capable of defending from most threats, they have one bit of help. The oak tree in the centre of the stone ring is an "awakened" oak. This means it is capable of movement, thought, and if needed, attacks. (Treat as an 11-HD treant that is bound to the grove) This oak usually only moves to defend against those who would defile the sanctuary. Its favourite tactic so far is to wait until the would-be thief (or whatever) is looking in another direction, whap him unconscious, and then place him on the other side of the fence. It then returns to the centre of the Grove and resumes waiting.
The House of Mattados
Any Street, any Ward (but originally the Clerks' Ward)
This house was built a while ago by a wild mage Xaotician known only as Mattados De'Mad. The chant goes that Mattados once wanted to build a house in the Cage but his various (invariably enchanted) houses kept lowering the property value and the mage kept getting chased off by angry locals. Anyways after he was evicted by a Harmonium strike-force last time, he decided to build a house that reflected his personality and wouldn't stay around long enough for anyone to raise a lynch mob. Mattados eventually disappeared and is presumed dead but the house still acts as chaotically as ever.
The house takes on many appearances. It can be stone, wood, rubber, or any other substance with any variation in colour. It can be gothic, simple, a fun house, Exc. But there are a few things that never change. It is never more then two storeys and there is always room for a six foot high thee foot wide door on the side closest to the nearest open space.
The inside generally reflects the outside.... but not always. However, there are a few rooms whose fixtures seem permanent even though their appearances change as much as the rest of the house. The walls and doors can shift suddenly, sometimes killing unlucky guests, though oddly enough no wild mage or Xaotician has ever been harmed in this way...
Portal Room: In a large central room rests a large portal filled with swirling colours. The portal will place the user somewhere random in the house, or Sigil, or anywhere on the Outer Planes. Chant goes wild mages and Xaoticians have a 50% chance to choose where they are going.
Large Throne: This throne radiates strong magical power and odd things have been known to happen to those sitting in it. Not advised by this mephit!
Miniature Golems: These golems look like multicoloured rag dolls of random shapes and sizes. They look weak but hidden inside their tiny rag doll bodies is an iron framework. The constructions have the same immunities as normal golems but can only cause 1 HP of damage a round. It may seem like a trifling amount, but you won't think so after the hundreds of them that lurk around the house swarm onto you! They appear to attack at random but there is no record of a Xaotician or wild mage being hurt by them.
Magic: The house was originally constructed in the Clerks' Ward (the location is long forgotten), but has since been observed in all of the wards. Appearing randomly anywhere within the Cage, the house is at most the size of a large cottage but it is at least twice as big inside and sometimes is hundreds of times bigger. The house defies all description because of its magical nature but frequently appears in places it is not wanted (on other roof tops, in flower gardens, in front of the doors to a temple; anywhere where the front door won't be blocked). Fortunately for those invaded by it, the house shifts away again after a day or sometimes less.
The Scriptorium
Scribe's Way, Clerks' Ward
Amongst the numerous buildings, Faction headquarters and other administrative complexes in the Clerks' Ward, there exists a small school dedicated to the pursuit of language, both written and spoken. The school is located on Scribe's Way near the Guildhall Ward and is known as The Scriptorium. The school was founded on the principal of teaching the illiterate how to read and write and to give them a chance to better themselves. The school is a collection of twelve buildings in the Clerks' Ward that span a city block. They were all purchased over the past fifty years and range from an old three storey tavern to a single floor residence. These buildings have all been refurbished to accommodate the schools' needs. All buildings are coloured in a dark red paint and have a sign over the front door marking which languages are taught in that particular building. These signs are written in the language of the races name taught there.
A staff of thirty five different professors from numerous races teaches the student body, including human, githzerai, tiefling, elf, dwarf, genasi, aasimar, etc. Most of these "professors" are retired adventurers that seek extra money in their latter years and pass on their experience to the next group of thrill seekers. One professor known only as Garm (planar / male tiefling / T15 / CN) was a tanar'ri spy in the Blood War for a balor that found himself in the dead book. So Garm left the trade (before he also found himself in the dead book) and moved here to Sigil for the quiet life. All the schools teachers are fluent in at least four languages other than their primary language and the Planar Trade Tongue, and can all function as a sage on numerous subject matters. The professors are given living quarters, free meals and a salary for their work. Students are not permitted to live on campus; there are plenty of cheap rooms to be had in the Clerks' Ward, though. Most of the teachers have just as colourful histories as Garm and are great resources of information about the multiverse.
Thanks to the lillend Milori, the school has access to every recorded language used in the multiverse in an extensive library that spans the sub-levels of all the buildings. The basements of the entire block have been expanded and linked to accommodate this library that can be accessed from all the school's buildings. Students are first taught how to read and write Planar Trade since this is the most common used tongue in the multiverse. This costs the students only a small amount of money (20 jinx for the whole course) and time donated to upkeeping the school. The upkeep of the school can range from painting the buildings, sweeping floors, cooking meals to transcribing old books onto new paper. Each student is required to perform 20 hours per week of these tasks as well as their normal work.
Those seeking greater knowledge other than Planar Trade should expect to pay more money and donate more time. The cost is 500 jinx per course in a language as well as 30 hours per week. This service requires at least six months on the student's part as this is the minimum time required to complete a basic course on language. These courses will give the student the equivalent of one proficiency in this language. Further study allots another proficiency to this language.
Théatre Broulliard
Silver Arch, Wailing Row, Clerk's Ward
Palzari, a Signer blood with a vision, established her Théatre Broulliard only a couple of cycles ago, but it's already become popular with the movers and shakers of the Cage. Although the building proper is located somewhere in the Deep Ethereal, there's no shortage of customers because there's a conveniently situated portal in the Clerk's Ward. The portal key is a three-pronged fork, although most patrons use the flyers that Harys Hatchis hands out for the Théatre, which has the self-same symbol inscribed upon it.
Once a body steps through the portal and pays the entry fee at the enclosed box office (it's so small and square that you can see why they dubbed it the box), and recovers from the momentary disorientation that always follows trips to demiplanes on the Deep Ethereal (due to the changes in local physics, they say), they're always amazed by the view. The Théatre is constructed without a ceiling or floor, so the boiling colours of the Ethereal flood the cylindrical chamber with mystical light.
Palzari's productions are almost inevitably sold out, so a peery basher will have reserved seats already. Depending upon the production, the price will vary, but it's a safe bet that you're talking gold rather than copper. You'll also have to bite your tongue if you're a berk prone to fits of bigotry; you're as likely to end up sitting next to a fiend as to a mortal patron.
Fire elementals and other heat-loving beings are catered for in a special section of the theatre, however, where the obsidian seats can handle the heat. If you're wondering where the strange shadows are coming from, it's likely they're being cast by the fiery segment of the house.
While they might not be a stage as such, that's not a problem for the performers. The central segment of the theatre is actually in the Deep Ethereal itself rather than in the demiplane of the theatre, so the actors and players can float quite happily without support. The nature of the plane makes the acoustics excellent too, though many a prime is left wondering where the musicians' pit is. In fact, it could be anywhere -- it ain't called the Unseen Orchestra for nothing. Finally, a staff of illusionists can provide props of any proportion, should they be needed though the backdrop of the ethereal is often used, simply because it's there.
Reviews for the recent production, Edges of Infinity were good. Check S.I.G.I.S. for details of further productions. I hear Palzari's troop are planning an epic called "The Great Modron March".
Prices:
Entry: 4 stingers (stalls) to 10 jinx (Leomund's secret box)
Refreshments: Expensive, from 1s
Season Ticket allowing Unlimited Access: 20j per month
The Planarium
Rube Street, Clerks' Ward
Teusic Rowe's planarium is a marvel indeed. A fantastic building flanked with marble pillars sitting atop the building is a marvelous dome that maps out a random world. Those who view this giant half globe notice that not only is the world different from day to day but you can actually see the weather change across its surface. The inside of the building is an amphitheatre below the dome with the seats tipped back to watch the dome's darkened inside surface. A magical device is centered at the heart of the building, it's able to project an actual (yet very distant) image of any plane, demiplane, or prime world on the inside of the dome.
THE OWNER: Teusic Rowe was a former Guvner who quit before the shake up. He was interested with mapping planar realms and layers more than knowing the laws behind them. In this spirit he built the planarium, the ultimate window onto the planes.
THE DEVICE: The large wooden "altar like" device with glowing lights, lenses, and levers is Teusic's personal invention. The device is bigger than it looks, stretching down into the basement. Down there it has two sounding probes (enchanted crystals) dipped into the permanent ends of two shifting portals. One is located in the mouth of a barrel, the other in an old windowpane removed from a building.
THE DARK: The planarium is more than a window onto the planes -- you see, old Teusic found a way to predict and manipulate shifting portals. Each world projected on the outside and plane projected on the inside is a result of his device picturing the actual worlds themselves. Why two images? Well the first attempt (the outer dome) came from his attempt to project images to the stable end of a shifting portal, whilst the inner images came from more advanced magical knowledge that allowed him to control another shifting portal's location. So far this effect has only worked on the second of his two portals and hasn't been able to be applied to any others.
PROBLEMS: Many fiends are frequenting the planarium lately. It appears chant has been spread that it can be used to view large scale troop formations and movement in the Blood War. Chant goes that some fiends are planning to gather here, break into the lower stories, and shift the balance of the Blood War.
Guildhall Ward

From Primes to Planewalkers
Copperman Way, Guildhall Ward
Located in a small building on Copperman Way in the Market Ward that doesn't seem to attract much attention to itself, From Primes to Planewalkers is akin to a lost person's search team. The agency has the reputation of being the best at locating beings that have gone missing or are on the run. They are occasionally employed by the Harmonium and Guvners to aid them in the search for criminals or other berks that are required for 'questioning'. The Revolutionary League and several other factions use the business to keep a tab on the location of various faction members.
From Primes to Planewalkers will accept any and all business, with few questions asked. The starting cost is 10 jinx to hire them. An additional fee between 100 - 1000 jinx will be added when the person being searched for is apprehended/found. If the person has been written into the dead-book the cost is only 100 jinx and all personal effects found on the body will be given to the searchers. The price ranges because of various expenses during the trips, travel around the plane doesn't come cheap. Bristol Burnkoff (Prime / male human / F10 / N), the owner, often travels the planes himself and picks up on a lot of the chant. For a prime he is far from clueless, some say he knows more of the dark of it than most planars. If you don't need to find anyone but would like some info on events spanning the plane he's the one to talk to. 
'Course information don't come cheap, prices range from a jink for near meaningless info, to thousands for very delicate information. Even he doesn't know it all so, if he says he can't tell you then he doesn't know.
Bristol is not willing to describe the prime world he came from, all he says is that it is not known to many. (I hear that the portal to his prime world is in his back room and requires a special dagger from that world to be activated.)
Burnkoff employs hundreds or thousands (he's cagey about it) of humanoids and has experience with many of the different races on the planes. He's not a blood to cross because he can find you anywhere, at any time, and get you written into the dead-book, (and probably make 110 jinx off of it too).
Michandoco's Mystical Maze
Dancer's Court, Guildhall Ward
Located by Dancer's Court in the Guild Hall Ward, and sounding as much like a prime wizard's spell as a venue, Michandoco's Mystical Maze is a form of entertainment to all who enter. It is located in a building that appears much like a tall version of the common funhouse at a carnival. Admission is a mere jinx piece.
Within the maze no magic works, mainly because that would ruin the entire point of the maze! When you first enter you are lost in a sea of mirrors The way you entered becomes blocked and you cannot travel back. After you find your way through the mirrors you enter a room that appears to have a stairwell with two doors on a couple of walls, and a mirror on another. The stairwell itself is an illusion, all that you do is walk around the room. When you go through one door, you re-enter the same room through the other! At least, that's what it seemed like to me.
The exit, a few have yet to discover, is the mirror, it is a simple illusion. On the other side of the mirror is what appears to be a hedge maze. The normal rule to getting out of one of these mazes does not reign true because there are portals that teleport you to different places in the maze. Michandoco (Planar / male aasimar / LN) offers a 2000 jinx prize for anyone that can make it through the maze in less than an hour. This has only been accomplished once, by himself.
La Pax
Above the Guildhouse Ward
Sigil is famous for fiends and celestials sitting down together for a drink, taking a day off from trying to kill each other off, right? Well, that's really an exaggeration. Sure, it happens, but you're still more likely to find an honest tiefling. This image still captures the minds of many planewalkers. Perhaps that's where La Pax came from. 
La Pax is a tavern that floats above the Guildhouses in the Guildhall Ward. Nobody knows just where it came from. Dabus have been seen on the outside of it making repairs, but where it came from and how long it's been there nobody knows. Any canny Cager knows that looking up in Sigil is a sure sign to others of being a clueless, so many people in Sigil aren't even aware of a floating tavern. And of course, it can't even be reached by those who can't fly or convince a flyer to give them a lift. No other way exists to get from the ground to La Pax.
La Pax has become the hot spot for fiends and celestials wishing to meet face to face. Why they do this is anybody's guess. maybe they hope to "convert" the other to his side. Maybe they are making a truce of sorts. Maybe it's just curiosity, wanting to see the other side they are trying to kill. At any rate, the services provided here fit the clientele. Roast larvae and honeyed ambrosia are both on the menu. Vernon One-eye (Planar / male plumach / 4 HD / N), a gruff rilmani, runs the place. Most suspect he works for someone else, but getting Vernon to talk about his personal life is harder than teaching calculus to a goristro. Ashok, his Marut bodyguard, acts as bouncer.
In a place like this, one has to expect an occasional fight. Putting a planetar and a pit fiend in the same room is just asking for trouble. Fights do happen, but are not as common as a basher might expect. The reason for this is more mysterious. For some reason, La Pax taps into the null energy at the Spire. All spell-like abilities are cancelled here. While this puts all the planeborn at an equal disadvantage, it's usually enough to keep them cautious. Even magic weapons become normal tools; folks are reduced to fighting tooth and nail here. Even then, all hits in combat automatically cause the least amount of damage possible for that attack type. This is obviously a place designed to force people to talk out their differences. Fights do often erupt outside La Pax, however. Rumour has it that the battle resulting in the Slags started out as a bar brawl in La Pax. 
The Sculptors' Guild
Slate Street, Guildhall Ward
Deep within the section of Sigil known as the Guildhall Ward, scattered amongst the hundreds of other artisans, there is a building where all the great Sculptors work. This building is 40 feet high, 100 feet long and equally as wide. The walls are made from numerous kinds of stone from every plane. The stones vary in colour, size, texture, density and shape. The random placement of these stones in the wall makes for a beautiful mixture of style and architecture. An elaborate granite sign hangs above the buildings' 25 feet tall vaulted archway that reads, "Sculptors Paradise". On either side of the archway stands a 20 feet tall statue of an armoured man holding a large sword against his chest which is aimed at the sky.
After entering through the archway, all visitors find themselves in the main hall. This room is circular with a large domed ceiling and filled with statues of creatures from the planes. Each statue is a representation of the "greatest" example a plane has to offer: Balor, Pit Fiend, Solar, etc. These statues have their arms upraised and hold the ceiling in place. A representative of the Guild greets all visitors that enter the main hall. Usually this representative is an old Human man with gnarled hands named Jared. He is the caretaker of the Guild and will give all visitors a tour of the facility (first floor only) as well as introduce them to an artisan for a particular order if they so choose. Inside the Guild there are numerous work studios where projects are being completed, courses are being taught and apprentices are practising their trade. One thing is true of this whole building; all the rooms are exquisitely decorated with stone work and statues.
The Sculptors Guild works closely with the Builders' Fellowship for a large percentage of their business. Most of the Guild members are humans, dwarves and gnomes. These artisans will work on any project that they are commissioned for. Details of the project such as time requirements, cost, material, etc. are arranged and agreed upon before work is begun. The Guild requires that half of the final sum be due before the work begins. The cost of the work is quite expensive (almost double the normal cost), but the finished product is well worth the money. Guild members are obligated to give a percentage of the project's price to the guild (25%). For this percentage, members are given free food, lodging and clothes in the Guildhall.
All members of the Guild wear a special symbol to show their allegiance. The symbol is of a necklace with hammer and chisel crossing one another in an "X" shape made of stone. There are three levels of membership within the Guild. The first is as an apprentice. These members wear a simple symbol made from granite. To become an apprentice, candidates must win a sponsor [image: image36.png]


and show some skill with the tools. The second level is a full member. To become a member, a person must spend six years as an apprentice and work on at least five major pieces before being allowed full Guild Membership. These members wear a more elaborate version of the symbol, made from a special stone from Carceri that is red in colour. The final level is a Grand Master. These members have been with the Guild for at least thirty years and have perfected their trade. They are the greatest sculptors that the Guild can offer. The Sculptors' Guild is led by an ancient dwarf named Turgar (490 years old). He was elevated to this position because he is the oldest member still alive. Only the greatest, most expensive commissions are completed by Turgar. It is considered a great honour to have this Grand Master artisan complete a project for you. His latest creation, a sculpture of the Lady of Pain, was erected on the roof of the City Court in a great ceremony. People openly wept at the similarity to the Lady that Turgar captured in his masterpiece.
All the finest statues found around Sigil's six wards were created by the Guild. The rich and powerful from the Lady's Ward come here to have their likeness immortalised in stone as well as the priests from the numerous temples found around Sigil want their powers' likeness made more grand than the others. The most interesting business that the Guild is involved in is the creation of magical items. There are a number of Guild Mages that deal exclusively with the creation of these speciality items. The most popular item is the Stone Golem. These, like all statues, are made to order. This service is not generally advertised, but it is the best in the multiverse. The Guild itself is guarded by ten clay and stone golems that are located around the building.
To the observant visitor, they will notice that the size and number of rooms inside the Guild do not match the outside dimensions. Great magics have been employed to make more working space inside a small building. Because of the amount of work that occurs here, two sub levels exist inside the Guild. The first sub-level is where most of the actual work occurs. The main floor is just for show and teaching. The first sub level is all workshops and living quarters. Since most artists truly "live" their work, each studio room is equipped with a bed, chest, dresser and all the sculpting tools required. The second sub level is where all the Guild's senior members live, the dining hall, kitchen and portals to all the Outer Planes (an underground mine on each Plane) as well as a portal to the elemental plane of Earth. The portal to the elemental plane of Earth is uncommon, in that the end in the Guild is permanent and the other end shifts. Depending upon the day of the week, the portal leads to different areas on the elemental plane of Earth. Each area is made up of different kinds of stone that is mined by the guild and brought back to Sigil to be worked on.
The Sunken Plaza
Thespian's Square, Guildhall Ward
The Sunken Plaza's an odd place - it's a sign that Sigil's integrity isn't the soundest. It didn't exist a generation or two ago, and its current location was known as 'Thespian's Square,' a small artist's colony in the Guildhall Ward. The locals were all actors of varying skill and versatility, but most worked in other places throughout Sigil, only living in Thespian's Square to be among actors.
Well, what happened next was a shock to everyone. The Square stood directly over a large gallery in Sigil's catacombs. Well, some bunch of clueless adventurers got in a great fight with some archmage down there, and the resulting explosions weakened the whole support structure of the gallery -- it collapsed. Thespian's Square was reduced to a rubble-filled pit.
The actors struck upon this as a wonderful opportunity. Instead of building the Square back, they simply added what they needed to the 'dent' in Sigil's streets and created an amphitheatre capable of seating nearly a thousand onlookers. Most residents of the renamed artist's colony -- now the Sunken Plaza -- banded together and formed a half dozen small theatrical guilds, each of which were part-owners of the new theatre. Today still, they perform in the amphitheatre for the entertainment of onlookers.
Competition between the mini-guilds is fierce. Though a twisted and strong sense of 'honour among bards' prevents them from actually doing things to harm one another, each guild tries to outdo the others by specialising in a specific type of theatre. They are named as follows (with the indicated speciality): Corner Touts (contemporary satire), The White Marble (ancient classics), Masks (mask and mime acting), Lilting Sparrows (musical), The Sylvan Court (folk tales), and Dour Jesters (contemporary drama).
Services:
Theatre: One can hardly wont for performance in the Sunken Plaza. Each guild has built its own practice stage, and as such they are free to take turns performing on the main stage - and do so at least once every two weeks. Admission costs vary tremendously, based on the length of the piece, the quality of the seats, and the guild on stage. The normal range is 5 stingers (for the cheap seats in a short play put on by The Corner Touts) to 150 jinx (for the best seats in a four-hour play put on by the White Marble) per person.
Acting: Actors with a little experience under their belt and some talent can usually find a guild for their preferred style of acting. Membership dues are quite high (as high as 200 jinx a year) and expected devotion is high, but the great success of the Sunken Plaza's theatrical endeavours makes this a worthwhile investment.
Playwriting: The rapid turnover of plays here has attracted a seventh 'guild,' that of the playwrights. Dozens of aspiring playwrights vie for their best scripts to be bought by the actors. If a body has a play to sell, they could do worse than to try to sell it to one of the guilds.
The Weather Tower
Off Turtle Lane, Guildhall Ward
Today's Predicted Weather:
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	The rain's filthy brown, acidic, foul-smelling. Sure, that describes most days, but today it's even worse than usual...the streets are swimming with the stuff.



- thanks go to the Harys Hatchis's handy spells and the co-operation
of the Weather Tower (for a 2% royalties fee) for the new up to date weather forecaster
Standing above the rooftops of the guildhall ward, a tower stretches into the cage's sky. Spinning at its top is large windmill that is powered by a nearby air portal to the Boundless Blue, one of the closet to ground level in the city. The towers composed entirely of stone imported from Pandemonium for it's high resistance to winds, and it was built stone by stone on top of the roofs of the buildings below in order to reach the height of the air portal. Half of the tower rests on top of a ancient ale house and spa, and the other side leans on tall arched columns. The owners of the surrounding buildings don't mind the intrusion on their rooves, as the windmill causes them to always have fresh weather around the tower. A staircase reaches up three storys from ground level to the base of the towers stones, where a large iron doors opens into the towers interior.
The Tower serves both as Sigil's only weather service, at least the only reliable one compared to hive fortune tellers, and also as a de facto temple to Chan, princess of good air creatures. The Towers high priest and owner is a Spirit of the Air called Erish Soufflé (Proxy [Chan] / neuter spirit of air / N ) who after being sent through one of the air portals to Sigil by Chan to see where all her precious air creatures where getting lost too, hit on the idea of the weather tower. See, Erish has plans to turn his lowly fate of being a servant of the air powers around and start having his power do what he wants.
Using the tower as his Sigilian base, he started charging for weather forecasts, pulling in the jink that a power needs to grow in power. The priests might tell you divine will raises armies for a powers cause, but really its loads of jink. Also, with the air portal and windmill blowing air over the cage, and the tower's priests casting purify air and such around the cage, hundreds are starting to worship Chan, who is catching on quite well as the new in power among Cagers. He also had Brahma's, from the plain of air, hook similar clockwork devices as on the waterspout, so now the windmill also generates magical power in inverted spheres.
With the jink and worshipers poring in, Chan was hard to refuse her servants offer, and making Erish a proxy settled their deal. He'd get her more power, and in turn she'd give some power to him. Now, this trick might not have worked on say Zeus or Odin, who would have just left a nice singe mark of Erish, but Chan's is a archomental of good, some would say maybe a bit naive, and so Erish is calling the shots.
"Like we need Erish to tell us it's
sodding miserable outside"
-- Alro Kerson, guildhall ward merchant
To find out the weather a berk's got a couple of options. First you can go directly to the Tower and inquire of one of the priests there, or there's also at least one of Chan's priests in each ward, and one each at the faction headquarters too. Garnishing them will get you the latest weather report for the next hour or even the next week, though the farther their predictions ahead are usually a bit unpredictable. See, they pray to Chan to see what the weather's gonna be like, but between her changing her mood, which happens quite often, and any other weather variables from the other air portals, especially the lower ward ones, makes the forecast sketchy at best. Once a berk's got the information, he has to keep it dark, start spreading the forecast around and a couple of aerial servants will come and 'talk some sense' into you.' Which can be quite alarming when a berks walking down the road and invisible hands start beating him up.
	 

Symbol
	Roll
(1d8
+1d12) 
	Weather Conditions

(Those marked * are especially common: If in doubt, use one of these.) 
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	2 
	Hot, sunny, sultry even, fresh breezes. It's a truly rare day when it's this pleasant in the City of Doors, and most folk tend to make the best of it when it does happen. 
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	3 
	Rainbows split the skies; reflecting all around the city. Strange radiances! Ever seen a mobius strip rainbow, cutter? They sort of loop around on themselves so that they've only got one side. Sound bizarre? Better watch the skies then, 'cos on a day like this you can see 'em wound through the centre of the Cage and out into the Void. 
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	4 
	Hog smog and ashes rain across the city, not just the Lower Ward. Could be that this happens when an airborne portal to Ash or Gehenna opens up. Then again, could be the bloody fumes that the Godsmen's Foundry churns out, choking up the air. 
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	5 
	Clear day; the void looms across the ring; it's unnerving to all but bloods. You're bound to spot the Clueless on a day like this: They're the ones who look green at the gills and keep on being sick. In fact, a planewalker'll find that the streets tend to get cleared of primes pretty quick when the void starts looming! 
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	6 
	Distant thunder crashes and rumbles, but the storm's missed the Cage this time. Since it'd take practically forever for a storm to climb the Spire and reach Sigil, it's more likely that there are gates in the skies of the Cage that let in the angry weather. Some cutters say that the thunder which rattles the City of Doors is the sound of angry Powers trying to smash their way into Sigil. 
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	7 
	The air smells kind of Abyssal, and the taste of sulphur hangs thick in the air. It ain't raining, but the mist and fog make it hard to see twenty feet. (Is that a porta...aaaal!) 
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	8 
	Grey, swirling skies, perhaps due to mist, perhaps a glimpse of the Ethereal Plane itself. Say, is that the face of the Lady up there? 

	[image: image20.png]



	9 * 
	Filthy smog, folk choking and gasping for air. The soot's settling on your clothes...everyone's as dirty as the Sinkers. Except the Sinkers, of course, who become even grubbier! 
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	10 * 
	Mist, drizzle or slight precipitation, hanging heavy, brooding like an angry baatezu. 
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	11 * 
	Chilly grey skies. It's going to rain soon, if not today then tomorrow. 
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	12 * 
	Heavy drizzle, chilly and miserable. A normal day, in other words! 
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	13 * 
	Rain pelting down vertically, stinging the eyes and exposed flesh; the sort of weather you'd expect from a plane like Acheron, not in Sigil. 
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	14 
	The rain's filthy brown, acidic, foul-smelling. Sure, that describes most days, but today it's even worse than usual...the streets are swimming with the stuff. 
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	15 
	Another cold day, the rain's horizontal and gritty. Seems someone's rattled Zeus' cage today, as the thunderbolts rumble from the Outlands and beyond. 
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	16 
	Storms crash across the Cage; chain lightning arching between tall spires. The tangy smell of ozone and hot metal billows round the Cage, and electric tingles charge cutters wearing steel armour. 
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	17 
	Terrible storm; is the sky falling down? Rain and hail bounce upwards! Razorvine is blasted from walls onto the streets (ouch!), and slates and turf are ripped from roofs. 
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	18 
	Soot storm; it's raining cold black ash and gravel, tar and sulphur stench. Nice weather for fiends...cutters with sharp hearing can even hear the crash and clang of the Blood War itself on the wind. 

	[image: image30.png]



	19 
	Wizard weather. Magical storm; the lightning's an unnatural colour (green or purple, perhaps). Everything smells of chlorine, and the rain is more brine than water. 
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	20 
	Chill's set in; it's freezing. Ice in the streets; grey snow and brown sleet. Razor sharp icicles hang from every doorstep, reminding all that the Lady's Blades are never far away. 


Though the towers main income is its weather forecasting, Erish has about a dozen other services too, anything to pull in the jink. These include selling bottles of purified air, having priests cast pure air for high-ups to freshen out out there courtyards, and even hiring out aerial servants.
Prices:
	Foretell the Weather
	

	Next Hour
	1 jinx

	Next Day
	10 jinx

	Next Week
	50 jinx

	Cast Purify Air 
	10 jinx per yard radius

	Bottle of Air 
	5 stingers for a small bottle

	Arial Servant 
	1 jinx an hour


Brix Recommends:
Garnishing the Tower's usual doorkeeper and guardian of the inner sanctum, Altezza (Planar / female sylph / P4 [Chan] / CG) can get you an hour in the 'bird's nest'. Here at the very top of the tower,  thanks to the wind spewing from the air portal, you can always get a clear view of the city, all the way to both sides of the Cage. The view is simply breathtaking. 
The Zen Garden of Kanishi
Guildhall Ward
Located near the Great Gymnasium of the Transcendent Order is a modest-sized Zen garden tended by an old man named Kanishi. No-one is quite sure of his exact age or place of origin: he seems to have been there as long as anyone can remember, and the first known written reference to him is a little over two hundred years old. 
Kanishi is a man of few words, and although his reputation as a sage and philosopher is such that beings from all over Sigil and beyond will come to ask advice of him, they seldom receive an answer. Typically, Kanishi will instead point out a section of the garden where he feels that the questioner will correctly intuit her/his own answer should she/he contemplate long enough. Not receiving an instant solution or answer, few remain to even undertake this contemplation, and fewer still complete it. Perhaps this saddens Kanishi, but if so, he never shows it.
The garden itself also attracts members of the Transcendent Order, as well as some Sensates, whilst its meticulously maintained calm and ordered balance will send Xaosmen off screaming. Kanishi cares for the plants that fringe the garden and feeds the spectacular golden carp that inhabit its pools. He removes weeds from the small stream that runs through it (the source of which no-one has yet discovered) and keeps the stone lanterns lit in Sigil's gloom.
Kanishi himself is not a member of any faction, although he does seem to identify most closely with the Transcendent Order. Once, several generations ago, when asked by a frustrated Cipher Factol whether he thought that he had transcended the Transcendent Order, Kanishi simply smiled gently, seemingly pleased with the paradox.
Kanishi also sees to the patterns raked into the pebbles of the Zen garden. Sometimes the same pattern has stayed for many months; at other times, he changes it hour by hour. The rest of his day is spent in meditation, contemplation, and the practice of his chosen art, for Kanishi is a Kensai of very high level. [For the completely clueless, a Kensai is a master of a particular weapon or martial art- for more information consult Oriental Adventures or DRAGON #189]. Unlike most Kensai, though, Kanishi's art is not a fighting style at all -- it is Iaido, the art of sword drawing (not to be confused with Iaijutsu, the "lightning draw" practised by the Samurai [Oriental Adventures p.54]). The Iaido master attempts to master the action of the draw, making this an art in itself. The poise, the balance, the fluidity of the motion, the focus and unity of body and mind -- these are what Kanishi hopes to gain complete mastery of. He has absolutely no idea of how to use the sword as a weapon. He has a variety of swords in his collection, but his favourite and the one which he most frequently practices with is a katana of exquisite and incredible workmanship. It is said that this sword was presented to Kanishi by Amaterasu herself, forged in the rising sun, but no-one knows if this is really true, and Kanishi isn't saying.
Apart from his swords, robes, and rake, Kanishi owns nothing. He subsists on donations of food and drink from visitors and the Transcendent Order.
Another rumour that Kanishi will neither confirm nor deny is that when the pebbles of his garden are raked into particular, specific patterns, parts of the garden become portals to the realms of different Oriental gods. Kanishi also seems to have developed certain latent psionic abilities, or so it is said. Probably equally likely is that the transcendence of mind and body which he has achieved allows him to focus his qi to the extent that he can perform feats more usually associated with psionicists. Nevertheless, many psionicists still come to seek him out.
Visitors are always welcome in Kanishi's garden, but those who go expecting easy or instant answers will inevitably be disappointed by the experience.
Hive Ward

The Behemoth
Tumble Lane, or 'The Behemoth's Romp', Hive Ward
Imagine, dear reader, an iguana. Give your imagined iguana a crocodile's head with a vicious underbite. Make the legs smaller, more muscular. The hide is soot-gray, as if years of the Lower Ward's smoke had grazed the pebbled scales. The sharp curved claws and protruding barbed teeth seem to be made of smokey crystal or translucent chrome. The nostrils are nothing more than slits, not bulbous protrusions. It lies on its belly, eyes serenely shut, mouth held open by the huge teeth, sleeping. This lizard is over 100 feet long.
This is the Behemoth.
No one knows how long the behemoth has lain sleeping, with the leaning tenements of the Hive Ward barely clearing the tiny ridge on its back. It's been around a long time, though. The badly cobbled streets (for it's in a better part of the Ward) have been added to over the decades, and the slumbering giant is now almost a quarter buried in cobblestone, as Sigil heals over the creature like skin over a splinter. Its breathing is very slow, measured in months rather than seconds.
Many are intimidated by the massive beast, afraid of getting cut on the razor-sharp teeth or claws, or perhaps causing it to stir, roll over (crushing a dozen buildings) and return to its sleep. But most who live in the Hive are not picky about their abode, so they live with the Behemoth. Its mouth, open far enough to accommodate one careful person at a time, is the home of three families. Its curled claws form the framework for tents of cobbled wood and scavenged leather. Clumsy shacks are even occasionally built leaning directly on the creature's side, but these are rare. After all, the Behemoth, though apparently a lizard, is warm blooded, and its gentle warmth acts as free heating, a luxury most in the Hive cannot afford. This is not the say the locals are parasites. They treat the Behemoth with every respect, keeping their borrowed homes cleaner than they bother to keep themselves. It's become a mascot of sorts for the area, and the local touts jokingly refer to it as 'The Behemoth's Romp.'
But as I wrote a moment ago, many fear the Behemoth. The Lawful factions mount an expedition at least once a year to kill it or incapacitate it. Of course, they never succeed - even their finest holy swords and sharpest vorpal weapons don't dent the pebbled hide any more than cursed sticks and butter knives. But they rarely have even that much success - the locals usually assemble in a great protective ring around the beast, preventing the attempt from even being made. Two of three attempts are blocked by the co-operative Hive Cagers, who depend on its presence for their shelter, or for its notoriety to draw customers to the various businesses in the area. Examples, both of the services available and of the creativity of the names, are 'The Slumbering Behemoth Tavern,' 'Gray Lizard Inn,' and 'Behemoth Tooth Weapons.'
Speculations as to the beast's origins are wild. Some point to it as an archetype of sloth escaped from the Gray Waste. Other claim it was the beast the massive bars of the Gatehouse were meant to keep imprisoned. The wildest rumour of all is that it is the watchdog of the Lady, a massive scaly Cerberus for Sigil's protection. Of course, each story's as likely screed as the next, but at least they've all got an equal chance of being right.
Locals are generous when it comes to sharing the Behemoth, at least for a while. Sure, there's no food and its hide is hard as stone, but at least it's warm.
Deffas' Laboratory
Havoc Way, Hive Ward
If you have good ears, you can hear a terrible cacophony in the Hive Ward (above the usual cacophony that is). If you follow it, and you're not murdered on the way, you'll arrive at a monstrous warehouse called Deffas' Laboratory. When you walk inside, if the noise doesn't drive you barmy, you will meet Deffas Gearshift, a tinker gnome from Krynn, amongst all of her mechanical creations.
A few years ago, Deffas left her gnomish brothers and sisters to find her life's work. She had great aspirations; she wished to discover and study something that would change her people's very life. But she didn't know what that was.
She stumbled upon a portal quite by accident, before the portals to Krynn closed. And she found herself in the middle of the greatest machine in all of creation, Mechanus. She instantly fell in love with the plane, and proceeded to tinker, dismantle, and examine every aspect of Mechanus, coming to appreciate the very fabric of Law.
Unfortunately, the tinker gone curse was universal. Deffas immediately earned the wrath of modrons and Guvners alike, as well as any who lived and loved Law. Not only did she poke her nose in other people's business, but she constantly worked to improve Mechanus, only to cause more chaos and damage. She was forced to relocate to Sigil, where she continues her research, oblivious to the confusion she causes to the principles she loves.
As a Krynn tinker gnome, Deffas can spend ten hours of time, ten bags of jink, and ten rooms of space to create a machine to do something that a single berk can do in one minute for free. She brings chaos to any machine or device she constructs. Lucky for her, the Xaositects in the Hive love everything she makes, since they all represent Order gone wrong. The Chaosmen once tried to sabotage one of her projects, and found that anything they did simply made it more efficient. Now, a Chaosman can always be found in Deffas' Lab, enjoying the mechanical anarchy and ignoring her lectures on the various aspects of Law. 
The warehouse has suffered more from Deffas' hand than anyone in the Hive. Pieces of wall hang precariously between machines that work incorrectly, or not at all. She's taken up all of the first floor, and most of the basement. Deffas has torn up parts of the floor to allow oversized machinery to rise from the basement, so be careful, you never know when a hole may drop you into a batch of moving gears.
The Fallen Angel Inn
Strumpet Lane, Hive Ward
Of all the sleazy dives in the Hive, the Fallen Angel sets the standards of low. Slouching just off Strumpet Lane, the Fallen Angel resides underground, beneath a rusting metal dome. A pair of rickety wooden towers sway on either side of the sunken entrance-way. Inside, a den of inequity unlike any you'll find in...oh, about three blocks. The proprietor of the Fallen Angel is Kohhenburg the Livid (Pl/m tiefling/F11/NE), a tiefling of gehrelethi decent. Under Kohhenberg's (known as the Stinking One) thumb, the Fallen Angel hires aasimar of less than noble standing.
Without mincing words, the Fallen Angel is a strip-club based on using celestial-related dancers and help. Thus, it has become a popular hang-out for fiends, tieflings, and others of a evil bent. Due to the abuses, the patrons heap upon the employees, few stay long.
Drinks are served along with the stageshow, and rooms (and companions) can be rented. Food is available with a room. Employees are of all genders (f/m/n). A little-known fact is that all the profits are funnelled back to Kohhenburg's father, a gehreleth, in Carceri.
Services: Drinks, live dancers, rooms, negotiable affection
Prices:
Entry: 1 stinger
Drinks: 1 green and up
Rooms: 3 jinx and up (per companion)
Food: 1 jinx (standard meal)
Fines for killing employee: 2 jinx
 The Fiend's Salute Tavern
Lacklustre Lane, the Hive Ward
"Looking for a safe place to grab some bub, cutter? Then look no further. You have arrived at the Fiend's Salute (we call it simply 'the Salute'), tavern and lodging house to the great and good. Or something. Take a look around, see what you think. Everything's on the drinks list, but they do clean it now and then."
A blood wishing to be safe from fiendish attentions can never be entirely safe. However, she could do worse than the Salute, a friendly tavern on the edge of the Hive Ward, on the side nearest the Festhall. The sign's instantly recognisable: the traditional wizard's sign for seeing off the dogfaces -- an human hand with upraised middle finger. It's not much use, but it makes it clear how welcome the fiends are there. Why don't they trash the joint? They can't. A well-crafted warding circle on the inner side of every lintel sees them off most effectively. Who put it there, when and why isn't known, but some tieflings complain of headaches inside the salute, and fiends steer clear. Mind you, this may be because Shemeshka the Marauder has opened a competing fiendish bar three doors down.
A body entering the Salute descends five steps - the windowsills in the taproom are at street level. The windows don't open, which is just as well given what can hit them at that height. The low, blackened beams support three levels of guest rooms above. The two lower stories are built of grey stone, and the upper two are half-timbered.
The bar is usually crewed by a stoical, heavy-set and anonymous human man known simply as 'the barman' to most locals. The regulars include Clarion the Guardian, a leonal-blooded aasimar who uses the Salute as a base of operations for his Guardinal-sponsored spy network; Morla, a Fated tiefling with a fondness for jewelery and a personal philosophy as much Sensate as Taker - she works as a tout much of the time; Hilde Larsdottir, a Nidavellir drow who worships Wayland, the smith-god of the Norse; and three companions who adventure together. Two of that group are Xaoticians, and the other is a Sensate half-ogre priest of Thor.
There are no organised activities in the Salute per se, but Clarion has some unusual visitors, as he often contacts Milori Lillend and Lissandra the Gate-Seeker, and uses the tavern as a safe house for fugitives from fiendish justice. There is no predominant faction presence, but it is well known that Sinkers are not wanted, as they might disrupt the enchantments that defend the tavern from fiends. Surprisingly, celestials are rare, although Unity-of-Rings the deva drops in to help Clarion's political exile friends.
The Goblin Quarter
Dogskull Way, Hive Ward
Forget everything you think you know about Goblins, and take a trip through Sigil's Goblin Quarter. The Goblin Quarter is located at the edge of the Hive Ward, along Dogskull Way. You'll quickly learn how the street got its name; the Goblins paint their decorations in bright colours, sticking them on pikes throughout the Quarter. "After all," a resident once commented to me, "it's not like the dog is usin' it anymore."
During the day, the streets are empty of everything but shadows. During the night, however, the Quarter comes alive. Goblin ratcatchers prowl the streets with their nets and traps, while goblin masons look for creative ways to shore up the collapsing buildings. The centre street turns into a market of sorts, with goblin shamans selling charms and trinkets, and goblin merchants selling anything they can get their hands on.
Then there's the food, with spicy smells from goblin cookfires assailing your nose at every turn. A life of poverty has taught these goblins how to make anything edible -- anything. Goblin cuisine is an experience no Sensate should miss. Order the Ok'Tre'Bash (that's the dish with the green sauce), but for Celestia's sake, don't ask what the meat is! After all, someone is paying the ratcatchers...


"Says here that 'Goblins use no form of sanitation, and their lairs have a foul stench.' Hey, see how pretty you'd smell if you were forced to live in a cave all your life." 
-- Larm Tcklhwm, reading what a clueless Prime has written about Goblins 



Like most ghettos, the Goblin Quarter is a world within a world. The goblins here have kept a lot of their old customs from the Prime. To a Sigilian, they dress strangely, talk strangely, and behave strangely. Among themselves, they speak in their high-pitched native tongue. When speaking with others, their planespeak is slurred and heavily accented. A canny cutter won't let these things stop him exploring the Quarter, though. First of all, they keep themselves and their streets fastidiously clean - a welcome relief from the rest of the Hive Ward. Secondly, this is one of the few areas of the Hive Ward that has working sewers. Goblin masons have made sure of that, digging and maintaining the sewer tunnels underneath the Quarter.
And thirdly, these Goblins are a lot more hospitable than their cousins who roam the Slags. Chant has it that the goblins who settled along Dogskull Way are heretics of sorts, escaping persecution from their Prime world. They certainly have some bizarre religious rituals; six times during the night, they erupt into cacophonous chanting, praising the glory of their Power. It sounds an awful shriek to non-Goblin ears, but it can save your life if you're lost in the Hive Ward at night. Just follow the yowling, and you'll soon be at the relative safety of the Goblin Quarter.


"'Goblins do not need to eat much, but kill just for the pleasure of it.' Yeah, I know of a race like that living here in the Hive Ward. They're called 'Humans'." 
-- Larm Tcklhwm, reading from the same book 



The Happy Medium
Petty Way, Hive Ward
The Happy Medium is a small ramshackle shack with only one room, a table, and a bed in it. It's home to Exzema Scabes, a night hag with the unusual ability to predict the future. She makes a meagre living as a seer. How she gained her ability is a mystery never told but old Exzema is odd about her way of telling people what happens.
You see, most fortune tellers have an oath against telling people bad things are going to happen, it's bad for business and all that. Exzema delights in seeing bad things happen to people. She lives for it, and those with a happy future are shooed angrily from her house and told to return when they feel doomed. When you get a reading from Miss Scabes a sinister smile crosses her face and the more danger or death she sees the more and louder she laughs her cackling haggish laugh that makes the toughest willed of people shiver.
She likes keeping her customers nervous without lying so she makes her predictions vague. If she sees you facing a Glabrezu and you behead him with an axe she might say "I see tanar'ri about you an axe falls, blood spurts, and a head falls from the body it sat upon. If you go to the Abyss you will find death." However the customer never knows if its his own death or another's he will find. Exzema however is the one of the few seers who willingly reveal bad events which will happen in your future, and it's for this reason alone she's consulted!
The Mangled Leg
Lot's Lane, Hive Ward
In the darkest quarter of Sigil's streets, the Hive holds some of the nastiest conditions outside the Lower Planes. Only the foolish, desperate and barmy individuals would willingly come to this part of town. But some do come for the pure excitement and danger of the locals. Others come to make a quick buck and walk away with enough jink to live forever. And still others come to gamble. With either their lives, safety or jink. Those wanting the latter usually find them selves on Lot's Lane near the Night Market. Here there is an "abandoned" warehouse that has an interesting marker over the door, the rotting, broken and twisted leg of a humanoid creature nailed to the wall.
A single guard stands at the door, a dark elf in chain mail (male drow / F7 / CE). There are five other drow here hiding in the shadows and using their invisibility ability (all F5). Once the doorman is paid his bribe, the visitors are escorted into the abandoned warehouse where a large dark cloaked figure escorts them to a door that leads to a set of stairs leading down. The bottom of the stairs opens into a huge room that is dimly lit. But the air is filled with the smells and sounds of many creatures engaged in gambling. This is the Hive's most notorious casino, The Mangled Leg. Here, a human can rub elbows with a fiends and worse as they wager against one another. The games range from knuckles, numerous dice games, to wheel games. Female tieflings and half-orcs make up the dealers and game bosses. The atmosphere is always violent as numerous fights break out. The gambling tables, wheels and other devices are made from steel so they can take the abuse.
The place is run by a stunningly beautiful woman (a disguised erinyes baatezu) named Tish. Don't let her appearance fool you into thinking she is kind; she's anything but. Her rules are simple. The house (a.k.a. Tish) is always right. You can't miss the rule because it is posted behind every table and wheel. (oh, and "the house always wins" -- this second rule is not really known by the public at large.) And to enforce these simple rules, she has a squad of nine barbazu and their squad commander, a cornugon called Certain Death. When trouble breaks out (and believe me, it invariably does), the guards are more than happy to flay the offenders and even a few not involved in the situation. (They shouldn't have been there in the first place is the guards' attitudes.) Those creatures are then "subdued" and taken into a back room with an iron door.
But jink isn't the only thing sought after here. Hence, the second rule comes into play. The real mission of this casino is to get more "volunteers" for the Blood War. So, when a berk runs out of funds, (which seems to happen a lot) Tish invites them into her office. Here she uses her wiles and offers the poor creature a line of credit from the house, which they sign for, promising to return the money and interest within a specific time period. Now, most berks don't read the small print, (since Tish is very persuasive and encourages quick signatures) but they've just signed themselves up for a permanent tour of duty in the Blood War and their immortal souls to Tish. (That is after they lose the line of credit or default on the terms of course. Which, by the way, always occurs rather quickly as well.) These "contract breakers" are taken to a small room in the back of the casino with an iron door that has a portal to Avernus, the first layer of Baator. These bobbed berks are sent there, where a "representative" from one of the pit fiends await the new arrivals. Money won at the casino is also sent along to Baator where it is used to buy supplies for the Blood War.
Montekkai's Alley
Off Deader's Row, Hive Ward
Just off Deader's row in the Hive Ward, between Flyspecks Butchery and the Laughing Jackal Inn lies an alley like no other. Living in rags and filth is a cleric like no other. He's a celestial, an orcish celestial!
How do one of those barbaric creatures of Acheron become such a gentle creature of goodness and light? Well he was a prime in a former life, a pacifist at that. They say he took 10,000 lashes from the generals whip, and all the time he spent tending to the wounded and not attacking. No amount of punishment would force him to fight. But one day while tending an injured comrades severed leg the commander whipped old Gruk the orc with his sword instead.
When Gruk died he became a celestial for his kindness. He chooses the alley of the Hive Ward when most celestials avoid it because he's needed there. After all, if you're not afraid of the darkness then why try and show yourself as a being of light? He's a healer, street preacher, and a nice fellow to know. He helped me out in a pitch once or twice.
Suicide Alley
At the edge of the Hive Ward
Suicide Alley is a street in the Hive Ward near the Madhouse. It directly leads to the edge of Sigil, where it ends in the nothing. It's a good point to jump off and this is exactly what happens here.
Many berks from the Hive have really no perspective in life. They have no money, no job, no house and no chance to get any of these. Some of them are heavy bubbers, others just barmy. Like the Bleakers, these hopeless sods tend to fall in deep depressions, especially on days when the air is filled with smoke and acidic rain falls, burning the skin and their last money is gone. Which, to be honest, is rather often here, the nastiest part of Sigil.
On these days the hopeless take their last steps to Suicide alley. To end their senseless life they walk to the edge, raise their arms (or anything like that) give some final words (mostly something tragic, though the Fated'd just call it whining).
Now that's not all. Of course people in the Hive know about the place. It's always good fun to go there for a watch, make a bet (how many hopeless before peak), children throwing stones at the barmies, thugs practising their bowery skills on 'moving targets' as they fall down, merchants selling 'last drinks' to the watching, bleakniks composing their dreary dirges in the memory of those nobody could be bothered to help, and occasionally a barmy philosopher trying to persuade the jumpers to come back and answer a few questions if they survive. Factor Speculecture of the Guvners is said to have launched a few intrepid explorers off the edge too, for a hefty fee, of course.
This really is a place where the callous people of the Hive can amuse themselves, knowing that one day they might be walking down Suicide alley too...
The Warehouse
On Flibbergibbit Street, Hive Ward
Deep in the Hive is the Warehouse, one of Sigil's more bizarre and enigmatic structures. No-one knows exactly what is is, who built it, or what its place in the scheme of things actually is.
From the outside, the Warehouse appears to be a two-storey wooden building, looking very much like any other warehouse of similar design in the Multiverse. Inside, though, it's a different story. The dimensions of the interior are completely different from those of the exterior, like a giant Bag of Holding or something. In fact, from the inside, the Warehouse seems to go on literally forever. Perhaps this is because the interior occupies a different dimensional space from the exterior? Perhaps anyone and anything coming through the door is instantaneously shrunk to an infinitesimally tiny size and returned to normal dimensions on the way out? No-one can be sure. There is only one door which serves as the entrance and exit, and although the building looks like it is made of wood, it is quite impervious and impenetrable.
The inside of the Warehouse is piled with veritable mountains of loose junk: buttons of every colour and description, buckles, small change -- coinage from throughout the multiverse, scraps of paper containing everything from laundry lists to treasure maps in a thousand alphabets and ten thousand languages, keys of every shape and size, cutlery, odd bits of jewellery, mouldering foodstuffs... No item in the Warehouse exceeds about three inches in any linear dimension. And it's as if this stuff us ever continuing to build up. Every time you turn around in there, the landscape of junk has changed. 
The most popular explanation for what all this stuff is and where it comes from is that the Warehouse is where all the lost odds-and-ends of the multiverse turn up. Where is that other earring? I though I'd left my quill here last night... Has anyone seen my lute pick?
Because there are also a large number of spell components and portal keys to be found here amongst all the other flotsam, there are those who believe that this is where these items make their way as well, after the spell is cast or the portal activated. Of course, these berks probably have no clue as to what they're talking about.
If, for any reason a basher finds herself in need of a particular little trinket, she/he can always try finding one in the Warehouse. There's about a 10% chance (non-cumulative) per hour of actually finding what you're looking for in here (modified by how rare this item may be, or how absolutely specific you want to be about what you want), but also at the same time, there is a cumulative 5% chance per hour that a berk'll become completely and hopelessly lost. Indeed, the body of many an adventurer is to be found deep within a mountain of thimbles, odd bits of twine, blobs of sealing wax, and other such treasures.
Most people with any clue just leave this place well alone, and few and far between are those who have ever actually found anything immediately useful, let alone valuable, in there.
Xaco"#ti
Nowhere and Anywhere in the Hive Ward
Well, as we all know that the Hive is the most chaotic part of Sigil, but what happens when a rouge anarchist takes with him some chaos matter and seeks refugee in Sigil?
Xaco"#ti is created.....
What does Xaco"#ti look like? It beats me.
All I know is that it is ever-changing, well, not ever changing, only when CoTi (Planar / race and sex unknown / Converts / CN-G, it depends on who and what day you ask) prefers it such.
Sometimes it looks like a house, other times like a cow, and sometimes it is not. If you ever see a moving mass of, well something you know that CoTi is moving, but not always, sometimes.
So what happens to those (like myself) foolish enough to enter? Actually.. they are greeted pleasantly. CoTi is very welcoming, but he has become a little barmy lately, and the interior shows. It is hard to keep the chaos matter strict in Sigil, and she is quite lonely.
Many may believe this place is liked by the Chaosmen, but no, they'd be very wrong.... Why this is, nobody really knows, but it might be related to an incident when a Guvner (may've been an Anarchist though) claimed that he had found order in the Xaco"#ti. The Chaosmen, in revenge, threw apples at the judge in a trial, but they've never been friendly towards the place since...
About the interior; lately the interior has become quite strange. The story goes it was once very pleasant and orderly, but nowadays everything is in complete chaos. Gravity, light, furniture, colours, the air, everything.... has become changed. So those who enter (like myself) are quite foolish, indeed. But he seems to ignore these err... facts.  

Even more lately some factions (both the chaotic, and the lawful, especially the Guvners) want to enter Xaco"#ti when it is in a habitable form and somehow learn the secret of transporting Xaos matter. But CoTi's mouth is for now shut on that subject.
Lady's Ward

The Arched Gardens
Rue Vert, Lady's Ward
The idea was fairly simple, originally. Seyn Onsawn (Planar / female human / P4 / Fraternity of Order / LG) received permission from her high-ups to build a small park on a lot recently made vacant by the dabus. Because space is precious in Sigil, she was told to give her park (part of a Sigil Beautification program) 'a vertical aspect.' So, she built a series of sturdy, interconnected platforms, which emphasised climbing vines and flowers. The plants were grown around the arches that held the platforms up, creating a vertical park called 'The Arched Gardens.
The Gardens are open to anyone, but, at the Harmonium's request, a small fee must be paid to enter (no more than a silver piece) - this is mainly to keep beggars from trying to live there. The structure, which resembles the plant-covered skeleton of a building, is lined with all manner of exotic plants. The air feels fresher here, and the Ached Gardens, due to the partial privacy the many columns provide, is now known as a place a man takes a lady he wishes to court.
The side effect of this, however, is that with all those arches, the place is effectively filled with doorways, and thus with portals. Certain areas are avoided as 'portal-rich' and therefore risky. As a result, a fair number of odd people and creatures have stumbled into Sigil through the Gardens. Links to the following places are known to exist, at least sometimes, in the Gardens: at least two Prime worlds, Brux of the Beastlands, Abellio of Arcadia, The Garden in Baator, Cathrys of Carceri, Olympus of Arborea, and Mechanus.
The City Zoo
Deva Way, Lady's Ward
Nestled in the High House district of the Lady's Ward on Deva Way, there lies a great stone wall, rising some 50 feet into Sigil's sky and occupying nearly a whole city block. A single entrance, double steel doors that occupy a small section of the wall, is the only evident way in. A group of six Harmonium guards watch this entrance night and day. Only people of great wealth, power and importance are permitted within these walls. Chant goes these important people must still secure a "special" pass that they need to show at the entrance before being admitted. This pass can only be obtained (for a significant price) at the City Court in a little used back office.
A sign with a single word etched into it hangs above the entrance and reveals a hint of what lies beyond. The word is "Cagers". Those few that actually make it inside the walls are able to experience one of the greatest unknown wonders of Sigil, the city's Zoo. This is a collection of some of the nastiest and unique creatures found around the Great Ring and Inner Planes. A series of wandering paths lead the visitors through a jumble of magical cages that keep their inhabitants secure. Guides and a group of three Harmonium guards take the guests around the Zoo and explain what they are seeing. One of the more colorful guides is a cutter that calls himself Ash. (Prime / half-elf / R10 / Harmonium / LN) that walks with a slight limp and has a scar on his face. Ash claims to have received the wounds from one of the zoo's inhabitants while in pursuit of its capture. He usually doesn't tell the guests which one though. It makes the story much more romantic, at least to Ash.
The zoo's cages are protected in such a way that physical and mental attacks are unable to be projected outward but the overseers are able to attack into the cages. Teleportation does not work to escape and creatures cannot teleport into the zoo either. Inside these cages are some of the more exotic creatures found in the Multiverse. Examples include vaath, canoloths, hook spiders, vaporighu, vorr, leomarh, bonespear, thoqqua, sislan, rast, and a garmorm, as well as many stuffed or magically animated corpses of sentient planars such as eladrin, baatezu and yugoloths (members of these races who visit invariably find these exhibits rather distasteful). There are even a few cages filled with water and hold sea creatures in them. This place gives the rich and elite of Sigil the ability to see these creatures up close without leaving the comfort of their home, so to speak. It adds a bit of danger into their normally sheltered lives.
Godswatch
Off Masquerade Mall, Lady's Ward
Godswatch has been compared with a marketplace, only with a religious slant. The truth is less friendly-sounding. Imagine, if you will, a shining, marvellous temple of a building bang in the heart of the Lady's Ward, chock-full of shrines and churches to any power who's the current flavour of the month. The proprietors take a hefty "rent" from respective churches, who, unless they can meet the terms of their leases, are shuffled to less prestigious chambers of removed from the Godswatch altogether.
For those faiths that make enough money on their tithes and collection plates, the Godswatch is a glorious tribute to the popularity and might of their chosen deities.
I overheard the following on my last visit...
"So, berk, you want to know where the truly Powerful base their temples? Well, it's obvious. Godswatch. The most impressive, opulent, welcoming, bright, largest temples can be found on the Godswatch. From Lliira to Tymora, Aphrodite to Hermes, you will find the cream of the Powers have instructed their faithful to make their presence known in our Wonderful City of Doors. 

As the Caretaker of Godswatch, I am the one who supervises the layout, and hears the requests for new temples and procedures. One most respect each other, that is of course mandatory, and although there are several faiths with identical beliefs based within the Watch, we all live happily here. The Godswatch. It is the premier place of worship in all of Sigil."
Feather Werrywell, Caretaker of Godswatch
And shortly afterwards...
"Two faced, back-stabbing, petty minded little man. Everyone has their bad times, everyone has their troubles. And when our Lady Waukeen went missing, I was ousted from my temple without so much as a by-your-leave, and some little small prime Goddess of Jewels inherited my wonderfully arranged temple! 

'All live happily?' Don't make me laugh! The amount of cross-trading and betrayal that goes on here would make even a yugoloth blush! There's always someone waiting to fall, someone getting ready to push, and someone else ready to dive into the empty space.
If you thought serving a Power was all happiness, oh think again! And if you thought all those who serve Powers of a similar Sphere involved meeting up for a nice friendly chat every now and then - well, let's just say that many of these so-called Powers are ashamed of their 'generous' followers.
As for me? I'm joining the Athar."
Andre Canrel, Ex-Priest of Waukeen
The Hollow Fountain
Glass Way, Lady's Ward
This splendid new inn has just finished construction after several decades of staggered construction.
From a distance, the whole building looks like nothing less than a huge fountain, big enough for a titan! Fully 60' tall and jetting sparkling, clear water as high as 150' in the air, the building is built entirely of as light blue stone. The water cascades down into a top reservoir, then flows smoothly over magically reinforced windows, giving every room in the house a pleasant underwater feel. The water runs into a 100'-wide pool at the bottom, which is over 50' deep (and cleaned by elemental creatures, rumours say). To get to the fountain, one must walk across one of four walkways crossing the pool to enter the main lobby. From there, a body can get a very comfortable room in the spire of the fountain or descend under the street level to dine in an exquisite ring-shaped restaurant running along the interior ring of the pool. The restaurant is lit mainly by lamps at night, but during the day the light filtering down through the water above provides all the illumination needed.
The Hollow Fountain's true purpose only came to light about two months ago, when luxurious furniture began arriving at the huge but still non-functional fountain. Before then, the enigmatic wizard who supposedly built the entire fountain by hand (or rather, by magic) simply stated it was to be 'a place to rest, but not for me.'
The Hollow Fountain has become a new hotspot for the Kriegstanz, and was an instant favourite among many elemental individuals. Though unsavoury creatures like hydroloths have stayed here, the place repels fiendish customers (who prefer warmer, dryer environs) and has attracted many celestial as regular customers.
Food, drink, and rest are not the only services provided by the Fountain, however! I am happy to say that this may be the single best place to hire a mephit in Sigil! Apart from the warmer and dryer mephits (including fire, magma, salt, and dust mephits, among others), this establishment offers interested wizards the services of a great variety of mephits. Mainly water, steam, mist, and ice are available, but earth, air, and radiant mephits are also available. Whether magically summoned or hired, the mephits are among the very best I've worked with myself, and I heartily encourage Cager wizard to look into hiring a mephit servant (having been one myself, I must also ask that kindly wizards apply first).
Services:
ROOMS: A room can be has for 4 jinx a night, or 20 jinx a week, as a minimum. Double bedrooms and penthouse rooms cost considerably more. Long-term rent options are possible, but limited due to space constraints. Contact the owner if interested.
FOOD AND DRINK: The cuisine is passable to delicious, served by surprisingly tactful water mephits (either training or magic has helped curb their jovial tendencies). The bar is well stocked with everything from strong liquor to non-alcoholic fruit drinks. Prices vary, and a full meal can be
had for as little as a gold piece, but the very best can cost over 50 jinx. Similarly, drinks cost anywhere from 1 stingers to over 5 jinx a glass.
MEPHIT SERVICES: The mephits available for hire determine their own terms of employment, and private meetings must be arranged to negotiate a contract with a desired mephit. The House cannot guarantee any particular type of mephit will be available for hire at any time.
The House of Life
Radiant Plaza, Lady's Ward
This wonderful building is used as an hospital by the rich and the powerful living in the Lady's Ward. It looks like a large Egyptian temple as great marble sphinxes rise in front of the main entry, and the whole structure was designed according to the Heliopolitan patterns. The House of Life is made of two major buildings: the first, called the Greatest School, is in fact a university which includes one of the most comprehensive libraries dealing with healing arts in the multiverse. Students wishing to become trained in the healing arts here are required to pass a very tough test and to follow the paths of law and goodness. They must then study for eight years before obtaining their degree and a further two years more to pass their doctorate (in Divine Healing, Positive Necromancy, Meta-Anatomy, Surgery, etc.). Studies are quite harsh because of the competition between students and breakdowns or suicides due to the stress of the exams are not rare.
The second building is the Meta-Hospital where every illness can be dealt with, including magical sicknesses and even curses affecting the body (like lycanthropy). However, the efficiency of the cure depends on the amount of jinx paid to the Directors (who belong to the Fated). The poor are treated as subjects for the school practices.
The House of Life is ruled by Sinuhè the Solitary One, a lawful good Proxy of Thoth. The Greatest School and the Meta-Hospital are respectively under the command of Polydoros Manhealer, a lawful good priest of the Greek Power of Healing Asclepius, and Director Wisedor Sheldon (W20, LN, Fated).
Chant is that a Portal leading to the Plane of Life opens in the Central Chamber of the Meta-Hospital; it is used only in the most exceptional cases because of the obvious danger of such a cure.
Selphi's Enchantment
Foghorn Square, Lady's Ward
If you wander around the Lady's Ward for long enough you're sure to hear about Selphi's Enchantment, a forlorn antiquity standing in the center of Foghorn Square. People from around the planes come to see this legendary statue, making a personal journey for enlightenment and peace. 'Cause, you see, Selphi's Enchantment can talk.
Legend has it that a wizardress named Selphi, a millenium or more ago, created this statue of a kneeling woman as a divining tool for her studies. The statue is large, about ten feet tall, and is forged of a unknown, tarnished, metal, that is slightly green in color. If a basher gets close enough, the lips will move, and the enchantment will talk. But she does not tell the future. Nay, she speaks of the past. She tells the stories of ancient times, and might mention your ancestor in the story. Her voice is filled with lonliness and sorrow when she speaks, and she never smiles. 
She has gained quite a religious following. Calling themselves Selphi's Children, they spread the word of her over the multiverse. The current owner, Janus Meirner (Planar / male tiefling / T5 / NG), lets these people visit her for peace and knowledge. 

The Spiral Cathedral
Border of the Lady's and Lower Ward
When a faith first comes to Sigil, it rarely has the clout or the connections to establish its own proper temple. However, that doesn't mean that there is no place for the poor, bewildered priests that arrive in the City of Doors. Provided they are resourceful and persistent enough, they will most likely end up at the Spiral Cathedral (the fact that there is a city ordnance outlawing unlicensed public proselytising might also help).
Located on the border between the Lady's and Lower Wards, the Spiral Cathedral is a sprawling dome-like mound made from an unknown quantity of shrines, chapels, sanctoriums, churches, and other worshipping structures all piled on top of one another. The lower areas near the street level are the oldest, most-cramped and least-safe of the Cathedral; this is where most faiths establish themselves at first. This section of the Cathedral is filled with stalls, podiums and alcoves from which the blaring exhortations of dozens of sermonisers can be heard, all hoping to amass enough money and followers to move higher up on the Cathedral.
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If you continue walking upwards following the three spiralling paths that gives the Cathedral its name, you will arrive at the second stage of the structure. The accommodations here are a bit more spacious and not as run-down as those on the base, mainly because faiths here are able to call upon their few regular worshippers to help with maintenance, or at the very least contribute a tithe so that labourers can be hired. The area here is not as noisy as lower down, although the combination of ceremonies, religious processions, and constant renovations that take place sometimes creates a din that rivals the cacophony found on the first level.
The majority of faiths never make it past the second stage of the Cathedral, simply because they are too obscure to appeal to more than a few, selected worshippers. Occasionally however, persistence and skilful manoeuvring is rewarded with a bit of luck, and a faith manages to establish itself around the Proving Point, the area at the summit where the spiralling paths meet. The faiths here are still not popular enough to move out of the Cathedral, but at least they are able to welcome their followers in the quiet comfort of actual temples.
While there are too many minions, godlings, saints and quasi-deities being worshipped at the Spiral Cathedral to list exhaustively, here are a few samples that will illustrate in more detail what you can find here:
The Shrine of Djo'ee: Found on the first level, this Shrine is in fact a hut made of woven reeds, which is appropriate since Djo'ee is a god of basketweaving. Instead of haranguing passers-by to increase Djo'ee's fame, the sole priest of this Shrine has decided to promote his faith by creating the best wares possible. Apart from a few merchants that come to trade with Lionel (Prime / male human / P5 / CG), no one pays attention to him.
The Chapel of St. Kargoth: This sombre Chapel on the first level is dedicated to St. Kargoth, the foul king of the death knights and proxy of an Abyssal lord. Apparently, that lord was recently deposed, and the rival power that has taken its place is determined to use all available means to purge any trace of the former lord. Understandably, the two priestesses in charge of the Chapel are quite worried, and have gone into hiding for the last three months. The only thing that has kept thieves away is the rumour of gruesome Abyssal curses awaiting anyone who despoils the Chapel.
The Ashram of Ravanna: This quiet, unassuming little place on the second level was constructed in honour of the lord of the mysterious rakshasas, Ravanna. While the incense and ornate decorations make the Ashram appear the perfect place to meditate and relax, it would be wise to remember that the "forgotten fiends" are masters at deception. No one has officially claimed ownership of the Ashram, and maintenance is assured by a team of deaf, blind and mute labourers. There is also some speculation as to who worships at the Ashram, since all rakshasas are rumoured to have been banished to the Prime for some offence against the powers.
Ning Gable's Door: This simple iron door is set on a side passage that connects with one of the spiralling paths that winds up the Cathedral. No one knows what lies beyond the door, or to what power the temple inside is dedicated to. All that is known is that any repairs needed in the area are promptly paid for by someone who signs "Ning Gable".
The Crystalline Vault: Normally, this small but elegant shrine to Crystalle, the Mineral Archomental, should be situated much lower down than its present location on the second level. Fortunately for Most Glittering High Priest Lumarth (Planar / male dwarf / P4 / Free League / LN), the Vault is supported by two very prosperous earth genasi jewellers who are happy to contribute a part of their wealth to the faith. The Vault is often the target of opportunistic thieves, but no one has yet managed to penetrate the numerous defences devised by Lumarth.
Vakkan's Fortress: Located on the third level, this grim temple appears more like a small keep, which is appropriate since it is dedicated to Vakkan Ten-Slayer, god of weapons, war and rape. Vakkan is primarily worshipped by mercenaries who participate in the Blood War; as the intensity of the War varies, so does the influence of the faith, although it never wanes enough to threaten the Fortress' position in the Cathedral.
The Cosmic Sphere: This bizarre shrine on the third level appears as a hollow metallic sphere with a diameter of 50 feet. No entrances are needed because the Sphere is consecrated to Ardrian, patron god of explorers and mind mages (called psionicists by learned sages); as such, worshippers are expected to find their own way inside. While Ardrian's portfolio is extremely specialised, Sigil's unique planar situation ensures that there is always enough worshippers in the city to maintain the faith's status.
The Temple of the Celts
Standing Proud in the Heart of the Lady's Ward
Though no more popular on the Prime as any other pantheon, the Celtic pantheon holds special ground in the Outlands. Because of the size and influence of Tir Na Og, many planars worship the Celtic gods, and not a few of Tir Na Og's petitioners have been seen in Sigil. And many natives of Sigil also worship Celtic gods.
In the distant past, during a time of peace among the gods, a pact was made between the highest proxies of the pantheon. To ensure the safety of the celtic gods, a grand place of worship would be erected in Sigil. There, worshippers of all of the myriad powers could pray under the proper circumstances. This developed in the Temple of the Celts. A massive structure, the entire building stretches like the roots of a plant, burrowing into the Heart of the Lady's Ward. Resting between the Barracks and the Palace of the Jester, this composite church is divided into wings, each one assigned to a single Celtic power. Their size is usually determined by their popularity.
Among the important high-ups of the Temple are Kevin Softleaf, the head of Diancecht's wing, Nore Kalana, the head of Arawn's wing, and Fillis Shiningwords. Another significant clergyman on the rise is Baeneral Pikestaff, a priest of Math Mathonwy who collects a magic tax from all Celtic wizards in Sigil for the Temple and the Fated.
Services:
Crafts: With the priests of both Lugh and Goibhniu working forges deep in the Temple, a large number of quality commodities are produced. The Temple is perhaps among the top five places to buy on-magical weapons, and produces all manner of armours, furnitures, tools, and household items.
Speech Writing: For a fee ranging from 2 to 20 jinx (in the form of donations), priests of Oghma will prepare speeches for individuals of the proper "moral calibre." In other words, they won't write a speech for any Athar or anything of evil content. They also won't write anything that goes against their god. Nevertheless, many people have their speeches prepared here.
Healing: For low fees (up to 10 jinx), the priests of Diancecht will heal those in need. Because they are almost always overworked, they actually have to turn away some who need healing, at least temporarily. Patients who worship Diancecht and the Celtic pantheon in general are preferred over others. Also, those of good alignment are favoured over neutrals, and neutrals over evils.
The Temple of the Titans
Carcerian Avenue, Lady's Ward
The Temple of the Titans stands prominently on the block that houses it. Rising up from the mass of large buildings around it, from a distance one can see a huge red globe hanging in the air. As one stands in front of the temple, it is both malevolent and beautiful. Fifteen stairs ring the circular open-air (Grecian style, with pillars holding up the ceiling) temple, it's marble exterior showing a fair amount of weathering. However, when one looks up they see the exact same fifteen stairs in reverse, and at the end, where the ground would be, is the affrontingly huge Carcerian-stone orb. Around the perimeter of the temple are ten foot statues of each titan, their names in Greek written on the base.
The interior is austere: The symbol of Chronus patterns both the floor and the ceiling, and that's about all. There don't seem to be any priests, though there must be...
The Dark: As many well know, beneath the streets of Sigil are the buildings of older times. Well, the worshippers of the titans managed to figure out that beneath an area of the Lady's Ward was a huge complex temple commemorating all the titans: Chronus, Crius, Typhon, Mnemosyne, Oceanus, etc. These worshippers decided that it would be a good idea to use this complex, but had no easy manner of accessing it. Thus, they built a temple on the streets above, with a complex magical ward on the symbol of Crius being the key to entering the complex. The stone orb above the temple was dug out and carved in Carceri and the magic of the Titans empowered it to keep most anyone from finding the secret of the symbol of Chronus.
Further discoveries were made within a few years of the opening of the Temple: a section of the subterranean temple actually had gates to Carceri, Olympus, the Gray Waste, and many Prime Worlds connected the Olympian/Titanic myths! Thus, the worshippers of the titans began to bring in their own personal army, a group of assassins, mercenaries, and various other unsavories that inhabit the barracks of the complex to be unleashed on various temples in Sigil and in other lands.
The Underground Canals
Lurking beneath the clean-swept streets of the Lady's Ward
It's a well-known fact that most of Sigil has no sewer system. This accounts for much of the filth of the Lower and Hive Wards. But the streets of the Lady's Ward are much cleaner. Certainly, there are more street cleaners, but that hardly accounts for the sheer cleanliness of those spacious byways, especially in the Noble District. The reason behind this lies below the streets.
Centred in the Noble District and branching out through much of the Lady's Ward, a series of canals wind. These underground canals are surprisingly large, and very clean for a sewer. Occasionally, there are landings which lead into the catacombs beneath the ward, or into the basements of the High Houses. There are even the occasional crypts connected to the canals. I saw one cemetery purposefully flooded, with the lids of stone coffins and headstones sticking out from the water, making macabre islands in the dark chamber.
Needless to say, the high-ups of the city try to keep word of these canals under wraps, fearing theft from the bottom up. They need somewhere to dump their refuse, so they can't brick up their basement doors, but they do post guards, and the Higher Houses use magical wards as well. So to any opportunistic rogues reading this guide: forget it! The canals pose a chance only slightly better than the regular gates, and are a lot less pleasant.
Still, the canals have legitimate uses. I have seen quite a few marraenoloths in the canals, hinting that the systems flow out into the Styx. Though they are hesitant to do so, they will, for a higher price, guide a traveller through the canals. I hired one myself when I was lost in the tunnels, and though I wouldn't trust a 'loth father than I could throw it, it served me without fail. According to its testimony, the marraenoloths can access the Styx from the canals, so with the aid of the marraenoloths, a person could use the canals to go anywhere in the Lower Planes.
Another interesting thing I discovered was the source of the water. I asked my skeletal oarsman to take me to the source of the water, and I was led into a massive circular chamber, at least sixty feet wide. At the centre of the room was a forty-foot wide tube sticking five feet above the murky water, which bubbled purest water from its top. My best guess was a permanent gate to the elemental plane of water, but I cannot say for sure. Again, an intrepid explorer might be able to make it to the Inner Planes from there, but I really couldn't say for sure.
When it comes to getting into the canals yourselves, dear readers, I wish you the best of luck. I had a lot of difficulty finding a safe entrance, and was sworn not to tell its location. I would recommend scouting the catacombs accessible from the Twelve Factols' Inn, as I believe there is a canal not far from there. 
Services: Access to the Styx and (maybe) Elemental Water. Prices vary depending on the distance and Marraenoloth.
Lower Ward

The Calculating Engine of Rashad the Brilliant
In the shadow of the Great Foundry, Lower Ward
Hajji Rashad the Brilliant, son of Hajji Umar, son of Hajji Umar, was once a resident of Qudra, in the land of Zakhara, on Toril, and was that city's greatest Digitalogist [Numerologist Wizard - the clueless should read The Complete Sha'ir's Handbook]. One day, his calculations opened a portal to Sigil, and here he has remained.
Impressed and awe-struck as most clueless primes are when they first lay eyes on the City of Doors, Rashad wandered the streets for many days, neither sleeping nor eating -- simply absorbing the sights and sounds of this strange new place. Of course, it wasn't long then before he decided to make Sigil his new home and centre for research; and it wasn't too long after that the he joined up with the Guvners.
Recognising Rashad's unique talent, Factor Hashkar made the unprecedented move of promoting him directly from Aide to Bureau Chief (B3) rank (the first time in the Faction's history the Special Provision of the Charter of the Fraternity of Order 12372A-221 had actually been exercised!) and assigned him as head of a special bureau within the Research Bureau's Bureau for Portal Research (BPR).
He devoted the next five and a half years to overseeing the construction of an enormous "Calculating Engine", perhaps the largest and most complex device of its type outside Mechanus. It is housed in its own building in the Lady's Ward, not far from the Courthouse.
The Engine itself is an immense and incredible collection of cogs and gears driven by a steam line that runs under street level to the Foundry. Input of figures is via a set of levers which engage and disengage various sets of gears from the mechanism, and results are read from a whole bank of dial faces.
Rashad is currently using the machine to analyse the contents of the Guvner's famed Shifter's Logs, and receives daily updates from the Faction's Aides to add to the nearly 1000 years' worth of records he is working through.
Most bloods would feel a little uncomfortable doing this kind of work -- everyone knows what happens to those who get too close to the truth about Sigil's portals, and the Calculating Engine is under constant Dabus scrutiny, yet Rashad isn't worried. You see, he isn't trying to unravel the dark of the pattern of the portals, nor trying to predict their movements. Rather, he is examining the portals not as a phenomenon in themselves, but rather as a clue to understanding another phenomenon -- the sublime subtle order the underpins the Multiverse; much like what the Mathematicians are attempting to achieve on Mechanus. Indeed, Rashad has been approached several times to join the Mathematicians, but has declined each time, believing too strongly in his own line of research, and not at all sure if the Mathematicians are barking up the wrong tree or not. 
The Modrons are extremely interested in Sigil's Calculating Engine, and have been involved with the project from the start, even assigning several gear spirits to the machine, and it is not uncommon to see Quadrones arriving from Regulus to see Rashad with some new data that it is felt he might be able to use.
Rashad himself has been granted permanent complete and free access to the Orrery in the Modron Cathedral, but, like other visitors, is still always accompanied by Pentadrone guards.
Recently, Rashad has begun a series of calculations to design his own simplified and miniature version of the great Orrery as an annex to the Calculating Engine, as a further aid to his research, but construction is unlikely to being for another year or two yet.
Rashad almost never has time to talk to strangers, yet those familiar with Zakharan customs probably stand a better chance than most. Neither is he interested in making or sharing predictions or information about portals. His Bureau, however, will pay for information on portals not already contained in the Shifter's Logs, and will occasionally employ adventurers as scouts to go through newly discovered portals, or portals suspected to have shifted at the other end, and will employ Guvners as special couriers, envoys, or observers to various parts of Mechanus.
Rashad will occasionally take the time to work on other mathematical problems or numerological enquiries presented to him if the problem or puzzle captures his imagination and interest. He also will occasionally sell time on the Calculating Engine to anyone who has need of such great computational power (Sigil's Tax Office, for example).
Darthiir's Test Hall, a Shrine to Kelanen
Alehouse Row, across Bladeling's Run from the Red Pony, Lower Ward
The streets around the Great Foundry are some of the most grimy in the whole Lower Ward, lightly stained with the soft showers of soot from the great furnaces. Being so close to the headquarters of the Believers of the Source, Alehouse Row's taverns have a fair share of their tables occupied by Godsmen, both bubbed and sober. One of the most popular is the Red Pony, the local gathering place for the labourers in the Great Foundry, but lately the pub on the corner of Bladeling's Run has been seeing it's fair share of bashers with a more martial inclination.
See, just across the road from the Red Pony's there's a new training hall for cutters looking for some handy tips with a blade. The Darthiir's Test Hall, or as the local's refer to it -- Darthiir's, occupies an old warehouse that has been stripped bare to form a large training area filled with weights, assorted combat dummys and some more complex mechanical mannequins supplied by the mechanicians at the Hands of Time. The blood who runs the joint is the Darthiir (Proxy [Kelanen] / male valley elf-drow / F9, W10 / Believers of the Source / CN), a charismatic half-orc warrior with a large white serpiginous scar curling down the right hand side of his face and neck. For a prime, he's well respected by the Cagers, being a consummate weapon master with his preferred long sword and being a reliable cutter with any other type of sword. For anyone not using a sword as their main chiv though, Darthiir's is less useful as a source of weapons training. Now, the Darthiir's not just a sword master, rumour has it he's actually a Scarsaint of Kelanen, a warrior-priest proxy of the so-called "Prince of Swords" -- a fairly young demipower from some dying prime world called Oerth that's making inroads on the planes, especially amongst Godsmen warriors. The Darthiir neither confirms nor denies this barkle, but his assistants and as a consequence the various trainees, still treat him with a great deal of respect. 
Now, the Darthiir is pretty low-key about his religious views, but it's common knowledge that he considers the training hall to be a Shrine to Kelanen and has all but admitted belonging to the priesthood, going so far as to mount the Sword Lord's nine sword starburst symbol above the main entrance for all to see. So far the few Scarswords (as the priests of Kelanen call themselves) that have openly visited the Cage, have all stopped in a the Darthiir's to pay their respects and are seen to be a fairly active bunch, less interested in preaching and converting than leading by example. It's difficult to keep track of just who's who among the Scarswords, as even the junior priests appear to be able to alter their appearance. A sober power dedicated to preserving the balance, the Sword Lord is a patron of warriors and mercenaries, and places a heavy emphasis on testing and trials. The chant goes that Kelanen was once just a clueless mortal blood that underwent a series of tests to rise to the rank of what the Godsmen call a quasi-power, someone on the verge of rising to full power status. In recent times, the Sword Lord has become more popular, to the stage where has become a fully fledged demipower in his own right. It is this story, which has not been verified yet, and the ethic of constantly testing and striving to improve oneself that has attracted the many Godsmen warriors to the Darthiir's Test Hall and into the Prince of Swords' following. Of course, there's also the ludicrous slaad-story, told by the bubbers at the Red Pony, that Kelanen's really an aspect of the Lady of Pain that broke away to form its own identity, but most consider that just plain screed. 
The Test Hall consists of the large open training floor, with the Darthiir's office and bedroom at one end. Above the office, in a small loft area, is where the assistant trainers, a bladeling on leave from the Acherian branch of the Kelanenite church, Shiylon Sere (Planar / male bladeling / P8 [Kelanen] / Believers of the Source / LN) and a surly Sinker half-elf, Qubit'tal (Planar / female githzerai / P7 [Kelanen] / Doomguard / CN), have their personal areas. The bladeling and the githzerai have their fair share of differences but so far have kept it to an amicable rivalry. Qubit'tal's clients consist mainly of the younger Sinker recruits seeking initial sword instruction. She herself belongs to the temperate camp of the faction, an ideology that causes the least conflict with her Kelanenite dedication to neutrality. 
A school of young tieflings has also formed around Darthiir's reputation and teachings. Calling themselves, arrogantly enough, "Kelanen's School", they consist mainly of a snotty nosed gaggle of young spivs led by a few experienced planewalkers and older tiefer cutters. More of a network than a truly organised band, there's always some of the younger bashers banging around by the Test Hall. Nobody's quite sure what the Darthiir thinks about the group, although several of the more serious youths have approached him about joining the ranks of the priesthood. So far, only "Spindles" Crigalli (Planar / female tiefling / P3 [Kelanen] / Believers of the Source / N) has shown any real dedication, but the rest of the school considers the Tintibulan woman-child their unofficial leader. 
Services:
Training: The Darthiir and his two assistants will train single-classed and multi-classed warriors and rogues that use any type of sword for half the usual fee: 50 jinx per level per week [if the optional training rules from the DMG p49 are used]. The Kelanenites will not train priests of any sort, paladins or any other individual of extreme alignment or faith. Despite being priests, the Kelanenites will train Athar, although the numbers of the lost showing up for practice sessions is minimal since rumours of the Darthiir being a proxy have begun to circulate. Doomguard seeking instruction are referred to Qubit'tal, although occasionally the Darthiir provides training for the more skilled warriors.
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[Author's Note: In case anybody is wondering, I've designated the unnamed street between Whitesmith Street and Ironmonger Street that opens out onto Alehouse Row on the small circular inset map on p22 of the Factol's Manifesto as Bladeling's Run (the page with the map of the Great Foundry). I suggest placing The Hands of Time, mentioned earlier in this piece, further down Alehouse Row near the lesser gates of the Great Foundry, on the corner of Whitesmith Street on the same map. Kelanenite priests are my own creation, possibly to be detailed more fully soon.]
The Fire Pit
Firepit Square, Lower Ward
Ask any tout why the Lower Ward's so smoggy, and they'll point you to a thick column of black smoke rising out of a square near the Hive Ward. The source of the smoke is a tremendous fire at the bottom of a 40 foot deep hollow. The flames rise fully 20 feet out of the blackened dent in the street, sending great gouts of smoke into the already hazy sky.
The Firepit is a strange sort of landmark, a continually burning bondfire of gargantuan proportion. The poor gather close to its edges (but not too close) to warm themselves, and the area is quite popular among Doomguard. The place is always bustling.
Story goes, the Firepit was created when an angry Archmage decided to take revenge on a peer of his in the tower at the center of the square, then only known as Five Eye Square. Some say this mysterious archmage was none other than the destructive Scratcher himself, but there's no evidence to support this claim. The wizard supposedly hurled a tremendous ball of fire accross the center of Sigil that crashed into and totally consumed the tower - all that remained was a pit full of flame. To this day, the flames continue to roar, with no apparent need for fuel.
If you look carefully at the blaze, you'll see the dark flickers of a structure inside. Most say this is the tower, but fire mephit buddies of mine have confirmed the truth of the matter: the constant inferno of the Firepit made it the ideal location for a portal to the Elemental Plane of Fire. The residents have taken fire-resistant obsidian from their sister plane of Magma and built a structure within the flames. Azer, well-to-do mephits, and other creatures of fire who must visit Sigil for some reason often stay in this 'inn,' which is known as the 'Tower of Flames' (though translation is a little rough on that one). The owner is a money-hungry salamander named Essafah of the Great Ring (a reference, I think, to Sigil).
Though use of the portal is strictly regulated and difficult for more flamable races (like humans), it remains a popular way to get to that all-consuming elemental plane.
Otherwise, rates at the Tower of Flames are fairly high, ranging from 8 to 25 jinx a night. They are known among the fiery crowd for their 'dry bar,' which sells no drinks (for obvious reasons). More than a few fiends frequent the Tower, though they usually enter the Firepit in as discrete a manner as possible.
The Furnace
Furnace Street, Lower Ward
In the Lower Ward of Sigil, near where the Hive Ward begins, many bubbers and homeless set up kip for the night on the streets near a very large and very hot building. The heat from this building, called the Furnace, travels throughout the street. Anyone getting within 10 feet of the furnace without protection will start to broil [taking 1d4 hit point per round unless he saves vs. breath weapon]. Touching the walls of the Furnace results in serious injury [2d6 damage, save for half. Any materials touching the side of the Furnace also need to save vs. fire or burst into flame.]
The Furnace is quite large, at least the size of a large tavern. The dark is, that's exactly what it is. It does not exist only to provide heat for the down and out; it's a tavern with a very particular clientele. Inside, flames from the Plane of Fire enter the building from all directions. The temperature is unbearable to any normal folk. However, creatures native to the Plane of Fire love it. It's a home away from home for them. Azer, efreeti, salamanders, ruvoka, fire genasi, and other creatures of flame frequent the tavern. There have even been stories of a young red dragon visiting a time or two. Occasionally other bashers will go to the Furnace (with significant protection) to say they've been there.
To enter the Furnace, a blood must first be able to stand the heat. If he is protected, he can find a door, glowing red hot, that is always open. Once insider the foyer, another door leads to the main room. This double-door setup is to prevent searing flames from shooting out and destroying nearby property every time someone goes in. The Furnace is much hotter on the inside. [Anyone not protected takes 3d10 damage per round, no save.] As the flames of the Plane of Fire are more diluted here, they are not considered magical fire. Fire genasi in Sigil are therefore perfectly comfortable here, and nearly all fire genasi Cagers can be found here at one time or another.
Setara (Planar / female efreet / 10 HD / Harmonium / LG), a rogue efreet, is the creator and proprietor of The Furnace. Exiled from the Plane of Fire for reasons she refuses to discuss, she came to Sigil. Longing for her fiery home and needing a steady source of income, she is now always found in The Furnace. In the centre of the building is a zone protected from the flame and heat. This 'cold spot' is where Setara stores the wares of the Furnace: exotic fuels, incenses, firefruit, and flameproof meat (the firebat steak is highly recommended), which her customers seem to prefer over the food and bub of other taverns. The Furnace is a strange and alien place to any not familiar with the flames of the Crematorium (the Plane of Fire), but is a breath of fresh air...of fresh fire...to those who hail from such a plane.
Recently, sales in magic items to protect onesself against fire have been increasing, particularly in shadier areas of Sigil. It is believed that some group is secretly meeting in the furnace, away from the prying eyes of most normal cutters and law enforcement in Sigil. They could be planning a takeover of Sigil, they could be common knights of the post, or they could even just want a new place to party. But a lot of people are getting suspicious.
 Ye House of Mimirs
Street of Skulls, Lower Ward
Housed in a ram-shackle tower in the Lower Ward, Ye House of Mymirs is one of the best places to find information in the Cage. Here, Phonpar ( Planar / male githyanki / T3 / Fraternity of Order / LN ), stores a wide variety of mimirs. A series of sound-proof booths occupy the first two levels. Here, cutters can listen to chant and darks from across the planes. Also, a basher with something to say can record on a mimir, which is a good thing as Phonpar pays well for new information (the going rate is 1j for a minute or less, and 2j per additional minute). 
The chant service ain't free though. A straight fee of 1j at the door gets you in until the shop closes (either for an hour at peak or 2 hours before anti-peak). Cutters bearing darks for the mimirs can get in free. At night, the mimirs are set up on the top (4th) floor to talk to each other, allowing them all to share the same information. It makes quite a racket, let me tell you! Phonpar has his quarters and a storeroom on the third floor.
Special mimirs are kept on the second floor in bird-cages chained to the walls. Using these costs an extra 2j. Occasionally, Phonpar takes these to the lecture hall on the first floor, when audiences can be enlighten. Ye House of Mymirs is supported through donations by the Fraternity of Order and the Society of Sensation.
Services: Mimir recording and listening, lectures, mimir sales
Prices:
Admissions: 1 jinx per half day
Special Mimir Usage: 2 jinx
Lectures: free with admission
Mimirs: (normal price + 10 jinx) high quality
Will pay 1 jinx per minute (or fraction thereof) for information.
The Lost Bridge
The Ditch, Lower Ward
Only one "natural" water source exists in the Cage, and most people stay as far away from it as possible. "The Ditch", as it is called, separates the Hive from the Lower Ward and is a noxious combination of putrid water, slime and garbage rolled into one. But amidst this aquatic eye sore, there lie a number of bridges that cross over its vile depths. These bridges range from a few feet wide to large enough to accommodate four carts crossing at once.
The most famous bridge that expands over "The Ditch" is simply known as "The Lost Bridge". This anomaly is sought after by all sorts, from the most learned of sages to the vilest fiends. The bridge only appears for a short time in random areas along the Ditch's path at very infrequent intervals.
Those few berks lucky enough to catch a glimpse of the bridge have described it in many different ways. Some saw the bridge for but a moment and it appeared as a radiant structure with beautiful statues along is surface. Others have seen a huge pitch coloured stone bridge with spike covered hand rails that appeared for nearly five minutes. All sightings of the bridge have varied in there description except for one aspect, there is always an arch in the middle of the bridge. The arch is always grand and covered with etched writings and runes that are impossible to read from the "shore".
The best-know story behind the bridge is that it was once the closest bridge to Aoskar's temple and when the Lady of Pain "cast" him out of Sigil, the bridge disappeared. Sages have speculated that the bridge is an open gate to some unknown plane outside the Great Ring that Aoskar had opened. Great power is said to lie beyond the gate because after the bridge's construction was complete and the gate opened, Aoskar was "cast" out of Sigil not long after. Those seeking power beyond belief had tried for centuries to find the bridge and cross it. If any have, they are never heard of again.
The Dark: "The Lost Bridge" is a gate to another Plane. Actually, it is a gate to all the Planes. Each time the bridge appears, its gate opens to the Prime, Astral, Ethereal, Outlands, any Inner or Outer Plane. The destination Plane, duration of the bridges' appearance and its current location over "The Ditch" are all random. The most interesting aspect of the bridge is that there is no gate key required for its use. All a berk needs to do is pass through the arch and they appear in a random location on the destination Plane. There is no way back to Sigil from the other side and those that do travel across the expanse just appear on the other side.
The only constant aspect of the location on the destination Plane is that it is usually in a very dangerous place. One thing that has been observed by a few scholars is that the bridge crosses near the Athar headquarters, the Shattered Temple most often. The style, colour and demeanour of the bridge gives a clue to the destination plane of the gate and chant goes the dabus Fell seems to sense its comings and goings. Fell will never speak of this matter with anyone but he doesn't deny any rumours that are told to him either.
The Pentacle
Slacker Street, Lower Ward
Formerly known as "The House of Many Doors", the Pentacle was recently re-opened after a long period of closure. While it's unknown exactly who owns the inn, rumours continually finger Shemeshka the Marauder, or Zadara the titan, or both. In any case, the current landlord is Lithoss (Pl / m illithid / W12 / LE), an illithid wizard, or thereabouts.
The Pentacle's popularity with the wizard community of Sigil is no accident. The inn is literally riddled with portals which span all across the planes. Many of them are shifters, though their times of opening are fairly well documented by Lissandra the Gate Seeker, who makes a point of popping in here at least once a week to see what's moved. Other doors seem permanently anchored in place, and it's these that draw the most attention.
See, the unique thing about the portals of the Pentacle is that a cutter knowing the right dark (which, naturally, is available for the right garnish) can cast spells through the portals when they open. How this is possible is one of Lithoss' best-kept secrets; the chant claims variously that the mind flayer's weaved his own secret spells over each room, or that there's an artifact in the cellar, or the Lady of Pain, for some bizarre reason, has chosen to favour the Pentacle with this boon. In any case, Lithoss knows about it, and it works. Simple as that.
But so what, you ask? Well, it mightn't seem a big deal to ordinary cutters, but for wizards this is great news. Until the Pentacle opened its doors, mages who fancied summoning fiends, binding familiars or merely conjuring animals had to do so out-of-town. Spells of the conjuration school simply don't bypass the Lady's seal on the Cage. Well, that ain't the case in the Pentacle. For the right jink, a mage can hire out a summoning chamber (there are said to be over two dozen of them recessed high in the Pentacle's five towers or deep in the bowels of the place beneath the streets) with a portal to the plane he fancies, and conjure to his heart's content.
'Course, like any respectable establishment, the Pentacle has strict rules on what is, and what ain't, fair game. Patrons are expressly forbidden from attempting to summon balors or pit fiends (the chant goes that it was precisely one of these enraged beings which was responsible for the Pentacle's demolition a decade back, and its long period of closure). Neither is the summoning of extra-planar assassins permitted (though several recent attempts on Factol Darius' life have been linked to invisible stalkers summoned in the Pentacle, and Lithoss privately admits it's hard to enforce). Finally, a rule that nobody ever breaks: No Avatars. The fact that the Pentacle works at all is chalked up to the Lady's Grace -- even the greenest prime wouldn't dare risk her blades to allow the powers a foothold in Sigil.
As might be expected from such a specialised service, there can be quite a waiting list for the right summoning chamber. While the Carcerian portal in the Lying Tower is rarely used and can lie undisturbed for months at a time (after all, who would want to intentionally summon anything as foul as a gehreleth?), the Abyssal, Baatorian and Upper Planar chambers can have waiting lists weeks long.
Lithoss, perhaps surprisingly, prices the hire of chambers quite fairly. He bases the charge on the power of the spell being attempted, and charges an extra levy if a particularly dangerous beast is summoned (and doubles it if the thing gets out of control). Since the Pentacle's rebuilding security is a little tighter; besides himself, Lithoss usually has a spellslinger to two at hand ready with holy words or abjure spells, just in case. Even so, it's considered a dull week if some nameless horror doesn't smash down a few walls or strangle a prime...as Lithoss says; if mages want to jump in out of their depth, then it ain't his place to stop 'em.
It ain't all magic at the Pentacle, though. Sure, there's a guest's spell book, and the beds in the fanciest sleeping chambers levitate, but non-wizards are welcome as well. The many portals in the bar room ensure there's often a lively mixture of planewalkers (some arriving from or departing for adventures out-of-town) and other glory-seekers. There's a high concentration of wizards, of course, and interestingly, it's said that if you're looking for more dark about the incantifiers, the Pentacle is the place to flash your garnish. Famous patrons include A'kin (the allegedly friendly fiend), and "Sly" Nye. The tout Voilà! is also known to make himself known here on occasion, and the Troika trinity are sometimes seen here in their various guises.
Prices:
Summoning: Range from 1,000 jinx for a simple find familiar to 50,000 jinx or more for the heavy stuff. Extra if damage is caused to the Pentacle's structure or the decor of the chambers.
Rooming: Ranges from 1 jinx a night to 80 jinx a night for the levitating bed, magically lit, unseen servant butlered suites.
Drink: 6 green for the cheap bub, up to 20 jinx a bottle for the vintage Limboan Xaos Juice. Brix recommends: Spire Wine, at 3 jinx a glass. Tastes of infinity.
Food: 5 stingers for a slap-up extra-planar meal, up to 60 jinx for a planewalker's banquet for 10. Brix recommends: Vaath steaks, at 10 jinx each. Exquisite.
The Petrified Forest of Sigil
Shrouded in that is the Lower Ward
Most Cagers don't know that there's a forest in Sigil, but then, what leatherhead'd go exploring down all the alleys? Apart from me... But kips of all sorts are built in Sigil. It ain't surprising that real trees don't grow very well in the Cage, so tree-dwellers live in a petrified forest of stone trees (face it, it's the next best thing). The kips built there are wood, and well-placed amongst the branches. Presumably, since a stone canopy of leaves would be far too heavy for the branches to support, magical leaves sprout from the rocky twigs. The whole thing was "grown" a long time ago, surrounded on all sides by high, dense buildings. This makes the area tough (I found it nigh-on impossible) to spot from most curved vantage points in other places of Sigil.
There are perhaps fifty of these trees altogether. Access to the area ain't restricted, but the only way to reach it is through one of about a dozen long, narrow alleyways. At dark, a set of iron gates are closed to help keep out the riff-raff.
Elven art is sold here, along with special elven equipment. To get to some shops, narrow staircases wrap around thick trunks of the trees. A few shops have only rope ladders, allowing a pretty good defence if it's necessary. And judging by the stuff I saw on sale here, I'd be surprised if squads of Hardheads didn't try and raid this place whenever they could find it. Some elven mercenaries are available for a high price, most of these being outcast prime elves that found there way here. And if you're after glitterglee, that illegal hallucinogen S.I.G.I.S. has been making such a fuss about recently, I gather here's a very good place to make inquiries. You've been warned...
The Schlacthof
Shattered Temple District, Lower Ward
Few people ever said the Schlacthof was a nice place, and nobody ever said it was safe. In its heyday, if gladitorial pits can ever be said to have those, the yugoloth-spawn of a variety of Lower Planar pits, as well as mortal scum with an interest in bloodsport crowded this tap- and carnage-house. This was no back alley bub-house, though its location on the fringe of the blasted areas around the Shattered Temple ensured that the only passersby would be people seeking the foulest of jollies or Athar tempting fate to make them really "Lost".
The dome-like structure lay abandoned for about a decade after a tax-auction in the 120th year since Hashkar's becoming Factol of the Guvners put the place in the hands of the Fated. The structure, being a squat razorvine-covered dome of the lowest grade of Carceri marble some 130 feet across, with a spacious interior, second floor mezzanine and twisted corroded metal spire seemed just too large to serve as a tavern in the depopulated area around the Temple, without some hook to draw in the sods. The place still has a 60 foot diameter plate of magically reinforced and perfectly transparent quartz crystal dead centre of the floor, where the fighting pit was looked down on from the crowds on the floor and from the all-round balcony of the mezzanine for the wealthier or more intimidating patrons. A sizable kitchen behind the long bar provided all kinds of culinary horrors, from charred-to-a-cinder varrangoin eggs to poke 'em-and-they-scream dretches.
Two wrought iron spiral staircases are at opposite sides of the Schlacthof, giving access to the upper area as well as to the lower. In the basement, a corridor that hugs a wide perimeter gives access to the six wedge-shaped cell-like rooms provided for the "comfort" of performers of days past, or meals too unruly to stick in the upstairs larder. Corridors at opposite ends of the sub-floor arena end at heavy iron doors through which combatants either strode, scurried, or tumbled at the hands of handlers into fights that the patrons above lusted for.
But the past is the past. In the 20th week of 133 Hashkar a mixed group of bloods, adventurers or plunderers depending on who's asking, bought their new case. A thoroughly rotten Indep tiefling psionicist named Gwynplane and a skilter rakasta assassin Durron, who's freer with his katana than compassion for any living being fronted the jink for the purchase. First order of business was setting up a library and lab in the former basement arena for an associate, Krysm, who was under contract to research a counterspell for a curse Durron still labours under. A few friends of Gwynplane and Durron moved into some of the refurbished cells to call the place their kip as well. For the times these landlords or their fellows would be out of town or out of touch, a quartet of freelance bodyguard-types of liberal appetites, moved into far fewer rooms than their numbers and normal decorum would call for. But this is Sigil, after all. Chant goes they're lying low trying to avoid the leafless tree due to a recent and improbably successful raid on a Harmonium evidence vault that's still a dark to their employers.
Currently, the research efforts are on hiatus - perhaps permanently. Somebody unknown to the landlords sent out an invitation to a large company of Yugoloths on leave from one of the fronts of the Blood War that there was a party at the Schlacthof, and everyone was invited. Fortunately the same individual sent along enough nupperibos and barrels of brew marked "Mungoth Bitters" to keep the crowd sated - except in terms of blood. Fortunately a small Harmonium patrol wandered close enough to the tavern to be snatched up and forced to participate in an impromptu exhibition of Gwynplane's skill in single combat.
While no evidence seemed uneaten by night's end, the landlords fled Sigil for parts unknown. Krysm and the bodyguards, who continue to lie low, are stuck entertaining crowds of dangerous fiends nightly, and reaping a huge profit, while they turn to dark channels to see that food, drink, and entertainment are being supplied in abundant quantity. Someone's obviously advertising that the Schlacthof's open for business again, and denizens of the Ward are peery of being plucked off the streets to be dragged off to that building where once again the screams of old come from. Perhaps this same someone has been spreading the garnish around the right places, because the place has been in operation for nearly a month without even a polite inquiry from the Hardheads or the Heartless taxmen. Whether this will continue, only time will tell.
The Scuttle and Stag Square
The night cart lane connecting Gambit alley to Bladeling's Run, Lower Ward 
A little way down from the Alehouse Row end of Bladeling's Run, on the other side of the street from the Red Pony, the rough Godsmen labourer's pub on Alehouse Row near the Great Foundry, is the opening of a quiet, disused lane. Referred to as "the Scuttle" due to rumours about the number of rats and vermin believed to make their nests there, the former night cart alley is choked with rubbish and debris. All the back doors of the shops that lead onto the Scuttle have been boarded up or walled over for years now. Originally providing a useful back street from Bladeling's Run through to Gambit Alley, behind the Styx Oarsman tavern, it is now virtually impassable to anything larger than a small dog due to the coiled razorvine and small rubbish heap that has grown to block the Bladeling's Run entrance. Not that anybody minds taking the longer route down to Brandy Lane these days, for the lane has a sinister reputation.
Now narrow streets in the Lower Ward are never the best bet for some bubber wandering home at antipeak from his favourite alehouse, but nobody uses the Scuttle as a thoroughfare even at highpeak. According to the local chant, or at least the bub-bawling at the Red Pony, there's something… well, unnatural down there. Any bubber can tell you that nobody uses the old lane anymore and that "Cookie" Comstock blocked off the Gambit Alley entrance with a rat-grille half-a-turn back, but not many people have any idea why -- they just know they'd rather avoid it altogether. Anything that scares that crazy vaporighu spawn isn't worth trifling with, for all the jink in Bytopia. It's reached the stage where there's now a running bet at the Red Pony that no one's brave enough to spend a whole night alone in the alley. The purse is worth a single Sigilian moebius, a couple of month's pay at least, but so far nobody's been tempted by the jink, not even when bubbed till the cup's overflowing.
Forgotten to most of the locals, but still remembered by a few grey beards in the area, is the history of the Scuttle and perhaps the true dark of why it gained it's sinister reputation. See the Scuttle isn't just a simple lane along the whole of it's crooked length -- past the dog-leg off Bladeling's Run it opens into a small square of sorts, with the remains of a small stone arched pagoda, strangely free of the ever present razorvine that throttles the rest of the city. Dominated by fluted archways and grotesque reliefs of tortured faces, the pagoda is unlike any other architecture within this area of the Lower Ward. The grey beards go on to relate that this isolated area, once known as Stag Square, was a favourite Anarchist execution ground for traitors during the early days of the revolution. Then, one still night, during a particularly bloody execution, the gathered Anarchists just disappeared. Rumour goes that a dark grey mist settled on the crowd, obliterating them from sight and when it lifted, only the pagoda remained in their place. An experienced Harmonium investigator sent to uncover the cause behind mysterious disappearance also vanished. Soon, the site was declared cursed and became shunned, leading to the lane's present state.
Some have noted that the wereraven Talleyrand (Prime / female wereraven / HD 4+2 / NG), seems to spend a lot of time loitering around near the entrance of the Scuttle or hanging out the back of the Styx Oarsman, as if she's waiting for something to emerge from the lane &endash; but most cutters reckon she's just doing it to annoy Cookie, just like she enjoys irritating the short tempered Jarkman Vries (Planar / male tiefling / F7 / Athar / NE) at the tavern's door by inciting the local birds to frustrate the tiefling's enjoyment of his foul-smelling cigars. Still, there's something almost fearful in the normally jovial gypsy when she's been seen near the Scuttle that makes a few berks pause slightly and peer into the thick razorvine for a moment when they pass either entrance to the shunned lane...
The Styx Oarsman Tavern
At Heward's Forks off Brandy Lane, Lower Ward
The two-storey structure of the Styx Oarsman squats on the edge of Heward's Forks, a small square connecting the bend in Brandy Lane to the curving thoroughfare of Ironmonger Street. The dung covered statue that is set in the square gives the small court it's name and provides the local avians with a favourite perch and latrine. The squawking of the executioner's ravens that nest here particularly annoys the current doorman, Jarkman Vries ( Planar / male tiefling / F7 / Athar / NE ), a surly cutter who is constantly chewing on one of his trademark Arborean cigars. Vries is known to enforce a strict "Lower Planars Only" policy unless garnished by a decent bribe, and will not let heavily armed parties, known proxies, baatezu, celestials, or disguised bashers in without a challenge unless vouched for by a regular patron or one of the staff. The tiefling is renowned for his irritability, the vituperous curses he levels at proxies and priests and his unique choice of weaponry. Those attempting to barge inside have been known to receive a point blank volley of red steel shot from the tiefling's magical arquebus - a fine steel snaplock which bears the stamp of the "Royal Cormyr Arsenal" and the symbol of Gond Wondermaker pressed into its engraved silver butt-guard. Where or how the tiefling obtained such a weapon is a mystery, but few doubt its effectiveness as a debating style.
One glance around the darkened common room confirms the tavern's sinister reputation as the meeting place for the various Lower Planar races. Apart from a weak candle illuminating the bar area, a visitor can only make out the shadowy outlines of the menagerie of fiends that use this establishment as their local watering-hole. Zegonz Vlaric ( Planar / male githzerai / F4, W6 / Bleak Cabal / CE ), the proprietor, works the taps and shouts the food orders less and less these days, succumbing to the melancholic Bleaker fugue that has come to afflict him. This leaves Jinhxep the Stoolie ( Planar / female quasit / HD 3 / Fated / CE ), his demented pet, to cater to the malevolent patrons and badger Lathly Dim, the deformed Sinker barman. From her perch on the scarred ex-zerth's crooked arm, she spits out her aggressive squeak, protected by her status as the githzerai's familiar. Surprisingly, the fiends accept the quasit's insults usually, retaliating with only a spit of tanar'ric saliva - the enforced amnesty at the Styx Oarsman is too important to disrupt for the sake of a measly quasit. The barman though, is fair game as far as taunt's are concerned -- the formorian's name means "Ugly Stupid" in Cager slang, and the favourite joke among the fiends currently features his mother as a catoblepas Lately though, the joke appears to be wearing a bit thin, as the formorian has become quite irritable and petty. Not even his ettercap friend, Nux, can seem to get him to relax.
In addition to Jarkman's presence at the door, the tavern has formidable security in the form of the excrementally-spoken Gennick the Mesmer ( Planar / male cambion / HD 4 / CE ), the so called "Colourful Cambion" and his loyal enforcer, a hulking yugoloth deserter named Xaedo ( Planar / male mezzoloth / HD 10+20 / NE ). With his entrancing rainbow robe and the ability to call upon the vrock imprisoned within his iron staff, the cambion is given a degree of respect by his race, despite his lesser status as a semi-fiend. Gennick's whims, backed up by the Oinean steel glaive wielded by Xaedo, rule the tavern's main floor and ensure that the peace is kept. Both the Hardheads and the Red Death keep out of the Oarsman by unspoken agreement - after all, which barmy want's to take on a tavern full of bubbed fiends? Of course, there are always the Clueless to provide the security (and sometimes the patrons) with an opportunity for recreation and dismembering. The tavern's most popular tanar'ri delicacy, the Styx Snack, usually fluctuates in availability but always seems to be in plentiful supply the week after a paladin fails to "cleanse the foul den of fiendishness that is referred to as the Styx Oarsman".
As a place overlooked by Sigil's Wheels of Law, the Oarsman is an excellent place to conduct illegal business - if one is prepared for the unpredictable, traitorous dealings of the tanar'ri. Several fiends and cross-traders conduct their business in the dark subterranean booths of the Oarsman's lower floor or around the equally infamous Skiff Table near the taps on the main floor: Of course in the Oarsman, one can never tell who or what they are really dealing with...
Many a cross-trader comes to the Oarsman to hide from the Harmonium or the Red Death, lured by the safety offered by a tavern full of tanar'ri. Those cutters with enough courage (or not enough meat in their brain-box) to try this are handled by Quinsy, the enigmatic baaz draconian barkled to be the real owner of the tavern. It provides an unknown bolt-hole accessed from somewhere within the Oarsman - for the right pile of jink. The dragon man is courteous, intelligent and well-lanned about the Great Wheel - all of which are characteristics unknown in members of the reptilian race from a Clueless backwater Prime world. Regardless of its real identity, Quinsy's customer's never complain about the quality of his service - the bloods who resurface never speak of their experience and the other sods are never heard from again .
Those bashers in search of work with a good blade, who aren't too particular and don't ask too many questions would do well to seek out Ulmshans ( Planar / male nabassu / HD 7+20 / CE ), the hire master for the Durao Deserters, at his private booth on the lower level. The Deserters are a mercenary band of assorted Lower Planar races affiliated with the Velven, a Hive based regiment of misfits and misanthropes. The life draining tanar'ri offers casual or contract jobs to tieflings, semi-fiends, evil aasimar and other fiendish types, paying a cutter well with tanar'ric Grey Ice, minted in the image of various Abyssal Lords. 
There's also the occasional visit of the infamous tanar'ri information broker, Rule-of-Three, holding court over the seekers of his knowledge from his stool by the bar. However, he and Gennick do not suffer each other gracefully, but so far there has not been a major confrontation. Like Gennick, the marquis-cambion's mixed blood provokes strong views from the tanar'ri that take pride in being purely Abyssal bred, but the sage's rumoured dealings with the baatezu are beginning to make some of the other patrons feel unsavoury towards him - well, even more unsavoury than they already are.
Those in search of an exotic toxin or rare venom soon hear about the unique poisons to be bought at the back door of the Oarsman. "Cookie" Comstock, the vaporighu spawned gour of the notorious tavern, is also a skilled apothecary and minor alchemist and augments his cooking with his toxicological knowledge. It is rumoured that the meals Comstock cooks for the patrons are the inspiration for his unique toxins - all food served at the Oarsman is catered to a tanar'ric clientele, resulting in several fatal poisonings amongst less fiendish diners in the past. Of course, dealing with the belligerent Xaositect is difficult, not the least because of his severe halitosis and unpredictable temperament. 
The last blood to use the Oarsman as a regular meeting place for business is the amphibian tanar'ri fence, Pollixen, who meets regularly with his two associates in a booth on the lower level known to the regular patrons as "The Toad Pool". Once a skilled agent in the Blood War, the hezrou discovered a flair for redistributing stolen goods that earned him a one way portal ride from his superiors to Sigil. Together with Schliphis ( Planar / female hydroloth / HD 7+14 / NE ) and Insufferable Massix ( Planar / male green slaad / HD 9+5 / Xaositect / CN ), he formed an unlikely chaotic alliance that resulted in an unreliable but indispensable fencing business. The "Three Toads", despite their disorganisation, provide the best means of relieving oneself of that piece of loot that is just too hot to handle. Rumours link them to the bigwigs Zadara or Shemeshka the Marauder, but no one really knows where the toads get the jink to secure their deals.
Not all the fiends at the Oarsman are there to turn a pile of jink; as a respected neutral ground in the ever raging Blood War, the tavern is a popular kip for fiends and their associates to relax, socialise and savour a meal that brings back memories of home. This is not to say there are never disagreements or brawls, but the tanar'ri, yugoloths, gehrehleths and tieflings that comprise the majority of the clientele respect the tavern's unspoken code of behaviour.
Many notable fiends about Sigil have been spotted in the booths or at the main tables, in their cups or just soaking up the atmosphere. Even the bloods and high-ups from the Lady's Ward have been known to drop into the tavern to soak up the ambience. Noshteroth of the Umber Scales, the high priest of the Temple of the Abyss, is partial to Comstock's Retriever Pie à la Viper Tree blood sauce and infrequently dines in one of the lower booths with his consort Noxana the Unwilling. They are occasionally joined by other members of the temple staff, but are always guarded by a brace of Noshteroth's rutterkin retainers to ensure that they remain undisturbed. 
Stories are still told about the one off appearance of Ely Cromlich, the notable Doomguard factor, at the tavern, but the cambion weaponmaster has yet to make a return visit since the one week rampage of entropy that earned him his current place at the factol's side. It was Cromlich that bested the Clueless Paladin of Pholtus that provided Jarkman with the opportunity to fill the previous doorman's position. Not that the surly cuss is grateful or anything, mind you.
Colcook, Schemeschka the Marauder's groomer-guard, sometimes consults with Rule-of-Three in one of the lower booths when his mistress grants him leave. Just what words are exchanged between the pair, remains a mystery, but it appears that the catty tiefling's status with the King of the Cross Trade is improving -- so whatever gossip the cambion is feeding the young climber, it's put a shine to Colcook's eyes. 
In more recent times, the nycaloth Garroth the Blinded has been seen associating with the disreputable Djhek'nlarr. Rumours paint the two as tragic lovers, but most think that's just tanar'ric screed or some babau's bub-bawling. Long standing patrons have begun to reminisce about the early days when Vlaric wouldn't even deign to spit on a githyanki, let alone allow one to hire out a lower booth with some stagmeister yugoloth. Yet, times have changed and with them the clientele; even the infamous Skiff Table has become less exclusively tanar'ric as other fiends frequent the bar in greater numbers. 
The Skiff Table has long been a central feature of the Oarsman's main floor. Originally billed as the Oarsman's take on the high table of Fortune's Wheel, the overturned marraenoloth punt is still considered invitation only. The agenda of the table has shifted from promoting the Blood War, to ceasing it all together and back again with assaults into other interests as the need arises. The current forum is headed by Talice, a yocholol in the from of a commanding drow female, although like all tanar'ri alliances, her position is continually under threat. Her major supporter, but oft times opponent is the akilith Synophrys ( Planar / akilith / HD 11 / Ring-Giver / CE ), a pompous Abyssal Ring Giver who entertains the affectation of being carried around in an intricately inlaid platinum casket by his maurezhi manservant Chalazion the Marasmic ( Planar / male maurezhi / HD 5+1 / CE ). Other notables include Hordeolum Stye, the diseased barghest exile and the Colobom, an obese renegade molydeus. It is believed all represent different power groups and factions within the Cage and the Abyss, although their shifting natures make it difficult to determine who pulls the stings of these deadly marionettes.A surprising member of the group is the barbazu Asperchius the Turncoat. The only baatezu tolerated under the Oarsman's pallid roof, most consider him a spy or at best untrustworthy. Both Synophrys and Talice readily accept the bearded fiend to their council, much to the dismay of Garroth the Blinded who has been attempting to gain acceptance for a full year now. 
Prices:
Garnish for Doorman: Jarkman prefers to be paid (and bribed) in smokepowder/gunpowder charges or unusual types of arquebus shot. Such items are difficult to obtain in Sigil, although the C.T.C. (Coloara Trading Coster) booth in the Great Bazaar stocks a large selection of firearm related merchandise, including a small selection of magical weapons and ammunition. Those unable to provide these "gifts", the tiefling peels for at least 15j, even higher if he suspects troublemakers, identifies a priest in the group or recognises them as aligned with the Upper Planes. 
Drinks: 4 greens for the cheap bub, 2 ice for Carcerian bitter and up to 10 ice for curdled aasimar blood; Brix Recommends: The Oarsman has a plentiful stock of heartwine, due to Comstock's unsuccessful attempts to discover the secret recipe of the Cilenei Brothers. The sour, sophisticated beverage fetches the steep price of 150 jinx a bottle.
Food/Poison: Styx Snacks (complimentary when available), house special: Retriever Pie in Viper Tree blood sauce, 4 merts; Brix Recommends: Nothing from Comstock's kitchen could be regarded as palatable for anything other than a fiend, a gannet of a tiefling or a particularly adventurous dwarven Sensate armed with poison neutralisation skills. Any other race that eats at the Oarsman is affected by a randomly chosen ingested poison type (see DMG p73 for details). Prices range from 4 ice for a gut ache to as much as 15 jinx for a decent dose of bilious carcass, fit for a Blood War general on the march. The prices for non fiends vary, but life is usually cheap for the unlucky Clueless that dare to eat at the Oarsman. 
Private booth: Vlaric or his pet charge a flat fee of 4s per hour for a table away from the prying eyes and ears of the other patrons, seclusion guaranteed. Of course, in Sigil, and particularly the Oarsman, the walls have ears -- or is that fiends?
Special Services:
Information: Rule-of-Three accepts only offerings of three related things as payment; such as a green, a stinger, and a jinx or a joke, a proverb and an insult for example. A Xaositect factor once paid with a slap, a tickle and a wink which the wise man found amusing, but prospective clients are warned that despite any claims to the contrary, this is likely to be found funny only the once. 
Safe Bolt-hole: Quinsy's prices depend upon his moods, his fancy and his estimation of a cutter's worth. The more urgent and the longer the duration of the desired disappearance, the more difficult it is to negotiate with the unusual baaz. Estimates are difficult to come by, due to the difficulty of locating Quinsy's former customers (part of the deal, in fact) but the draconian always carries a swath of legal styled contracts with him, so some return service is definitely involved.
Unique toxins: Comstock prefers to be paid in specific ingredients and often arranges for customers to provide him with select items from Seamusxanthuszenus's Parts & Pieces or rare components from the Outlands, the Lower Planes or the Prime. Sometimes, "Cookie" asks a cutter to safeguard a special delivery from some Clueless squid known as Shaun Taunador, a dealer in the pirate burg of Skulport on Toril
Fencing Stolen Goods: Pollixen and his cronies pay well, but due to the nature of their trade in items too difficult to dispose of elsewhere, any transaction is a sodding peel. Of course, when a bob looks like leading to a shortcut to the leafless tree, a pile of jink don't look half as bad as the thought of languishing in the dead book.
Mercenary work:Ulmshans pays double standard rates for one off mercenary work, but refuses to hire githzerai -- company policy it seems. Caravan guarding, courier work and enforcer type work are handled by the death fiend, with more "sensitive" operations being handled by less visible members of the Company. Freelancers that impress him are offered a permanent commission within the ranks of the Deserters, subject to an interview with his superiors.
The Theatre of Harmony
Hallowed End, Lower Ward
The Theatre of Harmony occupies an abandoned church of a long forgotten power. The owner, Bellus (Planar / male half-elf / B9 /Transcendent Order / NG) chose the site for its aura of reverence. He heads the Elysium Choir, although that is not their real name. Bellus intentionally left the naming of his Choir to his audience, to best represent his purpose. 
The church itself is made of perhaps two dozen pews, a raised dais, and a small podium. The acoustics, however, are perfect, or near perfect, at least. The churches ceiling rises for nearly two stories, and Bellus has kept the original stained glass for a soothing visual rainbow.
Bellus espouses the belief that the perfect pitch, or harmony, can bring about not only peace and comfort to hurt or lost souls, but can aid in mental, physical, and spiritual healing. He intends to bring 'a piece of Elysium to Sigil through sound.'
Meanwhile, Bellus holds performances regularly within the Theatre's walls. In addition, he rents space and time to other performances. In effect, the Theatre is always busy, and a citizen can always find some sort of entertainment there.
Bellus leaves the details of the Theatre to his financial partner, Wren Anton (Prime / female human / 0-level / Fraternity of Order / LG). She manages the schedules for rehearsals and performances,and manages the books. She also keeps track of the members of the Choir proper.
Current chant is that the soothing music of the Elysium Choir does indeed enhance healing. Many sick or wounded spend a day there resting and listening to the Choir practice, and return to their homes or hospitals in vastly improved condition. Rehearsals are free, but performances are not. 
Another small chant is that the Choir's sound is painful to fiends. There are reports of baatezu or tanar'ri squirming at the sounds, and once a fiend yelled at the top of its 'lungs' to drown out the music.
The dark is that Bellus and Wren has a specific purpose in mind. Wren has joined Bellus in investigating a universal loophole, the effect of music and sound upon the fabric of the multiverse. Of course, she catalogues every note, chord, progression, octave, etc., in order to discover the right combination of notes that will manipulate the multiverse. Meanwhile, Bellus has been experimenting with different sounds and noting the effects on passers by. 
Bellus has a further goal. He intends to find the right song or note that will negate the effects of the Gray Waste, such that he can journey there unfazed. It is believed that he lost a loved one in the Waste, and intends, one day to journey there to find the soul.

Market Ward

The Chanter's Field
Rube Street, Market Ward
The Chanters Field is a rather odd place, always bustling with activity, and noise. Lots, and lots, of noise. Chanter's Field is a large place located in the Market sector of Sigil. It is a long stretch of grass. Oh, wait berk, it ain't actually grass. You see, the stuff that grows there, you don't want to step on it. Cause when you do...
The "grass" is actually a giant colony of sentient plants. And when you step on them, they get a little mad. Wouldn't you? But I think having your feet bitten off isn't a very good response. 'Course, the turf ain't the important part of the Chanter's Field. See, throughout the field are stone paths that connect to plazas. Each plaza has in its centre a small podium.
The factions love this place. You probably heard all them quotes, you know, like, "We're all gods... Some of us just don't know it yet". Guess where those come from? You guessed it cutter. This is the unofficial home of the factions preaching and blabbering.
The fun part is when the peoples get sick of the speaker, and start throwing' their lunches and who knows what-all-else at the chanter. A lot of other junk also finds its way up to the podium. Like black puddings and poisoned thumb tacks. Don't wanna step on one of those either, eh, cutter? Currently, there are a good twenty-or-so plazas and stages. Anyone can talk, but the spaces are usually all taken by some bloods with their heads on wrong.
The Drunken Dabus
Astoria Road, Market Ward
This modest tavern is run by the outward and friendly Adia Panamaa. Adia Panamaa has small yellowish conical horns, somewhat hidden in her thick turquoise hair. Her face looks just as any normal humans would except for her eyes are feline. Her fingernails are always red, as if she was wearing nail polish, but it never seems to change in shade. Though hidden most of the time, you will notice if she personally shows you to your room, she has a long thin tail extending from the tails of her coat.
The Drunken Dabus is a fairly new inn, clearly visible by the tables which seem to lack the vulgar graffiti common to older inns. The bar serves a wide variety of drinks you will find nowhere else. The Inn also serves full meals and has a meeting room which can be reserved for parties. The Drunken Dabus has twenty four rooms about half of which are vacant at all times. Rooms run around 8 stingers a night, but if you want a private bath the suites run about 3 jinx a night, long term stays can be negotiated.
The Dark: Adia Panamaa is a cell leader for the revolutionary league and often the Meeting room is in use by her and her cell. I have heard whispers that she is currently working on plans to assassinate Factol Sarin of the Harmonium. Also underneath the inn lies a small section of the catacombs. A Cavern in the torus, unlike most of Undersigil, this area is very clean and well lit with many oil lanterns. This is the place where Adia hides her members of her cell when a Harmonium patrol enters the Dabus for a little afternoon refreshment. Within this are there are two doorways, one from the Inn into the cavern, and one leading in to larger parts and other pathways of the catacombs. This is also an area where Adia keeps weapons, scrolls, magical items, and the like for slightly more devious uses then her outward appearance may describe.
I managed to smuggle a drinks menu out of the tavern, and have included it below, along with my thoughts on the contents of these drinks. Let it be known Brix is happy to research his Guides thoroughly! Please note that many mortals may find some of these beverages poisonous.
The Drunken Dabus Exclusive Drink List
	Pan Planar Fiend Buster
	Excellent
	1 jinx/cup

	A mixture of every pleasant drink you can find.

	Claremont's Bytopian
	Very pleasant indeed
	4 jinx/cup

	Four shots whiskey, and melon juice served in a bilayered cup

	

	Vine o' Styx
	Barely Drinkable
	2 sp/cup

	Place a sprig of razorvine in the River Styx, ferment 10 Years, and serve very hot.

	Baator's Best
	Bub
	5 cp/cup

	Half blood, half whiskey

	Tanar'ri Twister
	Bizarre
	4 sp/cup

	1 part caustic acid, 14 parts beer, 15 parts puréed rosebuds and thorns 

	Lady's Delight
	Barely drinkable
	1 sp/cup

	Extra sharp whiskey

	The Green Prime
	Delicious, but expensive
	2 jinx/cup

	1 part vodka, 1 part wheatgrass, 1 part coconut rum

	Acheron Alteration
	Bub
	3 sp/cup

	Sugarcubes, whiskey

	Cager's Cocktail
	Extremely Drinkable
	3 jinx/cup

	Pineapple juice, rum, vodka

	Celestia Slam
	Kicks like a goristro
	9 sp/cup

	10000 parts Rum; 1 part dragon scales

	Grasshopper Covered Gehennan
	Delicious (but an acquired taste)
	2 sp/cup

	Live Grasshoppers under brandy and magma

	Beastlands Breaker
	Bub
	3 cp/cup

	Tiger teeth mixed with poor quality wine

	Purple Knight-of-the-Post
	Drinkable. Variable.
	1 jinx/cup

	Wine mixed any other liquor. Don't let the customer know which.

	Carceri Cooler
	Very nice bouquet.
	5 sp/cup

	Cherries in high quality beer

	Frozen Blood War
	Barely Drinkable
	9 cp/cup

	1 part blood, 1 part caustic acid, 13 parts beer. Serve over ice.

	Sense This!
	Heaven in a glass
	10 jinx/cup

	The gods only know...


Jonas' Visions
Great Bazaar, Market Ward
Commerce is the greatest driving force in the multiverse, next to your own will power. But how do you find all the places that you can sell your wares or haggle for profit? A small booth located somewhere in the Great Bazaar sells the most unusual "ordinary" item to solve that problem. The booth is run by a young cutter named Jonas Rendbar (Planar / male human / 0-level / Sign of One / CG) who sells maps of Sigil. These maps are drawn on the finest parchment that can be found in all The Cage.
Jonas calls his maps "Visions" because he describes them as his vision of Sigil's future. In actuality these maps are quite accurate renditions of Sigil's Wards and change as the streets are rearranged by the Lady's servants the Dabus. The maps can also be understood by all that purchase them from Jonas. They can not only understand the language but those that are lawful can make sense of the chaos of the Hive and those that favour chaos can understand the order of the Lady's Ward.
One day the map will show what the City of Doors looks like, the next morning, it still shows what it looks like, but the map has been modified. These non-magical maps are very expensive and sell for 100 jinx per map. The special aspect of the maps is that they change for two weeks before remaining in their last "vision" of Sigil. Jonas has a strange power that he doesn't understand nor would he even try. He thought it, therefore it is. These maps are becoming more popular as people begin to realise what these special maps can do, especially for those in the Hive or Lower Wards.
The Merchant's Scale
The Great Bazaar, Market Ward
This one's easy to spot -- on the edges of the Bazaar, look for a weighing scale three stories tall, with dishes on either end wide enough for a glabrezu to lie down and stretch out without sticking out over the side. It's got a wide staircase running up the central axis, from which a body can walk to either dish. It's made of some metal, probably iron, that's been magically treated to keep the rust away, and keep it running smoothly. It's a mite over 600 years old.
Rumour has it that in the settle chaos after the Great Upheaval, some of the factions were controlled by opportunists who managed to grab the reigns of power in the scuffle. One such factol, Serro of the Mercykillers, issued a string of harsh commandments, which he managed to bully past the Fraternity of Order (this was before the Harmonium even existed). One involved mercantile fraud. Serro decided that if a berk sold false goods (paste gems, potions of delusion, etc), his guilt would be determined by weighing him on a scale, with the amount of money he had made illegally on the other dish. Fortunately for the merchants, those who were crooked had a tendency to be those who ate too much and became overweight. Eventually, the Guvners repealed the 'Merchant's Scale' as a method of judgement, deeming it 'irregular and unpredictable.' But the massive person-weighing scale remained standing, and was purchased by a private citizen.
Today, the scale serves a very different purpose - simply weighing goods. When very large orders are being bartered for in the Market Ward, merchants often pay a small fee to the current owner -- a tiefling named Pex Erro (Planar / female tiefling / M5 / Free League / N), who hauls the goods onto one end and large, precise weights (made in Mechanus and guaranteed accurate!) on the other.
The Merchant's Scale is most popular when weighing goods like large quantities of fruit, raw metal ore, and other bulk wares. Though only the most affluent merchants deal in quantities large enough to really merit use of the Scale, many others do anyway, to try to appear affluent to others.
Just between you and me, though, the Scale has one other little titbit to entice investigators. To get to either dish from the centre, a body has to walk through a little passageway in the framework, right? Well, when you face the scale, the passage to the right has a portal. Most don't know about because only Pex and her crew ever go in there, but its there all right. The Chant would have me say it leads to the Outlands, possibly near a Merkhant base, but who can tell the screed from the truth, eh? I couldn't tell you the key, though a little jink here and a little magic there would surely get you the answer to that question.
The Silver Tongue
Cromwell Street and Murkwater Way, Market Ward
Aah, the large house sitting at the corner of Cromwell street and Murkwater way with the appraiser's shop on its first floor. But the silvered tongue is no ordinary appraisers shop, it has two unique proprieters. I'll tell you what's unique about this place but I cannot do so without telling the story of its owners.
Rumvarax is a rust dragon whose life took a rather unusual turn. It seems the old rusty spent his early life digging tunnels for the acherai (as most of the more social rustys do) but Rumvarax was different in the fact that he had an insatiable curiousity. It was this curiousity that made him go through the portal just to see what was on the other side. That temporary portal never returned but Rumvarax made the best of it. He wandered the streets of Sigil nibbling the metal blades on the building and swatting aside all the panicking people and the annoying red armored fellows that got in his way.
That was until a charismatic berk explained to the inherantly lawful critter that it's unlawful to eat property and swat aside berks. Rumvarax considered this awhile (and also realized he had to den down for the night somewhere) so he went to the nearest house large enough to fit him, opened the roof and asked if he could live there. The poor sods who lived in the kip went running and never returned. This was fine until Rumverax got hungry -- unable to eat the architecture and unable to afford any of the tasty morsels the blacksmiths sell -- so old Rumverax taxed his low intelligence brain trying to find a solution. After a couple days he carefully scratched the word "Appraiser" above his door.
From the following day, Rumverax took advantage of miners who set out on the planes to strike it rich. From a quick taste he could tell one metal from another and how pure it was. He was a born natural. But using his service has a cost; the dragon keeps the sample. It's a small cost when you bring him a gold nugget from the mother-load of all treasure troves. "Old Rumvy" as they call him spent many a month living off his meager pickings until Niloticus entered Sigil.
Niloticus was a Xorn exiled from the plane of Mineral for unauthorized gorging on the planes natural wealth. Niloticus realized that Rumverax was losing a profit by not appraising gems so he decided to be of some help and a try and get in on the free meals. A skilled taste tester in his own right, the xorn fit right in, making this one of the strangest partnerships in Sigil. It was Niloticus who named the shop the Silvered Tongue (a pun .... odd since most think those of the earthen planes are dour serious fellows.) Niloticus also got Rumverax a stone bracer (he'd eat a metal one, and if you are wondering yes it shifts to fit his size) that allows him to take human form once per day. This allows him to walk about Sigil without disturbing folks.
What's the inside of the shop look like? Well there's a narrow shop itself with a big hole in the wall where the door was, just big enough for the rusty to poke his head through. If by the odd chance you can get into the rest of the house you will find the floors removed to fit the dragon comfortably. The xorn is contented to sleep in the corner of the shop itself. Hard surfaces are most comfortable to earth critters after all.
Tholin's Machines
Gehenna Way, Market Ward
Tholin (Planar / male dwarf / F2 / Fated / LN) is quite friendly for a dwarf. He likes to talk to people and always has a nice bit of chant to share with his customers. Problem is, he smells. Badly. See, he never takes the trouble of changing clothes, or blowing his nose, or cleaning his nails or washing his beard... He's far too busy for that, since, if he isn't chatting with some of his customers (who turn their heads away from him to avoid the smell, but he doesn't seem to notice that), he's building his machines from designs made by Snuddervlb, The Clockwork Gnome (Planar / male gnome / Fraternity of Order / LN). 
One part of his shop's mainly meant for members of the Transcendent Order (The Great Gymnasium's only a few blocks away); all of his fitness machines are displayed there. The new types aren't very expensive but have the habit of breaking down while being used, causing a lot of pain in the process, sometimes keeping them caught inside the machine for a few hours, sometimes boosting them a few feet up into the air.
The other part of his shop's for torturing devices; thumb screws, iron maidens, and things unknown outside of Sigil (and the lower planes), that can hurt a basher in ways he's never imagined so far. (Snuddervlb, the designer, has an excellent knowledge on demihuman anatomy and can therefore just as easily design a fitness machine as a torturing device.) This part of the shop's of course frequented by fiends and members of the Mercykillers. Tholin just doesn't seem to think a lot about the torturing that take place with the help of his machines, or perhaps it just doesn't bother him that much.
The Torpedo Room and the Illusory Domain
Viziers Lane, Market Ward
The Torpedo room and the neighbouring building Illusory Domain lie among the many magical shops of Viziers lane. Both of these strange places has a unique twist, and a common connection.
Torpedo Room: A strange dance hall indeed. This room has shallow (foot deep) water covering the floor, odd coloured for and flashing multicoloured lights. Magical music fills the room. This dance halls most unique feature however are the electrical torpedo fish that swim the shallow water and cause numbness with their electric charges. Entry costs 3 stingers, and more on special occasions.
Illusory Domain: This empty warehouse seems like nothing of interest, but it has a sign up box outside asking what situation the user wants to see, when, and for how long. A schedule is on the door in front of the building. The wizard schedules people to have their preferred situation to be simulated by illusions, collecting their pay as they show up and setting charges according to how complex the simulated situation is.
History: Harkonis Maldorov was a wizard from the prime people from Hatti, a people who apparently shared the world with the Greeks (or Mycenaeans as they call them). He (like many primes) stumbled into the world of Sigil. Instead of seeking out the world of his Hittite people again he mastered the art of magic and sold a method of pain relief popular among the Mediterranean peoples of his world. He set aside a pool of water and filled it with torpedo fish, a fish whose electric charge numbed pain. His earnings were meagre and with magical healers around the few who did visit were a handful of Athar. Then he go an idea, using his magic to put dancing multicoloured lights in the place, coloured fog, and music. He made a dance room where people dance among electric fishes in shallow (under a foot deep) water. Using the money he earned here he set up the illusory domain.
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