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Philosophy ain't Just a Fact of Life...
...it's a Way of Life, in Sigil for starters, and even more so in the rest of the Outer Planes. The Factions are a group of fifteen organised philosophies (though some'd dispute even that) based in Sigil. That's really the only requirement to being a faction: a representation in the Cage. There haven't always been fifteen; long ago there were many more, only the Lady of Pain didn't seem to like it that way. Since her decree, no cutters've dared barge their philosophy into Sigil and exceed the number, though the Lady never specified her objection was permanent. Recently, it looks like it might be all-change anyway: it's common chant that the Ring-Givers have their eyes on the Greatest Ring of All...Sigil. 

The factions ain't static, carved-in-stone things. They're living, breathing, emotional creatures. Yeah, even the Fraternity of Order! Recent big news and new facets of the factions are also described here, be they prominent members, plots, groups or threats to factioneers. There's also chant to help a prime tumble to the dark of the Way Things Are in the cut-and-thrust world of planar philosophy...

Sixteen Secrets
A tiefling lullaby by Chris Nichols
Who in Sigil runs the show? Sixteen secrets that we know...
Anarchists love fire and blade, They pull down those who've got it made.

Athar spit in the preacher's eye, While false powers bleed and die.
Bleakers laugh and go insane, There's no point and life is pain.
Ciphers act on whim and hunch, Weird and mystic are that bunch.
Dustmen're nought but cold hard death, Life is so much wasted breath.
Fated count the jinx they make, Never give if you can take.
Godsmen tumble end o'er end, Seeking always to ascend.
Guvners order realms of dreams, Making rules and counting beans.
Hardheads are an ordered lot, March left, march right, no time for thought.
Indeps are a motley crew, Bloods and berks and shouters too.
Red Death saw your dirty deed, They'll make you pay until you bleed
Sensates reach to feel it all, True bloods stand, while bubbers fall.
Signers think we're in their head, But we'll remain when they're all dead.
Sinkers revel in decay, By entropy we'll pass away.
Xaosmen embrace discord, Random chaos is their word.*
Sigil's guarded by She Who Flays, The Lady rules, now and always.
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The Anarchists
MERCYKILLER: "How do you get an Anarchist out of a tree?"
HARDHEAD: "Dunno."
MERCYKILLER: "Cut the rope."

Pssst! Yeah, you! Over here!
What are you doing, asking about Anarchists in such a public place? Haven't you ever heard that the walls in Sigil have ears, eyes, and even mouths? If you want to stay out of the dead-book in this burg of politics and philosophies, you'd better start being a lot more subtle than that! 

So you want to know about Anarchy? You're asking the right mimir here, cutter...I've spoken with some of the best-known -- or should that be least known -- agents of the so-called faction, and gathered some fascinating darks for you. 'Course, it goes without saying you can't tell a living soul. Or even an undead one. Otherwise, you may well wake up to find something rather nasty in your bed, courtesy of an irate anarchist.
The Evolution of Revolution
What is anarchy? Is it just a bunch of power-crazed terrorists bent on causing harm, or do these secretive bashers have a real driving philosophy guiding them? Who are the factions' elusive leaders? What do they stand for? None of these questions is often asked, let alone answered. 

Within me has been gathered chant and screed from several sources, and no, I'm not about to reveal them. You never know who might be listening. And if you've got any sense, you'll look over your shoulder just in case there are spying eyes watching what you're learning too.
May the dark be with you...
Introduction: Fighting the War of Ideas

[coming soon]
Philosophy by Numbers: The Politics of Anarchy
A philosopher anarchist reveals that there is a purpose behind the anarchic; though Julius the Symmetrical, as ever, finds the cracks in the veneer.
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Carcerian Juan [not his real name] speaks of the Politics of Anarchy
'Anarchy' is something of a dirty word these days in the Cage, used by Hardheads to denote anything that's against their creed, and Guvners to mean anyone who disagrees with their Laws. But it ain't like that, cutter. Anarchism is as much a philosophy as anything the Lawbringers could muster, and anarchists are as valid a bunch of thinkers as the most ardent Signers. It's just that we're...sorry...they're misunderstood. Let me explain, if you will. There ain't any Hardheads listening in, are there? 

The main thrust of the anarchism argument is that governments and their laws are an anathema to liberty. The state -- for our purposes primarily the three law-making and keeping factions in the Cage, though all the factions have their sticky fingers in the process to some extent -- has arrogated itself as the decision maker for us, the plebs. The state is the sole legitimate user of violence. For example, I couldn't walk into the Great Bazaar and bash a few heads without getting scragged by the Hardheads, who would in turn thrash the daylights out of me before they arrested me. Then I'd be dragged before some stuffy old Guvner who'd sentence me, and push me off to the Red Death who'd get their kicks punishing me.
"Yeah? Well, that's the way the system works," you cry. "Don't go breaking heads unless you're prepared to let others do the same to you."
Fair enough, I say. But what about the Hardheads that beat me, or the Mercykillers that pulled out my fingernails and burned holes in my tongue (why else do you think I talk like this?) They seem to be able to commit whatever acts of random violence they wish, and not suffer the consequences.
"Oh sure," you say. "That's terribly unfair on poor old you. But if you hadn't committed the crime then you'd never have had to be punished. Stop sodding whining and start doing something constructive."
Fair enough, I say again. I too wish for a better society where things are fair and just. Anarchy ain't about misery. But before we dismiss this whole topic out of hand, let's just look at the details one last time...
We have a state that has proclaimed itself legitimate to make decisions. It recognises no limit on its decision-making power, though in practice it does devolve some limited decision making to individuals (so-called discretion of the watch officer, or the benefit of the doubt that a judge might give on a good day). However, the state reserves the right to, at any time, assume complete control over any and all devolved decision making. That might happen when a direct decree from the factol descends and overrides any discretion the Hardhead officers might usually have.
It may seem that there is some level of democracy in the decision making (as in the Sigil Council of the factions, or the occasional faction which allows its members a vote when new Factols are chosen), this simply appears to be so much pantomime to disguise the true operation of power, and more fool you if you believe it!
"Some bloods'll tell you that we fight for the freedom to do as we like.
And I'll tell you that they're sodding addle-coves.
"The dark of it is we're fighting for the freedom to believe as we like.
"And here on the planes, berk, that's a whole lot more important."
- Dalboc of the Nine Shadows, Anarchist priest of Lochost,
explaining the dark of things to a clueless.
Listen cutter, so long as we are subjected to the authority of states, be they factions, monarchies, republics, aristocracies or anything you'd care to think of, no matter what pious words any "constitution" or "treaty" may contain, we have in fact no inalienable rights, only those rights which have been loaned to us by the state. Remember, the state can create and remove any laws it so wishes at any time... 

Shall we be allowed to protest in public over policies with which we disagree? 

Only if it pleases the state that we shall.
Shall we be allowed to publicly profess some belief as to the nature of the powers? Shall we be allowed to express out sexuality or marry whom we choose? Shall we go where we please and say as we wish?
Only if it pleases the state.
All of this behaviour on the part of the state is surely antithetical to the operation of reason and liberty. Left to their own devices, people are capable of choosing correctly in all matters relating to the running of their lives. If they do not always choose correctly, at present, this is because they have been twisted by the operation of the state.
The state's self-declared rule that itself is the only legitimate user of violence shows that it has a bite to enforce its bark. It denies people the right to use violence except by its sanction, and of course, it ever sanctions the use of violence against itself -- this it calls treason or sedition, or civil war, or if it wishes to discredit these acts, criminality.
In effect, the state has hijacked society by allowing it only a limited amount of choice. Consequently, the only possible way to behave in an anti-state fashion is to be antisocial. If the state makes choice a crime then choosing in favour of a life of crime is doubly to oppose the state, by choosing to do only the things it forbids. 

Though I am of course not one of them, I know that one cell of anarchists (led by a brave philosopher-anarchist called Bakunin) calls for just this: He proclaims that anarchists should "commit random acts of violence and seek the company of only those who are rough to the point of cruelty, but whose nature is fresh and strong, unsubdued and inexhaustible." That is; those who have already chosen against the state by choosing lives of crime. Amongst this number are tanar'ri, the more evilly inclined Xaositects, some Sinkers and numerous petty thief gangs of the Hive.
Of course, some laws are not bad in themselves. Some enshrine moral principles which all people of good would surely want to see recognised even after the fall of the state -- murder or rape, for example. These are actions which ought always to be recognised as wrong, and should never have been made 'illegal', since nobody of sound mind would wish to commit them. These crimes have been lumped together with the non-crimes by the state, even though so-called 'political crime' is not in fact wrong at all.
By attacking the state through society in the short term allows us to reorder society in the long term, to make political 'crimes' legal and retain criminal crimes as punishable, by whatever system is in force. This cannot be done until the rigid and corrupt hierarchy of the state is swept away, however, for until there is no state, the state will always seek to protect itself by punishing non-criminal crime.
The anarchist-philosopher must harness the power of these criminal elements to disrupt and destabilise society. Increasing social entropy (there's a term that's cause Sinkers to prick up their ears) by classical terrorism and guerrilla tactics, smashing shop fronts, theft, magical vandalism and so on (here we might be able to enlist the aid of Xaositect elements and the ubiquitous Doomguard...little do they realise they too must be swept away to stop the rot), and the the radical rebirth of a new, stateless society is the way forward.
Julius the Symmetrical, Contrary Philosopher, responds... 

"Your ends are all very noble, my friend, but so like many philosophers of anarchy, you do not consider the means you use. The "use a tanar'ri to catch a tanar'ri" approach never did work to any great extent. When social order is reestablished in your "ideal society", what happens to the criminals who by now are enjoying their positions of power? Hardened criminals, tanar'ri, Sinkers and the like will be keen on holding onto their status. They can make laws that benefit themselves, for example. And will your bunch of high-minded anarchists be able to stop them? With the aid of whose army? It makes little sense then, for anarchists to welcome antisocial behaviour when it arises, or rioting, or war...
"If people are to take the moral and political responsibility for their own actions, alliances with the criminally immoral and irresponsible will not help them."
Based On:
Philosophy Now, Issue 16, Anarchist or Antichrist, by David Limond
Copyright 1997, 1998 text by Jon Winter
Movers and Shakers: Raspud Sasoon
An Guvner-turned-Anarchist, or a Guvner-turned-spy-in-the-Anarchists? In any case, he's a cutter to beware of, and no mistake!
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Raspud Sasoon ( Planar / human male / B9 / Anarchist / N )
Raspud grew up in a relatively well-off family in the Lady's Ward and received all the spoils of an affluent education from his Guvner parents. Despite his relative physical comfort, Raspud progressively felt more and more dissatisfied with the decadent and unreal lives of his parents. His studies of law only filled him with disgust as he saw the unjust way it was applied by the Harmonium, Mercykillers, and even Guvners themselves. One gloomy day in the Lower Ward he met a Anarchist factor that convinced him of the need to topple all authority; a plan that fit Raspud's world view perfectly. However, he soon became frustrated over the lack of momentum in the anarchist movement - infiltrations and covert operations failed to visibly bother the governing Factions.

Raspud began preaching his own brand of revolutionary dogma to anyone who would listen: "The only way to get rid of the repressive Factions and to build a truly free society is through direct destructive action. The Harmonium and the Guvners must be struck with uncompromising force to bring the message through. To this extent ethics and morals are but artificial notions imposed by the ruling classes to preserve their own rule". 
Raspud gained notoriety when he "bombed" [see below] one of the Hardheads' favourite kips for consuming "minisigils" [guess what this refers to], killing four and wounding nine officers of the Harmonium. He is also believed to be involved in the assassination of a prominent high-up of the Guvners. It need hardly be mentioned that giving the Hardheads this much of a bloody laugh is not a wise thing, and the hunt has been on for Raspud ever since.
Raspud's charismatic nature convinced enough disillusioned cutters in the League that his small group soon became embarrassing to the mainstream of the Revolutionary League. The high-ups apparently hold that directly attacking the powerful rulers will only increase the repression of people. But even if Raspud's small band are alienated within his own faction, his nihilistic acts of destruction has won him some friends with the entropic Doomguard.

"Ah, great. They've hired people to slander us."
- Saotome Keiichi, before his murder trial
"I'll slander you guys for free."
- Kahlid, in response
t may be from these sources he has acquired his unique explosive mechanisms. Chant variously holds that the devices are from an infernal Abyssal layer, from giff suppliers on the Rock of Bral, or even from some deranged prime wizard. Whatever the case, Raspud's bombing devices are a combination of healthy doses of smoke powder and magic. [Each device is about the size of a human head and can be thrown to explode on impact, doing 8d4+8 points of fire damage to everything within 20 feet (save for half damage). The unstable nature of the device gives it a 20% chance of misfire. In addition the potential attacker must be careful when transporting the bomb to the target, any serious shake has a 10% of prematurely setting of the device.] Apparently a member of Raspud's crew blew himself up in the Market Ward recently, killing several civilians and contributing to a small public outcry over the attacks. Quite a few people in the Hive and Lower Ward still support the acts, seeing it as legitimate strikes against the oppressing Hardheads. 

Darker chant links these earlier acts of terrorism directly with the new band in Sigil calling themselves "The Cadre" -- see recent articles in S.I.G.I.S.for more details on their actions. The true identity of the Cadre is still unknown; however, given their penchant for explosives, a link should not be ruled out...
Anarchist Internal Memo #7
[By Brian York]
This brief concerns break-away ring-leader Raspud Sasoon, and the security measures to be taken against him. It has recently come to the attention of this council that one "ex-anarchist" Sasoon may well be a Guvner infiltrator. 

Raspud was born to two Guvner parents and lived out his early years in the Lady's Ward. We only learned of this association by chance when member Jiaste D'norr ( Planar / male githzerai / T2 / Anarchist / CN ) met Chameleon Lathar Sasoon (alleged to be the mother of Raspud, currently acting as a Taker) on a jaunt through Carceri. Remarkably, she claimed to have imitated her Guvner husband for over a decade before their child was born. Unfortunately for her, Jack Sasoon ( Planar / male human / W3 / Fraternity of Order ) was able to utilise some unknown means of compulsion with a rather expensive but simple hand-held clock, and convinced Lathar that the best thing for their son would be to have him become an infiltrator into the Anarchists, spying for the Guvners. 
Jack apparently reckoned that the best way of avoiding detection and thereby insuring discretion would be by making sure that Raspud never knew of his mission, or where his true affiliations lie. Jack decided that the best way to gain information on one of the Lawmakers' biggest problems (namely us) would be to infiltrate our ranks using our own techniques , and hoping to have their very own infiltrator rise as high as possible in the divided Anarchist ranks. It is interesting to not that such impersonations are probably illegal in their own right, so ironically the Guvners are breaking their own barmy laws!
However, something seems to have gone wrong. Raspud was to report every year once, and forget about the entire incident unless he felt that such a report would seriously jeopardise the mission, until his safe conduct home and subsequent interview could reveal more information. Raspud was covertly observed after this information was obtained, in such a way that there is little chance that he could have detect us, and he did not make any attempt to return home at all. When he should have been being interviewed by his father, Raspud was busy assassinating a high ranking Harmonium member, who we have recently discovered was his cousin! 
Raspud is to be communicated with discreetly and carefully and not contacted at all without proper backup. There is some hope among the investigators that we could purge our ranks of any other such spies by utilising Raspud.
Handwriting turns into indecipherable scrawl
and message proceeded to disintegrate at this point.
Truls Suggests:
Ways for PCs to become involved in these events:
· Hired by the Harmonium to find Raspud (involving searching unsavoury areas in the Hive, not a pleasant prospect). 

· Accidentally becoming collateral damage to one of the bombing attacks, sure to make the PCs want revenge. 

· Asked by high-ups of the Revolutionary League to take care of the embarrassment, "make it look like an accident (a non-League job)". 

· Having a friendly NPC become target of an assassination. 

· Being convinced of the need for action against the ruling Factions, and joining Raspud's anarchists. 

· Try to convince Raspud et al of the futility of wanton destruction to bring about change in society (a true role-playing challenge). 

Hired by fiends (or others interested in weaponry) to uncover the dark about the nature of the bombing devices, would involve investigative work and travel to other planes.

Copyright 1997, 1998 by Truls Rostrup and Brian York
Movers and Shakers: The Razorvine
The Chanter, a voice that speaks when all else in the Cage is quiet, an anarchist cell with ears always open and tongues always wagging.
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The Chanter and the RazorvinePRIVATE "TYPE=PICT;ALT=Anarchist Symbol"

It has to be said, first and foremost, that nearly everyone likes a juicy bit of gossip. Yourself, for example (you'd not be reading this if you didn't!) Fact is though, basher, that some cutters spend their whole lives poking their noses into other people's business, and then telling the rest of the world what they've learned. The Anarchists are particularly good at this, but none are as experienced in the art of tale-telling as the Chanter. 'Course, being an Anarchist, nobody really knows who (or what) the Chanter is - just the name. And cutter, you'd better believe that most of the rumours that rattle around the Cage were either started or embellished by the Chanter
By now, most Cagers have probably heard the juicy rumour about Factol Hashkar (if you haven't try reading that highly sought-after subversive tome The Factol's Manifesto). That one's been attributed to the Chanter and his/her/their/its gang of gossipers, the "Razorvine". Nobody knows if it's really true or not - except for Hashkar, probably - but that's half the beauty of the Chanter's tales. Enough of them do turn out to be true in the end - and they're often the most bizarre ones of all - that most bashers agree you'd be a fool not to take 'em all seriously.
"We have no idea what your problem is, but we're responsible for it."

- Anonymous note, written by an Anarchist who'd noticed
the Harmonium were a bit discomfited lately,
as though trying to hide something embarrassing...
Consider, for example, the recent chant linking the Guvners and the Xaositects. According to the Chanter's screed, the Xaositect faction was actually started by the Guvners hundreds of years ago, in an attempt to show bashers how ridiculous anti-conformity was. Thing is, rather than ridicule Chaos like the Guvners had intended, it turned out the Xaosmen gained so much popular support amongst Cagers that the Guvners realised they'd made a huge mistake and pulled their agents out from the spoof society. If they hoped it's collapse under its own weight they were dead wrong, as the Xaositect faction went from strength to strength, supported by Eladrin, Slaadi and Tanar'ri alike. 

True or false? Could be either really. Still, one thing is almost certain: If a cutter tells you he heard something on the razorvine, likely as not he actually did - and the Chanter had something to do with it.
Copyright 1997, 1998 text by Jon Winter
Visionaries: The 'Loth Resistance
Led by a visionary who sees the peril that the yugoloths present, the 'Loth Resistance work to thwart the fiends' supposed grip on the Multiversal leash.
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Zepherai Thunderstorms (Planar / female air genasi / wizard 9 / Anarchists / NG)
As might be imagined by her name, so typical of those of her race, Zepherai's an air genasi. Now most cutters think of the genasi as physical beings not given much to philosophical debate, and for the most part, they're right. Zepherai herself ain't much of a thinker -- she'd be the first to point that out -- but as she says: "I know what I see, and I see what I know." You'd be forgiven if you thought she sounded a Signer, because that's also what she appears to be at first glance; she and Pristine of the Will of the One are two high-flying elemental-kin who've wormed their way high up in the Sign of One (there is a third, of course, but his is a story for another time). 

Of course, it's never that simple. While Pristine's a legitimate Signer, at least according to most folk, Zepherai is really an anarchist. Contrary to most of the other mysterious sods, Zepherai really don't make much of a secret of it, yet nobody minds much, even the Hardheads! See, the anarchy she spreads doesn't actually harm the factions or the Cage at all...in fact, the Harmonium recognise that she's a valuable asset to have, just in case she's right.
But right about what? Well, I'll leave you wondering that just a few moments longer. It's important that we establish what she's doing in the Cage in the first place. Let's not run before we can walk, right?
Zepherai was born and raised on the Plane of Air, far from the hustle and thrust of the factions, the Blood War and even the Prime. Sure, the Elementals have their own brand of politics, but it's an Astral Plane away from "philosophy". There are elemental sneaks and traitors and liars with the best of them, but they're children compared with the double-handedness of the yugoloths, oh yes.
So when a smiling but injured yugoloth appeared near Zepherai's retreat in deepest Quasi-Elemental Lightning, who was she to turn the poor berk away? Believe it or not, Inner Planars haven't really heard about the rapaciousness of fiends, just as we Outer Planars know nothing of the complex social structure of elemental society. Think the earth elementals are just walking rocks? Better think again, clueless!
Zepherai won't say the name of this 'loth again (just in case), but from her description of the cutter it sounds like he's an ultroloth. So what in Hades was a 'loth as high up as that doing on Lightning? Interesting question, but Zepherai claims there's more. Of her circle of elemental friends, she ain't the only one to witness these beings on the Inner Planes. Apparently, a pech named Malachi reckons he's seen an ultroloth gathering silver in Mineral, and Friss-Frass, a water weird, saw a pair of them casting some spell in Salt.
Anyway, at the time, Zepherai thought little of it. The ultroloth seemed friendly enough, and the genasi tended the fiend's wounds -- apparently the Positive Plane engulfed the cutter and its radiant energies burned his flesh. However, just hours later, Zepherai's glass mansion was struck by a ferocious storm of ice lightning, and the ultroloth, in his weakened state, perished. Its corpse melted away, leaving only a small wand with a magical white crystal set into the end. Despite being tiny, it was incredibly heavy, and spitting electrical charge everywhere. Knowing that dying off your home plane does not necessarily mean death for many creatures, Zepherai kept hold of the item in case the ultroloth should return in a few decades to reclaim it.
He never got the chance.
Shortly after the fiend incident, Zepherai heard from a storm of lightning mephit friends that a great rift had opened up in the Lightning near the border with Positive. It was almost as if a great chunk of the plane had been ripped away...the plane was healing itself slowly, but the fabric of the plane and its border with the Ethereal seemed irreparably damaged, and a family of volts which had lived in the area were missing.
Convinced that this strange occurrence had something to do with the ultroloth, Zepherai sought confirmation from her sources. The wand, it turned out, was highly magical, and changed with the power of a thousand normal wands of lightning. The water weird and pech confirmed that great holes had appeared in their respective planes after their sightings of the fiends too.
Zepherai was worried. As any cutter knows, elemental-kin are rightly protective of their planes; the purity and sanctity of the elements is as important to them as Sigil is to us. Determined to learn why the yugoloths were apparently stealing chunks of the elements, Zepherai set off for the fabled Cage (for even the Inner Planars have heard of the Lady's ministrations) with her aerial servant and three invisible stalker guards to try and reason with the yugoloths and get them to stop their plot. (I never said Inner Planars weren't a little naive!)
Of course, it didn't take her long to realise that she'd sorely underestimated the might of the yugoloths and their important in the scheme of things. But then, she thought, so had most Cagers. See, Zepherai reckons it's a common misconception of cutters that the 'loths are just mercenaries and servants, the summoning stock of the Lower Planes, while the real movers and shakers amongst the fiends are the baatezu and tanar'ri.
It always happens -- ask the right questions, and the right answers will eventually come your way. But how does this occur? Chance? No! There are bashers who's job it is to direct the right people to the right places. Some of them are touts, but others take far less of an active role in things. It was one of these bloods that first put Zepherai in touch with like minds. The 'loths were a growing fear of certain circles of the Revolutionary League at the time, who had a hunch that something big was brewing, but lacked the evidence to prove it. Zepherai proved to be just that missing link. She joined the faction and gained allies and confidants, the Anarchists gained a visionary with the right darks, and the strength of convictions to follow them up. Zepherai is nothing if not headstrong.
The 'Loth Resistance
As Zepherai asked more questions about the 'loths, and gathered more answers, a terrifying picture began to form in her head: Everything led back to the 'loths. It was something that her cell of anarchists had suspected for a long time. Using faction money, the cell paid some high up mage on their books to analyse the wand, and were amazed to learn it was at least as powerful as an artifact, but wasn't more than a few months old! 

The 'Loth Resistance, as they have come to be called, work to find the real extent of the yugoloths' powers and plots, strengths and weaknesses, territory and history. They make use of libraries and laboratories of many sympathisers from both inside and outside the faction, and even of other factions who're concerned about the possibility of yugoloth domination.
They've published several books and pamphlets, anonymously (though it ain't hard to guess who paid Harys Hatchis to distribute them). The best known of these is "Things You Never Even Knew You Didn't Know About The Yugoloths", which contained to following screams:
Things You Never Even Knew
You Didn't Know About The Yugoloths

Ever wondered why the baatezu erinyes and tanar'ri succubus are so similar? Wonder no more, because we have proof that these creatures are actually one and the same; polymorphed yugoloth agents both! That's right, cutter, the same creature. In their true form they're called bioloths, look like giant leeches with humanoid hands and faces sticking from their slimy flesh, and their mission in the planes to gather up passion and list from mortal bashers. Why? Because yugoloths cannot feel love. They lost their emotions to the draining effect of the Grey Waste thousands of years ago, and crave any kind of feeling at all. Now they drink distilled pleasure of mortals as an expensive tonic, which the bioloths brew and sell for trapped souls!
Ever wondered why human women are weaker than human men, while drowish females are stronger than drow males? We have proof that the yugoloths have chosen one sex from every race from which they drain the strength at birth. This energy is then used to enhance the strength of yugoloth warriors and the intelligence of their high-ups. They need this energy because yugoloths rise in rank by shedding their skins and entering magical cocoons. We have seen them! They alternate the choice of sexes between different races to throw the scent off their foul doings!
Ever wondered why entropy occurs? Our Sinker friends are convincing in the argument that everything decays, but they do not understand why. We have proof that it is the yugoloths' doing -- they drain the energy from all things to expand in numbers, and this causes rusting and decay, weathering and erosion. They have already drained the Waste to dust, and now they are starting on Gehenna! Whenever a 'loth has a wicked thought, a mortal catches a disease! When the multiverse is turned to dust then they will be all-powerful!"
Ever wondered why there is so much grey in the multiverse? The colour grey is a 'loth plot! We have proof that the yugoloths are using the leaching effects of the Grey Waste (the centre of which is where their plot was hatched) to drain the colour from the whole multiverse and render it all evil! Grey is the true colour of evil -- the 'loths spread around that black was the colour of evil and we all fell for their screed! Beware grey objects, for the 'loths can use anything grey to see through or cast their spells from! We have proof!
Do Not Trust The Yugoloths
They Are More Powerful Than You Think!

The leaflets caused a cross between amusement and panic when they were dumped on an unsuspecting Cage and splashed all over the centre pages of S.I.G.I.S. Primes were naturally terrified, but most planars laughed it all off as barmy screed. The wise ones, however, looked just that little bit worried...as implausible as it may sound, a real blood knows that on the planes, anything is possible, and doubly so when the 'loths are concerned. Shemeshka the Marauder's reaction is unrecorded, but A'kin shut up shop in protest at the anti-'loth bigotry that ensued for the following few weeks. 

Criticism was levelled at the authors for scaremongering screamer tactics, but a follow-up letter to S.I.G.I.S. stated calmly that if readers couldn't bear the truth, they might want to end their lives immediately before the 'loth plot grew further.
"With Baatezu you know they'll peel you,
With Tanar'ri you know they'll bash you,
But with Yugoloths you NEVER know what they'll do
And that's what why I'm peery of 'em"
- Arnach "The Fatebringer", an anarchist (?)
As for the holes in the Inner Planes, the cell believe that the yugoloths are stockpiling magical items filled with elements specifically detrimental to the other planar races in case their grip of power is challenged; lightning to use against baatezu, acid formed from quasi-elemental salt for the tanar'ri, salt itself to rust modrons, fire to combat rilmani, aasimon and guardinal alike, iron from mineral to use against the eladrin. From the numbers of sightings of 'loth and rifts in the Inner Planes of late (and considering the sheer size of the Inner Planes), the 'Loth Resistance are very concerned indeed that the 'loths are massing magic for something very soon indeed... 

While it's something of an open secret that these cutters are anarchists, it still ain't something that should be bandied about. Only trusted factols and touts know the dark, and they don't just let it slip to anyone, just in case the worst might be true. If the 'loths control all, then it won't do anyone any good except them, so even the greediest spy wouldn't be so leatherheaded as to pass on the truth.
See, nobody knows if the yugoloths themselves know of the group. If they do, they ain't exactly sending assassins to slay them all, which is worrying. If they don't, then nobody wants to see what happens when they do catch the chant. And the third possibility is too horrible to contemplate, but it's one the cell knows only too well: If the 'loths really do run the show as the anarchists claim, surely they set up the 'Loth Resistance themselves...? 
Copyright 1998 text by Jon Winter 
Cage Rattlers: Zeines Pauch
An anarchic Culler of S.I.G.I.S., now more Wanted than a Factol's favour
[image: image7.png]CAGE RA+E




Zeines Pauch
(Planar / male githzerai / thief 12 / Sigil / N)
From:
The Office of Tonat Shar
To:
All Harmonium Duty Officers
Memo:
All duty officers are to become familiar with Zeines Pauch as he relates to the recent Cadre actions against the city of Sigil. This individual is a known assassin and is believed to be armed with magical weapons, poisons, and other nefarious items. Please read INTELLIGENCE FILE: 18888-00055 (attached) for more details.
Signed:
Tonat Shar
INTELLIGENCE FILE: 18888-00055
---- Confidential -- FOR DISTRIBUTION TO DUTY OFFICERS ONLY ----
Name:
Zeines Pauch <aka the Reaver, Yanci Nova, Levin Gulhaus > 
Race:
Githzerai
Sex:
Male
Faction Affiliation:
Fated, (Namer)
Residence:
Unknown
Occupation:
Independent culler for S.I.G.I.S., hired thug and assasssin.
Known whereabouts:
SIGIS <INTELLIGENCE FILE: 19996-0005> main offices, various bars and flophouses about Sigil
Physical Description:
Average height <githzerai>, reddish brown hair, white beard (possibly dyed or fake), average build <githzerai>, green eye <See Artist's Rendition Attachment AR18888-00055>
Current Un-prosecuted Warrant Status:
Failure to relinquish Harmonium Property (4 counts), Distributing Sensitive Information (20 counts), Obstruction of Investigation (5 counts), Harboring a known felon (2 counts), Collaboration with a known felon (4 counts) <See Warrant Status Attachment WS18888-00055>
Current Prosecuted Warrant Status:
Failure to reliquish Harmonium Property (NG--20 counts), Distributing Sensitive Information (NG--200 counts), Harboring a known felon (NG-- 20 counts), Collaboration with a known felon (NG-- 20 counts), Attempted Murder (NG--1 count), Failure to comply with a Lawful Directive (G --1 count), <See Prosecution Status Attachment PS18888-00055>
Criminal Record:
Convicted of Failure to comply with a Lawful Directive (Two years Prison: Deferred) <See Conviction Report CR18888-00055> 
Current Surveillance Status:
A1, Contact: Measure Four Urun Bon
Known Associates:
Havrm Ghex <PERSONNEL REPORT: NOT AVAILABLE>, Christopher Verdue <PERSONNEL REPORT: 1000-9924>, Marchosias Chou (S.I.G.I.S. publisher) <INTELLIGENCE FILE: 18888-01121>, Felicity K. Gwar - SIGIS culler <18888-02234>, "Bundo" -- Red Cell Anarchist <INTELLIGENCE FILE:18888-00023>, The Unnamed <INTELLIGENCE FILE: NOT AVAILABLE>
Background:
Pauch was adopted by his uncle, T'eech M'dut <INTELLIGENCE FILE:18888-01111>, at age three. Parents <Unknown> are believed to be deceased, possibly in one of the minor wars with the githyanki about the time of his adoption. At age 8, uncle's assets seized by Fated collectors for tax fraud and evasion <see CASE REPORT IV-1222>, and M'dut commits suicide <see CASE REPORT V-9966>. Pauch left with friend of the family in the Hive Ward, Thurn Baz <INTELLIGENCE FILE:18888-11595>. No clear data on Pauch's life for 5 years, until he is targeted in an investigation concerning criminal activity in the Hive. Pauch was leader of a gang of children who acted as touts, informants, and thieves in and about Sigil. Organization lacked cohesive leadership and was crushed by the Unnamed <INTELLIGENCE FILE: NOT AVAILABLE>, in a crime war which lasted for several weeks <see Incident reports: NOT AVAILABLE>. Pauch was believed to have escaped Sigil with two partners, a bariaur: Thegur Thonlot <INTELLIGENCE FILE:18888-11558> and a prime human: Hether Max <INTELLIGENCE FILE:18888-11477> 
Pauch was next seen in Sigil 10 years later, working for the Sigil-Outlands Trading Company <INTELLIGENCE FILE: 19996-111112>, a conglomerate of merchants and companies in Sigil and on the Outlands. He was believed to be an enforcer and high up in this organization. Pauch left the S-O, five years ago, presumably disenfranchised with the organization and trade in general, though the merchant-lord Estavan from the rival Planar Trade Consortium may have garnished heavily Pauch to leave. He has been working as an independent culler for S.I.G.I.S., and other periodicals since that time.
Recently, Pauch has been involved in a running series of stories on the Anarchist's cell the Cadre <INTELLIGENCE FILE: 23555-9955>. Pauch's inside information both into the cell and into investigative operations by the Harmonium have led to stepped up surveillance of his activities. <See SURVEILLANCE REPORT: SR18888-00055>. Pauch still maintains relations with his old higher ups at the Sigil-Outlands trading company, as well as, curiously, with Zadara <INTELLIGENCE FILE: NOT AVAILABLE> and contacts with other trader conglomerates in Sigil and the Outlands.
Though he is a known assassin, there are no open investigations concerning these actions. Current un-prosecuted warrants are open but on hold, as the investigation continues.
See Also
In Cage Rattlers:-- Marchosias Chou, Christopher Verdue.
In Uncaged: Faces of Sigil:-- Estavan (p.30), Zadara (p.118).
Tonat Shar is detailed in The Factol's Manifesto (p.95).
- A cell of Anarchists, asked how many Anarchists
it took to change a torch:

"Just one.
Why sacrifice more effort when it
could be spent on other causes?"

"All of them! Only by a concerted effort
can the Revolutionary League..."
"Affairs such as torch-changing should be handled
by the elite (namely us) while the others concentrate
on ensuring a supply of torches for the future..."
"If we get in, we won't need them.
Infravision will be compulsory..."
Torches are tools of corruption!
Extinguish them all!
We don't need them!"
Extinguishes torch
"Ouch!" Bangs head on wall
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PRIVATE "TYPE=PICT;ALT=An Athar factor"
Believing in Disbelief
The latest in a long line of Athar rhetorical speeches has proved a great success with Cagers. Always looking for a new metaphor to use to bring the powers down a peg or three, Denzith Ab Plarok ( Prime / human male / 0-level / Athar / CG ) says that if a power is considered to be a human, then his proxies would be dogs - basically faithful, obedient, dumb, drooling slaves. Priests would be rats - sly and after as many crumbs of the human's food as possible. At the bottom of the heap, as always, are normal bashers, who'd be the equivalent of mice - vulnerable to abuse from any of the others. All the more reason why, argues Denzith, we don't let the powers get exactly what they want: Worship! 

In another of his increasingly influential speeches, Denzith mocked one of the favourite claims of priests: That humans are the finest creations of the gods. If this is the case, Denzith argued, then these so-called powers ain't exactly fine craftsmen, are they!
I've collected several more examples of the philosophies filtering out of the faction at present, and offer them as freely as the faction Denies the Gods.

Athar rabble-rouser:
"And what, my friends, were the 'Powers' doing
before they made the Prime and the Heavens?"
Priest heckler:
"Preparing the Hells for the likes of you!"

Introduction: [coming soon]
Philosophy by Numbers: [coming soon]
Movers and Shakers: The Necroalchemists
According to these bloods, Death itself is a Sham, a Farce designed only to Benefit the Powers. And they believe they can Prove it.
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The Necroalchemists
Tired of the usual stalemate between priest and Athar denier, Tarragon Balm (Planar / tiefling male / W(necro)12 / Athar / N) set out on a different path. It's his firm belief that the undead ain't actually dead at all, it's just the screed of priests that labels them that way. Before you scoff, listen to a summary of his arguments: 

So-called 'Undead' have different forms of blood, biles, galls and humours (the main constituents of a mortal's body). Just as an imbalance of humours causes disease in mortals, so variations in the constituents of 'undead' creatures accounts for their variable natures.
Many 'undead' have links to the Negative Material Plane through which they draw their magical powers. That doesn't necessarily mean they have to be dead, though - after all, a whole group of sorcerers from a Prime world called Zakhara specialise in drawing power from the negative, and they're very much alive.
Tarragon speculates that undeath is actually a disease, rather like lycanthropy, which changes normal mortals into 'undead' creatures. Being magical in origin, it can extend the lifespans of its 'victims' indefinitely, which brings with it an altered perception of mortality (and corresponding moral and ethical changes), as well as render its subjects immune to forms of damage which would harm mortals. The various 'supernatural' vulnerabilities exhibited by these so-called undead are explained as allergens, like that of werewolves and silver, or fiends and cold-iron. Such allergens damage the disease-organisms which have performed the alteration in the body, disrupting the host.
The Necroalchemists claim that the undeath disease can be transmitted from infected creatures to mortals. It takes a few days to take hold, during which time the victim appears to be dead (they're actually in a deep trance while their body's biology drastically alters itself according to the disease's pattern). 

'Course, priests claim they can 'turn' undead with their Power's might. Like many things Atharic, the Necroalchemists refute this, saying priests merely use holy symbols which affect the undead as allergens.
This all has a number of repercussions, of course. Since the undead aren't really dead (at least, if you subscribe to this philosophy) while priests claim they are, does this mean they're hiding more basic truths about the Multiverse?
Tarragon argues they are. In fact, he claims that the whole idea of 'death' is a lie cooked up by the Powers! He believes that the powers have used spells like contingency and powerful summoning magics to ensure that they have a steady currency of mortals arriving on their doorsteps. See, Tarragon says that mortals ain't really mortal at all! Like the planar races and the powers themselves, humans and the rest never die - they're just made to believe they do! When a 'mortal' suffers enough damage that he believes he's about to get put into the dead Book, the magical contingencies kick in, and transport him to a Power's Realm.
Here he's made to believe he's a petitioner, and focus his entire soul upon promoting the power. 'Course, his memory's wiped and he's stripped of his identity, but that only makes the disguise more complete. petitioners are nothing more than the slaves of the powers! Worse than that, they're food for the powers!
Tarragon's research continues. The chant is that he hopes to capture some petitioners from the Great Ring and perform experiments upon them to determine whether or not they're really alive. Thus far his screed's not gone unnoticed by the Temples, the Dustmen and the Hardheads, but it's entirely likely that if he's prepared to continue probing into the mysteries of life and death these three groups will put up some pretty heavy resistance.
Movers and Shakers: The Seekers of Truth
Nexatl seeks to prove the Unknown cannot be Learned but encounters Opposition from many Quarters
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Seekers of the TruthPRIVATE "TYPE=PICT;ALT=The Scholar Mimir"

An Atharic cutter, one Nexatl of Dalea (Prime / human male / wizard 4 / Athar / N), has established three simple principles to cut through the swath of research into the Great Unknown that's being touted by some Athar philosophers. Nexatl argues that the Great Unknown is itself unknowable, no matter what cutters try. His logic? 

The Principle of Order: The Multiverse must be ordered so that mortals can induce laws that reproduce the phenomenon occurring in it.
The Principle of Contingency: The Multiverse must be contingent so that anything can happen at any time, no matter what the laws we have induced dictate. Following through this idea suggests that while mortals have the power to extract knowledge from the Multiverse, the Multiverse always grows bigger to remain bigger then the sum of all mortal knowledge. This principle is hotly denied by both Signers and Guvners, who see it as a direct attack on their faction.
The Principle of Coherence: The Multiverse must be coherent so that events which occur cannot be in contradiction with one another. Nexatl reckons that the apparent contradictions that mortals do occasionally perceive are actually the result of their inherent incapability to measure, sense or feel it. Again, this principle is rejected by another faction; this time the Sensates.
Nexatl concludes that the grail of the Absolute Truth cannot be achieved; it can only be partially understood or perceived.
The old Athar's speech wasn't well accepted in the Trianym, and there were many rocks heaved at his podium by annoyed Signers, Guvners and Sensates, but in the Athar-sympathetic tavern called The Lexicon his message was heard and understood. The cutter now operates out of there, trying to convince Athar explorers and theorists that they're wasting their energy looking for the Unknowable.
Copyright 1997 by Horacio Rubio
Visionaries: Doubter Xashion
Who fights the Powers with their own Weapons; her Belief in Disbelief strikes a Blow to the Hearts of the Faithful
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Doubter Xashion (Prime / female human / formerly C14 (Myrkul) / Factor of the Athar / N)
It's a rare blood who'll believe something with all their hearts and minds for years, and then renounce everything they've ever stood for when their faith falters. If they can swallow the hypocrisy of their new stance, they're often useful allies to their new cause. After all, such cutters know the strengths and weaknesses of their old order, and can contradict its teachings all the more effectively. 

While the factions ain't always keen to accept berks whose belief wavers with the wind (after all, sods like the Chameleons make a profession out of changing their mind), that's not so for the Athar. These cutters delight in accepting priests whose well of belief's dried up; those who've grown truly sceptical of the divinity of the powers. Remember berk: the Athar don't dispute that the powers exist (even addle-coves can see that they do), but they do oppose the notion that the powers are Gods. So much better for the Lost then, when former priests strengthen their ranks with criticism of their 'Creators'.
As a fallen cleric, Xashion's far from alone. She hails from some little-know Prime world called Toril, where she worshipped Myrkul, a power who fancied himself as the Lord of Bones. Amongst his assumed portfolio were such delightful concepts as decay, wasting, old age and the dead. Back on her home world, Xashion (called the Withering Lord by her flock) conducted funerals, helped the sick to find their peace, and spread the morbid word that death was inescapable.
She enjoyed her work, in a cold-blooded sort of way. She liked the feeling of power that rushed through her body when she laid a mortal to rest, and the sideways glances of fear that most peasants afforded her. It's said that to touch a priest of Myrkul is to invite death, so most wise bashers kept well clear of her.
She'd probably have stayed in the service of Old Lord Skull till her death if it hadn't been for the "Time of Troubles"; a strange and apocalyptic event which blighted Toril some years back. It's said that the OverPower of the Crystal Sphere (an enigmatic being named Ao) cast the gods from their realms in the planes, to wander the prime in avatar form. The chant goes that magic became unstable, and priests stopped receiving spells until the gods returned to their homes.
While Ao relented eventually and once again banished his powers from Toril, the Time of Troubles was not without its casualties. Several powers didn't return to the Outer Planes, as they'd been slain by the hands of powerful mortals and other powers. Myrkul was one of these, they say. For his part in the theft of the artifacts known as the 'Tablets of Fate', Myrkul's corpse was cast into the Astral Plane, along with the bodies of several other gods from the Pantheon of Toril.
The Lord of Bones had to be replaced, otherwise the spirits of dead mortals would have no place to go. A new power, Cyric (the Lord of Three Crowns), was chosen by Ao to replace Myrkul. The clergy of Myrkul, for the most part, were content to follow this new god of the dead. A few weren't so easily convinced, however, and Xashion was one of these.
Xashion didn't care for the philosophy of the Cyricists. See, the new power of the dead was also the power of murder. That meant that his priests' duties now concerned not only burial, but killing too. Xashion wasn't what you'd call ethically 'good', but she wasn't the sort who'd be comfortable at a tanar'ri picnic, either. She lost faith in the new order, and in the action of a true fool or a true visionary, decided she'd see for herself what'd happened to her god.
Divinations led her to believe Myrkul was now on the Astral Plane, and since Cyric saw fit to grant spells of the Astral Sphere to his new devotees, Xashion took her chances. She cast the Astral Spell and stepped into the Great Silver Void. She explored the infinite wastes for an interminable time, somehow avoiding marauding githyanki and fearsome astral dreadnoughts. Eventually, she discovered a great land of decay, death and corruption, where final reckoning was tangible and the circle of life and death broken beyond repair. That place was Myrkul's corpse.
"Primes? They're quite insane!
They wouldn't know how to create a maggot,
yet they create 'gods' by the dozen!"
- Montaigne, Athaeon
Xashion now describes it as an ironic moment, standing on the corpse of the dead god of death. Rather then being overcome with sadness, like she'd expected, Xashion began to laugh! Her life's faith, everything she'd ever believed to be true, was dead beneath her feet. It's been said many a time that it would've driven a lesser blood barmy, but Xashion was somehow fortified by her discovery. Unable to face returning to Toril where her future was dead, she decided to find herself a new purpose.
On her lonely sojourn in the Astral she'd met planewalkers who told her of Sigil; a wondrous city where belief was forged. Xashion had never lived without believing in something, so she resolved to find the city, and a new faith to follow.
Sigil confounded all of Xashion's expectations. She found the array of factions confusing and frightening at first, then as she learned the chant, she found herself gravitating towards the Dustmen. Their concept of True Death gelled well with all she'd used to believe. She nearly joined them. It was a gnome, though, who showed her the light (by telling her the dark). Kesto Brighteyes, a book shop keeper and part-time lecturer for the Athar, caught her attention as she was walking to the Mortuary. The little fellow's magic show reminded Xashion of home, where mages showed off their skills in the markets of Waterdeep. The prime and the planar got to talking, about belief and disbelief.
Xashion was surprised to hear that there were many bloods like her in the Cage, and that there was a faction for her: the Athar. Xashion realised that with the demise of her power, the spark of death within her had also died. She vowed not to cling to the past by joining the Dustmen, and instead signed up with the Lost.
She's never looked back.
The Blasphemers
A keen blood usually gets her way in the Cage. Bashers like someone to lead 'em, and if their ideas are fresh and exotic, so much the better. Xashion took up the reins of the Athar real quick. She's seen a lot, for a Clueless sod. Rarer still, she understands its significance. While she'd never been one for rhetoric before (priests of Myrkul don't generally preach much), she found learning it easy. Her cynical attitude proved influential amongst the Lost, and pretty soon she had a band of loyal cutters right behind her. Popularity brought confidence, and that brought still stronger opinions. 

Xashion's now one of the most vocal bloods in the faction. She delights in confounding expectations, and rails against the establishment. She's been the source of embarrassment for the Athar several times, and while Factol Terrance has tried to gag her more than once, her popularity's made it hard for him to keep her quiet.
What's the problem? The factions are supposed to stir up trouble, right? Well maybe, but Sigil's a placed of many beliefs. It's well known that most religions have major temples in the cage, and Xashion seems determined to insult as many priests as she can. The Athar've never been a popular faction with the temples, but Terrance has managed to avoid a Holy War this far. Xashion is rather less tactful than the factol. She's a woman of many thoughts, and she's not afraid to air them in public.
For example, her first controversy surfaced when she claimed that nothing exists. Her logic? The 'gods' reckon they created everything. Thing is, any Defier could tell a sod that gods don't exist. So if these so-called gods are telling the truth, then nothing exists at all. And if things really do exist, then the gods must all be liars. It might've been a flawed argument, but it sure annoyed the temples for a few weeks, especially when Athar'd gatecrash their sermons to shriek 'Nothing's real!' and daub their heretical slogans on church doors. It took the Harmonium and threats of persecution and prosecution to stop that little escapade.
The second tactic adopted by the Blasphemers (that's what the cutters who follow Xashion's whims call themselves) was to detract from the powers in subtler ways. The chant goes that the powers gain strength from worshippers' devotion: their prayers, sacrifices and deep-seated belief. The Blasphemers, on Xashion's prompting, decided that abusing the holy symbols, reversing prayers and mocking priests' ceremonies would actually negate some of the powers' power.
Groups of Blasphemers still gather to enact inverse services that the real religions use. (The Harmonium are rarely able to catch the Blasphemers at it, so this ploy's still going strong). They pick powers indiscriminately; a good power one time, an evil one the next week, lawful, neutral and chaotic alike. They're not biased against any particular power (though Brihaspati, the Vedic Lord of Prayer's never far from the top of their list), trying rather to hit all religions equally.
Pantheons themselves are also great targets for the Blasphemers. As Xashion once said: "Power corrupts. Absolute power corrupts absolutely. Imagine then, how corrupt a whole bloody Pantheon must be!" By cancelling out the power of the powers, the Athar hope to show the 'gods' ain't gods at all.
But the greatest coup for the Blasphemers came when Cyric himself was replaced, only a few years after he became Lord of the Dead. The chant goes that he created a magic book that'd make any who read it believe Cyric was the most powerful blood in the planes. Cyric made the mistake of reading the tome himself, and it drove him barmy. Since Ao wouldn't let a barmy power look after the dead, another moral was promoted to fill Cyric's shoes; a cutter named Kelemvor. When this chant reached the Athar there were howls of laughter. The powers couldn't even keep themselves in order, let alone run a multiverse! For Xashion, it was the end of what little respect she'd still got for the powers. Twice in ten years the dead had been mocked by the games of their 'divine' minders.
Xashion's response to the faction was that the conspiracy of the powers must be greater than they'd ever imagined. Far from being divine, the powers were alien creatures from another reality; a place where even they are weak in comparison with their peers. They crave domination above all, she says, so they've journeyed to this reality to exercise their narcissism over the mortals.
According to Xashion, the basic pillars of faith that hold up the churches are lies. She alleges that the powers don't actually receive power from worship, but that they just pretend they do. Critics of her radical views (and there are many, even in the Athar) attack her stance, demanding she explain why the powers would construct an elaborate falsehood to the effect that they depended on mortals for their power.
It's all a question of control, Xashion answers. How could a creature, even one as powerful as a power, control so many mortals? By fear? No, not even a power could muster the strength to cow billions of mortals into fearing him. By bribery? No, no power has the jink to garnish that many mortals. How then do powers keep their stranglehold on the planes?
It's simple, if you think about it. The powers pretend that they need the worship of mortals. Then, not only do their egos get massaged by the pointless devotion of millions of souls, but the populace at large is peeled into thinking they've got a purpose: to believe. It's all a bob; if they wanted, the mortals could tell the powers to go pike themselves, and they'd be free to do what they want. The powers are terrified of this; if they didn't control the mortals, they could be overthrown.
That's why powers invented the lie of the afterlife. Petitioners ain't real, see. They're not the spirits of the dead at all. They're living sods who've been brainwashed by the powers into thinking they're dead! That's why they don't remember their past lives! That's why they don't have personalities! It all makes sense, berk!
Proxies, too. They're golem-like creations, all magical and false. Sure, a power might make one in the image of a living mortal once in a while, but it ain't the mortal, it's a peel! The real sod's murdered by the power and hidden away all quiet while the rest of the multiverse carries on believing.
Xashion's bold vision's not one that the temples are comfortable with at all. Thing is, they just can't prove it's false; nobody knows for sure where the powers came from, and no-one understands the dark of death and afterlife. Answers from the powers aren't likely to come, neither. It's a good thing too. Xashion reckons the longer the powers stay silent, the more bloods begin to wonder just what it is they're hiding.
Copyright 1997 by Jon Winter
"Where is your god now, hrmm?"
- Athar looking at a priest in a tight Tanar'ri fix
Copyright 1997 text by Jon Winter
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The Bleakers, the Cabal, the Pointless, Madmen 

"Madness takes its toll. Please have exact change."
- Graffiti near the entrance to the Bleaker Gatehouse
Oh, what's the sodding point?
A faction who don't even bother to preach, the Bleakers just resign themselves to facing life as it heaps its woes upon them. There's no Grand Meaning of Life, no Hidden Truth, not even a morsel of Hope left. Life just happens, and then it stops. Happy now? 

Being slapped in the face with your own insignificance and mortality doesn't do most cutters much good. In fact, the Bleakers take it upon themselves to look after the ones whose tiny insignificant egos couldn't face being pointless and lost the plot. They're all cared for in the Bleaker's Madhouse. Charitable sods, the factioneers also set up soup kitchens throughout the poorest areas of the Cage to care for the poor, the destitute and the down-on-their-luck. Just because there's no meaning to life, it don't mean you shouldn't help feed a hungry mouth, berk!
So the Bleak Cabal take events as they come, trying to keep a grip on their sanity in a Multiverse slowly losing its own head. In time people will realise, when they finally get sick of looking for the elusive Answers. They'll never be found because they were never lost, see? They never even existed. And the sooner cutters realise this, the less suffering there'll be in the end...
Introduction: [coming soon]
Inside the Gatehouse: Non Compos Mentis
Being a Motley Collection of Dangerous Barmies Captured and Held most Securely inside the Criminally and Irretrievably Insane Wing of the Bleakers' Gatehouse
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Being a Motley Collection of Dangerous Barmies Captured and Held most Securely inside the Criminally and Irretrievably Insane Wing of the Bleakers' Gatehouse
They Say a Pet Looks Like its Owner...
Listen up, berk! I ain't telling you this 'cause I like you, and I ain't even doing it for the jink. No, that don't mean I won't take it though, leatherhead! I'm telling you this dark 'cause it's got to be told to someone. We've got some of the barmiest and most twisted minds locked away in our Madhouse, and some of 'em maybe don't deserve to be there. It's just that they're prone to fits of...err...violence once in a while, that's all. Wouldn't do to have the Lady a-slashing 'em all up now, would it? Or the Hardheads, for that matter. 

Their stories've got to be told though, cutter, they deserve at least that. Many's the visionary blood who only saw what they're preaching 'cause they thought just that little bit 'different' from society. Now there's a concept: sanity. A subjective notion if ever I knew one. Why, compared with some of the barmies I've got locked away, I'd say you were almost rational yourself!
Spread their tales around, berk. See if anyone "normal" like yourself can make head or tail of what they stand for, 'cause if you can, you've got a whole multiverse out there waiting to hear your vision."
Crolaak (Planar / male grey slaad / Guvner / LN)
What was I saying about subjective sanity? Well Crolaak's a case study in it. See, this poor sod's the very model of a good citizen; it knows the laws of the Cage and follows 'em to the letter. Its a fully paid-up member of the Fraternity of Order, and a keener factotum you never did see. Why's the berk in here? It's a sodding slaad! 

It's common enough for a slaad not to tow the line for a bit; they're even expected to act in a surprising manner; after all, they're chaotic creatures, right? Well, there's surprising and there's surprising, ain't there, and Crolaak's a bit of both (and it's surprising too). It's a grey slaad with absolutely no sense of the random at all. It's unable to think of anything original, react to a situation it's not encountered before, or do anything spontaneously; the barmy thing makes out a "to do" list every morning, for crying out loud!
Lucky for most sods that's not a hanging offence (otherwise all the Hardheads would've been executed a long time ago), and it's not even a problem for a slaad. True, they're supposed to be the very essence of turmoil, but the saying goes there's also order to be found in chaos. Maybe it's all been condensed into Crolaak, rather than having it spread out through the rest of the slaadi? Who knows? (Who cares, even?)
No, the real problem with Crolaak is he's got the ability to shape chaos-stuff into stable material. That ain't exactly unusual, not for a slaad; well, not if said frog-being's lurking in Limbo, anyway. Thing is, Crolaak can do it anywhere, and it ain't chaos-stuff it's using, neither. Crolaak can gather up any kind of matter, be it ordered as a clock or jumbled as a Xaositect's closet, and shape it into anything it wants. It stays that way too; the slaad doesn't have to concentrate to keep it solid. What's more, Crolaak can do this as often as it likes!
That was a real exciting discovery for the Guvners; it's probably why they let the slaad join their faction. They probably reckoned it'd discovered some dark law it was avoiding to perform its magic tricks. Well, if it was, the Guvners sure didn't find it. As Crolaak got more and more enmeshed in its own abstractions of laws, the barmy thing decided it'd replace the triad of Law-Giving factions by itself. The slaad must've reckoned that it was inefficient to have different factions to apprehend, try and punish knights of the post. If Crolaak knew all the laws (and believe me, it does), was strong enough to capture miscreants (and believe me, it is) and punish those guilty accordingly, then it'd be a logical thing to do.
Do this it did. For three days the Lady's Ward rang with the screams of the guilty, as the Executioner slaad performed the task it was built for: execution (well, what did you think, berk?)
It wasn't long before the Guvners and Hardheads combined had caught Crolaak themselves and dumped it on us to look after (there was no way they'd let it go inside the Prison). Besides, we're good at catering for clients with "special needs", right?
Right now, we've got a contingent of Xaositects trying the teach the slaad how to be random. They're not exactly making much progress, though. For one, Crolaak keeps punishing them for surprising it, and for another, they let it escape every so often, just for a lark. Bloody Xaositects.
Tollysalmon (Planar / female githyanki / knight 7 / Bleak Cabal / CE)
Now this ain't common knowledge berk, so don't go telling anyone I told you, right? True enough, it's well known that Bleakers themselves are prone to fits of melancholia and barminess, and the chant also says that the reason we Bleakers change our factol as often as a Xaositect changes his mind is 'cause they start to lose the plot after a year on the job. What the streets don't know is that most of the ex-factols of the Bleak Cabal are holed up in the Criminally and Irretrievably Insane wing of the Gatehouse. 

Darker still (and I doubt even most of the other Bleakers know this) is that one of 'em escaped last week. Tollysalmon, also known as the "Mind Leech" is one of the more barmy ex-factols, and sure enough, she ain't in her cell no more. Least, if she is, then she's discovered a whole new meaning to the word "invisible", berk.
Her brief few years as our illustrious factol (ha!) shattered her mind beyond recognition. Now, she never used to be a barrel of laughs (who is, these days?), but she certainly weren't the emotional black hole that she's become. See, Tollysalmon got so obsessed with the futility of existence that she started drawing others into her torpor. Not just 'cause they sympathised with her, mind; she actually sucked all purpose for their existence out of 'em.
I don't know whether she started doing it on purpose, but it seems she soon began to feed off the essence of other sods' reason for being. She stopped eating the food we put out for her, and one-by-one the barmies in the cells around her became mute and apathetic, unable to scream, howl or cry out to Abyssal powers like they usually do. Well, for a few days it was blissful on the 'Wing, I tell you.
Then the barmy ex-factol began to experiment with her powers a little. She started draining the staff, so as they wouldn't mind letting her roam around a bit. That's when we realised just how frightening she'd become. Anyone she psychically attacked lost all sense of purpose, identity, emotion and motive for existing. Worse, it wasn't just temporary; we've not found any way, magical or otherwise, to put back what she stole from their psyches.
Before we could do anything to stop her (or before her guards could be raised from their apathy enough to react) she'd gone. I don't know where, but it's a cert she's hanging around the Cage somewhere. Why'd she up and leave? Well, get it straight berk, she was hardly living in the lap of luxury on the 'Wing, now was she? I also reckon that most berks've got a lot more vitality and purpose than the average Bleaker. She's probably gone somewhere to find sods who think more of themselves than we do. Maybe she'll pay the Signers a visit.
Come to think of it, I'll call off that search party 'till tomorrow. After all, it's getting dark now ain't it? Besides, it's about time we got our revenge on those berks for what they did to Factol Nobey.
Ling (Planar / male of unknown race / illusionist 11 / Sensate / N)
Ling seems a friendly enough basher at first, at least before you get to know him better. He's not in here so much for being insane, (though there's little question he is) but more because there's nowhere else safe to send him. See, this poor little pike's been hunted down wherever he's gone, but that'll become clearer when I tell you his story... 

Ling's a short little berk; about three foot tall, cherub-like, with large hairy feet. Does he sound like a halfling to you, cutter? Thought he might. He ain't though, at least, he ain't if you're believing what he has to say. Listen good, and try not to laugh too hard. Ling claims he is just that: a "ling". Don't look at me like that; I know what you're thinking. See, Ling says he's the father of the race of creatures that call themselves "halflings". He reckons they named themselves after him. "Yeah, right!" I hear you say.
Thing is, berk, no matter what we try, we've not caught him in a lie. Try what we like, no divination spell says he's bobbing us. We've even tried psionics; he really believes he's telling the truth. So before you dismiss the barmy's claim: think about it.
Ling reckons that thousands of years back he and one of the human powers were lovers, and the first halflings were the product of their romantic endeavours. Some time later, Ling happened across Yondalla (who apparently owed him a favour), and told her of these friendly little creatures who could do with some divine guidance. Thus it was that the halfling race was born and found their pantheon. So Ling claims.
In practically the same breath he'll lament the other fruit of his loins: the tieflings. According to Ling, these creatures didn't exist until he'd met and 'got to know' the very first succubus (whose name, it seems, is consigned to the graveyard of history). Even since then, union between mortals and fiends has produced (somehow or other) the tieflings.
As a setter of dangerous precedents (what else could tieflings be called?), Ling seems satisfied. He's entirely cagey about his origin or age, though the wizards're sure he's many many centuries old. It's also apparent that he ain't a power, or else the Lady'd never have let him into the City of Doors. Still the mystery remains.
Like I told you before, Ling ain't in the Asylum 'cause he's dangerously insane (though if he spawned the tieflings on purpose I'd hardly call him rational); it's more for his own protection. See, one of Yondalla's own avatars has been chasing the poor sod around the Planes for some time now. Luckily (for him) the berk escaped her direct wrath by diving into Sigil, where he was safe for a while under the Lady's shadow. Thing is, Yondalla sent proxies after him, and in a bizarre turn of events, the combined halfling temples in the Lady's Ward issued a contract for his assassination. Not very charitable, right? Maybe they've got something to hide after all?
Whatever happens to him, we've got to get rid of him somehow. The berk's costing us a fortune to feed.
Bloodletter (Prime / female vampire / priest 8 / CE)
That ain't her real name, mind. Fact is, we don't know what she's really called, and nor do I volunteer to be the unlucky sod to find out. Aye, there's a story behind this barmy and all. Ain't there always? 

Well, the chant goes that Bloodletter's not been in Sigil all that long. She arrived here a year ago or so, fresh faced from the Prime. Back then she was a priestess of Oghma from some world called Toril. (For some strange reason, the Oghma they've got there is different from the Oghma who makes his case just out-of-town in Tir Na Og. And you still reckon there's a point to the multiverse?) Anyway, that ain't important, not now at least.
Like most of the leatherheaded Clueless who blunder their way into the Cage, this one was pretty impressed by our Serene Lady of Pain. Trouble is, once she learned that the Lady don't speak, the barmy priestess decided she'd lend Oghma's helping hand.
Firstly the addle-cove found a way to summon the Lady out from whatever dark corner she hides in. She drew great big symbols and runes bearing the Lady's name in chalk on the walls of buildings and the streets of the Clerk's Ward. Then she stood on a pile of boxes and began to call out prayers to Our Lady. Well, the priestess got the attention she was seeking, sort of.
A great crowd of Cagers gathered, realised what the barmy prime was up to, and dispersed as quick as they could run. Most of 'em, peering out from nearby doorways across the deserted street, couldn't believe their eyes at what they saw next.
The Lady's shadow drifted down from the skies, and her blades swept along the street towards the hapless priestess. As the Lady grew close, the prime let loose her final plan: she cast the 'tongues' spell so the Lady would be able to converse with her.
I'd rather not describe what happened next.
The upshot was the Lady passed by and drifted back into the clouds, while the priestess was left in a hideous, flayed mess in the street. The Collectors, having heard the rather unpleasant noises, arrived rapidly to pick up the pieces, but they found the priestess had already risen. Thing is, she wasn't exactly alive, neither.
The Clerk's Ward was terrorised for a week or so until the Dustmen finally managed to catch the vampire (as we later learned she was). It wasn't just that she was undead; it seemed she was completely unstoppable. She took to draining the lives of mortal, celestial and fiend alike in a fearsome orgy of bloodlust (if fiends have blood, that is), but she was finally tracked down to the cellars of the Mortuary. The Dustmen brought her straight to us. Nice of 'em, eh?
Seems the Lady had a few more tricks up her sleeve. Bloodletter (as we affectionately call her) isn't able to speak any more, though judging by her appetite, there's nothing wrong with her throat. Nor is she able to write, at least, not with a pen or paper. For a former priestess of a power of speech and writing, that's quite an apt punishment. You know, sometimes the Lady really does us proud.
Bloodletter is able to communicate, however. Trouble is, it's in a particularly horrible way. She can only write using the blood of a freshly killed creature, although sometimes she prefers to form words from their entrails. As I said, it's really not worth asking her questions.
At least, we thought it wasn't, until the chant started up that the Lady had actually said something to Bloodletter. Some baatezu high-flyer smuggled several bubbers into the Madhouse, and tried to force the barmy to spill the dark on the Lady's little talk. Well, the vampire obliged, but must've run out of guts, 'cause she tore up the amnizu too. We'd cleaned up the mess before we realised what it could've been. Maybe some darks are best lest unspoken, eh?
Until we decide what to do with her, we're keeping her in the 'Wing along with the rest of the barmies. I can't see her staying there for long; her diet is a bit "special" for the kitchens to cope with. As it is, we feed her on cranium rats, unlucky kobolds, and for a special treat, Signers! No, only jokin' berk! I love 'em really, every bleedin' last one of 'em. (And the more they bleed, the better.)
Malazar the Desecrator (Proxie (?) / male yugoloth [ultroloth] / NE)
You know, it's a laugh a minute on the Criminally and Irretrievably Insane Wing; more, if you count the staff's maniacal chuckling. One barmy who never laughs, however, is Malazar "the Desecrator". He likes it when we call him that, not that he don't deserve it. 

Malazar's one of our more powerful inmates, and he don't let us forget it for a moment. In the last few months he's ripped three Bleakers to shreds; and that was after we locked the cell door and threw away the key! Mind you, if you let ultroloths into your house you'd expect trouble, wouldn't you? Especially ones who reckon they're proxies of violated powers.
See, Malazar claims to be the chosen one of some power called Xolotl. Now I'm no priest myself, but I ain't never heard of him. 'Course, that don't mean I don't believe old Malazar (I've seen too many barmies to assume they're all mad), just that I'm healthily sceptical. A blood'd know that yugoloths, as a rule, don't usually have much to do with the powers. Well, it seems Malazar's an exception, though what the other yugoloths think about his dealings with Xolotl's any berk's guess.
From what the yugoloth says, Xolotl was a real mean cuss of a power. He gets the blame for just about everything bad that happened to pretty much everyone for a few aeons. While he's ranting away, Malazar's claimed variously that Xolotl was responsible for starting the Blood War, shattering the once-solid four layers of Acheron, stirring up Limbo and inventing the concept of death. Foremost in Xolotl's duties however, was the assassination and execution of other powers. Quite a string of achievements, no?
The story goes that the other powers got mighty sick of Xolotl stepping on their toes and spoiling their carefully laid-out planes. They banded together and cast the mighty beast-power into the Astral plane. Unfortunately for them, he just bounced right back, madder than ever. The powers had to do something big to stop Xolotl for good.
Turning the proverbial tables on the Great Desecrator, the powers seized him by his dog-paws and deformed, backwards legs, boiled him up in a kettle and cut his body into small pieces. These bits they then scattered across the planes, so far and so wide that the power would never be able to reform. The god's ribcage was dumped in the Outlands, where it became the Gate-Town of the same name, one of his claws was planted near Bedlam, his blood was given to the baatezu to guard (and it's now the River of Blood on Avernus), and his spine was ripped out and sold to the yugoloths. They've made it into Khin-Oin (the Wasting Tower in the Grey Waste).
The largest fragment of Xolotl's brain was hidden deep under the Outlands, where it festered and transformed itself into Ilsensine, the illithid creator power. Even the power's name's been taken away and hidden somewhere; maybe that's why I'd never heard of the cutter until now.
Of course, this might be so much barmy nonsense.
The one worrying part of this story is that Malazar claims to be his proxy. Now, dead powers don't have proxies, right? Malazar's certainly got powers above and beyond your average ultroloth (heavens forbid there should be such a thing!) That'd suggest that Xolotl might not be as dead as the other powers reckon.
Even more disturbing is the small lump of fetid red goo that the ultroloth clutches at all times. Malazar claims it's a fragment of the power's heart, and that it's his mission to plant the shard somewhere safe so as Xolotl can reform. We've been unable to prise the "heart" from the yugoloth (not that we haven't tried), but I don't think it'll doing any harm to let him keep hold of it for the time being.
Unless of course it really IS part of a god's heart...
The Hound (Planar / male Aoskian hound / 4 HD / N[E])
Speaking of dead powers, there's another barmy I reckon you'd be interested in. It's going to have to be the last one though, cutter, 'cause I've got a job to attend to y'know. Can't stand around here rattling me bone box to you all day, even if there isn't any point in the multiverse. Philosophy (or lack thereof) doesn't wash the dishes, does it? Bear with me, okay, it's been a long day. 

Where was I? Oh yeah, the Hound. As the name suggests, it's a dog. An Aoskian hound, to be precise. They're the two-headed vicious sods that the Red Death are so bloody fond of. Well, we've got one of them in here too.
Of course, it's more complicated than a mad dog. (The Athar'll pike themselves when they hear this!) See, I reckon that the Hound might be (and I'll emphasise "might") a vessel containing the barmy spirit of Aoskar himself.
Stop that laughing at once, berk, or I'll be on me way now! I get enough of that on the 'Wing. Of course there's reasons why I think that. I might be going barmy, but I ain't gone stupid yet.
Okay, try this for size. Aoskian hounds ain't normally very smart, and they certainly don't talk. I'll swear this one says the word "Aoskar" when it barks, though. Of course, there's more: the dog can open portals by howling. Not just any old portals mind; these are proper ones to and from the Cage. They don't need keys to work 'em, neither. 'Till we discovered that, the sodding dog kept on escaping. We set up magical planar wards to stop the portals, but the damn hound could still open 'em up! We eventually found that an anti-magic shell'd do the trick, but not before we lost the dog another time.
What's more, from its cell on the top floor of the 'Wing the hound just stares out of the barred window. I'll swear it's looking across the Ditch to the Shattered Temple, and I'll go further in saying that it whimpers at it stares. Believe me now?
Perhaps if I told you the dog gets visitors, then you'd consider it? Yeah, visitors. In fact, it's that barmy dabus, Fell (if there's anyone who should be in the 'Wing it's him). 'Course, it's against policy to let a visitor see one of the inmates, so Fell leaves messages with us. No, he don't write 'em, he hands 'em over in bottles. When you uncork the top, the rebus-pictures come billowing out (you've got to be careful not to shake the bottle around though, or they don't make much sense).
Well, we couldn't make head or tail of the messages. No, we didn't give them to the dog; that'd be ridiculous! How could a dog open a bottle (even if it was Aoskar)?
Why a hound, you ask? Good question, berk. Listen, much as I hate to admit it, there's something in the Godsmen's philosophy that strikes a chord with me. They go on about reincarnation and such, and it gets me thinking. When a power dies, does it get reincarnated? Maybe it does. Now, if that power didn't do very well, it might come back as something less powerful like, say, an Aoskian hound? How futile'd that be? You get to the level of a power, only to come back as a lousy dog! Think about it...
For the moment, we're keeping a very tight grip on the dog's collar. I happen to know that some splinter group of Signers calling themselves the Will of the One are very interested in getting their hands on the Hound. Shame that, 'cause they're certainly not getting him; not while I still draw breath, at least. Signers? Make me sick, they do.
Bitter, me? Never! There ain't no point.
Copyright 1997 by Jon Winter
Faction Fraction: The Apologists
Being a Segment of the Bleak Cabal who're Sorry, so very, very truly Sorry
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"I'm sorry but, it just doesn't get any better than this."
-- the Apologist Credo
The Apologists (the Hopeless)
Some people realise that life is fatal, and that death is chronic and never goes into remission. These people realise that life is pain, and the future is no different from the present. Nothing they do will make them happy, for we are all damned to live out our own little hells. 

These are the Apologists.
The Apologists know that life will not get better, but rather only worse. Blessings are really curses people are to naive to notice. The Apologists feel that all they can do now is apologise to those who also suffer from this hideous condition known as life.PRIVATE "TYPE=PICT;ALT=The Scholar Mimir"

They Apologise for the sunny days, and apologise for clouds as well. The Apologists do not assign blame, since the fault is the nature of life. Oddly the Apologists will not take a life, nor will they give birth to new life. They feel that life is so bad that death only creates more.
BENEFITS: The apologists are never affected by lies, since the nature of the truth is flawed. All lies told to them come "true" and all lies told about them turn out to be false, although they will apologise for that as well.
HINDRANCES: The apologists have no cause for hope, and depression is a constant thorn in their sides. This high level of apathy prevents them from doing anything completely hence all tasks are automatically left unfinished. For example if they swing a sword, they won't be able to pull it out, and will not kill the person.
This hindrance has actually made a market for apologists as torturers in Baator, their inability to do anything fully prevents them from killing, and for that matter breaking a prisoner's will. Hence they make the perfect sadistic torturer. And they apologise for this as well..
I'm sorry...
Copyright 1998 by Randir
Philosophy by Numbers: Peering into the Depths of Pointlessness
A Bleaker gives us a Glimpse of his Final Solution; not that you'll find it much Comfort
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Peering into the Depths of Pointlessness
"Yeah, I've got a smile, so what of it? The Bleakers' colours? That's right berk, I happen to follow the Bleakers' calling. What do you mean? I've got to be depressed like all those fools in my faction? You're pretty green to the Cage, eh? What with your clueless attitude! 

"Ever been to the Hive? See the scrawling all over the walls, the claimed turf, the hateful gangs? Worse yet, ever seen the Blood War? Countless fiends all crashing into each other, ichor and gore spattered all over a meaningless battlefield. Good for a Bleaker's initiation but not much else.
"I'm asking you a question now. Do you wonder why these people fight? Why they hate and destroy each other? Even the factions here in the Cage have been known to go to war! Individuality, simple as a mephit's summon. A body'll see someone who's different, fear the difference; the fear becomes hate, and the hatred leads to all the bloodshed you've ever seen. Haven't seen much yet? Just wait, kid.
"Some bloods say the answer lies in acceptance. The Harmonium'll tell you to conform to their lifestyle; therein lies the end of hate. Some Signers say that everyone's their creation so that you've got to love it all. It's all screed, plain as the Spire. 

"I'll tell you the dark of it, and you'd better believe me. Not even my comrades'll listen to me, and that's their downfall. See, the end of all hate isn't acceptance or conformity, it's pure oblivion. Look at me. C'mon, let me see your clueless face! How do I appear to you? You see my coppery skin, eyes aflame. You fear that, right? No shame, 'course you do! Now ask me what I see in you.
"Nothing.
"That's right! Absolutely nothing. Your face is the same as every other berk out on that busy street. Same as the fiend over in the corner. Or the bariaur across the way. They're all the same to me. Complete oblivion. Fear? I can't fear what I can't see. And without fear I haven't the ability to hate. And that's the answer, berk.
"Join me in oblivion and we can start without fear, hate, prejudice; you can see through my uncaring eyes, view the oblivion that keeps the peace! It's not for you? Not yet, clueless.
"Just come back when you're ready."
Copyright 1997 by Zak Arntson
Movers and Shakers: Words, words, words
What use are words in a Multiverse where there are no meanings?
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Words, words, words
Warden Zeth explains the Bleakers' recent dismissal of language as "meaningless and futile". 

"...Hey Palthus you're gonna get nicked if you don't just calm down. Where was I? Oh yes...Words...You know we use words to pretend that we understand, and by pretending that we have understanding we create the delusion of control...Words may be powerful, but they don't have any inherent meanings, they just are.
"Take Palthus here, he thinks that being a good consumer means full mental heal...I warned you...Anyway...Nothing has inherent meanings...We just link things together taking one property of one object and cross referencing it with another and using names to pretend we have power over it all...Some people get these strings all snarled up in ugly tangled knots....Sure they're barmy...We all are...But we just try to ease the pain a little...
"Face it berks, there is no reason why...Things just are because we spit the words out that way."
Copyright 1997 by Randir
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The Faceless One (Planar / female githzerai / 0-level / Bleak Cabal / N, formerly CE)
It's hard to talk about a person with no name, let alone a belief without one. However, that's what has to be done. The founder of this vision we shall call simply The Faceless One, and the group of bloods who're living it are the Faceless. 

The Faceless One doesn't have a life history. She gave that up long ago, back when she had a name. Her history instead belongs to a githzerai called Aquilla Moxx. That blood was born in limbo. Not the plane, berk, but in a flux between two places. See, Aquilla's mother Lovilo was a planewalker, a real famous one at the time. As everyone does though, she's faded to obscurity now. But that's not the story.
Aquilla was born in strange circumstances. See, there's some places where you're not meant to go, and other places where you wouldn't want to go either. There's even a few places which don't want you to go to them, and once you're there they certainly don't want you to leave either! Lovilo was in one of those places. She was heavily pregnant with Aquilla, but there wasn't any danger of her being born while Lovilo was out walking the Planes; she was too much of a blood for that. At least that's what she believed.
Lovilo'd been walking on the Abyss, and was about ready to go home to the Cage. She was with a party of strong cutters, and they had a key and a portal, so there wasn't a problem there. Time came to leave, and seeing as she was the fighter of the bunch, Lovilo remained behind last. They activated the portal, and her three companions stepped through. She was about to follow, when an earthquake hit the cave they were in. Lovilo was knocked flat on her stomach through the portal, and immediately went into labour. 

Upon seeing her screaming face lurch through the portal, her companions assumed Lovilo'd been attacked, and pulled her through before the portal shut down. It collapsed before they'd got her waist through, forcing the mother through into Sigil, and the baby back to the Abyss.
Horrified at what'd happened, the four tried to reopen the portal, but to no avail. They'd used their last key, and vials of Styx water were never easy to come by. Thus it was that Aquilla was born between two planes, and lost her mother before she knew who she was. Lovilo reluctantly gave up hope of finding her child; it wasn't as if there was any chance it'd survive.
If you thought the story'd end there, you'd be wrong. By chance or design, the newborn baby was found by a bebilith. Again, you'd expect the nasty beast to have devoured the child there and then, but again you'd be wrong. For some reason, the child was rescued by the nightmare beast and 'cared' for. Maybe the bebilith thought the parents'd come back for the child, and it'd get a bigger meal that way, or maybe some strange mothering instinct took hold. Who can say? Whatever the fiend's motive, it was hardly a kindly parent. It showed the infant how to maim a corpse just right, how to eat the living flesh off its prey, and darker things no mortal should ever know. Aquilla survived until her tenth birthday, when the bebilith opened the portal for the child and pushed her into the Cage. They never saw each other again.
Moving in an instant from the darkest depths of the Abyss to the hustle and bustle of Sigil wouldn't have been easy for anyone, least of all for Aquilla. She was found by the Bleakers and taken in; a screaming barmy child with less than half a mind and no concept of humanity. It was years before she could even speak like a human; she had this unnerving habit of communicating telepathically and hissing her evil thoughts to all she could see.
While she learned to talk, Aquilla began to piece together her life, and understand the ramifications of what she was and would always be. As she learned what good was the thought of her cruel childhood of torture and indoctrination into pure evil filled her with horror. Her mind switched between the foulest wickedness and that of a child disgusted with its own thoughts. Aquilla tried many things to cure her of her past, but never suicide. She knew that'd drive her back to where the bebilith sprang from, for the evil in her life far outweighed the good. She wanted so much not to be evil. 

On her twentieth birthday, she realised what she had to do. Aquilla forgot her own life, thrust aside her name, and history, and left the demons behind. A fresh start; a clean slate.
Almost at once, her tormented mind was healed. As she gave up her identity, becoming a woman with no name and no life to call her own, so everything that was wrong about her disappeared. She furthered the severance with her past by veiling herself and speaking of herself not as a singular, but as a plural.
"We peel ourselves that we're individuals. You and We, we're no different underneath," she used to tell her Bleaker mentors. "There is no purpose in anything, and that includes identity."
Many found they couldn't argue with her logic. She'd found her own truth, and it was one with no grounding, no facts to grasp upon, and nothing to show for it all except nothing itself.
For the Bleak Cabal, it was a popular ideology indeed.
The Faceless
The Faceless are Bleakers who've taken an extra step and lost their own identities. They don't use their names, and nor do they use aliases. It's us outsiders who call them the Faceless, berk, and don't forget that. With their release from their past, so to do they lose their madness, insecurities, and self-hate. It's a limbo between existing and not existing, really. 

"Names weaken you," say the Faceless. Any conjurer can tell a cutter that everyone has a secret name, which wizards and fiends can use to gain power over a sod. Well, the Faceless don't; they lose theirs when they lose their identity. Even the Powers can't keep track of a body when there's no name he can be called. It plays havoc with Sigil's justice system too, when a defendant hasn't got a name to be recorded in the statute books, as many an angry Guvner secretary can testify.
Forget the labels; drop the assumptions; open your mind to nothing. That's the basic tenet of the belief. For some it's a release from responsibility, for others an administrative nightmare.
For more information, ask...oh, erm, actually I can't give you a name to contact. Oh, they all look the same; they have sheets over their faces. Just stop one of them.
Copyright 1997 by Jon Winter
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The Ciphers, the Knee-Jerkers, the Thoughtless
Do not Think about doing It...Do It!
For many clueless primes, the philosophy of the Transcendent Order is one of the hardest to grasp. So much so, in fact, that the faction's been dubbed the "Ciphers" -- as if they talk in some secret code. In fact, it's quite a simple concept that they espouse: Trust your Instincts, Do what your Body Tells You, and Act in Cordance with the Multiverse. 

Besides being the best martial artists in the Cage (comes from all that meditation, presumably), the Ciphers have the best Gymnasia, Saunas, Massage Parlours and Hot Pools. If a cutter's looking to relax, he'd better jump in a bath with a Cipher. The faction's also reknowned for its diplomancy; which is perhaps a surprise, because when most bashers say whatever comes into their head first (like the Ciphers tend to do), it's usually the start of problems. Maybe that speaks a volume or two for the level to which the Transcendent Order really live their philosophies.
While they don't usually talk much, I've persuaded a few Ciphers to part with some of the chant of their faction...don't just think about reading it! Read it!
Introduction: [coming soon]

Philosophy by Numbers: Deciphering the Ciphers
A factotum Explains how he found his Way in the Faction and tries to Unravel the myths that Encode the Ciphers
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Deciphering the Ciphers

One slightly smog free day in Sigil, I was working out in The Great Gymnasium. Suddenly, in mid stride, I caught sight of Factol Rhys; she was observing an impromptu seminar being given by factotum Meryl. It was just my second day as a member of the Ciphers, and I was very surprised to catch a glimpse of the factol so soon after joining! She was just as everyone had described she would be, and a lot more besides. She quickly glanced my direction and nodded before I even realised she'd moved. 

By the time I woke from my admiring daze, she was already walking to the Gymnasium's upper hall. I still felt I should nod in reply anyway, and did. Most likely, she'd meant she approved of me trying to find my place in the scheme of things. I had long since reached the stage of accepting my actions by my own standards before even glimpsing at others approval, but Rhys' nod, if it signified anything -- which I'm sure it did for Rhys does nothing without a reason -- meant a lot to me.
If you don't already know, we who espouse the Transcendent Order's philosophy stress action before thought. Being like water, free and fluid; not letting doubts cause us to hesitate even one step; and eventually uniting mind and body, thought and action into one. Trusting your instincts; making everything you do as natural as breathing; decisions made with not even a preliminary thought. We're not simply thoughtless, however, we do this by finding our place in the universe.
As the ancient Cipher maxim goes, "A fish cannot swim in Mechanus, for he belongs in the Elemental Plane of Water". You think this is a addle-coved example, but you must realise the fish always knows his place instinctively. We sentients know this as well, only we just don't really listen to ourselves enough. Only by trial and error on a quest of self-discovery can we find out what we actually knew all along. Then, by finding the spot we where belong in the Multiverse, we unite ourselves to action-and-thought perfection.
When you're so in touch with everything as a whole, you find yourself naturally entering a state where thought and action, mind and body are unified. You slip into it slowly and intermittently at first, then for longer and longer periods each time. Eventually you Transcend this place and state of being and become One with All. Pretty far out of this multiverse, eh, basher?
"What're you doing here?!"
- A pit fiend surprised by Ellad, an elven Cipher
"I'm here to give you some jink!"
- Ellad, whose quick thinking won him another day
Now, all of us being individuals, and especially us Ciphers being more instinctive than most, we tend to approach the philosophy differently to meet our different needs. My needs happen to be finding my own angle on all this. I know for one that my place is definitely as a member of this faction. Once I discover my niche, I intend to rid myself of decisional speculation. I have come to realise that pondering thoughts as of themselves seem harmless enough, but it is when these daydreams invade your decision-making processes that their dangers become real. I feel that inspiration is a very powerful part in instinct and thus action, especially with us of the Order. I have a natural conscious knack of wanting to keep everything I do in balance. 

But the Ciphers ain't just about action; there's a time and a place for contemplation and meditation too. It's just best to keep the two separate, on their own terms. Many cutters use the Sensory Deprivation chambers in the Great Gymnasium but I prefer the gate-town Ecstasy. There, Cipher philosophers meditate on pillars -- they sit high up to symbolise them 'reaching for answers'. Chant goes they chose Elysium as it's a peaceful plane, and they're trying to find inner calm: "Peace within, peace without", as the saying goes. Anyway, these periods of meditation allow a cutter to get in tune with his body; all the better to be able to act on its instincts later. Some Ciphers say "I've done all the thinking I need, and now I'm acting." I suppose in a way it's similar to, but subtly different from, the Xaositects, who act on whim rather than in afterthought.
There are many roads to self-knowledge. I once met a petitioner on the Outlands just Spireward from Ecstasy. Unlike many others of his kind, he lacked a little notebook to write his extreme actions down. Instead, he more or less left it up to me how I wanted him to treat me. It is almost like he knew I was striving for balance, yet lacked a little respect for authority. So to compensate, he took me in as a sort of house servant, or "helper" as he called me. When I did something beneficial for him, he would share some insight of the need to find some lawfulness and stability in my life. After he deemed I had learned all I needed from myself, I was definitely perplexed. He of course smiled, knowing that I knew what I had learned all along, and waved goodbye as I sped off to a portal I knew of in Sylvania after nodding my thanks. How paradoxical; a waste of time, yet the best spent in a long time.
Another important facet of our beliefs is the Cadence of the Planes. The theory goes that we mortals share a common heartbeat, and that perhaps the planes have a similar one. Do the powers share it too? The Cadence is a powerful urge that some Ciphers can hear when they're meditating, the more still they are the louder it becomes. Higher-up factors can hear it all the time, the chant goes. Some believe it pervades all planes, others say it emanates fro the Spire itself. Me? I don't know...I've been straining to listen to it for many weeks, but I've not heard it yet. Maybe I'm trying to hard.
So, here I am for the moment; sharing this chant with a mimir, knowing it may be one of the last time I need to reflect on my thoughts. As I stated before though, I am more extroverted than my colleagues, and therefore will continue to care about your journey to oneness as well as mine....by Sune of Toril do I love this philosophy!
Maybe this was just a way for my final thoughts on making decisions to escape my brain-box by explaining them. But I feel I could be doing something right now more constructive. Still, I hope I have enlightened you to some of the mysteries of the Transcendent Order. I too was bewildered at first, unsure of how to proceed. The most wonderful thing about it is is that you yourself are the key. If you really need some guidance, seek it from yourself, for you are the best teacher of all.
Now, if you'll excuse me, I think, no, I am going to go and do something...
- Syle of The Transcendent Order
Copyright 1997 by Jesse Warden and Jon Winter
Visionaries: Fash the Tacit
Who sees More by seeing Less and takes Sensory Deprivation to a Brutally logical Extreme
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Fash the Tacit (Prime / female halfling / thief 6 / Master of the Mind of the Ciphers / N)
Nobody outside the faction can claim they really understand what in the Hells the Ciphers are going on about. If you do ever hear someone rattling their bone-boxes to that effect, its a cert that they never met one of the Eclipsed. They're a very small group of die-hard Ciphers who follow a halfling blood called Fash the Tacit. 

They call their mentor "the Tacit" because she never speaks. It's not that she doesn't want to (like Factol Rhys), it's more that she can't. See, her tongue's been cut out.
Most bashers'd think that'd be enough to stop a sod performing her duties as a factor. Well, in most cases you'd be right. But, as seems typical of the Ciphers, Fash was promoted because her tongue's been cut out. Not only that, but she's blind, deaf and has no sense of smell.
Does that sound like a recipe for disaster?
Fash's not as unfortunate as you'd think. While it might sound like she was the victim of the most terrible tanar'ri torturer ever, in fact all those disabilities were s-inflicted. Fash has this barmy idea, see, about senses.
She ought to know, really, 'cause she used to be a Sensate herself. She was one of the rowdiest too; always drunk with pleasure, sampling the latest and most dangerous in decadent pastimes, and behaving in a manner that could best be summed up by the word: "bubber". It's not something she's proud of though, so mind you don't let on I said that.
Fash was one of the Sensates who suddenly snapped out of it. There she was, drunk as a judge (again), when she suddenly though: "What am I doing?" She was enjoying herself, but was she actually learning anything? Sure, she could tell the difference between the bouquets of all known Arborean wines at ten paces, but did she really feel she'd learned anything deeper about the multiverse?
Such crises of faith aren't uncommon in the factions; for the Sensates at least they tend to go away as soon as the next round of drinks is bought. Fash, however, had been shaken to her very heart. She felt suddenly worthless, like she'd been living a lie all that time. She felt betrayed. Fash left the tavern that moment, and though she was too bubbed-up even to see who she was bumping into, somehow made it back to her kip that night.
The next afternoon, after her head stopped feeling like something even Talos'd be afraid to go near, she pondered the events of the night before. How'd she gotten home in one piece? Most mornings she just woke up under the table she'd been at the night before, unless she got carried somewhere else. But she'd been determined to get home, and had managed it without even thinking about it.
The spark of curiosity was already burning, and she decided to experiment. Blindfolding herself, Fash tried to feel where things were without using her eyes. A few days later, with stubbed toes and bleeding hands, she began to get a feel for seeing without her eyes.
"Maybe you don't actually see with your eyes," she wondered, "But everyone assumes you do." She tried the experiment again, this time blocking her ears with wax. Then the same again, coating her tongue with oil and guessing what foods she was eating without tasting them. Fash began to realise that she didn't need her senses at all; in fact, she got on better without them.
Now Fash was always a daring cutter; that's why she became a Sensate in the first place. She believed in acting when she felt it was right to, and so it was on the spur of the moment that she chose to blind herself by destroying her eyes. Once she'd got used to the absence of sight, she found her other senses grew stronger to compensate, and destroyed them too, one by one.
By this time, she'd come to the notice of the Ciphers. A few young bloods took it upon themselves to help the halfling adjust to her sense-deprived existence. As she learned to live a perfectly normal life, even with her impaired senses, so their respect for her grew. They persuaded her to join the Transcendent Order (she didn't take much persuading, as she'd already decided she was a member anyway), and in her honour, they even began to wear blindfolds and block up their ears.
And so were born the Eclipsed.
The Eclipsed
According to the tenets of the group, there are three states of sense a body can adopt. They've styled themselves after the sun and moon, for they're the two things that Fash misses most from her home on the Prime. Fash reckons the senses are like the sun: glaringly bright, brash and harsh, while senselessness is like the moon; subtle, silvery and gentle. 

"The Full" are most cutters, those who've got all their senses intact. They bumble around, seeing and hearing things, but not really appreciating how precious those senses are. See, you don't understand how they work and how you depend upon them until they're gone. "Full" means full moon and full sun. It's just that when the day's at its brightest, the glare of the sun blots out the light of the moon. That's why most bashers never realise they could see more than just with their eyes.
"The Waning" are the members of this group; those who've lost some of their senses, but not all of them. They're learning to cope with the few that remain, slowly removing them as they feel ready. They're blocking out the sunlight and the shape of the moon's getting more and more apparent, though still not quite observable.
To Do is To Be" - Socrates
"To Be is to Do" - Plato
"To Do is to Do" - Cipher
"Eclipsed" is supposedly the perfect state; where mind and body are separate. The senses are the link between the two, and once they're destroyed, the mind is free to transcend. Fash herself hasn't quite reached that state yet, though she's got precious few senses left to spare. 'Course, it's still all theoretical as to whether she's got the right idea in the first place. This is the state where the sun's light is blocked out completely by the moon. The senses that mortals are born with are eclipsed, and the brilliant aura of what's unknown shines like a halo around the soul. It's poetic, at least it is compared with the Ciphers' normal rhetoric. 

By losing the senses they have, the Eclipsed find their remaining senses are strengthened to compensate. Even when they're gone, however, there seems to be a 'hidden sense' behind the sight, sound, taste, touch and smell. It's a combination of all of them at once, yet none of them. Most cutters don't even notice it's there at all until they've lost three of four of the others, then they begin to realise that they just 'know' things that they shouldn't be able to know. It's often a turning point in belief.
The Eclipsed are growing in popularity, especially with cutters drawn to the motif of the moon like moths to a lantern. These include priests of lunar powers like Selune or Hecate, as well as lycanthropes. They make a motley bunch, with varied powers and very different goals.
The rest of the Ciphers see the Eclipsed as a bunch of barmies, but at least they respect the "let's go and do something" attitude of the group. Too may other Visionaries preach and that's it, Ciphers reckon. It's about time one has the courage to live up to their convictions, even if those convictions are addle-coved. It's not always the result that matters, it's the doing!
Copyright 1997 by Jon Winter
Visionaries: Ka'Tarik'A
Who has Opened her Mind to the Multiverse and Waits for it to contact Her
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Ka'Tarik'A

 (Prime / female thri-kreen / druid 10, psionicist 9 / Ciphers / N)
Most planar bashers are pretty blasé about the Prime Material Plane. Often, they've got a perfect right to be: After all, there's only so many times a body can be impressed by the somewhat limited sights and sounds of the Prime. As planewalkers say, "There ain't nothing so Grand as the Outer Planes." 

However, real bloods know that exceptions exist. Maybe the Prime ain't got the horrors of the Abyss or the majesty of Mount Celestia, but it can get pretty close sometimes. One such place is a little known (and even less travelled) prime called Athas. It's been said before that the place reeks of destruction and at times it seems the land itself is on the verge of just giving up and dying. It's a daily struggle to survive there, as a basher can spend half his day looking for a mouthful of water in the parched deserts, only to spend the other half fighting off spivs who'd think nothing of murdering another body for a gulp.
It ain't really the sort of place you'd expect to find philosophers, is it?
Well, you'd be wrong. Ka'Tarik'A, a Cipher factor, loves the burning rays of Athas, though she spends much of her time in Sigil these days. If you think that sounds like the start of a story, then this time you're right, cutter. 

Ka'Tarik'A is a thri-kreen. They ain't all that common as a race out here on the planes, so you'll forgive me if I take a few words to explain. Thri-kreen are mantis-like creatures, eight feet long and hard as nails. Diamond nails, at that. They're keen hunters, and work in packs with deadly efficiency. Don't take that to mean they're animals, though -- far from it, berk. The 'kreen have created a highly structured society, language and philosophy to go with it. Ka'Tarik'A is a 'Jeral' -- apparently they're the most civilised of the common 'kreen races. Anyway, that's enough insect biology for one day.
The chant goes that Athas used to be a lush, verdant world, teeming with life like most Primes. That is, until a twisted form of magic called 'defiling' was used to harm the land until it was virtually unrecognisable. The seas turned to dust, the plains to desert and the prime races were warped and changed (believe it or not, Athasian dwarves are completely hairless!) But I digress.
Ka'Tarik'A, like many thri-kreen, considered herself a protector of the land. Unlike most, she became a druid, electing to guard the length of a dried-up riverbed, and the surrounding badlands, from further harm. Using psionic powers (which seem so very common, for one reason or other, on Athas), she communed with the fading nature spirits which had once frolicked in the river's water, and were now slowly dying.
Ka'Tarik'A spoke with the spirits a great deal. She'd forsaken her pack to become a druid, and once her master had gone (he was pulled under the sands by some unseen horror) she had very little else to keep her company. The river spirit told her of the ancient times, before magic had ravaged the land, and Ka'Tarik'A, in turn, hunted for water which she poured on the riverbed to quench the spirits' centuries-old thirst. She protected her guardian lands from incursions of gith (the chant goes they've got more in common with the githyanki than name alone) and giants, using her magical and psionic talents.
She and the land spirits grew closer and closer, each living out their lives through the other. Ka'Tarik'A learned how to think and act like a true guardian of the land, while the spirits relished the taste of mortality they'd found. In a humble way, they were happy, though life was never easy.
All of this changed the day the templars came. Again, for those of you who're not clued-up on the strange societies under the Dark Sun, the templars are corrupt servant-priests of the Sorcerer-Kings -- the evil sods who're responsible for most of the desecration of Athas. This particular bunch of templars were determined to blaze a trade-trail along Ka'Tarik'A's riverbed, to connect one city to another. From what Ka'Tarik'A could make out, increasing gith activity was making the older routes less safe by the month. This new route was to be cleared of harmful predators -- which obviously included vehement thri-kreen druids.
Ka'Tarik'A wasn't about to let her lands be violated without a fight. As the templar caravan entered one end of the long stretch of riverbed, Ka'Tarik'A used her years of experience as a hunter to pick off stragglers one by one. When her presence was realised, she used magical might to smother the evil invaders, and drown them in dust. Many templars were slain, but Ka'Tarik'A had not reckoned on defilers.
Casting their spells of attack and mass-destruction, the defilers sucked the little-remaining life out of the riverbed. When that was reduced to little more than black ash, the tendrils of corruption leeched the life from the badlands too: Plants withered and turned to dust, the insects and small animals were slain, and the water deep beneath the soil was fouled. Ka'Tarik'A escaped barely with her life, but her guardian lands were not so lucky. While thri-kreen cannot weep, Ka'Tarik'A ground her mandibles together in sorrow and scuttled away, vowing to exact her deadly vengeance. 

For many weeks, Ka'Tarik'A ambushed the Sorcerer-King's caravans, trying to destroy anything which dared pass through her desecrated guardian lands. The rest of the time she tried, in desperation, to contact the spirits which had been her only friends. Nothing. She did not know whether to believe they had all been destroyed, or whether they were so weak they could not respond to her psionic summons.
Fearing the worst, Ka'Tarik'A entered a deep trance, pushing her consciousness into the ground, searching for the spirits inside the oozing sore on the land that used to be her home. For many hours she remained in this state until finally she noticed a stirring. She coaxed the last spirit from its hiding place, and led it into a small rock that she had managed to grab from the riverbed moments before the defiling magic rendered it sterile. The spirit moved into its new home, humbled beyond belief, and so the riverbed was finally dead.
Closer to death than ever before, the spirit spoke to Ka'Tarik'A. "You are One with the Land. You understand the Spirits -- you hear us more clearly than any mortal ought. The heartbeat of the Planes is my final gift to you. Open your mind and you will feel it as does the Land." With these words, the spirit slipped from the stone, never to awaken again.
Ka'Tarik'A placed the stone somewhere safe (for on Athas one quickly learns that nothing should ever be wasted) and did as the spirit had instructed. She cleared away her psionic mental defences and opened her mind. She planted all her legs in the dust and listened, like she had never listened before.
The sound was little more than a murmur at first, so soft Ka'Tarik'A wondered if she had actually imagined it. With patience and practice, the murmur became a whisper, and the whisper grew to a hum. Everything around her was resounding with the noise -- the stones, the air, the plants. Ka'Tarik'A realised, with growing excitement, that she was listening to the pulse of Athas, beating steadily, if quietly, through all of Creation!
Now it was during Ka'Tarik'A's time of meditation that the Sorcerer-King first learned of her presence. Angry at the loss of his templars and goods, he used psionic powers to sweep the lands around the riverbed, looking for the thri-kreen. He must have been surprised to find her mind open to contact, but never one to miss an advantage, he slipped inside unnoticed.
Rather than waste energy killing the thri-kreen from such a great distance, the evil King placed a psionic suggestion deep within the druid's mind: "Leave Athas or you will die!"
When Ka'Tarik'A returned to a normal state of mind, she realised that she was in terrible danger, though she did not know why, just that she must go as far away as possible as fast as possible. During her meditation, she had noticed a strange disturbance in the planar flux of the rest of the land. It appeared that there was some sort of portal leading off the plane. With the psychic geas dominating her thoughts, Ka'Tarik'A sought the gate out and without a second thought, stepped through. She must've had the portal key somewhere upon her, because she was whisked off Athas without a blink and dumped into Sigil's Hive Ward.
Though the dank atmosphere and smoggy air of the Cage took a little getting used to, Ka'Tarik'A soon adapted to her new environment. Athasians have to, or they die. But what helped the kreen more was the overwhelming volume of the planar heartbeat. When she opened her mind, the thrumming sound was almost deafening. She found its rush through her body and insect veins exhilarating, and as she listened more closely, it was almost as if there was a wise voice whispering deep inside, but the harder she strained to hear its words, the more faint they became.

The Open-Minded
Purged of any desire to return to Athas, the kreen druid soon got her roots firmly planted in Sigil. She threw in with the faction-lifestyle, finding the Transcendent Order to her liking. The Ciphers in turn found her interesting. She could hear the heartbeat of the planes, called the Cadence by factioneers, stronger than any Cipher she spoke to. It seemed the trick was psionically opening the mind. Ka'Tarik'A taught the other Ciphers how to open their minds to allow them to hear the Cadence more clearly. 

With time and practice, a band of Ciphers following her example formed, calling themselves the Open-Minded. They're more in tune with the Cadence than most other members of the faction, and can often be found lurking around the sensory deprivation rooms in the Great Gymnasium, eager for their next 'fix' of the Cadence. They're also practically the only cutters that make regular trips to the base of the Spire on the Outlands; it's said the Cadence is stronger still when a cutter's camped on the slopes of the Spire itself, almost like the heart was buried in there somewhere.
But as well as becoming one with the Cadence, the Open-Minded are trying to reach out and touch that elusive voice that's almost audible when everything else is silent. Ka'Tarik'A believes that the speaker is the collective Spirit of the Planes itself, the being who's heartbeat is the Cadence and body is the Great Ring. None of them have yet successfully contacted this creature using psionics, so they've resorted to more drastic measures.
Members of the Open-Minded are precisely that: they leave their minds open to psionic contact practically all the time, in the hope they might receive a message from the Spirit of the Planes.
They're taken advantage of all too often, however. Creatures that possess minds can tell when a cutter's left his mind open, and usually find the temptation of an unguarded mind too great to resist. So when one of the Open-Minded starts acting strangely, Ka'Tarik'A knows it's time to call in the exorcists again. Ghosts, fiends, necromancers, incarnates, psionicists, harrla; they've all been driven out of Ciphers' heads. But the factioneers reckon the chance of speaking with the Essence of the Planes is well worth the risk...
Ka'Tarik'A herself was possessed before long, and the psychic surgery she required removed the Sorcerer-King's charm, but by then the kreen was enjoying her new life in the planes too much to want to go back. Still, there's no place like home, as they say, and when she finds a portal leading to Athas, the kreen occasionally goes back the indulge inthe thrill of the hunt just one more time.
Copyright 1997 by Jon Winter
"It would not be advisable to charge into the situation as it stands
without giving it some serious thought and perhaps
taking precautions to ensure maximum chances of survival."
- Guvner, to Cipher
" - "
- The Cipher, figuring it would waste time to talk
before 'charging into the situation at hand'
Copyright 1997 by Jon Winter
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The Dead, the Cadavers
If everyone is dead then why don't I remember dying?"
- A clueless sod to a Dustman
"If we're all alive then why don't I remember being born?"
- The Dustman's response
To Die, Perchance to Dream
A more morbid philosophy you'll not find this side of the Grey Waste, cutter. The Dustmen believe that the inhabitants of the Multiverse are already dead. Some are more dead than others, perhaps, but even the living are actually dead. "If this existence was whole the point of life, then someone's got their sums wrong", as Qaida once said. Some Dustmen reckon that this stage of the great cycle -- that which most cutters view as 'life' -- is in fact a low point. Maybe that's why they're so sodding miserable all the time. 

Presumably, after a body passes through this particular phase it'll emerge into "life", as the Dustmen would understand it. "So why don't the Dead just up and hang themselves from the leafless tree", you might well be asking, "It's not like we'll miss the depressing sods".
Well, the Dustmen would take issue with this. You can't just put yourself in the Dead-Book or let someone else do it for you; that's like trying to cheat the Multiverse. No, you've got to live your "life" and die naturally, or you'll be recycled and made to do it all again. And as for them being depressing; that's the Dustmen trying to move themselves closer to the state of True Death (as they call it) by shedding their emotions, the last semblance of life.
And if you've ever had to share a drink with one of the Dead, you'll know full well just how good at it they can be...
Introduction: [coming soon]

Philosophy by Numbers: Teetering on the Brink of Life and Death
A macabre tale of one of the Dead, who explains the Way Things Are to his Cadaverous charges.
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Teetering on the Brink of Life and Death
"Oy cutter, what have you gotten yourself into now? Let's take a look. 

"Well now, the Collectors've really done you in, haven't they? Looks like you must've had a few rings on your fingers, or rather, they've got a few fingers with your rings! Heh! And an ear, as well!
"Ah, you're wearin' a Sensate's colours. No wonder you're such a pretty cutter what with all yer bright clothes and tattoos. You're in need of a talking-to, and it's lucky I found you before it was too late!
"Don't you look at me like that! Heh! Just 'cause you're a dead one doesn't mean you can't hear me! That's right, you lie there and listen! I'll be sliding you through your portal soon.
"I look at your bright clothes and your face all made up. I can see a glint in your eye, one that never knew hardship or labour. The toughest challenge you've ever faced was what you were going to wear to one of Darkflame's affairs! Take a look at my life, cutter. What do you see?
"You see nothing but trials. I force my way through the Hive every day and night from my wretched kip. I've but one robe to wear, and one pair of boots to walk in. I don't deny the facts of this world. Why do you? Heh! Why did you, I mean? Only to ignore the real world! You spent all your life trying to cloak the world's filth with the beauty of the Sensates' creation. Why deny the reality? You thought to change the world into one of beauty, when the fact of it all is we're already dead.
"Didn't hear that? Let me tilt your head a little closer, cutter. We're already dead! How else can you explain the misery of the Planes? If you can't understand that, what about the efforts you make to cover up the bleary truth!? Life isn't about pretending to live! Real life is one of perfection without effort, beauty isn't a veil over the real filth beneath! Too bad you didn't understand that before you died!
"My emotions're running too hard. Sorry about that. I still cling to that part of a supposed life. Well, cutter, assuming you don't become a petitioner and lose any chance at the life beyond our death, remember what I've told you.
"Good, we're here! Let me just lift you onto the slab and send you off! See you in the real world!"
Copyright 1997 by Scary Zak Arntson
Movers and Shakers: The School of Life
A school of Life run by a faction of Death, does that sound like a Good Idea to you, cutter?
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In an allegedly charitable gesture, Aaz Muldo ( Planar / female tiefling / P6 / Dustmen / N ) set up the School of Life some years ago, to teach the young pikes of the Hive a thing or two about life. Well, that was the screed, anyway. In return for lessons on reading and writing (a vital skill in the cut-and-thrust philosophical world of Sigil), mythology (in a burg where belief's as important as where the next meal's coming from, that ain't a bad thing either) and planar lore (such useful topics as why bobbing tanar'ri ain't such a wise idea), the children perform minor duties in the Mortuary. 

The Dustmen apparently hope that by introducing their charges to death from a very young ago, they'll get used to the idea that death is natural, and maybe want to join the faction proper. Unlike many of the other factions, which claim to offer instant answers and rewards, the Dustmen just can't draw the crowds. Now this don't matter too much, since the faction'd rather have no members than ones who'd joined for the wrong reasons, but a faction with no members ain't much of a force to be reckoned with, right? So there's the answer: A good education for children who, frankly, wouldn't get one otherwise, and hopefully new blood to swell the ranks. 

Copyright 1997 by Jon Winter
Visionaries: Zhiki D'Vorkk
Who faces Life by being Dead, and commands Attention through his Silence
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(Planar / Formerly a male half-elf, now a wight / 5 HD / Factor of the Dustmen / CE)
Zhiki's not a blood most cutters'd care to meet in a brightly-lit street, let alone a dark alley. As he haunts mainly the Hive Ward though, it's more than likely he'd be encountered in the latter. Zhiki's a factor of the Dustmen, not that he'd know it. It might seem strange, but with time he's getting more and more detached from his own ideas, yet at the same time he's becoming his ideas. His philosophy's best explained by his life. 

Zhiki used to be a toady of the Mercykillers. He worked in the Prison, where he obtained numerous confessions from inmates both innocent and guilty. Often enough, it seemed the Red Death didn't really care whether a sod had done the things he was admitting to; since it was a cert that someone somewhere had and escaped unpunished. Since someone's got to be punished when a crime's committed, the 'Death took it upon themselves to punish the criminals they had apprehended for the crimes of uncaptured knights of the cross trade.
While Zhiki enjoyed his work, he felt there was something missing. He watched the pain of the sods on his rack, felt the anguish of the berks in the iron maiden, and often joined in with their screams; there was something very releasing about sharing their pain. Over the years, Zhiki realised that he was feeling more and more distant from the material world. Sometimes he'd wander round in a daze, his body carrying out the motions while his mind pondered higher things. He became emaciated and gaunt, but it didn't bother him.
All the time he continued his work; branding, gouging, blinding, flaying, impaling. His emotions became muted, and his spark of vitality slowly ebbed away. He saw suffering as a release, and began to understand something deeper about existence. Then one evening, in the middle of a particularly harrowing trial by acid, Zhiki died. Not that he actually noticed; he carried on functioning automatically, like a man possessed.

"Hey! You with the cloak! I'm talking to you!"
- Pik, a clueless from Toril, to a Dustman
"Shouldn't have done that berk..."
- The Dustman, a Wight, after Pik laid a hand on his arm
His last victim, a sharp blood from the Dustmen, noticed his executioner's demeanour had changed. Clearly, half a life of hanging around with the walking dead had rubbed off, because the cutter realised Zhiki'd somehow shuffled into the Dead Book. It didn't help him escape, since he was still strapped into the steel harness, but it did greatly intrigue him. Here was living proof (well, maybe unliving proof) of one of his faction's beliefs!
The unnamed Dustman lectured Zhiki for hours, as the silent corpse continued inflicting the most agonising tortures until, strange smile upon his eyeless face, the Dustman got written into the Dead Book too. What was said we shall never know, but it clearly had the desired effect. The next morning, Zhiki'd left the Prison, and he never returned there again.
At about the same time the Red Death realised their chief torturer'd defected, a shambling man presented himself at the Mortuary. He seemed less interested in talking to the assembled Dustmen (who tried very hard not to show their excitement, since the Dead aren't really supposed to get excited) than staring blankly at the zombies and other undead.

A group of Dustmen scholars was assigned to piece together the strange case, and they finally arrived at a tale similar to this one. The Dustman high-ups appointed Zhiki a factor, though this honour doesn't seemed to have any bearing on his actions. The grey-skinned withered cutter wanders the halls of the Mortuary talking to virtually nobody, paying heed only to things beyond the comprehension of mortals.
He's got quite a following amongst the younger Dustmen, who regard the mouldering Zhiki with a reverent awe, and treat him like a role-model. If the factor cares he doesn't show it, nor even that he's aware of his flock of emulators. The ragtag band call themselves the Scourge.
The Scourge
"You too can achieve True Death," say the members of the Scourge, in their droning, monotone voices. "See, look at Zhiki. He did it." 

The Scourge want to be undead, and they've got ways to get there, too. Taking pretty much all the leaves out of Zhiki D'Vorkk's book, they practice torture upon themselves and each other. They flagellate, brand, pierce and mutilate their flesh. Mortification's the word, and the Scourge are the best there are. Half of them look like they should be in the Dead Book, and some whisper the other half already are. It's hard to tell with these cutters, see. They dress in shrouds or rags, never wash, and if they speak at all, it's in whispers.
It's a fine balance, theirs. Many an overzealous member's dropped dead by stopping eating or letting out just that drop too much blood. But the Scourge ain't about suicide, berk! That's one thing you've got to get clear in your brain-box. There's three states you can be in, they say:
A cutter can be alive (sort of), where he feels pain, emotion, desire, and all those other terrible mortal things. Or he can be dead, where he's just a cold stiff corpse, pain and simple. His spirit leaves, gets reborn somewhere else, and has to go through the whole process again; what a waste of time! Or, if he gets the balance just right, he enters into a state of Undeath. Here, a body doesn't feel any of the things mortals worry about, but nor does his soul escape and get reincarnated. That's the state the Scourge seek.
So the Scourge while away their time, becoming more and more distant from the mortal world. They eat only when they're wracked with the pain of hunger, and sleep (in coffins) only when they collapse from exhaustion. All the time they try not to hope they'll become like Zhiki, for emotions show they're clinging to mortality. As their minds become more detached, they begin to look at things in a way mortals can't comprehend.
They see the life-lines of other creatures, and understand how they interact. They learn secrets which have been dead for hundreds of years, as if the secrets themselves were once alive and recognise the Scourge as friends. Above all, they seem content that they've mastered one of the great darks of the multiverse. If only they could be persuaded to share it with the rest of the Dustmen...
It's a grim existence in all, but maybe that's what it takes to ascend. It certainly seems to have paid off for some.
Copyright 1997 by Jon Winter
Visionaries: Dherzil Kane
Who helps the Dead to die Properly, and seeks to peacefully Purge the faction of its Unliving
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(Prime / male human / paladin 9 / Dustmen / LG)
Dherzil was mildly surprised at the diverse and perverse nature of the Cage, when he first arrived not three years past. He is now a namer in the Dustmen, a fact that many find hard to believe, what with his noble air and the martial way in which he carries himself. Behind his outward appearance, lies a heart of pain and tragedy, driving Dherzil to the actions that once made him a hero. Here in the City of Doors, few notice or care, especially those emotionless husks in his own faction. 

On his prime world home of Huz, he began his life as the pampered son of a minor lord. Naturally, his interests were directed to a military life, as his homeland, Vegis, was ever besieged by Raxen, a nation of evil dwarves residing in the mountains to the north. Through black arts and dire gods, they produced a race of half-dwarf half human super warriors called the Mulacks.
War and battle were a way of life for Dherzil and his family. In fact, his two older brothers were killed in a momentous battle with Raxen that, though devastating to Vegis, broke the will of the dwarven emperor, giving peace to the surrounding lands for a decade. In this interim, Dherzil grew into a strong young man, well versed in courtly manners, martial prowess, and undying piety to his homeland god, Pejara.
At the age of seventeen, he was chosen to serve Pejara as a holy warrior, and protector of the faith. With relish he accepted the appointment, and immediately set out on expeditions to recover lost artifacts and other church property from the hands of the Raxen dwarves and their Mulacks. His party of knights won renown, and after their commander was killed, Dherzil was appointed his successor.
‘’What do you call a schizophrenic Dustman?
"Lost and found! Geddit?"
- An anonymous bariaur, attempting to be funny
It was then that a great change came to his life. Coming home from his adventures, he found his father's border keep in ruins and the inhabitants gruesomely slain. For miles around the lands reeked a heavy evil air, choked with the cries of ravens, and other less wholesome things. His company searched for weeks for a sign of Dherzil's family, alive or dead, and what they finally found was something horribly in between. Raxen's secret weapon had been unleashed: a slavering army of undead warriors. They had cut through his father's defences, and seized the family, taking them hostage in the keep's twisting catacombs.

When Dherzil saw the results of this unholy army's black rites, he was struck with fear something he had never known before. His father, mother, and two young sisters were transformed to mindless zombies, wandering about the crypts with the other undead, gnashing their teeth for human blood. It was with great loathing that he slew these hateful reflections of his loving family. With ire unbeknownst to his company, he led the charge deeper into the crypts, slaying undead like a demon, the fire of zeal in his eyes. The final confrontation with the lich captain went badly for the company, and only Kane escaped with his life, shoved by a dying comrade through a hazy doorway which had suddenly appeared in the midst of the fight.
He, of course, emerged in Sigil, badly wounded, but hatefully alive. He nursed a sick guilt, both of abandoning his fellow armsmen to the power of the lich, and to the grisly scene of lopping off his own mother's zombie head. Drained of all will to live, he as a shoe in for the Dustmen. Taking on their shades and attitudes, Dherzil quickly became a namer of the Dead, vowing to pass the last of this stage of Death as a guide and protector of those seeking the same.
Dherzil nursed a secret rage at the pact his faction maintained with the undead, and the rumours in that direction of both his own factol, and the undead army he was building. That revelation was the driving force that began his founding and leadership of the Vindicate, a splinter group bent on the easing of the Unliving into their True Death.
The Vindicate
In stark contrast to the emotion of their name, the Vindicate approach their mission as all Dustmen, in quiet unemotional drive, unfettered by the fears of normal mortals. Their methods of tracking down and releasing undead to True Death are humanitarian and gentle in appearance. Dherzil alone still clings to the hatred of his past, unable to quench his emotions and become a true Dustman. However, he maintains the facade, this alone securing his leadership of the Vindicate. 

The Vindicate opposes the views of the common Dustmen, in that they believe undead to be an abomination to the philosophy of their faction. How can the Dustmen teach the power of the path to True Death, when these wayside creatures hover between Life and Death giving concrete proof to the power of Unlife? They command the respect of mortals, who see Death so easily as the end of everything, and the fear of immortals who want to believe that Death is the beginning. Stuck in this eternal intermediate state, the undead are a strong adversary to the beliefs of the Dead. So think the Vindicate, anyway.
The ultimate goal of the Vindicate is to free the Dustmen of this unnatural truce with their adversaries, and thus free the faction of its philosophical block to True Death. The ultimate goal leads directly to their lich factol. Releasing him to True Death is the force that drives the Vindicate to action. Most Vindicates are of a martial slant, like their founder, and active hunters of the Unliving. Though they all still see their own deaths as an event on the road to True Death, their mission is of such importance that none want this Death to end too soon. They see their work as a burden, yes, but a necessary one to freeing the Dustmen of their unnatural obligation to the Unliving.
The chant among those with some dark of the group is that Factol Skall has caught wind of the movement and seeks to end it, soon, before it conflicts with his own plans. Kane has already thwarted two well conceived ambushes, intent on taking the Vindicate's leader on to True Death. One involved a group of Xaositects, who were believed by the Vindicate to be in the direct employ of Skall. The second attempt caught a Hardhead in the crossfire, placing Kane's head on a wanted poster. The Vindicate have recently taken an underground role in their mission to ease the Unliving into True Death, and the chant there is that they plan to reveal some juicy bit of dark about the overall plans of the Dead's Factol and high-up men. Where they came across this information, or exactly how they plan to use it is still unknown. 

Copyright 1997 by Ragboy (aka Paul Wolfe)
Copyright 1997 by Jon Winter, artwork by Chris Appelhans
Thanks to Valdrax for the Dustman quote
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The Taker, the Heartless, the Cruel, Coldbloods
What's mine is mine. What's yours is mine,
unless you take proper precautions."
- Fated saying
Help Yourself...
'Cos I ain't going to lift a finger to aid you. So think the Fated, called 'the Heartless' by many. But they're not all evil; far from it. You'd not call the plane of Bytopia evil now, would you, and locals there have a very similar attitude -- don't rely on charity, because it's fickle. Strive to do things your way, and make others depend on you, so you can call in the favours later. Be generous by all means, but remember that all debts have to be paid in the end. 

Cutters in Sigil fear the Fated as much, if not more than, the Mercykillers. See, the Fated have this knack of remembering things they're owed, and finding ways to take as much of their share as possible. Default on a loan repayment? Better not answer the door when the Fated come knocking to collect it.
On the Prime, they have a saying: "Elephants never forget". Who knows what that's supposed to mean, but in Sigil, they say something else: "A Taker Never Forgets". And better believe it's true.
Introduction: [coming soon]

Philosophy by Numbers: [coming soon]
Movers and Shakers: The Machiavellians
A baatezu studying the politics of power
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Despite being criticised as "Merely stating the obvious" by higher-up baatezu, Borgia (Planar / spinagon male / Fated / LE) has caused quite a stir in the philosophical circles of the Fated. Unlike many of his contemporary philosophers, Borgia ain't interested in explaining the structure of the Planes, the nature of the powers, or what will happen at the end of the Multiverse. In fact, he's most famous for once saying "Piety's a good thing for keeping the masses happy". 

Instead, he's turned his mind to Political power -- how to get it, how to keep it, and how to wield it. All over the planes and the prime, kings and emperors pretend they rule by divine right (everyone knows most powers just ain't that interested) or hereditary necessity. Portions of some of the more contested planes seem to change hands every few weeks, as the prevailing attitude of the inhabitants is swayed by rhetoric or deed. In this climate of political treachery, Borgia put his mind to analysing how anyone could grab power, justify it, and then hang on to it. Borgia's been accused of being cynical, but he just retorts, "No, not cynical. Just realistic!"
He's written a book on the subject, too. It's called "The Prince", and described the ideal Prince. Borgia calls him "Machiavelli", and describes him as a mixture of lion and fox: The fox to recognise traps laid by enemies, and the lion to frighten off wolves. In a dangerous world, he argues, a strong government is necessary -- basically, a dictatorship. In the corrupt political atmosphere, the only way to achieve things is by corruption also: "Any means is acceptable as long as it is effective."
Thus, if you want to be a strong and effective ruler, you have to have a double standard of behaviour; one for yourself, and one for your people. As he says, "All this may sound wicked, but it's just an empirical statement of what goes on in politics, basher! Get used to it!"
Borgia's book is available in the Fated Library, for the budding political animals amongst you, though you might have to fight one of Borgia's disciples (they call themselves the "Machiavellians") to get hold of a copy.

Copyright 1997 by Jon Winter
Cage Rattlers: Llysadia and Collosis
A scheming Drowess with many tiny Eyes in unexpected Places, and a Persuasive servant
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Llysadia and Collosis
Llysadia ( Prime / female drow / wizard 16 / Fated / CE )
Most cutters think that the Rule of Three predicts that there should be three powerful, rich, and dangerous women in the Cage: Shemeshka the Marauder, Zadara the Titan and the Lady of Pain. Well, they're wrong on the last one, 'cause for starters the Lady ain't female, and secondly she ain't rich ('least, if she is she keeps her jink hidden awful well). In fact, there is a third, but she keeps herself very much out of the limelight. Her name is Llysadia, and she's a drow. 

Unlike most drow, Llysadia doesn't come from some dark underground prime hole; she was the matriarch of a spelljamming clan of drow that sailed the Crystal Spheres in a vessel that looked like nothing so much as a gigantic moth. Out in deepest wildspace, the matriarch schemed and plotted with other drow clans, against the Elven Empire and either with or against the Regent of Bral, Prince Andruu, depending on Llysadia's mood. She ruled her clan with an iron claw, for one thing drow fear most than all else is treachery. Llysadia was no exception.
The clan dealt in magic and cut-down spelljamming helms, drawing a great deal of hostility from the arcane, a race of merchants with apparently limitless supplies of gold and artifacts at their disposal. Despite being outgunned, Llysadia built herself a miniature empire of wizards, training her many children in the arts of magic, and investing the proceeds of her trade in helms in buying more ships, magic and hiring more mages. The clan researched and probed the helms for years, finally learning some of the secrets of their creation. Soon, the drow had produced their own versions; not half as powerful, but a damn sight cheaper than the arcane-made helms. With this advantage, Llysadia hoped she could hold her own against the arcane and force the blue-skinned giants to grant her a contract to trade in spelljamming helms.
Things eventually blossomed into a confrontation when the arcane hired two dozen shiploads of giff warriors to smash the drow clan with their swords, pistols and great bombards. Llysadia's mages gave as good as they got (for the giff are not a magical race), and would probably have won out if it hadn't been for a stag-turning daughter of the matriarch. She'd had second thoughts about the chances of her clan winning, so in exchange for her life and a big pile of jink she's sold maps of the drow clan's base to the arcane.
Unable to surprise the giff, and rapidly overwhelmed, the drow were forced to abandon their stronghold. The merciless (and well paid) giff picked off escaping vessels, save for Llysadia's own flitter which she'd cloaked with an invisibility spell. In the chaos, the treacherous daughter was killed (a lesson to all would-be stag-turners), and only the matriarch escaped.
Knowing that she'd be run out of any port she stopped in, Llysadia only had one option left open: emigration to the planes. Being a less clueless prime than most she even knew of Sigil, and had already made elaborate plans for a safe house the Lady's Ward, just in case such an event should have occurred. She's also made provision for a large stash of jink to be hidden thereabouts. Once can never be too prepared.
So, unlike most new prime refugees in the Cage, Llysadia found her feet fast. She knew the way that the cosmopolitan spacer ports worked, and found Sigil, while rather more over-run with fiends, to be otherwise similar. An added bonus she'd not anticipated was that the arcane seemed to be unwilling to enter the Cage for some reason, so she felt relatively safe from further retaliation. Once she'd settled her feet on the ground, she joined the Fated, finding the idea of taking what you reckon you deserve particularly attractive. She's worked her way up in the faction ranks to the position of Chancellor, one of the most powerful tax-collecting bloods. Under her command is the faction's pet marut, Collosis, who the drow uses as heavy muscle to scare debtors into paying up their dues.
Now, it is a natural instinct of most drow to gather a clan around themselves, and Llysadia wished to do just this. The Fated, while a useful tool, weren't controllable enough, so Llysadia wanted something more personal. Trouble was, she felt unable to trust anyone, partly because there were so many unfamiliar faces in Sigil, and partly because of her previous experiences. That's when she hit upon her idea. Rather than have to trust a bunch of evil bashers to do your dirty work, why not use cutters who don't even know you exist? 

That's where Shemeshka and Zadara have gone wrong, Llysadia reckons. While most berks don't know what those two ladies are working on at any one time, everyone knows of their presence in the Cage and that they're behind much that transpires there. The same berks don't have a clue who Llysadia is, or if they do, only know of her because of the work she does for the Fated.
Well, not all of them at least. One blood heard on the razorvine that Llysadia was looking for an opportunity, and came calling. Barren, a marraenoloth pilot from the River Styx, had something to sell, and thought the drow might be interested in it. He wasn't wrong; the drow was indeed keen, and sold the hard-won secret of the arcane's spelljamming helms in return for the marraenoloth's magical sphere.
If you're thinking this sphere must be something really special, you're spot on, berk. In fact, the sphere of authority allows the drow to usurp control of the imp and quasit familiars of evil mages when they're in the Cage. Even Llysadia doesn't know how it works; chalk it up to another mystery of the planes. In any case, when a mage and his familiar enter Sigil, Llysadia can sense it. She's then able to telepathically contact the imp or quasit through the sphere and garnish them with jink or promises of power in exchange for their services. The cutters are free to refuse, but almost never do, because through the sphere's magic Llysadia knows exactly what to offer the little pikes to get their cooperation.
It's generally understood in mage circles that imp and quasit familiars act strangely when they're in Sigil, but none of these wizards know why; they just assume the beasties are scared of the Lady or cagestruck or excited by all the portals around them. Little do these mages realise that the drow Llysadia is watching their every action through the eyes of their own familiars, listening to their telepathic conversations and learning their dark secrets. Even though the familiars could tell their masters at any time what was happening, they don't, because Llysadia keeps them sweet with more jink. Besides, imps and quasits love to pull one over on their masters whenever they get the chance.
Llysadia styles herself as the Imp Empress or the Quasit Queen, according to her mood, though of course nobody else knows about it. She just won't trust other cutters enough to let them into her secret. But with the schemes of many of Sigil's evil wizard population at her fingertips, Llysadia doesn't need friends. In secret, she likes to wear regal robes of fantastic splendour (making Shemeshka's claim to be the King of the Cross-Trade look rather hollow by comparison), and a crown of pure obsidian. Her insect-thin limbs and paper-like skin are ancient beyond most mortals' expectations of longevity, and some bashers whisper that Llysadia's discovered the secret of immortality. In fact she hasn't, but she's pretty sodding old even by elven standards. Her brilliant green eyes still shine with the vigour of youth, however, and her mind's never been sharper.
One of the many mages who she's watching closely right now is the saurial Vaysolar. Through his imp familiar Gynax ( Planar / male imp / HD 2+2 / LE ) the drow has learned that Vaysolar is feverishly working for Garroth the Blinded to discover the secrets behind the celestial weapons that Koe and his band of Upper Planar allies are selling to the fiends. However, the bond between the saurial and the imp seems to be weakening, as if the imp is starting to reject its master. Llysadia has managed so far to persuade it to remain loyal, but it's becoming increasingly costly for her to spy on the mage. (This is actually due to the machinations of the wisdom incarnate Sage on Vaysolar's mind).
Of course, all this jink that Llysadia lays out for her imps and quasits has to come from somewhere. Some still remains from her spelljamming days, and the drow supplements this by skimming a few percent from the taxes she collects (all legitimate expenses, naturally). However, her main income depends on her information-gathering network. Depending on the mage and the nature of the dark, Llysadia sometimes blackmails them, sometimes sells what she's learned on to interested parties (Lu Ruskin is always hungry for chant on wizards and their magical items, and pays good jink), and sometimes sits tight, hoping that the information will appreciate in value with time. So far, she's not been wrong once.
Always eager to expand her imp and quasit network, the drow has opened her coffers for investment's sake. Llysadia owns a significant stake in the Pentacle, and with Lithoss' help has rigged a special subsidy for cutters wishing to hire the Baatific and Abyssal portals for summoning purposes. Llysadia was also the brains behind the public spellbook, which features the find familiar spell so prominently. She hopes to make it easy for young mages to summon themselves imp or quasit familiars that she can contact, just in case one of them turns out to become a high-up later on in life. With summonings of these beasties at the Pentacle at an all-time high, it looks like Llysadia's getting her wish.
Collosis ( Planar / asexual marut / HD 15 / LN )
Collosis, a marut who towers the same height again over most cutters, is a faithful servant of the Fated. Nobody knows exactly how long the marut's enforced the faction's will, but the being's the last resort of the Tax Collectors' office. Rumours abound as to how the marut ended up in the hands of the Fated (some reckon it was taken as payment when some demi-power owed the faction jink, others claim that the Fated are hiring the thing from Rudra himself). Whatever the truth, there are few Cagers who don't quake in their skins when the earthquaking footsteps of the marut shake their cases, and it always gets its way in the end. It was Collosis who forced the parents of the crier of commerce Harys Hatchis to declare their bankruptcy and hand over everything they owed (and though it was later found to be a mistake and the money was, at least partially, returned, Harys never forgave the Fated or the marut).
As Chancellor of the Fated, Llysadia's directly in command of the marut, using it to chance down persistent tax evaders and, sometimes, sods who she simply doesn't like very much. So long as the marut returns with a sack of coins, the Fated don't ask too many questions, apparently. Another prominent tax collector of the faction, the priest Baeneral Pikestaff, utilises Collosis' might more than once in a while, when Llysadia lets the marut out of her sight.

Recently, however, Collosis has been acting uncharacteristically sneakily, vanishing for whole days at a time and performing its assigned tasks with only minimal efficiency. Worried that the mechanical creature might have malfunctioned, Llysadia has spared no expense in hiring the moingo n=n+1 to discover where the problem lies. The moingo hasn't yet picked up on the real dark; the marut ain't defective, it's suddenly got divided loyalties.
In fact, Collosis used to be an enforcer of Aoskar. As the Will of the One's beliefs are causing the dead power to stir, so the marut is feeling urges it thought would never return. With increasing frequency the marut finds itself drawn to the linqua Omott, awaiting commands. The marut also seems to remember the dabus Fell, though the two never did have that much in common when Aoskar was alive. Who can say what will happen if the Signers succeed in their goal? In any case, the Fated will not be pleased when they learn of their once-faithful servant's defection...
In Cage Rattlers:-- Barren, Garroth the Blinded, Lithoss,
n=n+1, Baeneral Pikestaff, Sage, Vaysolar.
In Uncaged: Faces of Sigil:-- Fell (p.36), Harys Hatchis (p.44), Koe (p.52), Omott (p.74),
Lu Ruskin (p.86), Shemeshka (p.96), The Will of the One (p.110), Zadara (p.118).
Cage Rattlers: Baerneral Pikestaff
A heartless Tax-grabbing priest, or a generous Magical toy Collector?
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Baeneral Pikestaff
Copyright 1998 by Belarius
( Planar / male tiefling / priest 6 [Math Mathonwy] / Fated / NE )
"Yeah, I've heard of him. A really friendly cutter, but tight around the jinkpurse, if ya catch my meaning. He's a big tax collector for the Fated. Something to do with wizards who worship some pantheon; the Celtic powers, perhaps. I think I heard he's also a priest.
"But he's a real nice guy. I'll wager a stinger he would be handing his jink to people on the street if he wasn't one of the Heartless. He's probably the most friendly Fated tax collector I've ever seen. Certainly nicer than that dreadful witch Llysadia and her metallic minion."
-- Nally Redstone, a Guardian merchant
Baeneral Pikestaff? There's a knight if I've ever seen one. He's got one half the Cage thinking he's all lovey-dovey, and the other thinking he's just another tax collector. Heh, but he's told me otherwise. Told me he's sick of working as a tax collector, and that he wants to follow in the footsteps of his mentor in wizardly magic, Ramander the Wise, and throw off the shackles of law and order to forge his own fate. I'm not sure he's sincere, as he's still kissing up to those sods in the Temple of the Celts and to the Duke at the Hall of Records. But some of my cell believe him. He even managed to hire some of them out! Anarchists with a boss, I tell you! Weak-minded, the lot of them.
"But that Baeneral's a dangerous cutter, no doubt about it. Chant is that he's both a wizardly and a priestly spellslinger. I never heard of a tiefling pulling off that sort of career change before, but he may be one of 'em. And he's well-lanned, too. Got contacts peppered all over the Cage, just waiting to find some new wizard to tax.

"He's not too big a problem in the end, I suppose. He's just sweet on magic, and easy to please. Just last week he bought some pricey weapon from the Friendly Fiend. Not that he can use it. He just "wanted to study it." What a leatherhead! All that jink wasted on a worthless weapon."
-- Beringe of the Revolutionary League (allegedly)
"Baeneral's my most valuable clergyman. Don't tell those priests of Lugh, but he brings in more jink and more new worshippers to the temple than any of those other craftsmen and street preachers. He's just started to delve into more wizardly sorcery. A little known dark, but most of we priests of Math Mathonwy can cast a wizard spell or three.
"He's a bit too driven, some say. It seems like he's following some of his own pursuits as if they were a holy quest! I heard he's spent thousands of jinx on magical devices and nik-naks. One of old Lu Ruskin's best customers, I hear tell. Don't know where he got it all, and I don't much care. He brings in the jink, and he gathers the flock. Not a whole lot else matters."
-- Mathew O'Malley, head of Math Mathonwy's wing of the Temple of the Celts
"Pikestaff. Now there's a pretty individual. His cat eyes and bariaur horns really set you on edge don't they? Of course, most people are too polite to mention them, but they serve his purpose.
"Yes, he shops here at the Friendly Fiend fairly often. He has a particular fascination with automatons or intelligent weapons. Says he wants to know how they think. He has spent huge sums on the like, but I've heard they aren't good enough. That their minds are too rigid. I've even heard he's willing to pay big money to someone who can get him a scurpyon, one of those clockwork pests from Mechanus. I'm too busy, but maybe I'll get my hands on one someday.
"I'll tell you this much for free, though. He's not the friendly sod he pretends to be."
-- A'kin, the Friendly Fiend
"That sod's a real bastard! He's got everyone all friendly with him, while he robs them blind! I've been following his movements for over a month now. So far he's had at least four people killed, and has embezzled a huge amount of money from his tax collections. And his hickory staff? He's got the name he's got for a reason, as that thing's got a retractable blade in it.

"But he's in cahoots with some odd berks around the cage. Chant is he's working with Za'rafas and his tanar'ri assassins. He's also been seen in the company of that shifty salesfiend, A'kin, and a number of baatezu dignitaries. But that's not the oddest. He's been seen with a unit of three quadrone modrons (The Rogue Unit), in the company of the aasimar Qaida, and cavorting about the cage with some clueless noble who's new to Sigil (Timothy Murone). No one knows where he stands. Next thing you know he'll be doing business with celestials!"
-- Elyssa, Sensate spy among the Fated
"Your total due comes to 50 gold. What? You haven't got that much? By the Lady, I hate it when you do that. Well, you know the rules. I hate doing this, but I'm afraid I'm going to have to ask for your spellbooks. Yes, all of them. Oh, and anything you can pay now will go directly toward your debt. Look, my hands are tied. If the law's unjust to you, talk to Temple. They set it up, not me.
"Hmph. He's a sour sport. Let's see here. Hey, I haven't seen this spell before. Powerful, too. Looks like this one'll take some time for the Hall of Records to process."
-- Baeneral Pikestaff, adding to his purse and his spellbook
G'barr the Heartless -
"There are two kinds of Fated.
The first are those that argue that since
they've worked hard for something, they deserve it.
These kinds don't believe in luck or fortune,
and they strive to be independent.
"The second kind, like myself, argues that if they've taken something,
that act clearly shows that they've earned what they've taken.
We tend to be a bit more ruthless, but hey, who's counting?"

- as the pockets of the listeners are being emptied
Copyright 1997 text by Jon Winter, art by Chris Appelhans
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"We're all gods...Some of us just don't know it yet."
- Factor Ascendol, Godsman
Forging the Chains of Belief


The Believers of the Source have a simple, yet very complex philosophy. They espouse that all cutters are created to improve themselves, to learn new tricks and new darks. When they die, they're recycled souls come around again, learning a little more each time. You might think that was hard to prove, but the Godsmen, as they are called, (for many reckon that after enough learning, a cutter'll eventually get to the top of the ladder and become a power!) love to tinker with memories of past lives. Many of 'em can trace their own soul's history back generations. 

They don't just look backwards though; the Believers are very forward-thinking too. Always planning and pushing themselves to the limit, these bloods make the boldest adventurers, the most diligent workers (bar the Bytopian gnome, naturally), and the hardest thinkers. They certainly made me work to collect this chant on their faction, berk! So here it is. Just ask the mimir...
Introduction: [coming soon]

Philosophy by Numbers: If I Had a Hammer
Philosophy from the factory floor, as a verbeeg overseer explains how what the Believers' really believe relates to her work
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Comments of Alaida Groomshow, verbeeg factotum and mid-shift overseer-the Mold Works: 

It's a beautiful day for creatin', idn't berk? Then again that's the rights of it all, creatin' and shapin'. That's why I'd done come here to the Forge. Makin' beautiful works, like me cast-wrought pots and urns. Them's me babies. Look at the curves and smoothness...Beautiful. The Factol, Ambar Vergrove, says that me urns is the best of the Works; flawless he calls 'em. Not like me, eh?
No sir, me and bloods of my kind aren't pretty. Not sodding Fomori, but close enough. The ugly runts of the giant-kin we are. Reduced to cow-towin' to little folk for a little jink and barely dodging the dead-book for all our effort. Ugly, shunned, and the lot; I know, it sounds a bit rough. But see here little dwindle-legs, the dark of it all is this is just a test. What matters is what inside yer heart and brain-box, that's what goes on ya' know. Just like Ambar says.
That stuff inside ya'; some folks say soul, some essence, some just call it feelings, me I calls it me "bright ore". I say that because its laying there deep within the within like the purest of mit'ril, waiting for some thing to dig it out, shape it, and call it good, or better beautiful. Ambar calls it a Met'four, well that's barmy talk to me but I know its just the same; raw hearts, raw iron -- all jus' waitin' for the smithy. And that smithy is the Source, sendin' and callin' and bringin' us all along. If we shape ourselves and others for good we go up. If we don't we corrode just like iron makin' the rivers bloody. It's true, Styx is red from the soul blood of failures, ask anyone.
Signers think the multiverse revolves around them,
we make it revolve around us."

- Aladia Groomshow
Anyways, all of that is why I help the others when they come to the Forge. I show 'em the best work is hard work. Each berk or cutter comes my way gets the roughest shapin' they ever seen. Like rocks hidin' the ore within, they need to be broke and split open, so that stuff inside 'em can be worked on. Only ya' can't break a body open and expect it stayin' good. So, I just sweat the ore right out of 'em. 

Oh they say things like "O' there, Alaida, me backs about to break," or "Alaida, I've cast twenty pots already, I'll go barmy if I do more," or even "I can't, I can't lift that, I'm a halfling!". The nerve of it! I oversee, that's me job. And me job idn't just the cast pots and urns, no sir, Ambar says its our job to develop each other so I watch me workers and forge them right along. Tho' some of them is just so hopeless, I wish I could grab the Source and hammer 'em flat. Toss 'em in the smelt and start them over maybe they'd come out pretty next time. But berks don't much like that idea, so's I keep it to me'self.
Still once or twice in a long whiles I see a cutter whose got it. That beautiful inner, a strength to fight through the thickest fumbles and come out a'glowin'. And just like me pots I'm proud as a dabus in the Lady's skirt when I see those ones off on their ways. Makes me keep goin' really. Well that and Ambar. He's better with his words than me pots could ever hope for. He's got a soul of shining bright ore and his eyes glow with that light. Oh, don't go sayin' I'd say that of him.
He'd probably say something like, "Oh the ugly giant who makes pretty pots" or… No, he'd say it better, more pretty, someway he'd say ugly pretty. He'd make my 'ideousness sound beautiful. Maybe next time I'll be more beautiful. Maybe next time I won't have a saggy face, and sloppy body; the Source'll send me in a pretty somthin'; an elf maybe or maybes a dove -- doves is pretty. Ambar likes doves.
Now, get to the Forge or give it up an' off to the Gatehouse with ya'!
Copyright 1998 by Christen Sowards
Movers and Shakers: Proof by Ontology
Can one prove the existence or Divinity of the powers by logic alone? Well, there's a debate raging in the Cage right now that's threatening to...
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Proof by Ontology
While the Athar and the Believers of the Source are often as thick as thieves, they're far from agreeing on everything. Take Ontological Believers, for example. They're a vocal section of the Believers, who disapprove of the Athar's denial that the powers are divine, led by Anselm (Planar / aasimar male / priest (Brihaspati) 3 / Believers / LG). This bunch of cutters reckon they've proved that the powers really are divine, using logic. Here's their argument: 

"We say that the gods are the greatest objects of thought. Now, we say that if something doesn't exist, something exactly like it, if it did exist, just by virtue of existing would be greater. So, if the powers weren't gods, we could imagine something greater, namely powers which were gods. Since we can conceive of these greater gods, they must themselves exist, otherwise even greater ones would. So the powers are divine."
"What's so great about existence?"
- Gaunilo, a Dustman, responding to Anselm
This argument might be circular, but then it's only obeying the unity of rings. Of course, it's rubbished by the Athar. Their main philosophical objections to the ontological argument are that knowledge of the essence of the divine is inaccessible to mortal reason, which relies instead on sense experience. Secondly, to argue from the idea of divinity to its existence is wrong, because it's a jump from concepts to existence -- from idea to fact. Finally, the Athar say, the whole point of religion is that mortals have got to have faith for it to be of any purpose. Proving the existence of divinity by logic alone ain't faith at all!
- Kant, a guvner, responding to both Anselm and his critic Gaunilo
"Neither of these otherwise-to-be-respected gentlemen has it correct.
Anselm is in error because existence is not a predicate.
And Gaunilo has it wrong because Anselm's argument is about being, not greatness."

The debate continues...
Copyright 1998 by Jon Winter
Visionaries: Whylo Aristar
Who Succeeded by being Perfect, and is an Inspiration to others who Would-Be-Powers
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(Planar / male tiefling / thief13 / allegedly an Anarchist / NE)
Whylo Aristar probably never did an honest day's work in his life. Part of that probably came from being a tiefling, and another part from growing up in Ribcage; arguably the most corrupt gate town in the Outlands. The third factor in his success as a knight of the cross trade was his vanity. Whylo always wanted to be the best. 

As a child, Whylo bullied other youths and bribed his way into their confidence. He lied, cheated and generally tricked people into liking him, not as a nice person, but as a blood who could always get anything he wanted. He wasn't a particularly smart child at school, so his success came as a surprise to many. Though his tutors never managed to prove it, they always suspected foul play. Maybe Whylo bribed smarter kids to put his name on their exam papers, or maybe he altered the marks afterwards, but he must have done something, because he always came top.
Whylo always liked working with his hands. He was naturally light-fingered, and would've made a good pickpocket. His mind however, was set upon loftier goals. "Why stop with petty crime" he thought, "when grand larceny's so much more profitable?" And so it was that Whylo became an apprentice to the forger know as 'the Quill'.
Forgery proved to be his greatest strength. Whylo rapidly excelled his master at the art, and all of his old teacher's business started to trickle his way. The Quill at first was proud of his prodigy, then jealous, then downright hateful. Whylo anticipated treachery, and got in first, cooking up false evidence that implicated his master in all manner of nefarious schemes. Of course, those papers found their way to the authorities, and thus the threat competition was eliminated.
Over the years, Whylo gained a greater and greater reputation. It's said it was he who supplied Sigil's Anarchists with the documents they needed to pull off one of their grandest schemes: the time they 'proved' the Sensates had been fiddling their inns' tax returns. The Fated nearly started a war when Erin refused to pay up. To this day, it's a bone of contention between the two factions; each still think the other tried to peel them.
Whylo's forgery just kept getting better and better. One time he sold an entire yugoloth legion to a baatezu horde, much to the chagrin of the tanar'ri who were leading them. In another famous peel he kidnapped the entire research project of a Guvner high-up who thought he'd discovered an Axiom. Whylo's agents swapped his papers from some the tiefling'd prepared earlier, and the knight sold the lot to the modrons. 'Course, the version he'd left behind didn't actually work, and caused some embarrassment when the Guvner presented his work to a symposium of the Fraternity's greatest scholars.
Whylo's ambition still wasn't satisfied. He wanted to be the greatest; the very best forger in the multiverse. To be honest, he wasn't that far off it to start with, but he wanted to be the Power of Forgery. Whylo reckoned that if he could peel old Sung Chiang (the self-proclaimed Lord of Thieves) then he'd be pretty much there. So that was what he did.
It took many years for Whylo to draw up the letter. He used all sorts of ingredients that he'd gained at great cost. Well, the cost didn't often fall upon him; he had too many pawns for that. Next he tricked a few mages and priests into waving powerful enchantments over the document. Then he sent it off to Sung Chiang.
It's dark exactly what the letter said, but it's thought it was supposed to be from Mask (a Lesser Power who reckon's he's the Lord of Shadows and Intrigue) challenging Sung Chiang to a contest of theft. It's also dark whether the old Rogue tumbled to it, but witnesses claim Sung Chiang sent an Avatar marching straight off to Mask's Realm to give the upstart an earful.
Did Whylo's plan work? In the sense that Sung Chiang looked mighty foolish, maybe it did. But the forger's not been seen since. Even the chant doesn't agree what happened to the foolhardy blood.
Some say he just got scragged for his past crimes, and he's at Factol Sarin's pleasure in the Vault. Others reckon that Sung Chiang had the sod stolen and Whylo's now enjoying a stay at the Teardrop Palace, for eternity. Still quieter whispers claim that Whylo simply vanished, and he's gone somewhere safe while he becomes a Power.
The quietest whispers are often the most insistent.
The Adamant
The Adamant are a vocal section of the Believers of the Source. The Godsmen as a whole are all about ascending to Powerhood, and the Adamant believe they've found an answer. 

"What's the best way to become a Power?" ask the Adamant. "How about acting like one?"
It's such a simple idea, that many berks never thought of it. Now, acting like a Power doesn't mean you have to speak in a booming voice, build a kip in a really inaccessible place and refuse to talk to mortals. They're trappings that come with the job of Powerhood, not a means to get there.
No, the Powers have got where they are by being single-minded. They've attained the zenith of all they embody; the ultimate in perfection of their sphere. There's no better poet than Bragi, no blood wiser than Brihaspati, and no one sharper with the katana than Hachiman. They've got where they are by being the best at one (or more) trades. So that's the way a body looking to ascend's got to go too; by being perfect.
Gear your life towards your goal; eat, drink and breathe your way to the top. Do nothing that doesn't further your path, and beware of anything and anyone which will hinder you or even push you further away again.
The Adamant've got case studies of many bloods who were the best at what they did, and more often than not these sods simply seem to disappear. They're called 'the Missing', and Whylo's just one of them. Some Adamant have even taken to praying to the Missing, and the chant is they're receiving spells. While none of these Missing sods has been seen with a Realm or even an Avatar, the Adamant say they're due to be the next Powers.
But it's not that easy. The Adamant also believe you've got to be careful exactly what you choose to attain perfection in. Some of the Powers are testy bloods, and take offence if it looks like a mortal dares to challenge their domination of an area of life. Other Powers are more than happy to give a blood a helping hand, and might even take the cutter on as an apprentice or proxy. It depends on the Power. 'Course, if a cunning blood chose an area that no Power claims (though they're precious few these days) he'd have an easier ride to the top.
So the moral of the Adamants is to be your very best. If that's not good enough, then you'll just have to be even better next time. Perfection is everything, and less than perfection means nothing.
Copyright 1998 by Jon Winter
Philosophy by Numbers: A Godsman's Perspective
A talkative barkeep Recruiter explains how the other Factions might not realise it (or like it), but are but Climbing a Common Ladder
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A Godsman's Perspective
Factor Bairinal Qu'thuol, elven barkeep-philosopher, to a curious berk, overheard and recorded for posterity on Voilà!'s mimir... 

In beginning this discussion I find it necessary to remind you that the nature of the Multiverse is to test the individual, not a berk's ideals or his faction; well, not directly anyway. So, as I continue please don't feel I am attacking any group or gathering in specific, but rather the perceptions of the individuals involved within those groups. Got it? This brings us to the first point of my chant, the concept of individuality.
As you know the Believers state that all creation and all consciousness radiates from one Source. Where or when that Source is located is purely academic, but that Source is the key. Each individual is a raw stone hurled out from the source to reach its potential. This potential is reached through the stone's soaring path, its progression, like a rolling pebble being shaped as it tumbles on the seashore. Progression is the point of the multiverse we currently inhabit.
A Bleaker might state that it's all pointless, meaningless. That sod has merely strayed from the pattern. Birth is no more that the culmination of Death -- any petitioner is good proof of this. Life is, of course, the side effect of Birth -- as evident to all of us. Death then nothing more then the end of Life's path -- as even the philosophically limited Dustmen state. This pattern is the way of things, no part more dark or important but each phase and cycle bringing new development to the same individuals from green jellies and stirges to Powers and Fiends. Other berks, barmies, and factions might argue against this.
As to their disagreements I say let us examine their own philosophies, shall we? It will become evident through our discourse that these other Factions are nothing more that distorted views or fragmentary aspects of the chant we've told as truth for ages. For you see, the source provided all things in creation, even thought itself. There for thought itself mimics the pattern of progress. And you'll see cutter, no one really ever gets too far from the truth, or Source if you will.
Firstly, we will take the Athar, while well meaning and driven Terrance and his disciples are merely obsessing over that the fact that indeed the powers are not the end all or be all of authority or power in the planes. While this is totally true they miss the simple fact that the powers are still much further than most any of us are along the ladder. That the powers ain't almighty becomes all that matters to them, and they lose sight of what they are really seeing, where powers truly are. Indeed the phase of being a power is a shining way-station which to aspire to, not a position to mock, tear down, or scoff at. 

Next, I will point to the Xaositects. These cutters feel that all order must break, that randomness is the key to perfection. Again merely a distorted note of the pattern, of course randomness is key to perfection! "Randomness" yields growth experiences that force our own inner divinity to blossom and engulf us. I would assert that chaos is no more than the Source, something so beyond us could easily appear "random" at its most direct. It is merely providing us exactly the situations in which we can choose to better ourselves.
Speaking of self-betterment, only an addle-cove can't make the connection that the Takers are merely berks who've become caught up in the gaining part of progression. Much like the Sensates are given over to glutton in the experience part of progression. These two are nearly tragic in the near-miss passions they have, if they'd only stop and grow from it all, they could leap bounds and bounds ahead.
The Bleak Cabal has reversed the problem, realising the importance of the self without acquiescing that the Forge of the multiverse is acting upon them. Succumbing to the Grim Retreat into mental oblivion becomes their only option. This is no surprise. When one's Forge is the Void, then one can only produce nothingness.
Nothingness. Entropy. Death. The End. Such is the misguided focus of the short-sighted sods in both the Doomguard and the Dustmen. This is so ironic because both of these factions are, essentially, agreeing with our own. The Sinkers assert that the Great Ring must collapse, that all things must succumb to the force of entropy and enter oblivion. This is entirely correct all things must die, of course this is only to be reborn again but the notion holds true for everything making the Doomguard quite correct.
The Dustmen on the other hand; why is it that sometimes someone has to read the book backward? A faction that assert that all things are dead. Its almost silly to argue it, we are clearly very much alive in a physical sense, after all. I for instance, was once a halfling before I was born as the elf sitting before you now. That halfling I once was did in fact die, and therefore I am quite dead in a sense. To focus on this though, I mean really! Then to add upon in the concept of being "more dead"!? When will the sods come to focus and realised all the are doing in becoming "more dead" is moving on to a new life? Indeed "more" anything indicates a progress, again entirely in agreement. 

Also in agreement, though slightly varying in the nature of that agreement is the Triad of Law; the Guvners, the Harmonium, and the Mercykillers. Why would I state that they too agree with the Believers? I'm glad you'd ask. All three of these factions focus on and orderly and attainable perfect goal. For the Fraternity of Order it is Law. The Harmonium espouses Peace. Justice is the aim of the Mercykillers. All three goals are set as attainable. Attainable goals to progress towards. Progression as we've already discovered, is the reason for it all. Much like the other factions already mentioned these three merely fail to apply the very perfection they seek to the entirety of life as opposed to the singularity of the views.
And while on the topic of singular views the Sign of One does spring to mind. The Signers too merely represent the same focus as our faction, if with a touch of egomania and self-obsession. These sods are really just Believers caught in the revelation of their own inner divinity. Caught up in such potential they hardly even try to realise any bit of it.
Similarity the Ciphers don't realise at all, or try not to. Their "Cadence" isn't really more that the developmental energies of the Source rippling through the multiverse and across the Great Ring. The sadness is that the Transcendents don't realise how close they are. They're touching the sodding Source and then refusing to think upon its grandeur? Mind me saying it cutter, but they are blowing the best ladder-rung handed to them yet. All that focus and no direction.
I could go on but I think you're getting the dark of it. Despite their chants otherwise everyone rides on the Wheel of Progress, everyone evolves in the Forge of Existence, and everyone climbs the ladder of Divinity. You might slip and fall a rung, maybe two, but keep at it because the light at the end, well Saints and Proxies berk -- even the Powers dream of it.
Copyright 1998 by Christen Sowards
"So you messed up in your last life? That bad, huh?"
- Kurki, often called the Mad, of the Godsmen,
chatting with a patch of razorvine
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The Guvners, the Law-Makers, the Law-Fools
One Good Law Deserves Another
For the Guvners, Sigil's lawmaking faction, there could never be enough rules. Laws, they reckon, give a body structure in life, telling him what he can, can't, shouldn't and should do in any given situation. They remove the problematic tasks of decision-making and moral quandaries. "If everyone followed Our Laws," they say, "the Multiverse would run smooth and sweet." 

It ain't all blind obedience and compulsion, though. See, if a cutter figures out the natural Laws of the Multiverse too, then he'll not only understand how to follow them better, but he'll also know what loopholes exist. Some Guvners have discovered and exploited these loopholes, granting them strange and useful powers, like magic, but not. One factor's reportedly able to open his own portals, another can slip into the Astral Plane at will...
'Course, all this provokes howls of laughter from Xaositects who're watching closely. "The Guvners only study Laws so they know how to break them!" they shout. Fraternity factioneers are quick, perhaps too quick, to deny this, of course -- that would be bad publicity...
Introduction: [coming soon]

Philosophy by Numbers: [coming soon]

Movers and Shakers: Jimmy Stitches
A bizarre Guvner who dangles from Puppet strings, and Knows far more laws than he's Telling
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Jimmy Stitches
When you firmly believe that laws govern all actions, that every instance of existence is all controlled by a set of master rules, free will becomes an illusion at best. 

There are laws that govern the motion of a body falling through the Astral. There are even laws that govern how a blood can get from one side of Limbo to the other. Even the notion of Chaos restrains apparent chance to a set of rules who's scope is beyond the grasp of any intellect.
It then also seems logical that one knew the circumstances surrounding enough events one could predict to a level of accuracy the outcomes of these actions. However, if one knew the circumstances surrounding EVERYTHING, (perhaps this person is the Lady herself?) then they would know exactly how any event would come to pass with perfect accuracy.
The entire notion of freewill is an illusion: Your choices are merely the result of circumstances set in motion long before your existence was even preordained. We're all merely puppets on the strings of cosmic laws.
"You may do one of three things:
One: Surrender.
Two: Die.
Three: Renounce your beliefs."
- Guvner, to a cornered Anarchist
"Four: This!"
- The Anarchist, swinging his sword
Or so believes one, Jimmy Stitches, Guvner philosopher extraordinaire, and some would say resident barmy of the Cage. Stitches is a tall gangly man, with long white tangly hair. Is dark brown eyelids hide beneath his heavy set eyebrows, which complement his bulbous nose. His lips are black and dead in colour, stitched together with brown leather straps, as his eyelids are stitched to his cheeks. 

To his arms and legs and head are heavy strings which reach up seven feet above his head affixed to a heavy wooden cross, which dangles in mid air, as if daring gravity to invoke its laws and pull it down.
Rumour has it, his lips were sealed by the Lady herself because he understood the truth behind her power.
Others believe he just went mad and mutilated himself, because he could not stand the sight or taste of a world he could not change.
Still others believe he is Aoskar, a public spectacle designed by the Lady to torment him for eternity.
Regardless of the truth, he has not starved for lack of a mouth, and never bumps into anything. He is known to dance along the roof tops, and weave crowns of razor vine without ever hurting himself in any way. He plays upon the world like an actor on a stage, blind and dumb, but certainly not deaf.
Maybe the answer is just to listen? One thing is certain, Jimmy ain't telling...
Copyright 1997 by Randir
Movers and Shakers: The Literalists
Purity of Law ain't the only thing bothering this Guvners -- he's aiming for purity of language too...
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The Literalists
An excerpt from a speech made in the Trianym by Gharia Vhisten ( Planar / female bariaur / P5 / Guvners / LN ), a rising light in the Fraternity of Order: 

"We must always express ourselves with perfect precision, for to fail to do so is to deceive those who listen to us, and to admit imprecision of thought. We cannot allow ourselves to be marred by the inaccuracies of metaphor and simile.
"Purity of language is the ultimate aim of the Literalists. To this end, all words in all languages must be catalogued, and all those with the same meanings equated. We can then remove all synonyms and false meanings, and obtain a language of beautiful purity, spoken by all. Absolute explicitude is of paramount importance. Any variation of meaning - observe I do not say 'shade' - must be removed to improve and render perfect our ability to express ourselves. There can be no place for inaccuracy.
"The slang in this toroidal city is a pathetic example of the inability of people to express themselves correctly. It is as if sentients possess a counter-intuitive desire to spoil their dealings with inclarity and imprecision. The so-called cant of Sigil is a deliberate attempt by the underclass to prevent themselves from being understood.
"I propose a single language for all worlds, that expresses all sensible thoughts perfectly, with no room for any possibility of deception. Ultimately, such a language could order the thoughts of all creatures everywhere, enabling them to think as I do. Any creature could then communicate with any other. That is our aim and that is our method."
Copyright 1997 by Alex Roberts
Visionaries: GrandMaster Lorill
Who wants to Learn the Rules, and make Sure he Plays by them...
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GrandMaster Lorill (Prime / male elf / wizard 9 (Geometer) / Bureau Chief B3 of the Guvners / LN)
It's been around for a long time, and it's entirely likely that it'll be around for a long time more. What? The game of chess. It's the favourite of many a tactician or general, gambler or high-up, and it's even said the powers themselves like to partake in a game or two. Except of course, they use real live pieces. 

GrandMaster Lorill is one of the finest players of chess that the multiverse has ever seen. The chant goes that he beat Bes (the Egyptian Power of Luck) at a match once, and perhaps most surprising of all, he's still alive to tell the tale. Still, that's not why he's mentioned here.
Lorill joined the Guvners because he loved laws and rules. He was one of those bloods who liked to know where he stood. He wanted everything to be predictable and in its proper place. Now that's all very well when it comes to society; it's easy to impose and enforce laws, and change 'em if they don't seem to be working. It's also possible to catch those who break laws and punish them, either to deter others from trying to bob the social order or merely remove the offending sod.
But society ain't the only thing with laws. Nature's got rules and regulations too, it seems. Being an elven exile from a forest-covered prime world meant Lorill thought a lot about nature, too. Most bashers put these immutable laws down to the powers, follow the ones the priests tell 'em to, and that's that. Well, that wasn't 'that' enough for Lorill.
See, there's so many priests and powers that a basher must choose between. Pick any one power and his set of rules, and there's a thousand other laws you're breaking. Tried to follow all the laws of all the powers, and you'd only find that half of 'em contradict each other so you can't even do that. And there's no way of knowing which power's got the right laws, right? (Course, if there were rules about who you could and couldn't worship that'd be different, but there ain't). 

That convoluted logic was what led Lorill to his conclusion: the Powers don't make up the rules of the multiverse; they're bound by 'em too. That's why the deities require mortal worshippers and are barred from the Prime right? That's just two examples of laws even the powers can't shake off.
Whoever wrote the rules, Lorill reckoned, wasn't anywhere to be seen manipulating them any more. Out of sight, out of mind, right? That was when he hit upon the analogy with chess. Maybe, he reasoned, the multiverse could be likened to a massive chessboard. Sure, it'd been said before, but only as a metaphor when mortals wanted to describe how important the powers were. But what if it actually were true?
Chess pieces generally don't argue with the player who's manipulating them, and they don't usually understand the reason they're being moved in the way they are. Imagine it from the point of view of a black pawn. Does the poor sod realise why he's always fighting the white army? Does he understand why he can only walk forwards, never backwards? Or why a knight moves in an "L"-shaped path? No. That don't make him any less useful to the player though, does it?
But what if the pawn could think for himself? Would he see and know things the player couldn't? Lorill found that when he empathised with his pieces when he played, felt their fear and adrenalin as they battled, and desperation to be victorious, that he enjoyed the game of chess all the more. And he also found he won much more frequently. Were they really alive, or did these little wooden spirits exist only in his mind, when he though about them?
Lorill began to wonder whether this discovery could hold a greater place in the multiverse.
The Players
Lorill's been the head of the Bureau of Strategic Tournaments in the Guvners for nearly fourteen years. In that time, he and his staff have stumbled across some great darks. They reckon that the whole multiverse is just a game, pure and simple. Of course, any game has its rules (or else it'd be unplayable), so they're self-assigned mission is to figure out what the rules are. Then they'll know how to follow, or more importantly, avoid 'em. 

Players who begin to grasp the dark often come to same terrifying conclusion: if the multiverse is a game then are they themselves pawns? Do they control their own destinies? Chess pieces certainly don't. Could this analogy be drawn to themselves? Do the creatures that reside in the multiverse have a free will, or is there every action being decided upon by some outside observer; some 'Great Player'? Does the multiverse only exist for the pleasure of more powerful creatures than themselves? Is there a referee to catch cheaters and make sure the rules aren't broken, and what happens when they are? What sort of twisted mentality would play games with reality?
However, these doubts are of less importance to the Players than finding the rules themselves. It's vital to figure out what they are, then the Players will be able to play properly, for themselves. After all, life might just be a game, but it's real too, so it's important that you play as hard as you can!
The Law of Quantisation is the first rule, or rather, observation, that the Players have made. It's a curious and inexplicable one at that. With careful measurements, surveys and calculations, they've ascertained that the aptitudes or mortals bear certain quantised characteristics. In plain language, that means it's possible to rank the abilities of mortals by whole numbers. The Players reckon you can be 'this' strong, or 'that' little bit stronger, but you can't have a strength in between. Similarly, you can be this agile or that agile, but not halfway. 

They really don't understand this strange law of nature yet, but they've been busy ranking all the aptitudes and statistics of every creature they can get their hands upon. So far they've found six, but there's no telling where this might end.
In a similar vein, observation of many hundreds of combats has revealed that no matter how proficient a warrior is, he can never successfully hit an enemy more than 95% of the time. The reason for this peculiar occurrence is completely unknown, but the Players bet its got something to do with the Rules...
Most of the other Guvners scoff at the barmy notions of the Players. Of course they've got free wills! Nobody imagines them or controls their lives! That sort of talk sounds more like the Signers that the Guvners. Still, for all the bluster, more than one Guvner has had doubts. Could they really all be just part of a game?
Copyright 1997 by Jon Winter
Movers and Shakers: Factol Hashkar's Proverbs
Being a Collection of Factol Hashkar's more easily-remembered Proverbs Concerning Life on the Planes
"These are, of course, heavily abridged versions of the proverbs used on Mechanus..."
1. "Do not Forcibly Propel All of your Fragile Ova which you Regard as your Property, Especially Toward a Single Wicker-work Receptacle which is Probably Ill-Equipped to Contain your Entire Supply of Such Comestibles, Taking into Account Volume, Variation in Volume and of Course Fragility."
2. "A Singular Grouping of Repetitive Motions Involving the Dexterous Manipulation of a Sharpened Metal Length Incorporating an 'Eye' (term used advisedly) into its Basic Design and a length of Vegetable-based Thread at the Propitious Temporal Location Remedies the Possibility of There Being a Need For Nine Such Groupings of Repetitive Motions."
3. "The Act of Explaining the Functions, Purposes, Application and History of any Particular Given Activity or Set of Activities Is as Valuable A Usage of Time As The Attempt by Patient Tuition And Rigorous Instruction to Cause The Mother of One's Mother (or Father) to be Versed in the Internal Clearing of An Item Resembling or Existing as A Fragile Ovum By Means of Inwardly-Drawn Gases." 

4. "It is Advisable to Refrain from the Planning and Practice of the Premeditated Examination, Evaluation and above all Renumeration of All the Domesticated Avian Life-forms Not Exceeding Two Feet in Height Which one Regards as one's Own Property, with All Rights thereof, Prior To a Reasonable Temporal Interval when All such Avian Beings can be Said to have Reached a Satisfactory Level of Maturity Demonstrable by the Emergence of Immature Domesticated Avians from their Fragile Ovulatory Casings."
5. "A sizable Quantity of digitally Gifted Extremities (Preferably within the Interval 15>h>5, where h represents Such an Extremity or Quantity of Extremities, and the Other Values denote the Preferred Interval) can be Said to Possess, Induce or Introduce the Quality of altering a Given Task set before a given Individual, in Such a Way that the Task can be Accomplished in a more Expedient and Efficient Manner, allowing a More Profitable Expense of Time, Thus attributing the Quality of 'Ease' or 'Lightness'." 

6. "It is more advisable to associate oneself with a fiend (and especially a baatezu) with whom one is familiar in a business transaction or political manoeuvre than with one that one does not comprehend or with whom one is less familiar."
7. "When Considering the Merits, Causes, Consequences and Further Consequences of a given Circumstance or Set of Circumstances, it is Truly Stated by the Populace at Large that Relief or Reprieve from the Stresses, Tribulations and Taxes of such a Circumstance or Set of Circumstances, no matter how Small, could well be Considered an Event or Collection of Events that One should regard with Gratitude, Appreciation and All Due Respect for One's Fortune." 

8. "The Practice or Contemplation of Practice of the Examination of the Oral Cavity of an Equine or indeed Equinoid Animal with the Intent of Ascertaining the Age of the Equine or Equine Animal by the Examination, enumeration and Evaluation of its Dental Capability could well be considered Impolite, Paranoid or Indeed Foolish when one takes into Account the Fact that one Received said Creature at no personal Cost Whatsoever."
9. "An Avian or avianoid Organism, whether Domesticated, Wild or Feral, even if in a Quantity of size One, when held or otherwise Restrained in a Digitally Gifted Extremity, can be Considered to be of greater Worth than an Equal or even Greater quantity of such Avians which are stored in a Hedge, Topiary, Bush or Ornamental Shrub, when one Considers that in the First case of Affairs the Avian or Avianoid Organism is in fact in one's Possession, whereas in the Second Case the Avians are in no-one's Possession, especially one's Own." 

10. "In Many Cases, when Considering Capabilities afforded the Recipient, a Plausible Hypothesis has been posed by Knowledgeable Biologists (citing the Ettin and the Aoskian Hound as examples) that when Considering Matters of a Capital Nature, to whit those Concerning the Brain, Cranium and all Relevant Sensora Apparatus, that a 100% surplus in that Particular Faculty can be said to be more Desirable and indeed Superior to the Standard Requisite amount."
11. It has been hitherto maintained in a vernacular and dialectic form that there is nothing that is so peculiar as sentient beings, and it has subsequently been rationalised and deduced by rigorous induction that this is indeed the case. 

12. "When One finds Oneself in a Position in one's Existence that Denotes that one's entire Strategy may in fact possess a Flaw or Number of Flaws, when dealing with a specific Problem which in all Probability is Embodied in an Adversary or Organisation of Adversaries (by which I mean an Organisation devoted to subjecting a given Group's existence to adverse Conditions, rather than an Organisation devoted merely to Adversity, such as the Xaositects), and that such Flaws could threaten one's Well-being or continued Existence, it may be considered Advisable to discard one's present Strategy, whether Temporarily or Permanently, in Favour of a different Tactic, Resembling more closely the Modus Operandi adopted by one's Adversaries."
Here's what those Proverbs really mean,
in case you were having difficulties...
1. Don't put all your eggs in one basket. 

2. A stitch in time saves nine.
3. Don't teach your grandmother to suck eggs.
4. Don't count your chickens before they're hatched.
5. Many hands make light work.
6. Better the devil you know.
7. Be grateful for small mercies.
8. Don't look a gift horse in the mouth.
9. A bird in the hand is worth two in the bush.
10. Two heads are better than one.
11. There's nowt so queer as folk.
12. If you can't beat 'em, join 'em.
Copyright 1997 by Phil Smith, Alex Roberts
"Do not Forcibly Propel All of your Fragile Ova which you Regard as your Property, Especially Toward a Single Wicker-work Receptacle which is Probably Ill-Equipped to Contain your Entire Supply of Such Comestibles, Taking into Account Volume, Variation in Volume and of Course Fragility."

- Factol Hashkar of the Guvners
[thought you And was bad Scramblespeak!]
Copyright 1997 text by Jon Winter, art by Chris Appelhans
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The Hardheads
Look Out! There's a Hardhead Patrol on the Way!"

You want to join our cause? Think this way."
- Tonat Shar, inducting a new member
into the Harmonium
"Move along, berk, nothing to see Here"...
The Harmonium are usually touchy when you start asking questions. More often than not they'll try to clap you in planar mancatchers if you start trying to record their speeches into mimirs. Nobody really knows why the law-enforcing faction of Sigil's so jumpy these days, but there are plenty of wild theories. 

Some cutters reckon the Hardheads are worried they'll be displaced from Sigil when the next sect with enough power challenges them. See, the Harmonium are a pretty new faction as these things go, and they haven't had so much time to build up power bases on the planes as other groups. Add to this the fact they're making themselves pretty unpopular by enforcing the laws of the Cage, and you come up with a pretty grim conclusion...perhaps the Hardheads think they're an easy target.
A casual observer would probably laugh at this notion, after all, the Harmonium are the most prominent faction in the Cage, especially now they've established a secondary headquarters in the Hive (as SIGIS reports). But some touts reckon they're spreading themselves a bit thin. The Communals, the Expansionists and the Ring-Givers all have their greedy eyes on the Cage, and any one of 'em is a potential threat to the Harmonium.
Perhaps this is why, as the dark whispers go, the Harmonium are trying to weaken other factions on the sly. Many a rumour's gone round the Harmonium are actively trying to drive the Indeps out of the Cage by harassment and persecution. It seems to be working...there are fewer Free Leaguers hanging around the Bazaar these days, anyone will confirm.
Or perhaps the Harmonium are worried about something else. Strange things have been happening on Arcadia, recently. Berk, it's a gossipmonger's paradise...
Introduction: [coming soon]

Philosophy by Numbers: [coming soon]

Visionaries: Tomis Oathmaker
Who forces Creatures to Conform to their Natural Stereotypes
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Tomis Oathmaker (Prime / male human / paladin 9 / Mover Three of the Harmonium / LG)
Tomis is a paladin, a human of faith, dignity and diligence. Some call him a great man, one of the greatest. Others call him a racist bigot. 

To inspire such diverse comments isn't rare for a high-up in the political minefield of Cage, but to garner such divided loyalties from one's own faction is a little more unusual. Especially when you consider the fact that Tomis Oathmaker's a Hardhead.
Tomis's history leaves bitter memories in the minds of many. He was born and raised on Chavella, a Prime with a world-spanning Empire. The world had a delicate balance of power, where humans ruled in a grand council alongside elves and orcs. The politics weren't split along the lines of race as you might expect, but with ever-shifting coalitions. Unions and factions'd been outlawed, as everyone was supposed to choose their own way in life. On paper, it could've been paradise, but in practice it was hell.
Senators would ally with one another as the mood suited them, and attempt to twist every situation to their own advantage. It was impossible to trust anyone, unless you'd blackmailed them personally. Even then there was always the threat that someone'd blackmailed them more effectively than you.
No matter what attempts were made to bring the situation under control, the Senators steadfastly refused to join any kind of political party. Every man worked for himself; it was more profitable that way. There was too little trust left for anyone to work with another body for longer than it took to find a better deal elsewhere.
"Sir, we can't prove he did anything..."
- Newly recruited Harmonium patrol member to his commander
"So? What's your point?"
- Commander's Response
It couldn't last forever, of course. The Empire had no identity, and there were no figureheads for bashers to follow. It didn't take much for it all to erupt into civil war. But even then, it wasn't a normal civil war. There were no sides for sods to choose; it was every berk for himself. 

Millions must've died at the hands of their fellows. There was no means of stopping the conflict, since there was no-one willing to stand up and try; it was simply too dangerous. Those who did were assassinated or just got lost. The climate was jealous and the rivers ran with the blood of men killed by bashers they had no quarrel with.
Tomis had to leave. He was one of the few who managed. See, portals and planar travel weren't widely know on Chavella; it was one of those backward little worlds with no place in the grand scheme of things. Nobody cared about it. Nobody except Tomis, that was.
The blood prayed to the one Power of the Empire; the others'd been made illegal long ago, before the citizens had the freedom of choices. For a long time Tomis went unheard, then one evening he had a dream. His Power showed him a way out of the madness, another place to go. She showed him a portal.
And so Tomis ended up in Sigil.
The skills which so endangered his life on Chavella made the paladin a most valuable commodity. He was a great orator, an inspired leader, and he had a vision. It was one that was heard by many in the City Barracks, and it was one that many of them found they could believe in. Tomis rapidly became a Mover of the Harmonium.
The Conformatists
Tomis' bitter experience has given him a lot to say. He believes passionately in the order of society; in a world where some of the choices have been made for a cutter, but others are left open to interpretation. He thinks that too much or too little choice is a bad thing. Above all, he believes in the power of stereotypes. 

See, the politics on Chavella could've been very different if berks could've relied on something. Sure, there's belief in an ideal, but beliefs can change. Old allies can become enemies, and those you trust turn against you. Minds can be changed easily.
Bodies cannot.
The Conformatists believe a body should act in his own nature. Elves should behave like they were made to, as elves. Orcs are orcs, and no amount of make-up'll alter that simple truth. Never trust a baatezu, 'cos they'll betray you if they can possibly find a way; that's the way the saying goes. And it's the truth too.
If a creature sticks to those of its own kind, then all's well and good. Elves mate with elves, bariaur with bariaur, and slaad with slaad. If you slip up, the balance gets upset, and someone suffers. See how tieflings and half-elves get treated like outcasts by their own blood? That's because they should've never been born in the first place.
The Conformatists don't see themselves as racists. They don't hate dwarves, aasimar or halflings any more than the next blood, they just want a cutter to behave like he should. If you know tieflings are untrustworthy then you don't trust 'em. Simple as that. It's the tieflings who don't act right; they're the ones who cause the trouble.
So, stick with your stereotype, they say. After all, that's why they're there, right? They must be true, otherwise they'd never have been noticed in the first place. Fate is fate, berk, and no amount of manoeuvring's going to change that.
All this just leaves one final problem. How's a human supposed to act? There's no one stereotype for them, of all the races, so what's a berk to do? Some Conformatists (the human ones) take this as a licence to act how they like, and until a stereotype comes along, then that's the group's line. Others seek this stereotype; it's a matter of perspective. Whatever ends they seek, the Hardheads of the Conformatists are some of the most stubborn berks a cutter'll ever meet.
Still, for all their protestations that they do like the other races really, the fact remains that almost all the Conformatists are human. What's more, the group's frowned on by many other bloods in the Harmonium, let alone the other factions. It seems other races don't like being pigeon-holed like that. Their loss, say the Conformatists.
Copyright 1997 by Jon Winter
Visionaries: Imam 'abd ar-Rahman
Who punishes Beliefs, not Actions
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Imam 'abd ar-Rahman (Prime / male human / cleric 9 (Moralist) / Mover Two of the Harmonium / LN)
'Abd ar-Rahman hasn't always been the stern moralist priest we know and fear today. As a youth he was known as M'hand and plied the not-so-honourable trade of wrecker, luring merchant ships onto reefs around his native island of Lzaier, on a remote prime world. One day however, as he was exploring the wreck of a rich ship from the north, he heard the moans of an old man. He approached stealthily and unsheathed his djambiya, but as he was about to slice the throat of the old man, their gazes met. M'hand saw such goodness that he just dropped the blade and kneeled down in front of the old man. 

From that day on, he acted as guide, bodyguard and disciple to the old 'alim. Under his guidance, he soon learnt how to read and write (for he was a bright pupil) and he acquired much holy knowledge about the Loregiver and Enlightenment.
The years passed, and M'hand finally became an acclaimed scholar of the Loregiver, and a much revered moralist priest. He took on a new name, 'abd ar-Rahman, and started wandering his world to bring Enlightenment to those in the need. He gained many converts and proselytes to his cult, and eventually gained the title of Imam. As such, he was now always accompanied by a strong following of pilgrims, acolytes and farisan.
One day, as they'd landed on an unknown island south of the known lands, Imam 'abd ar-Rahman spotted a cave entrance which seemed to have been made by mortal hands. He entered the cave with a handful of farisan, and they soon found a set of stairs going down. The stairs led them to an old, bronze portal that they managed to open. Of course, the portal was just that -- a portal -- and Imam 'abd ar-Rahman was unknowingly holding its key (a burning bit of wood) in his left hand. He and his farisan entered the portal and were transported to Sigil.
"Stop that! You are setting a good example,
and you'll lower everyone else's self esteem."
- Rridna, a barbazu Hardhead
Imagine the bewilderment of a group of pious men suddenly finding themselves in the midst of a stinking, motley crowd of men of dubious aspect and scantily clad women! They immediately turned back and tried to enter the portal again, but it was raining in Sigil that day, and the torch was put out. 

Nevertheless, Imam 'abd ar-Rahman managed to get accustomed to the Sigilian ways and became a factor of the Harmonium (whose philosophy best suited his moralistic views). Eventually, he managed to get assigned to the Outer Planes (for he hated Sigil and wanted to leave the Cage) and held various appointments on Arcadia and Mount Celestia, where he met Formigoni, a fellow Hardhead and prime; they became close friends.
Imam 'abd ar-Rahman and Formigoni had a feeling the Harmonium was too soft on trespassers of the laws, and especially on sinners. They soon formed a small 'fraction' of the Harmonium whose aim was to track down sinners and punish them. Formigoni even located a proper place for punishment on Baator, and they shared their task: Imam 'abd ar-Rahman was to find the sinners and judge them, and Formigoni was to carry out the punishment on Baator. Things went along smoothly for some time, but Imam 'abd ar-Rahan noticed that his friend was becoming more and more obsessed with the way sinners got punished and not the reason why they were being punished. Eventually, their 'fraction' split and Formigoni's followers became an evil sect known as the Punishers. On the other hand, 'abd ar-Rahman's followers stayed within the Harmonium, but they've had ever less interaction with fellow Hardheads since the fraction's split. Today, they're known as the Inquisition, and are based on Buxenus.
The Inquisition
The Inquisition (they also call themselves: The Enlightened) have a mission: To track down sinners, to bring them to Buxenus to Imam 'abd ar-Rahman who judges them for their sins. The sinners are then handed over to fellow hardheads when they're deemed "recoverable" or given to the Red Death for punishment. Most people in the Harmonium's 'reeducation camps' were arrested by the Enlightened, but since these camps are slowly being taken over by more by-the-book Hardheads, the Inquisition is looking again for new headquarters and for a new playground: The Prime Material Plane. 

Well, it seems that Imam 'abd ar-Rahman's getting sterner with age, and he has decided that the Inquisition shall focus on Primes from now on. He is training recruits to set up secret bases on any prime world they can have access to and to bring enlightenment to its inhabitants - ie: to seek out the sinners and punish them.
That is the current situation. Given the vastness of this new task, the Inquisition could just disappear. Equally, they might well become a major force within the Harmonium or even break away from their mother faction and become a sect centred on the Prime.
Copyright 1997 by MC Gianni Vacca
Cage Rattlers: Havrm Ghex
A loyal Hardhead, or a 'Loth-garnished stag turner?
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Special Investigator Havrm Ghex
(Planar / male human / fighter-thief 10 / Harmomium / LN)
Though little is known about Mover Three Special Investigator Havrm Ghex (not even his real name), it is evident that the Harmonium are now flaunting this "super enforcer" before the noses of the malcontents and legal deviants of Sigil and even the Outlands.Though all of his early Hardhead career is shrouded in extreme deep under-cover work, the only outward indication of his skill as an investigator is coloured by disinformation surrounding the Cadre case. Even his replacement, Christopher Verdue, has been quoted as saying, "He's an enigma. Working from an agenda that neither I, nor many of my colleagues, are privy to." 

Be this as it may, what follows are accounts of the life and power of Havrm Ghex, one-time adventurer, spy, and some say warrior in one of the Blood War's most notorious engagements, the Razor Offensive. Now, by all accounts, a mundane special investigator for under-cover operations in Sigil.
-- Compiled by Gept Ouyn, information broker
-- From an anonymous letter 
"...I ran with that blood when we were both squibs in the Hive. He was called a lot of things, but mostly we called him Dove, on account of the birthmark. He was a peery blood even back then, always getting some scrape on a high-up, which would set us all up in jink, ya know... No matter what they called him, though, he was never no dove. He'd jump a berk in a Abyssal minute ."
* * *
-- The Ballad of the Seven, an epic poem by Urigh Pentavalo
"The day was surely lost

and the night too soon to come

But for that man, his sword arm strong

his brow creased with the Dove.

Into the Void the seven went

Evil the chil'ren Gith

Onto the dead backs of the gods

Against the chil'ren Gith.

One came back to tell the tale

His brow creased with the Dove."
* * *
-- From the journals of Zeek Pina, Blood War mercenary/veteran
"That was one Hell of a day, so to speak, and Dove was the linch pin. His knife in the back of that succubus bitch put the peer in those fiends, and we drove them back to the soddin' Abyss. Strange, though, I never saw Dove after that, but Yeml said he saw him speaking with the 'loth afterwards. The one that had commissioned the raid not sure of its name."
* * *
-- From the Principles behind the Razor Offensive, Chapter 13: The Trials of the Severed, by Ach'likakh Yil U 
"Once the yugoloth high-ups fell, what was left was a group of disenfranchised mortals, humans and half-orcs mostly, with a smattering of the plane-touched, still under contract to support the offensive. They had been moulded into an elite strike force, by the end of the offensive, coordinating magical, aerial, and mounted ground attacks with unerring perfection. The mind behind the Severed was a plain human warrior, called Dove by his troops. He ruled the group by strength of arms and sheer personality. 

But, near the end of the Razor, even he had lost his will to fight. So, Dove led them on their last battle, to escape the contract they had all signed with the yugoloth that had commissioned the Severed. His name was unspeakable, and was most often called the Unnamed. For the next six months Dove led his men on a running guerrilla war against their employers which took them across the Lower Planes, the Outlands, and finally, to the heart of Sigil. What has prevented the vengeance of the Unnamed from these men is beyond even this author."
* * *
-- From Harmonium recruiting report: RR1098-1025-001
"Recruit Ghex <PERSONNEL FILE: 1098-1025> is a natural leader, and also a natural mole. Please consider him for Operation Heavy Hand <Operations Report: Not Available>, once his training is complete."
* * *
-- From Ghex's early personnel file, Progress Review PR: 1098-1025-250
"Ghex is adapting well to the Heavy Hand <Operations Report: Not Available> team. He has proven himself as a deep cutter, and has been promoted to assistant coordinator of the Closing Net project <Project Report: Not Available>. Be advised, surveillance can cease. File should be moved to Location Black. All communique should use this protocol"
Chant on the Street
-- Bubber caught in one of Ghex's operations
"He can look like anybody. As slippery as a slaad, when he wants to be. It's not magic, either, blood, he's just got some power to change his face. He's not a shape-shifter, definitely not, but you could stand at his nose, and swear he was who he's made up to be."
* * *
-- Another bubber thought to be associated with the Severed
".. he got in too deep, is the chant. He started sympathising with the cell's aims, 'cause they had some dark on the Blood War. Something to do with his past...some unresolved issue. Nah, wasn't a woman, it had to do with this 'loth...don't recall its name, but Ghex had it over a barrel once, and now it was looking for some return on the favour. Chant goes that Ghex's set up a big operation that'll shut the 'loth completely down here in Sigil... Outlands too, sooner or later. He's got zills, I'll give him that"
* * *
-- Unknown Harmonium namer
"Ghex? Sheeesh, he's as likely to turn stag on the Hardheads as the Lady is to join them. He's an operative, berk, not a turncoat. He's knee-deep in the Red Cell right now. They don't even know they've been tagged yet. When Ghex gets in, it's all over, berk. They'll pay the music real soon I expect"
* * *
"Bundo" of Red Cell
"Nah berk, you got it all wrong. It was us that had Ghex on a string. He had a history, see, with the fiends. Nah, he was in deep with all of 'em. 'Loths, Pit Fiendshe gave them all the laugh, but they've been waiting for 'im, see. He cut this deal with a 'Loth that hired him and a crew of toughs out to Yann'ich, the Pit Fiend. They were to bob this mimir from the Abyss under the cover of the Razor Offensive. Only, this was the Granddaddy of all Mimirs. The chant goes that this glass Balor's skull held all the knowledge and all the belief of all the planes. Everything, berk. I know it sounds like fhorge sod, but I'm givin' it to you straight. The chant goes on that Ghex found it, then turned stag and gave them all the laugh. His whole crew has never been seen since, and neither's this Balor's brain-box. That 'Loth came to us with an agenda, my blood. He played all sides agin' the middle and had everyone running around like chaos imps. We drew in Ghex for this 'loth and the dark is that 'loth got what he came for. No, ether-brain, not the mimir, he got Ghex...the living part of him anyway...No chant on the brain-box, but that sounds like pure screed to me."
In Cage Rattlers:-- Christopher Verdue
Ghex's name also often appears in SIGIS.
Try issues 8, 9, 11, 12, 13, 14, 17, and 20
Copyright 1998 by Ragboy (Paul Wolfe)
Cage Rattlers: Malkalotl &
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Caruther
A couatl Hardhead of radiant Goodness who carries an Anarchic and unseen Spy on his Back
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Malkalotl and Caruther
Malkalotl (Prime / male aasimar [couatl] / HD 9 / Harmonium / LG)
Spot this brightly adorned, rainbow-hued 'aasimar' gentleman on the streets of Sigil, and you'd be forgiven for thinking he was the brother of the Peacock Lord himself. In fact, he's called Malkalotl, and he's a Hardhead Mover Three; a high-up in the faction indeed! The cutter's eyes are of an ever-changing colour, and he's nearly always wearing a cloak which has a similar tendency to adopt different shades reflecting his mood, the weather, and the time of day. 

Though few cutters outside his faction realise it, Malkalotl is actually a couatl, a near-legendary winged snake of great beauty and goodness. 'Course, in Sigil is doesn't often pay to make one's true nature too obvious, and the radiance of the couatl's true form is such that it'd only attract unwanted attention. So for informal occasions or when working the streets as a Hardhead, Malkalotl adopts his colourful aasimar form using a natural ability to polymorph.
Malkalotl's a prime who's made a new life out on the planes. He first came to Sigil after his mate and young child were slain in a Blood War battle that spilled out of the Lower Planes and into the Aztec prime world of Maztica he called home. Without a family (for once a couatl mates, it is for life), Malkalotl thought himself worthless, and was guilt-ridden that he had been away when the fiends had appeared. For a lesser mortal the guilt might've been unreasonable, but for couatl, who are considered living gods by some civilisations, the unexpected should always be anticipated.
Feeling dejected and worthless (a sick state indeed for a proud couatl), Malkalotl wandered the planes until he appeared in Sigil, following the nycaloth who he's branded as the culprit; he'd heard the sod boasting about how good his choice of battleground had been as the straggling yugoloth mercenary survivors limped their way back to the Lower Planes.
Too wise to simply slay fiends in retaliation, Malkalotl joined the Harmonium, and works tirelessly in the faction to promote Good. In this respect he's trying to put the squeeze on Factol Sarin to push the baatezu out of the faction altogether. 'Course, this brings the couatl directly into conflict with another Harmonium high-up, Mover Four Durkayle. This blood employs more baatezu in his staff than a member of the Dark Eight, the chant goes, and he ain't one bit keen on the couatl and his meddling ways. 

With powerful enemies, one needs powerful allies, and fortunately Malkalotl has 'em by the score. His main compatriot opposing the fiends is Christopher Verdue, the faction's star psychic detective. The prime psionicist also has a healthy dislike of fiends; tanar'ri in his case, but as they say, 'a yugoloth's as good as a tanar'ri to a Cager'. It was Malkalotl himself who introduced Verdue to the faction after catching him clueless in the Cage, trying to wipe out the tanar'ri race single-handedly. Well, after suggesting Verdue get a grip on reality, the pair have become firm friends.
The psionicist has also been able to confirm Malkalotl's suspicions that the nycaloth Garroth the Blinded was indeed responsible for the massacre in Maztica. Ever since then, Malkalotl's been watching the nycaloth like a hawk lord; any evidence of wrongdoing and the couatl'd jump on him like a lurker. Frustratingly, the yugoloth's been keeping his hands clean of late, though Malkalotl suspects he's up to something really big and treasonous...anyone who associates with the githyanki Djhek'nlarr has got to be two modrons short of a Great March. Despite his best efforts, however, he's not been able to catch the yugoloth at anything nefarious, and not been able to catch the githyanki at all! Sometimes the couatl wonders if there's some stag-turner in the faction tipping the pair off...
Until he has some solid evidence that the Guvners can use to convict the yugoloth, however, Malkalotl is restricted to plotting his terrible revenge, and trying to hold himself back from carrying it out in cold blood (which surely wouldn't do his standing as an officer of the law much good). For a justifiably angry couatl, self-restraint can be a difficult thing to maintain.
Another cutter that Malkalotl's concerned about is Berchta. The couatl's suspicious of her actions, and believes she might be up to something illegal, though he has no more than his instincts to back this up...could be something to do with the way the yikara looks at him whenever they meet by chance in the street -- a kind of 'I know something you don't, and I'm not telling' look which chills the couatl to his core. 

Yet another of Malkalotl's sworn foes is the crimelord Tang Kii-Chow, who's the head of many of Sigil's most notorious gangs. The couatl recently stated he'd put the basher down or die trying, but Tang's as slippery as an Abyssal slug and twice as good at covering his tracks.
Most recently of all, however, Malkalotl got himself into a fight with a goristro who'd gone barmy in the Lady's Ward and started smashing buildings and Cagers down. Malkalotl and his entire entourage of Hardheads (while Malkalotl's too high up for watch patrol, he still conducts official business in Sigil's streets) was slain by the furious fiend, and when the dead couatl reverted to his natural form the goristro carried his corpse off, doubtless intrigued by its pretty colours.
Furious at the loss of one of their high-ups, the Harmonium combed the Cage to no avail; Malkalotl's body had well and truly vanished. Imagine their surprise then, a week later, after a ceremony of honour in his memory, when Malkalotl returned to the Cage, healthy and very much alive, accompanied by the SoulUsher Laurelli Tantarella. First thing he did was look for the blood who'd resurrected him, but of course the faction didn't have his corpse so it can't have been them.
This in turn sparked a rather bizarre turn of events. Usually when a cutter's murdered the Hardheads are charged with finding out who did it, but this time they sodding well knew who did the killing (the goristro was banished from Sigil for 1001 years) and were rather trying to work out who did the resurrecting. So far, there's not a scrap of evidence to point to any one priest. The temples all deny it, and since resurrection ain't a cheap proposal at the best of times, it's completely dark which bigwig with jink could've funded it...
Caruther (Prime / asexual cloaker / Priest 16 / Revolutionary League / CN)
Whatever shape he's adopted, Malkalotl is rarely seen without his multi-coloured cloak. The chant goes that it has strange and powerful magics weaved into it, though it apparently doesn't radiate magic. The truth of the matter is that Malkalotl himself doesn't know what the cloak is. Apparently it just turned up one day in the wardrobe of his tower, with a note attached saying it was from "a secret admirer". 

Drawn to bright things, Malkalotl fell in love with it at once, and is rarely parted from it. Of course, before he decided to wear it he checked it for magical dweomers, curses and psionic enchantments, but it turned up negative on all counts. Satisfied that nobody was trying to harm him [Caruther discovered to his amusement that Malkalotl reckon's the cloak's a peace offering from the titan Zadara, with whom the couatl's crossed swords before], the couatl donned the cloak and now wears it most days, whether in aasimar or couatl form. And though neither Malkalotl nor the rest of the Harmonium know it, that cloak is responsible for many of the mysteries that surround the couatl.
To start with, nobody realises that the cape is very much alive. In fact, it's one of those curious beasts from the prime known as a 'cloaker', and it calls itself Caruther. There's more: not only is the cloak alive, but it's also a powerful cleric of some power of deception (those trickster gods never do reveal their real names). It could be Loki, or Leira (if she ain't dead yet), or anyone really. 'Course, you're ahead of me here; it's Malkalotl's anonymous cloaker friend who was responsible for his resurrection. But why? A strange bond between wearer and clothing? Not at all...in fact, the real reason's much darker.
See, Caruther is an anarchist. Not just any old anarchist, one of the anarchists...a cutter from the near-legendary Omar's cell, no less. If your history's failing you, you'll doubtless be glad of the reminded that Omar was a cutter from the Revolutionary League who joined the Harmonium and made his way up to the position if Factol himself! In fact, he'd have remained unnoticed had it not been for his bizarre decree to dismantle the faction...even then, some of the Hardheads fell for the ploy, the chant goes.
'Course, he was punished and punished harshly, but the rest of the cell escaped. Recent reports in S.I.G.I.S. suggested that the remainder of Omar's cell was captured, some 50 years on, but what the Harmonium don't realise is that they missed one cutter, and that's Caruther. Better still, the cloaker's found its way into the faction on the back of Malkalotl, one of the most trusted bashers of Sarin himself.
Enjoying his privileged position, Caruther listens and watches and learns the darks of the faction, and relays them to his contacts in the Revolutionary League. 'Course, this has to be done in the strictest secrecy, so the cloaker waits until Malkalotl decided not to wear him for a day (this happens maybe every week or so), and when the couatl's left his home, the cloaker comes out of the closet, flaps over to the window of the tower, and issues a shrill keen, out of the range of normal hearing. This summons Ireeze, the air grue, and his entourage. High above the streets of the Cage the cloaker shares the darks that he has learned with the grue, and when he's done he returns to his coathanger and waits for Malkalotl to return. 

Caruther hasn't been detected by Malkalotl because cloakers are natural (if bizarre) rather than magical, are neither good nor evil, and their thoughts are too alien to be easily spotted by the likes of Christopher Verdue. For Caruther, it's a perfect way to infiltrate the faction; after passing numerous detect lie tests and psychic screenings Malkalotl is now so trusted that has access to all sorts of darks. The cloaker knows, for example, all about the recent troubles on Arcadia and exactly what caused them, and why the faction recently bought a picture from the artist Kilhans for thousands of merts; when the next raid on an anarchist stronghold is due; and all manner of other sensitive issues with which Sarin has consulted the couatl. The cloaker doesn't share all of them immediately with Ireeze; it's best to keep something in reserve just in case a bargaining chip is needed. The Harmonium realise that they have a stag-turning spy in their ranks (too many anarchists have been forewarned of raids to be a coincidence, they reckon), but they have no idea who it might be.
While Malkalotl'd wear Caruther just for his colours alone, the cloaker also uses some of its own magical powers to aid the couatl. It can create mirror images of itself and Malkalotl, or bend shadows to improve the couatl's armour class...by behaving as a mere magical cape, the cloaker's managed to become the latest spy in one of Sigil's most secretive factions, and he's done it with real style.
See Also 

In Cage Rattlers:-- Berchta, Garroth the Blinded, Ireeze, Tang Kii-Chow, Kilhans,
Peacock Lord, Laurelli Tantarella, Christopher Verdue.
In Uncaged: Faces of Sigil:-- Djhek'nlarr (p.24), Zadara (p.118).
Durkayle is detailed in the adventure Umbra of Dungeon Magazine Issue 55 (p.32-39).
Copyright 1997, 1998 by Jon Winter
Cage Rattlers: Christopher Verdue
A psychic Hardhead who can See where others Cannot, and seeks to Banish the Darkness from Sigil
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Inspector Christopher Verdue
(Prime / male human / psionicist 13 / Harmonium / LG)
Many crimes are committed in Sigil every day. And even though the Harmonium is efficient and quick, some criminals are just extremely clever and cover their tracks well. Whenever investigations come to a halt, whenever the criminal is nowhere to be found, if the law has been broken and there is no criminal to apprehend, the Harmonium calls in Investigator Christopher Verdue. In a few minutes, he can tell them who it is they're looking for and what they look like. It's rumoured that Christopher was able to pin down the Anarchist cell that gave the Harmonium Omar, the Anarchist who infiltrated their ranks, became factol, then tried to dismantle the faction. 

Physically, Christopher is an offsetting man. He's very thin, tall, and extremely quiet. He wears dark glasses all the time and a trench coat, which he claims is a symbol of his status on his prime world. The trench coat is tan, with a large Harmonium symbol emblazoned on the back. He also is known for his odd habit of carrying Starwheel pistols wherever he goes, and always keeps them loaded. [Voilà! notes: Starwheel pistols are small, one handed arquebuses from the world of Toril. They're rare, even on Toril, and no one has any idea who made them. Apparently, they just showed up one day. But then again, people are surprised that Primes know where anything is, much less where a pistol comes from.]
Christopher is very quiet, and doesn't speak to the other Hardheads much. He keeps to himself, and can usually be found in his office, where he's busy filling out reports for one investigation or another. When not there, he's usually roaming around Sigil, more than likely to investigate another crime, or perhaps just keeping his contacts fresh. Either way, he's always on the run if he's outside the Barracks.
Christopher's past is a complicated one. During his recruitment, they learned that he was born on some prime world called Kronn, a world where psionics is a respected art. There, he honed his clairsentient talent at a local psionic university. He grew in prestige throughout the city as an investigator of great skill. However, one day, a group of tanar'ri appeared just outside the city limits (The fiends had botched a teleport to a battlefield in the Blood War). Seeing the city, they decided that it might be a haven for baatezu, and promptly began razing it. They City Watch put up a good fight, and eventually killed all the fiends with the help of a group of adventurers that happened to be nearby. However, heavy losses were sustained, and the city was nearly levelled during the fight. Christopher was immediately assigned to interrogate one of the captured fiends (a bar-lgara.) He strapped it down, probed it, and immediately was driven insane from direct mental contact with its fiendish mind. 

It took many high level spells and months of recuperation time to bring him back to his normal self. By this time, the bar-lgara had been killed in an escape attempt, and the town was rebuilding nicely. Christopher, however, still held a grudge for the fiends that had sacked the town. He only remembered a bit of what he had seen in the fiend's mind, but with that small fraction of memory, he knew of the Outer Planes. Immediately, he went to the capital and asked for audience with the king. There, he told his story and what he recalled of the memory of the fiend. The king was shocked at the ease in which the fiend could move around, and sent for the wisest men in the land to help counsel him.
A special meeting of experts on Outer Planar lore was called (even those experts barely knew even vague chant of what the planes were like, though.) They deliberated for days, then decided on a plan of action to destroy the fiends (Only Primes would think they could eradicate all evil from the multiverse!) They gathered a group of high level adventurers and Christopher Verdue, the "fiend expert", into the Plain of Infinite Portals via a plane shift spell. After their arrival, they immediately set forth smiting evil. After a particularly nasty encounter with a murder of vrocks which slew everyone except Christopher, he decided that perhaps there's a better way of going about this.
Using his powers, he found a portal to Sigil and hooked up with the Harmonium as soon as he figured out the dark of who was who in the strange city. It was the couatl Malkalotl who first introduced Verdue to the faction's ideals; the psionicist was dangerously close to starting a fight with a glabrezu in the Great Bazaar when the couatl barked a few stern words of warning in Verdue's ear. The prime psionicist was surprised to see law enforcement officers in a city as overrun with fiends as the Cage, but after their initial encounter the two became firm friends, and Christopher didn't take much persuading to join the faction. The Hardheads were thrilled to have a psychic who could spy on their enemies and gain valuable information from any object. Christopher was immediately enlisted and, after training, given the title of Inspector. More recently, he's been appointed to replace Mover Three Havrm Ghex, who was removed from the notorious Cadre case after various scandals (see SIGIS for more chant on this).
So what exactly makes him different from other seers? Well, one fact is that after he arrived in Sigil, he got some training in the Way from Thak'rok ( Prime / female thri-kreen / Psi 19 / Godsmen / N ) a Athasian who knew the clairsentient discipline. Because of this, he was able to gain powers which simply didn't exist on Kronn, like the high science of cosmic awareness, making him one of the most powerful clairsentients in all of Sigil. The chant goes that he's even found a way to probe fiends and escape the detrimental effects.
"Need to find a needle in a lava flow?
Call on Verdue.
Murder on your hands and all you have is the victim's nail?
Call on Verdue.
Christopher Verdue is the guy to call in when all else fails."
- Harmonium faction memo
In fact, that's what Christopher has been doing, on the sly. His original aim of stopping the fiends still stands, even if he does realise how futile it is on a Multiversal scale. Still, that hasn't stopped the psionicist from tumbling to the dark of Rule-of-Three's scheme to end the Blood War, and he's worked out who several of Shemeshka the Marauder's informers are (one of her spies in the Harmonium was arrested and summarily executed only recently, annoying the King of the Cross Trade no end!) 

The canny psychic has also recently discovered that the thri-kreen pack's leader Zer'Tik ain't really what he seems to be at all, and has informed the Harmonium to keep a close eye on the cutter's actions. Along with Malkalotl, Verdue is keen on keeping the Harmonium baatezu-clean, and if Zer'Tik makes a false move, the pair'll do everything in their power to relieve him of his rank.
However, while he knows the plots of many fiends, he can't always act on them because in the Cage it's no crime to think thoughts (yet). But Verdue often knows when important meetings and the like occur, and tips off Hardhead patrols who just so happen to gatecrash these fiendish gatherings.
Verdue's also keeping a beady eye on the SIGIS culler Zeines Pauch; chant goes he's some sort of Anarchist factor or stirrer. Fact is, the Harmonium aren't at all keen on the free-thinking SIGIS, and'll jump at any chance to chuck a slaad wrench in the works. Verdue's itching to scan the mind of the newsrag's most infamous culler to learn how SIGIS tumbles to darks so quickly.
So if Verdue is so sodding useful to the faction, why doesn't the Harmonium go out and recruit a bunch more prime and planar clairsentients to solve all their cases, or to spy on the other factions? Well, it's mainly because decent clairsentients are hard to come by. Psionicists are rare enough, and few psionicists then choose to specialise in clairsentience. Training them is hard, too. Psionics are a strenuous Art, requiring years of strict mental discipline, and a natural spark of talent too. Despite the benefits, psionic power is something in which Christopher nor the Harmonium have the time to invest. So for now, the Harmonium will have to make do with their one clairsentient. But they're not complaining...
See Also 

In Cage Rattlers:-- Havrm Ghex, Malkalotl, Zeines Pauch, Zer'Tik.
In Uncaged: Faces of Sigil:-- Rule-of-Three (p.86), Shemeshka the Marauder (p.96).
Copyright 1997 by Alec Fleschner and Jon Winter
"We have the Truth, You do not. Our proximity to the Truth
entitles us to oppress you; to force you to say and do
things in which you do not believe, to imprison and mutilate you,
and even to execute you, for your own good."

- Anonymous Anarchist, stating her
faction's view of the Harmonium philosophy

Copyright 1998 by Jon Winter, Illustration by Zak Arntson
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The Indeps
You're Free, to Do What You Want to Do
Cutter, the Indeps have kept themselves pretty close-mouthed of late. Perhaps they're afraid of the Hardhead patrols kicking off on them. I'll try and persuade some of them to come out from under their stones and lann me with some chant, as soon as I can...
"It's the Great Bazaar
"How much trouble could they possibly get into?"
- Mystral, windling
"I ain't in a faction berk! I'm an indep!"
"So you wanna be an indep, fine, be an indep..."
Introduction: [coming soon]

Philosophy by Numbers: [coming soon]

Movers and Shakers: [coming soon]

Visionaries: [coming soon]

Quester, Fated thief - "You know what I think?"
Ahneed, Indep psionicist - "Yes. That's your problem."
Copyright 1998 by Jon Winter, artwork by Brannon Hollingsworth
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The Red Death, the Punishers
To Err is Human, to Punish is Divine
The Red Death are one of the most feared factions of the Cage. Seeing as they're the bashers who lock up cross traders and hang stag turners from the leafless tree, a body oughtn't be too surprised at that. Nothing about the faction is more grim than their headquarters, however. They make their lair in Sigil's Prison, and a more foreboding structure you never will find. Even the weather there seems less forgiving than elsewhere in the city; almost as if it's punishing the faction itself. 

As a rule, the Mercykillers are a secretive faction. That mightn't even be intentional though, berk; it's just that its members are so sodding unapproachable. Perhaps it's their somewhat hypocritical philosophy that rubs bashers up the wrong way: All crime should be punished, unless you're a Mercykiller. See, laws that get broken in the pursuit of catching a criminal don't count. A cynic would say that so long as a Mercykiller factioneer can come up with a plausible excuse, he could get away, quite literally, with murder.
I'd be careful around 'em if I were you...
"But I said I didn't do anything!"
- Poor prisoner about to be hung
"You would have eventually."
- Mercykiller's response
Introduction: [coming soon]

Philosophy by Numbers: Shackling the Beast of Chaos
A Mercykiller torturer who goes to great pains to explain the faction's philosophy to his victims.
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Shackling the Beast of Chaos
"Mmm ... hello there young one. What's that? Perhaps I should loosen the straps ..."
"Where are we? In Sigil, yes. Mmm ... deep beneath the Prison. Far from your gentle home I am sure. Far, far from any lawlessness you felt comfortable living in. Mmm ...
"Will I let you free? Not yet, little friend, not yet. How are your chains? You feel discomfort, yes? No? Then let me tighten them. Mmm ...
"No, child, I will not stop yet. You must be ready to listen. Yes, mmm ... be ready to listen and to respect the law. There, there, it's only a thin trickle. Time heals all wounds. Let me pull this last strap ... just a little ... tighter ... ahh! Now I can begin ..."
"Look, friend, look all around you. See these crumbling walls? The pokers blackened with fire? Mmm? See my withered hands, the deep chasms throughout my face? What great beast does this all? Mmm ... entropy, my child.
"Chaos claws at the foundation of our Prison. Yes, entropy ages my once tall body, now stooped and arthritic ... mmm ... this monster of disorder threatens to destroy all that you see ... and all you don't see!
"Do you wonder, child, why people grow old. Why statues and walls crumble away. Mmm ... why even empires decay into civil war? It is the fault of chaos ... yes, our forsworn enemy."
"Mmm ... what? What do you have to do with chaos? Mmm ... hold still, friend, let me fetch my tools. Which one, child? This one? Mmm?
"Feel the iron on your cheek? It is cold and unwavering ... yes, it is like the law we seek. It is without muddled feeling, without imperfection. Mmm ... this is my weapon against the disorder. Against you, child!
"The Harmonium caught you, yes? Mmm ... and the Fraternity sentenced you. How do they stop you? Mmm? With words? A stern lecture? And will this stop your lawlessness? Speak up, child! You say it will? Mmm ... let me heat the iron."
"You, child, could be arrested a thousand times, held on trial a thousand thousand times, and what would it do? Mmm ... nothing! You, my lawless friend, require incentive, yes! Punishment will stop you, and the fear that follows ... yes ...
"And that ... is where I play a role greater than that of the Harmonium or the Fraternity combined. Mmm ... without my cruelty you would never learn to fear the consequences of your actions. I am the punisher of chaos. Through me ... through the Mercykillers ... will the great beast that is chaos quake with fear. Disorder will be too afraid to take hold. The entropy that you so embrace, friend, will be no more!"
"Mmm ... so, child, now you understand my position, perhaps you will not repeat your actions again. With time, you may even feel as I feel. The pull of age and decay will lead you to me, to learn as I once did ... mmm ...
"But as for now ... mmm ... the iron is red hot. Let me see ... mmm ... your crime? Theft from a noble? This is a crime that must not go unnoticed ... mmm ... turn your head. There we go ... now hold still ..."
"DO NOT LITTER"
- Sign around the neck of some poor sod
who ran into the Mercykillers,
and now is missing a hand
Copyright 1997 by Scary Zak Arntson
Movers and Shakers: Stoic, Epicurean and Cynical Justice
Three brands of Justice for three types of Mercykiller; just make sure you don't get 'em confused, cutter
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A Tout who'll Remain Anonymous Speaks
Voilà's garnished me to explain to you cutters how the Mercykillers see Justice as constituting a "theory of the multiverse". I must admit, it's not readily apparent. When you've lived in fear of the sods for as long as I have, though, you tumble to a few darks. The question's best answered by looking at some of the recent trends in philosophy inside the faction... 

For starters, justice is not defined, and shouldn't be in all honesty. At least, not by me, and not today. That's why examples are a much better idea -- and we don't have to fall out about what's just and what's not, either. First, let's take the Stoic movement.
Oh, and I ain't naming any names, either. Voilà's not paid me nearly enough jink for that...
Stoic Justice
Well, Stoicism is one of those wonderful things that professes everything happens for a rational reason, and that reason is a good thing. Hence, Justice in a Stoic multiverse really is a fundamental truth. Stuff happens for a reason, and that reason is Justice. 

So what does a Stoic Mercykiller think about, say, magic? Well, magic is irrational at best...It defies reason and so is unjust. In fact, the Stoics are pushing for practice of magic to be outlawed. They cite the fact that it's gradually neutralised as one moves closer to the Spire (the alleged 'Centre of the Multiverse'), and that it's a perversion that should be stamped out of Sigil. Are they likely to get this made law? Do slaad and modrons get on? I don't think wizards need to get all bothered about that, at least, not until Phlegethos freezes over.
What might a Mercykiller Stoic think about emotions? Emotions are also irrational...Somewhere between rhyme and reason, and so are not utterly just. Purging the emotions is an important facet of stoicism, and that's why you see so many Mercykillers who look happy as a gehreleth's bride on the streets these days.
Epicurean Justice
It all started out so strangely: Lucretius (the visionary who most hold personally responsible for the Epicurean philosophy) was himself a Doomguard. Allegedly his favourite pastime was standing on the cliffs and watching people drown as their ships sank, thinking: "Ha ha...They're angry and I'm not...Life is transitory"! 

The Epicureans believe the multiverse has a constant downward motion and the only existence that is real is material, so they make good Doomguard. Still, the philosophy's popular enough that it's leeched into the other factions, in particular the Mercykillers (maybe their bleak outlook on life ain't so far from the Sinkers after all).
For an Epicurean justice has to have some physical element. They say there should be an organ in every creature's body that governs the Judicial aspect. Epicurean Mercykillers want to figure what these are, how they're arranged, and which organs you have to remove to restore a criminal to his 'natural' law-abiding state. They're rather keen on capital punishment, these bashers.
The leading 'light', as it were, in the Epicureans is Dwindle (Prime / drow female / Mercykillers / LE), as cold-blooded a blood as ever there was. She left her Prime Material home (a large drow city called Menzoberranzan) in disgust at the chaotic intrigues and debauchery of the ruling Houses. She's now very much in love with the laws of the Cage - a fact that's obvious to those unlucky prisoners under her jurisdiction.
Cynical Justice
Lastly (but by no means leastly), the Cynics. Now, these cutters are the real glooming news: Above the Law itself (or so they say) and not afraid to show it. These Mercykillers believe that to the only 'just' way to behave is like animals. After all, what can be more 'natural' than animals, right? 

The Cynical members of the Red Death enforce a pack mentality, where justice is the direct result of animal instincts...Anything else would be unjust. Just think about it: Not beating up the weaker members of the species and not having sex with anyone you choose would be unjust!
Cynic Mercykillers...Got to love them... 

Copyright 1997 by Randir and Jon Winter, thanks also to Yossa
"OK, if a prisoner acts up, kill'em.
If they start liking the place to much, kill'em.
If they insult us, kill'em.
If they kill another prisoner - "
"I know, I know, kill'em..."
"No! Try and recruit them, we can use more good men."
- Two Mercykillers, one newly recruited
Copyright 1997 text by Jon Winter, art by Chris Appelhans
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The Sensates, the Hedonists, the Vainglorious, the Headstrong
Watch me, Hear me, Smell me, Touch me, Taste me ... Know me
A bird in the hand is worth two in the bush, as they say. To a Sensate, it's worth four. See, the members of the Society of Sensation believe that there's nothing so important as experiencing things. You can never really be sure if something's true until you see it for yourself, they reckon. So it's hardly surprising then that the Sensates are some of the best planewalkers, most daring adventurers, and passionate cutters you'll find this side of Arborea. They're also frequently temperamental, rarely sober, and fiendishly difficult to surprise. 

Better pity the basher who's married to a Sensate. It might be hard to by gifts for some folk, but try finding a veteran Sensate a gift they ain't already bored with is as hard as trying to persuade a yugoloth to give the sweets that he's not yet got round to poisoning to a bunch of children. Fickle? You don't know the half of it...
Introduction: [coming soon]

Philosophy by Numbers: [coming soon]

Movers and Shakers: Cesh Maturin
Who believes that only Pleasure is worth Experiencing and holds the most Controversial Parties in the Cage
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Cesh Maturin and the Hedonists
Cesh Maturin ( Planar / human male / B5 / N / Sensates ) is the leading figure and philosopher of a group called the Hedonists within the Society of Sensation. The Hedonists are predominantly young people from a affluent background, and they all adore their leader. Cesh's variant of the Sensate spiel focuses on the exclusive importance of aesthetics and pleasure, typified in a cult of youth and beauty as seen in the following excerpt from one of his speeches:
"Realise your youth while you have it.
Don't squander the gold of your days,
listening to the tedious,
trying to improve the hopeless failure,
or giving away your life to the ignorant, the common,
and the vulgar. Live!
Let nothing be lost upon you.
Be always searching for new sensations.
Be afraid of nothing"
Cesh is a vibrantly handsome and intelligent human in his late twenties, easily commanding attention through both his good looks and sonorous voice. The child of Guvner parents, Cesh was soon frustrated with the boring lives of his family and sought anything to escape ennui. The sorrow over his parents' murder in an yet unsolved incident (chant is on Anarchists, but perhaps more well-lanned and malicious -- and often short-lived -- cutters say Cesh himself was involved) seemed to pass over quickly when he realised the possibilites of his newly acquired jink. For Cesh wealth is just a means to gain pleasure, not a goal in itself. Cesh now lives only for excessive pleasure, however depraved or enlightened. The one other thing that can earn bloods a hefty reward is any dark on the rumoured well of eternal youth, or magical items to the same effect. Cesh is growing painfully aware of the betrayal of his mortal flesh (though he is still in his prime), and is jealous of the longer-lived races. Even so, he prefers his partners to be elves, aasimar, tieflings and the like, 'cause he cannot stand seeing them grow old.
"Nothing can cure the soul but the senses,
just as nothing can cure the senses like the soul"
The Hedonists as a group are all beautiful, and of a variety of races. However, only races aesthetically pleasing according to Cesh's standards are allowed; like aasimar, (though they're often too morally limited to follow the tenets), tieflings (exotic ones - no leathery monstrosities here!), elves, humans or genasi. No dwarves, gnomes or humanoids have been allowed to join the Hedonists yet; a rather bigoted point of view which has often been a cause of friction between Cesh and Factol Erin herself. Chant is the group also includes a deva (the name of Jovius is frequently whispered, though there's little or no proof) and the succubus Tryste. The group totals no more than about sixty folk, but most of them command a wide range of resources (be it political, economic or cultural), and their social clout more than makes up for their shortage of numbers.
"We will never accept any theory or system
that would involve the sacrifice of any mode of passionate experience"
The Hedonists try to resist all societal constraints (morals, law, politics) upon their life-style, regularly getting into trouble with the Harmonium. The horrible asceticism of the Dustman make them the prime ideological enemy, but as long as the Hedonists are left alone there is no action. Some Hedonists, in their ever-expanding search for new experiences, killed a "dancing girl" in the Hive. When the events were recalled in the Festhall during an extravagant party, Cesh Maturin's laconic comment was:
"I should think the novelty of the emotion
must have given you a thrill of real pleasure"
The parties and sometimes orgies of the Hedonists are legendary among the elite of Sigil, shocking their conventions but at the same time enticing them. Cesh, wealthy from inheritance, owns a mansion in Sigil that has a portal to an even larger house in Arborea. Most cutters do not even notice that they aren't in the same house, having passed through the portal (which works just like a door, no fancy light-show) with the portal key being the feeling of expectation, a feeling that is very common among the guests. The one sure thing about Cesh's social events is that this expectation will always be gratified.
"Pleasure is the only thing worth having a theory about." 

- Cesh Maturin
The lavish Arborean mansion, located picturesquely at the banks of the Oceanus, is often used as the starting-point for trips along the river. These pleasure cruises in Cesh Maturin's yacht 'Selena' often cross into Elysium and the Beastlands. The vessel is crewed by a dozen fiercely loyal amazon warriors, who also watch over Maturin's Sigil dwelling. Unknown to most, the 'Selena' is fitted with a spelljamming helm, allowing for easy traversal of the few waterfalls along the way, though the captain is watchful of the magical nature of the Beastlands. The ship is used when the Hedonists feel the need for some variety in their pleasure, there is nothing like the soothing waves of the Oceanus to smooth out the intrigues of Sigil. 

The last party in Sigil will pose another of Cesh Maturin's few problems; how to always top the excesses of the last event. Adamok Ebon (see Uncaged: Faces of Sigil) was contracted to journey to the prime world of Krynn to bring back a small silver dragon, and the unveiling of this new prize was the piece de resistance of the party. For as long as it amuses the revellers, the hatchling will remain encaged in Cesh Maturin's house, then it can possibly make for a very nice trophy on some of the heavily decorated walls. Minimalism is definitely not Cesh's style. His latest favourite is one Alita Silvershadow (Prime/human female/F5/CG), an independent raven-haired beauty that was won over by Cesh's considerable charm on the last boating trip. Somewhat contemptuously referred to as 'that prime plaything' by the other Hedonists, Alita appears to have taken to the decadent life style with great vigour (perhaps due to her upbringing as a noble in the wealthy Sembian city of Selgaunt in Toril). Some priestesses of Bast and Isis have been noted conspiring against the prime upstart. Other rumours in the group speak of an Anarchist infiltrator which is looking to spring news on the Hedonists' activities, perhaps to get Erin to shut the group down. A green-eyed redhead named Clara (Planar/human female/0/N(E)), a very intense woman with some morbid tastes, has been causing some ripples with her trips to an exotic garden in a backwater prime. The chant is that the experiences to be had there surpass anything found in the planes.
None of the Hedonists know the chant of Cesh's major dark, hidden away from prying bloods in a room located behind a secret entrance in his office. Only Cesh himself possesses the key to the room. Hanging on a wall in the dusty room is a key of another variety, the key to Cesh's continued youth and vitality. Pulling away covering reveals a striking portrait of Cesh Maturin, but the person pictured bears little resemblance to the charming being. Instead, the Cesh in the picture is a haggard, ugly middle-aged man sporting a decidedly wicked grin. What is more, the portrait changes, and not in a way Cesh finds very positive. With each year, the picture gets further aesthetically unpleasing, and of most horror to Maturin; the picture grows older! And is that budding horns beginning to form on his forehead? The portrait of the (a)moral Maturin darkens his everyday thoughts, and he is continually seeking other ways of achieving immortality. The mysterious artist of the portrait vanished decades ago, and Cesh is willing to spend vast amounts of jink for chant revealing his location.
Truls suggests these possible plot-lines
· Events surrounding the murder easily lend themselves to PC involvement. 

· PCs could somehow happen to be invited to Cesh's parties, if they have the required clout. Perhaps they have to interact with one of the guests, who is otherwise elusive and hard to find. 

· Cesh could hire them to recover some exotic drug ("can you get me some more of that Glitterglee, the experience was impeccable"), creature ("I'm feeling like a small gold dragon today, could you please acquire the beast?") or art object of immense aesthetic value ("I'm so tired of this pretentious Cager art, fetch me some depraved paintings from Baator - I heard this Bel has quite a nice collection. It would help keep the the next party no less mythic than the last one"). 

· Involvement in Anarchist plot to overthrow Cesh - "He is the perfect symbol of the degenerate decadence of the ruling factions". 

· Moral officers of the Harmonium want to impose limits to the wild orgies of the Hedonists - good if one of the PCs is a Hardhead. 

The key inspirational work for this article to check out is Oscar Wilde's "The Picture of Dorian Gray". For a more, eh, extreme source one could look at the character Jesus de Sade in the excellent comic Preacher (DC/Vertigo).
Copyright 1997, 1998 by Truls Rostrup
Movers and Shakers: Erin's Orchestra
The latest craze to sweep the faction, inspired by Factol Erin, but doubtless as short-lived as any other...
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Erin the Vain
The chant is that Erin Montgomery (and hence, by default, about half the Sensates in the Cage) have latched onto a new fad. It probably ain't worth mentioning, since Sensate fads have a way of evaporating as fast as they emerge, but for the sake of completeness, here goes. 

Erin's been hiring musicians and bards from all over the planes to "compose her actions". 'Least, that's what the rumours say. What that means is that these barmy music makers actually get paid good jink to make sounds which complement her movements, thus emphasising her importance. When she walks about the Festhall, drummers and trianglists punctuate her every footstep, when she speaks flautists create tunes which echo her emotions, when she is angry, a timpanist crashes with her rage, and so on. At least she won't be sneaking up on anyone for a while!
"Oh yeah? Then sense THIS!"
[Thwack!]
- Mover Jodar, Hardhead Halberdier
to a particularly Lawless Sensate
Visionaries: Troika
Who can Be in three places at Once, and usually Is.
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Troika (Planar / 1 male and 2 female tieflings / fighter 4, wizard 5, thief 3 (one for each self) / Sensate / CG)
Troika's an uncanny blood, for sure. Listen carefully, cutter, this might take you by surprise, and it might make your head hurt a bit. Maybe you'll reckon you're being peeled, but I promise you ain't. You've already been mislead, cutter. Troika ain't a single blood, see. They're three bodies. But then, at the same time, they ain't. This is going to take some explaining, right? 

Okay, start with the basics: Tieflings. Every one's a story on its own, as you're probably aware. There's this thing about fiendish blood see, that makes tiefers special. Y'know what I mean; they've got this look about 'em. Could be dragon scales in the palms of their hands, could be a forked purple tongue, could be eyes like burning stars; whatever it is, there's always something different about a tiefer.
It ain't always something so glamorous though. Thing is, more tieflings than is fair are born wrong, with defects and unnatural disorders. They're hardy cusses, most of 'em, and they usually survive their troubles. You've probably heard of the tiefers they call 'Siamese twins'. They're twins, sure enough, but they're born joined together. Could be by the waist, back or hips; in fact, it could be most anywhere. Rarer still are Siamese triplets, but they never live long; even tiefers ain't tough enough to survive that sort of bad luck.
If you're a real blood, you'll know there's always an exception to every rule. Troika's just that: they were born as Siamese triplets, 'cept there didn't seem to be anything amiss with the poor little pikes at the time.
That's because Troika was joined at the mind.
The chant is that Troika's mother didn't notice at first. You wouldn't though; the creature we now call Troika consisted of two baby girl tiefers and a baby boy. Pikelets that young all act the same anyway. Troika's mother (a half-elf planewalker called Fanarrigan) called the babies Gilia, Lilia and Danderel. Something must've struck her as curious when all three of 'em would cry at the same time, even when they were put in separate rooms. Seemed they had some strange kind of empathy with each other. Least, that's probably what Fanarrigan put it down to.
It wasn't until the tiefer triplets'd learned to talk that the world at large began to figure out what had happened. Any Bleaker who's spent time inside the Madhouse could tell a body about barmies with split personalities. These sods reckon they're more than one cutter at once, inhabiting the same body. Some of their personae don't know about the rest, some do. They're often as complex as a Baatorian government, with double-dealings and treachery all in the poor sod's mind. That's probably what drives 'em barmy in the end, cutter.
Troika was similar to this, but at the same time crucially different. See, the three bodies all shared the same personality. It was as if Troika had a split body. Gilia, Lilia and Danderel were in fact the self-same blood; same thoughts, same memories, same soul even!
It couldn't have been easy, bringing up three children as one, and Fanarrigan managed admirably. It was a wonder she didn't go barmy sooner (as it was the breakdown came only after Troika left home). Once she'd realised the three were one, she renamed 'em Troika, and tried to remember that they were singular, not plural. I'll try and do the same, cutter.
As Troika grew up, he...she...oh, we've hit the blinds again. Remember, Troika's two-thirds female, one third male. Problem? No, not really. At least, not for Troika. If it don't bother him, her or them, then it shouldn't phase bloods like us, right?
Love many, follow few, and always paddle your own canoe."
- Reportedly sung by a Sensate while on the Styx
We digress. As Troika grew up, she realised she had a great potential. See, Troika'd always been interested in the factions (a real Cager is born into 'em, they say), and he especially took a shine to the Society of Sensation. "Experience all things to learn the truth," they said. Well Troika, with her three bodies, had triple the chances to do just that. As soon as he was old enough, she joined the Sensates and fell in with the swing of things. 

There was some argument as to whether Troika should pay membership fees three times, but apart form that, everything went smooth as slaadi. At first, Troika was a novelty for the faction, and the cutter spent most of her days in the Sensorium recording his thoughts and feelings. Nothing stays new for long in the Civic Festhall though, and pretty soon Troika was yesterday's news.
Troika always knew she was destined for something great, and that wasn't as a side-show freak, neither. To Troika, it was perfectly natural being a trinity; he found it amusing that other people thought it was strange. As she found her feet in the faction, so his three Big Ideas became more widely known.

Firstly, Troika suggested Sensates might like to participate in psionic 'mind linking'. Factol Erin liked the idea, and the Sensates hired a bunch of psychics from the Bazaar to come and play with the minds of factotums. It proved to be a great hit; for the first time, Sensates were able to feel what it was like to share their heads with other beings, and for real too! (None of that magic stone stuff)
An impromptu speech given by the trinity gave the faction another idea to follow. Troika suggested that, since senses were all that mattered, perhaps they were something fundamental to the planes. Every berk knows the animal lords represent the essence of certain animal characteristics, Might there also be, he reasoned, Sense Lords?
Frenetic brainstorming followed, and pretty soon the Sensates proclaimed their 'sacred' creatures. Representing the sense of sight: the beholder, who can see in all directions. For hearing: the harpy, whose song can charm the hardest of hearts. For taste: the vampire, who lives beyond death to savour his drink. Touch was embodied by the mimic, who can simulate any material. Smell was personified in the otyugh, whose stench surpasses that of any monster. And the sixth sense, not usually talked about by most bashers, was the domain of the illithids, who can know your thoughts before you do. Parties were dispatched across the planes to seek out and return with these beasts, so that the faction might learn the secrets from the masters. Most of 'em are still out there looking.
Troika's third observation was that the self is a reflection of society. Everyone learns through experience, and it's a cutter's environment that determines much about his character. Berks born in Plague-Mort tend to be as foul as tanar'ri, while the children of Excelsior grow up to be paladins, all.
Understanding the self can be achieved by understanding society then, and this in turn is accomplished by going out and getting to meet as many bodies as possible. Troika'd already made a good start at that. Since she has three faces, and is able to think for all of them at once, he can literally do three things at once. While one of the trinity lectures in the Festhall, the other two can hit the nightlife of the cage, meet folk and party.
By that token, Troika understands herself pretty well. The chant is that he knows most bashers in the Cage. It's an unlikely-sounding claim perhaps, but consider this: a basher only has to meet one of the three for Troika to know about it. It's quite possible you've already met the triplet yourself, basher. That blonde tiefling in the tavern? The burly cutter with the moustache? The brunette with red eyes? They're all Troika. Sound familiar to you?
The Three-Faced
The Sensates are so keen on Troika that they'll jump to practically anything he suggests these days. One of the three visionaries is usually somewhere to be found in the Festhall, sampling the latest imported bub, listening to poetry or speechifying. Another's to be found wandering the taverns and inns of the Cage, meeting and flirting with the patrons. The third self spends time resting, contemplating or in deep discussion with their best friend, the tanar'ri Rule-Of-Three. It seems the bloods have a lot in common and they seem to hit it off well. 'Course, either one of 'em could have ulterior motives (it's a cert that Troika'd make an excellent spy). 

The Sensates who follow Troika's lead the closest call themselves the Three-Faced. They tend to group themselves in threes, and spend much of their time learning how to think like each other. Some of the triads use psycho-active drugs to link their minds, or experiment with spells like 'magic jar' to create a hybrid mind. Others go out of their way to meet as many visitors to the Cage as they can. Still others interrogate creatures with exceptional senses, hoping to learn their darks.
They're a mixed-up bunch of bashers, really. 'Course, the same could be said for the faction as a whole.
Visionaries: Checker
Who turned stag from its Race, and found Consolation, Corroboration and Comfort in Art.
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Checker (Planar / asexual rogue modron / wizard 5 / Sensates / LG)
There are many mysteries in the multiverse -- some big, most small. Among the most visible, if not the most strange, are the Modrons. How did they come to be? What is their role in the multiverse? Why do they March? Among all of the questions associated with these beings, the most perplexing is how and why do certain of their numbers go rogue? 

Each Rogue has a different story. Some receive conflicting orders; others simply snap when faced with the task of regulating the multiverse. In one case, a modron went rogue when faced with incontestable proof that the very laws it held dear were, in fact, barmy. This is the story of that rogue.
The artist commonly known as Checker is truly a Rogue Modron among Rogue Modrons. It is almost inconceivable that a being of utter law and order (even an outcast) would ever find a utilitarian purpose for things such as art and music. Yet, Checker has created one for itself. Through its creative endeavours, it is actually conducting research for a very unique life-quest. It is studying the nature of the Multiverse, by determining what is real through experience. Not just its own, but everyone's.
Being a creature of a mathematical nature, Checker knows and understands that a sample of size one does not provide any statistically valid results, so, it samples the reactions of a wide range of beings in order to find reactions to sensation which are common to all those beings. It does this by exposing a large number of subjects to the same, controlled stimulus - its art.
The reason for this study has its roots in the event which caused Checker to become the Rogue he is today. It was during the last Great Modron March, and the unit that was to become Checker had been separated from its fellows. Undeterred, it continued in its assigned task. During this time, the modron encountered a Xaositect artist. (While the name of this artist has been lost to time, his initials are still known -- "M.S.E.".) The Chaosman had been creating a series of drawings depicting architectural optical illusions. For a lark, the artist confronted the orderly being with these objects. Given the impossibility of the subjects, yet faced with physical proof of their existence, the rational mind of the modron unit began to give way. It repeatedly analysed the drawings and found no magic used to distort reality. It could also find no fault with the method by which the drawings were constructed; they obeyed all known laws of drawing.
The pieces of the paradox made sense by the laws, but the result did not. Faced with such conflicting sensations, the modron's mind gearwork mind locked up and crashed trying to resolve the problem. No longer able to follow the modronic Ideal Law, the unit's body of organic metal twisted and reformed, becoming the characteristic cuboid shape of a rogue. The newly created rogue then wandered off semi-randomly into the Outlands to try and find meaning to its new life and come to terms with the chaotic trauma it had suffered. Eventually, it decided that its own perceptions were at fault. Since it couldn't trust its own senses, it would have to rely on the senses of others. Therefore it travelled to Sigil, joined up with the Sensates, and adopted the name 'Checker' to prove, to itself more than anything, that its new purpose was to check and verify all the Multiversal Laws it has assumed to be true.
"Wait! This unit has detected a shift
in the local Multiversal Constant.
I must verify the affected Law."

- Checker
While seeming odd, this was actually a very logical choice. The Society of Sensation is dedicated to the study of experiences and holds a vast store of them in their Sensoriums. In fact, the Society was so pleased to have a rogue modron in its ranks, that Checker was quickly made the Head Librarian in charge of cataloguing and maintaining the vast store of experiences. 

Soon, the modron sensed a problem with the experiences stored by the faction. Each event is recorded only once. To the modron, this is an error, as a tanar'ri would have a different reaction to fire than a water genasi. Realising this lack, it knew it could not find the common experiences if such crucial data was missing. It needed to find a method of exposing every type of being in existence to a common stimulus, and recording the results. Remembering the crisis which gave it 'birth', it came to a logical and orderly conclusion. Art is the most intense stimulus around (after all, if it can disrupt a modron, it can disrupt anything). Therefore, it would create art, and display it to beings in a controlled environment.
So Checker created its art studio. It has a wide range of visual stimuli (paintings) ready for experimentation, and has just recently begun to create auditory stimuli (songs). Once these are perfected, it will create stimuli for the other senses. (One can only cringe at the thought of modronic cooking.) Initially, the logical being was unable to create anything original; it was able to copy other works of art flawlessly, but could not even manage a still life without another image to copy. In time, Checker realised this limitation was due to the over-analysis to which even rogue modrons are prone. Unable to change his basic programming, the rogue created a subroutine of thought, which was more chaotic and less logical still (for a modron -- this second personality still makes Factol Hashkar look like a Xaositect). This second persona was better able to create, and Checker called it "Modrian".
While all this seems a terribly strange way to exist for the other Sensates, it's entirely necessary for the rogue modron to keep its analysing logical personality and its (relatively) chaotic personality completely separate. See, allowing chaos into a machine-mind corrodes it rapidly, and were it not for these barriers, Checker would probably crumble into a haphazard heap of gears and springs.
The rogue modron is also dabbling in divination magic, particularly that concerned with ESP and perception, in order to better understand the minds of others. It's said that Checker has become quite an accomplished mage, and its art (exhibited under the pseudonym of Modrian) has won critical acclaim from the Lazz school of Vivid Unpleasantness, and valuable contracts from the Fraternity of Order.
Despite these diversions, the modron's primary goal is still it gallery, however. Concealed in the display stands for the stimuli are recorder stones 'borrowed' from the Festhall (presumably Checker knows a trick to preserve their magic once taken outside the Sensorium). When a new customer is exposed to a stimulus, the modron secretly records their feelings. At a later time, it analyses the results in order to build a common view of the stimulus. Using this data, it hopes to eventually construct a perfect sensory device. Once it has all five of its sensory organs perfected, it will take up its own Great March to check on what the Multiverse really is.
The Common Sense
This group is a fraction of the Society of Sensation that has learned of Checker's goals and basically agrees with them. The members of this group realise that how a body experiences the multiverse is coloured by that body's own past experiences, personal biases, and the nature of their sensory organs. Thus, they seek to determine what is real in the multiverse not solely on their own, but to share experiences and learn from others. They seek to define reality based on what is common in the experiences of all. Like Checker, the Common Sense are obsessed with the Sensoria, and often spend hours of every day wrapped up in the senses of other cutters. Recently they've arranged a special deal with Factol Erin; while the Sensoria usually close to the general public late in the evening, the Common Sense are allowed to continue their voyages of discovery right through the night.
"You mean to tell me, that he removed your innards
and strangled you with them???"
- Human Priest to a newly resurrected Kender Sensate
"Yeah...Cool huh?"
- Smiling Kender's response
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The Signers, the One
"I think, therefore I am...dangerous"
- Signer proverb
Beauty is in the Eyes of the Beholder
So say the Signers, at least. They believe that unless there's someone to observe the Multiverse it might as well not exist. Or even that it wouldn't exist. See, some of them reckon that the Multiverse is actually a creation of their own minds; perhaps that of the faction as a whole, perhaps that of one particular cutter they call The One. So, if they believe something is beautiful, it becomes beautiful. 

Come to think of it, that doesn't sound too unreasonable. It's just when they start talking about changing the course of Fate and Time with their barmy Think Tanks (groups of factioneers who sit around imagining all day), that a body starts to have his doubts. Here then is a gathering of Signer lore and philosophy, so a body can make his own mind up, free from my scepticism. They say a body either swallows their screed completely or finds it too ridiculous to consider, and I know where I stand.
It's just when Dead Things Stir on the Astral, I have to consider eating my words...
"I think, therefore you are"
- Another Signer proverb
Introduction: [coming soon]

Philosophy by Numbers: Reflections of the Infinite
The multiverse is a canvas on which a Signer paints her thoughts, a mirror in which they can be seen...
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Reflections of the Infinite
"Ah, it is pleasant to meet you. I thought you would be here, but you are more anxious to learn than I expected. I must learn to control my imagining! 

"Please, sit! Yes, that glass is for you. Aged Bytopian wine, the grapes mashed before we came into existence. Old indeed. I think you will ask me next about my faction? Of course. You are the part of me that encourages introspection; an activity far too difficult in the busy streets of our Cage. Good thing I believe in a quiet tavern every now and then, yes?
"Now, on to the faction, this Sign of One. I am a member, yes. And the Sign of One is a part of myself, as a part of myself as you are. But I should not begin so complex. No enlightenment was ever achieved by a quick discussion. A lengthy meditation would more suit my purpose."
"I see you before me. I see your wine glass. Pick it up, that's it. Now have a drink. Good. Can you explain this? Of course you can. You've no need to explain, I know what you will say. Please, if you will, allow me my thoughts. You do wish to understand the Sign of One? 

"I see a wine glass before me. I see you before me. I sit at a quiet booth in a lazy tavern in a city atop an infinite pillar. How can this be? Impossible but in the imagination, indeed! So what can this be but my imagination! The wine glass? I am impatient! I will cater to my -- your wishes for now.
"The wine glass is as real as the Spire. As real as you can imagine. How did you confirm the reality of the glass? You had no need! Such faith in the world, boy! Look across at the deva in the other booth. How do you know she is real? Or the street outside, or Sigil herself! I'll tell you the dark of it right now.
"It's all imagined. Yes, imagined. Earlier this week I felt the need for introspection. I imagined a meeting with a younger, eager part of myself. It was by no stroke of luck that you were referenced to me as a recruiter! I imagined this meeting a week ago. Through my mouth and hands I made the proper arrangements, and through my feet I travelled here. Travelling is not the correct word.
"Shut your yapping bone-box berk,
before I think you out of existence!"
- Overheard remark of a Signer
"Through my mouth and hands I led my thoughts to a more concrete meditation. Through my feet I carried my imagination to this calm tavern. Ah! There's the heart of it all! You are but a part of my imagination. Yes, I know you have your own past. Of course you do! You were born with my first ideas of the Signer's calling. Through my thoughts and imagined actions within the Sign of One, I have raised you and guided you into this very meeting! My hands and feet and mouth are nothing more than tools for constructing the world of my imagination!
"I thank you for this discussion and in doing so, I thank myself. I have reached another stone on my ascending path of understanding. New questions and predicaments lay themselves before me even as we speak. More like you are born or brought into adolescence, their lives being slowly worked by my imaginings.
"Perhaps I will meet these new meditations in this very booth! But I digress, come and let me show you the Hall of Speakers. As I further understand myself more of you, my inquisitive pieces, join the Sign of One. And the Sign of One is myself."
Copyright 1997 by Zak Arntson
Movers and Shakers: Sick Minds
There's a killer on the loose, and Signers are dropping like flies. Can this terror be stopped?
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Sick Minds
There's an assassin on the loose in Sigil right now. There's many rumours flying round as to who he's working for and why, but that's half the problem. See, this assassin's got a particularly deadly modus operandi, and so far it's proved impossible to even pin a single death to the blood. He might not even exist, for all anyone can tell. 

We're going to have to tread very carefully here, and you'll understand exactly why in just a moment. Firstly, though, if you're a member of the Sign of One it's absolutely imperative you stop reading right now. If you don't you might be dead by tomorrow morning. Have they all stopped reading? Then I'll continue.
"So belief is power, is it?
In that case, I believe I'm an archmage!"
- Talamis, a clueless Prime
showing how it isn't done
It seems the assassin's got hold of a poison so insidious, so deadly, and so psychically-endowed, that a blood only has to think about it to be affected! 'Course, you have to do more than just mentally glimpse it, but for the members of the Sign of One faction, who spend their lives creating the Multiverse in their heads, once they get an idea in, it's hard to get it out again.
The chant goes that the assassin merely entered the Cage, introduced the idea of the poison and himself in casual conversation to a few Signer cutters, and left. Gossip did most of the work for him: By the following morning there were seven dead and many more seriously ill. Of course, news of this spread like wildfire through the Clerk's Ward, and with the chant came more casualties. Anyone who tried to use magic to scry the murderer met with a noxious end, and it was only then that the full horror of the situation was realised.
A team of particularly hard-headed Harmonium were drafted in to cover up the incident, since a cover-up was deemed the best way to stop the rumours spreading throughout Sigil. It's met with partial success - especially the tactic of rounding up Signers and quarantining them in the Council Chamber. Of course, they haven't been told why they're being kept separate (only that it's for their own good) so some bloods have managed to escape. 

Anyway, that's the story as it stands. More information can doubtless be obtained from recent issues of S.I.G.I.S. Hypochondriacs beware!
Visionaries: Null Ghentar
Who believes that the Dreams of the Dead affect the Land of the Living, and prepares for the Great Dream
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Null Ghentar (Prime / female human / 0-level / Factor of the Signers / NG)
Null's a factor of the Signers now, but it's not always been as simple as that. She used to be a Clueless prime, then she saw the dark of the Planes... 

Since her formative years, Null always had a fascination with death. Her parents died about the time Null learned to talk; it wasn't a nice way they went, either. See, about that time a terrible plague ravaged its way across the land, killing and maiming anyone unlucky enough to come into contact with it.
Null's mother came down with a fever which grew rapidly worse, until the house was wracked with her pain. Null's father wisely kept the young girl and her sister Alici away from the sick woman, and tried his best to tend his dying wife. Then he became ill too, and quarantined himself in the bedroom. Through the door he told the girls to go to their grandparents, but the children were too young to understand.
For two nights Alici and Null wept as their parents' anguish became weaker and fainter. Then it all was quiet. The girls took comfort in the silence; their mother and father had finally found their peace.
The girls were eventually found by their grandparents, and raised a more old-fashioned way. As the girls grew into women, so their aged relatives grew frail and wasted away. The grandmother used to tell the girls of the paradise which waited for good people who died, and this comforted Null. When they passed away, within days of each other, Null and Alici wished them well on their journey to their resting place.
They continued their simple rural lives, left to fend for themselves, watched over by the village folk. That was until the portal opened...
One night, under a full moon, the village pond began to seethe and belch forth foul gases. As the peasant people watched, frog-like monsters lumbered from the waters, attacking and eating the humans. They set the tiny hamlet ablaze, and the cool night air fanned the flames. All of the humans were captured or slaughtered, save for the two girls who tried to hide. The slaadi (for that was what the beasts were) razed their house anyway, and Alici was badly hurt as the sisters fled.
Null knew her sister would never recover - she was much too injured for that - but neither was she about to die. Remembering their grandmother's words, the girls agreed a pact of blood. Null was to kill her sister and stop the terrible pain, and Alici would remember Null had done the deed out of love. They hoped they'd avoid the wrath of the gods that way.
It wasn't an easy blow to strike, but Alici died quickly, and Null's life swerved to follow a dramatically new course. She wanted revenge, firstly, and she wasn't scared of dying on the way to getting it. Returning to the pond, she found a few of the slaadi dead. They all clutched rusty iron triangles with the same rune carved into them.
"In the desert of your dreams,
my imagination is your oasis."

- A fairly articulate,
though naturally self-centered Signer

Curious, Null prised one from a dead frog's webbed fingers, and the pool began to boil again. Fearing another attack, Null ran away, but as she left the pool's edge the bubbling ceased. When she returned, rather more gingerly, it began once again.
Now Null may never have been schooled, but she had a vivid imagination, and to her this seemed more an adventure than anything. Assuming the triangle was magical, she steeled her nerve and walked into the muddy puddle.
She emerged through a watery pool in Sigil's Clerk's Ward. Whether the portal was a wandering one or not she never learned, for almost at once she was swept away in the politics of the Cage. As for the slaadi who razed her town, well, Null soon chalked that one up to chance.
Slowly she began to understand the ways of the Cage, its strange laws and stranger customs. Her lust for revenge rapidly took second place to her thirst for knowledge. Where was this place? Why had she been brought here? She'd always imagined she'd had a purpose in life, so when she discovered other thinkers who had the same ideas, she naturally threw in with them. She changed from Clueless into factotum, of the Sign of One. Her strong will catapulted her through the lower circles of the faction, and she's now a factor. Null tells many an exciting tale of how she grew to know and love the Cage, but they're for another time.

The Sleepers
Null's take on the Signers' philosophy is that it's not the living who make the multiverse what it is; it's the dead. Life's a preparation, a place where opinions are formed and lessons learned. Death's the first step along the long path which leads to, well, wherever. 

There's got to be some point to it all, see. When you die, your beliefs live on and take shape as a petitioner. It's these cutters who're the fabric of the Planes; the embodiment of everyone's personal truth. And it's they who dream of the living. A simple twist perhaps, but one that brings solace to those who grieve.
Sure, living minds and imaginations affect the multiverse - after all, it's all a process of learning, trial and error - that's fine for the small things most folk worry about. But there aren't nearly enough cutters out there doing the imagining for a multiverse so large. If you counted up all the sods who've died, and now have nothing better to do than dream, you'd be much closer the real imagining power you'd need for the whole show.
Null's carved a small niche for herself in the Signers, and leads a small but vocal fringe who hold that it's the dead who imagine the living. Without death, there'd be no life. The traditional ring of logic might be reversed, but it's still a ring, and it's one that seems to mesh well with the Signer's notion of imagination. They call themselves the Sleepers. Others call them barmy.
The Sleepers're interested in the area of dreams, which they reckon are messages and omens from the dead, and also the ceremonies various cultures use to send off their spirits. Maybe the truth's contained in one of those, somewhere. If a Sleeper dies, her comrades will do their utmost to recover her remains, so that they might learn from them by magic, dissection or imagination. Some bashers think that's morbid; for the Sleepers it's very illuminating.
Other members of the group are interested in probing the boundaries of the dead - finding out how petitioners think, what motivates them, and most importantly what they dream of. Sleepers think that the dreams of these bloods'll hold some real gems. Perhaps Powers share their darks with petitioners who're sleeping, or maybe it's the dreams of petitioners that give Powers their direction. Whatever the truth is, the Sleepers imagine they're close to finding it; closer than most bloods realise.
Null still has the odd sleepless night over what she did, and sometimes she worries that the Powers might not've forgiven her. She also knows that Alici's out there somewhere too. In Null's heart, she knows that her sister has the most important dreams of all.
Copyright 1997, 1998 by Jon Winter
Visionaries: Palzari the Histrionic
Who stands at the Edge, not the Centre, and seeks to Understand the Whole by realising the Boundaries
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Palzari the Histrionic (Planar / female aasimar / bard 8 / Signer / NG)
"Berk, the centre of the Multiverse must be a sodding crowded place if we're all standing there!" These were the words which launched Palzari's illustrious career as a factor in the Sign of One. It wasn't even that she said them herself; in fact, the phrase was the wry observation of Troika, a high-up in the Sensates and Palzari's flavour of the moment. While they're no longer lovers, the pair are still close. 

Troika's little joke must've touched a nerve in Palzari's mind, 'cause she found herself lying awake that night, her brain humming with questions. Could Troika've been right? Should she doubt that most basic tenet of the Signers? It was a paradox, sure, but planars aren't supposed to worry about things like that.
Palzari's own career in the faction had already brought its highs and lows. Mostly they were lows, though. The aasimar hadn't the concentration or the imagination to conjure up a whole multiverse, that she'd realised long ago. At that time, it seemed like she was living a lie. She'd joined the faction because she always saw herself as the centre of attention. That's why she was such a successful actress, too: she loved the adulation of the audience. But there's a big jump from being the centre of attention to the centre of a whole multiverse.
Maybe she should concentrate on her career rather than the cut and thrust of faction politics, she mused. That was when her vision struck. Of course! It was obvious. "The multiverse is a stage!" she murmured.
"Eh?" asked Troika, half-sleepy.
Palzari (lost in thought): Oh, nothing.
Troika (now awake): Tell me what you said. It sounded kind of deep. You know philosophy's bad for you at night.
Palzari: Well, I just had the strangest thought. What if we act out our lives, like performers in a play? That'd make the multiverse a stage, and me the Leading Lady.
Troika: That may be, but who's writing the script?
Palzari: Is it rehearsed? Who's directing?
Troika: Now that is deep. You could argue it many ways. Perhaps the powers are behind the production. Chant is they see and hear all.
Palzari: That'd make them the audience then. No, there's more to it than that, Troika. There's someone out there, writing my lines. Telling me what to say, and how to say it. It's as if my life's being scripted as I live it. All our lives, maybe.
Troika: By the "One" that you barmy Signers go on about? (chuckles) No, that doesn't sound likely to me. I mean, I feel alive. I can do whatever I want to do. There's nobody determining my life for me.
Palzari: It could be that your life is an autobiography. We paint the scenery ourselves, perhaps. Or maybe that's just what the author wants us to think...
Troika: Stop it, you're scaring me! You don't really think that...
Palzari: It's a possibility, ain't it! What if we're just characters in some blood's story. A novel perhaps, or a play. You and I; the leading roles, our friends and enemies are bit-parts. The things we do, plans we have; maybe they're all just plot and characterisation.
Troika (cautiously): That might be so, but is it a philosophy you can live with? It's all very well believing that, but blind faith ain't all that inspiring. Unless you're a prime, I guess.
"You're only evil because I made you that way..."
- Signer to wandering Tanar'ri
"Well, imagine that."
- Tanar'ri to signer after neatly severing her head
Palzari: If I realise I'm on a stage, then why can't I go behind the scenes? Meet the writer? Walk amongst the audience? Like you said, the centre of the multiverse must be a crowded place, if we're all there. An actress centre-stage can't learn anything dark. She can only repeat the lines she's been given, and hope that when the final curtain comes down she's performed well enough to merit an encore. Maybe the answers to life can't be found at the centre of the multiverse, maybe they're hidden round the edges. 

Troika (thoughtfully): Like a library, you mean? After all, you don't find the answers to all your questions at the centre of the library. You've got to peruse the shelves and get to know your way around before you can find anything useful. If you can find the index, then you're laughing.
Palzari: And while you're looking, everyone else squabbles about who gets to stand at the centre! By the powers, how could have I been so blind? I'll go to the Factol in the morning. I'm sure she'll be thrilled.
Troika (cynical): Oh sure. She'll love you pulling down the foundations of the faction. Palzari, dear, none of us like an upstart. You've got to take this carefully. There'll be inertia to change, especially in the Sign of One. Powers know, your fellow factotums are bloody-minded enough about most things. No offence intended, of course.
Palzari: None taken. 'Course, there's Pristine to watch. She's up to something big. And that Null Ghentar, I'm sure she's got some sort of scam running.
Troika: That's the spirit! Trust nobody, especially those with ambition. Or those who're sleepy enough to drop at any moment, and that's me my love. Shall we talk about this more when it's light?
Palzari (already lost in fantasies of her promotion to factor of the Signers): Hmm? Oh, yes. Night, Troika.
[Palzari doesn't sleep. She lies awake, motionless except for the rise and fall of her chest, thinking. As dim light streams in through the shuttered windows, she feels she knows the way ahead. While her lover still slumbers, she quietly leaves her home and journeys to the Hall of Speakers.]
[Palzari exits, stage left.]
The Masquerade
Palzari's vision drew a small circle of interested Signers, mainly bards and performers. They've called themselves the Masquerade. The aasimar's status in the faction's slowly growing, as her clique of artistes and actors explain her take on the Signers' philosophy with their plays, songs and poems. For her part, Palzari's endeavouring to find a way to leave the centre of the multiverse behind and walk instead towards the edges. She's sponsored several expeditions into the Hinterlands, where she hopes to find the edge of the Outlands. Perhaps that'd be a good place to start walking from. 

The band of thespians doesn't receive funding from the Sign of One as a whole, so Palzari's established a small theatre, the Théatre Broulliard, in the Deep Ethereal. It's well-connected to Sigil, so the custom is brisk, and it's becoming an increasingly fashionable place for the high-ups of the cage to be seen. The Masquerade perform popular drama, as well as philosophical pieces composed by the talented bards in the fraction.
Troika's influence has also encouraged some of the more theatrically-minded Sensates into joining in with the project. While they usually miss the point of the Masquerade's ideological message, they're still enthusiastic participants. With this much interest, Palzari's thinking of branching out into opera, classical theatre and even masqued balls! If you're trying to get in with the high-up crowd of the Cage, you'd do well to watch this rising fraction.
For more information on the Théatre, please consult Brix's Guide to the Cage. Advertisements for new performances are usually carried in S.I.G.I.S.
Copyright 1997 by Jon Winter
"Reality is defined by those with the best weapons.
On the Prime, at least.
On the Outer Planes, reality's defined
by those with the best imagination."
- Signer faction screed
Copyright 1998 by Jon Winter, illustrations by Jeremiah Golden and Chris Appelhans
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The Sinkers, Downers, Destroyers, Entropy Rats
All will be Dust
The Sinkers are a funny bunch, and no screed. They claim that the Multiverse is in a constant state of decay; things are wearing down and breaking; life grinds itself to a halt. Maybe they've got a point...just count the number of civilisations that've brought destruction to themselves after growing too large...the Blood War to name but one (though a cutter who called the fiends "civilised" would need his brain-box looking at). 

The Doomguard, then, revel in the falling down, and rather than try to prevent things collapsing they cherish it in all its forms; decay, rust, corruption. You'd think that they'd also support the Anarchists' incessant demands for the dismantling of the factions (after all, that's entropy ain't it), but, curiously, the Sinkers ain't keen on the idea. Maybe they ain't the selfless philosophers I've painted them to be...
"..rotten fiend.."
- Planar merchant
"Why, thank you!"
- Sinker tiefling
Erreur! Signet non défini.

INCLUREIMAGE  \d "scholarsmall.gif"
Introduction: [coming soon]

Philosophy by Numbers: The Downward Spiral [coming soon]

Movers and Shakers: Power Groups
Three rising fractions of the Sinkers; the Etchers, who are sculptors of Decay; the Sign of Zero, who Imagine things away; and the Speakers of All, who seek to Cause the End.
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The Etchers (The Artists of Decay)
The Etchers, led by Hicest Corpus (Planar / female succubus / thief 9 / Doomguard / CE) fancy themselves as artists. In the bowels of the Lower Ward they have a studio where they paint with acid and tattoo with poison onto a canvass of living flesh - more often than not, their own. Then they sit back and watch the world decay. 

Painful though it may seem, entropic body art's becoming all the rage in the cutthroat world of Sigil fashion, especially with the fiends, who'll do anything for a bit of corruption. 'Course, the fact that poison don't affect them might have something to do with it - there's been many a fatality amongst trendy young Sinkers who've asked for a toxic tattoo they just couldn't survive with.
Still, if you're a tiefling with a hardy constitution (and a sick imagination) or a veteran fiend from the Blood War with a few days leave and a pocket full of the shiny stuff, drop by the Parlour Noxious and let Hicest ask "What's your poison, cutter?"
The Sign of Zero
It ain't apparent where these bloods first surfaced, nor if they're deliberately parodying the Signers with their philosophy. Well, whatever it started out as, it's become a deadly serious business now. Most Prime worlds have a story of some quaint old carpenter or painter who wanted something so bad that one of his creations came to life. That's probably where the wizard Nolzur got the idea for his magical pigments the Sensates are always so willing to pay good jink for. 

Anyway, Trovik Negatus (Planar / male githyanki / wizard 8 / Doomguard / NE) has a rather different knack. He's discovered that he can do just the reverse: Think hard enough about something and it just vanishes! According to cutters close to him, this ability works just like that the Signers have for 'imagining' things - he can't do it all that often (thankfully!) and the more complex the object, the harder it is for him to just will it away. It's also lucky that Trovik's a subscriber to the Doomguard notion that entropy's right on course, so he ain't particularly keen to speed it along with his powers. Though, of course, he ain't averse to a bit of garnish to send something away that a paying customer doesn't want it cluttering up his particular part of the Multiverse.
Nobody really knows what happens to the items which get lost in this way. It's been suggested they're annihilated as if hit by a disintegrate spell, or maybe they're shunted into the Thuldanian junkyards in Acheron. Trovik himself fancies himself as an 'entropic conjurer', in that he sends things away rather than summoning them to himself. Along those lines, he's devised a number of spells which do just that, and he's created a set of pigments which work in just the opposite way to Nolzur's (funnily enough, the Sensates ain't interested in 'em!)
The Speakers of All
This is a strange bunch of Sinkers, for sure. So strange, in fact, that they're often mistaken for Xaosmen. That's because they're usually found in deep trances, muttering words that simply sound like gibberish. "What's that got to do with entropy?" you're asking? Well... 

The founder of the Speakers of All is a prime priest cutter by the name of Yaveh (Prime / female half-elf / priest 8 / Doomguard / NG). She's from an obscure religious sect of a power who's name she long ago forgot. These bashers believe that the true powers of the Multiverse have one million and one names, and when all of these names have been spoken in worshipful prayer, the Multiverse will come to a close.
Well, Yaveh happened across Sigil some years ago, and the Sinkers heard of her beliefs. Intrigued, they persuaded her to join the faction, promising a stream of factioneers to support her sect's beliefs. Ever since then, in a deep dark room of the Armoury, the Speakers of All have sat, murmuring prayers to any and all names of powers that they come across. When seen outside the Armoury, these sods are usually murmuring names and prayers uner their breath, and don't seem able to focus on anything else quite properly.
There's a considerable information-gathering network involved too. Sinker factioneers have been seen scouring libraries and planar burgs, trying to learn names of long-forgotten powers, just in case one of those is one of the one million and one. Oracles and psychics have been consulted, and temples raided for their holy texts. The Sinkers seem keen on this project; any lead they can find to hasten the end of the Multiverse and bring Entropy to all things is well worth the effort, the reckon.
Copyright 1997 by Jon Winter, thanks also to Ian Watson
Visionaries: DeMiro the Erratic
Who says Laws stem from Chaos, and seeks to Predict planar Calamities using his chaos-born formulae.
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(Planar / male bariaur / cleric 6 (Thoth) / Guvner / LN)
DeMiro's a casualty of his own observational skills. Like his old friend Varpar 'the Contrary' Hogar, DeMiro used to be a high-up of the Fraternity of Order. In fact, he and Varpar worked side-by-side on many of their most notorious projects. While Varpar's speciality was Reactionism however, DeMiro concerned himself more with Erraticism. Unfortunately for both of them, the Guvners at large approved of neither of their pet theories. When Varpar was ejected from the faction, the bariaur DeMiro too was all-but asked to leave. 

Why the sudden cull of Guvner high-up men? Well cutter, good thing you asked. See, about this time, the Guvners were looking real friendly with the Mathematicians. They're barmy bloods from the Plane of Gears itself, and they're often put up on pedestals by less numerically-minded Guvners. They've got this way with figures see, so Mathematician factors are sometimes brought in when a particularly tricky equation's proving hard to solve.
DeMiro'd come across just such a one of these. Back in those days, of course, his research was respectable to the lawful masses (truth be told, most of the Guvners' didn't really know what he was up to). Since he was an important sort of blood, a B4 chief of the Bureau of Erratic Phenomena, (that's a sub-section of the Bureau of Research, leatherhead) his superior was able to persuade a visiting Mathematician to give his work a critical once-over.
The number-crunching took many weeks in fact, far longer than anyone had expected. It turned out that DeMiro's formula was more complex than anything anyone could ever remember seeing. Intrigued, the Mathematician sent for a legion of moingos (they're bizarre creatures whose only purpose in existence is to calculate), and set them to work, too.
When the team finally reached an answer, they were so shocked, they calculated it all again, twice. Still the same answer was reached. DeMiro himself was amazed, and checked his theories and formulae thoroughly. They all seemed to be correct. The revelation brought the Fraternity of Order to a standstill when it was announced. The actual answer to the calculation wasn't that important, it was more the fact that there was a solution at all.
See, DeMiro and the moingos had calculated the date when chaos was invented (give or take a few millennia).
Now many powers and stranger creatures have laid claim to stirring up an ordered cosmos and creating chaos. Other mythologies reckon the multiverse started off chaotic and order was formed from it. Still others reckon that everything's just the same as it was when it all began. Well, DeMiro's calculation 'proved' that there was a definite start to chaos and entropy, from which it has steadily increased. According to the formula, it's going to continue growing at a set rate until the entire multiverse is engulfed in complete disorder.
When the initial shock had worn off and the moingos had left the Cage (probably to fortify Mechanus against the encroaching chaos), scholars in the Fraternity began to attack DeMiro's findings. The ink had barely dried on his final report when the fateful knock came on his laboratory door. He was being summoned to the factol, who was officially Not Amused.
Factol Hashkar didn't approve of DeMiro's conclusions at all. See, the bariaur'd drawn a number of startling hypotheses from his thesis. Firstly, DeMiro postulated that the multiverse was once perfectly ordered, like Mechanus only more so. In fact, it was so perfect, there was no such thing as motion, time or energy. Obviously, life as it's generally known couldn't exist in these conditions, so for life to begin, a bit of uncertainty had to be brought into the picture. 

DeMiro speculated that time and chaos originated from the site known as the Spawning Stone in the plane of Limbo. Little enough is known about the place to ensure nobody could contradict his suggestion with any meaningful evidence (the slaadi guarding the place make sure of that).
Allegedly, from this place of beginning, chaos and time radiated out across the Outer Planes, creating uncertainty, possibilities and choice. That's why Limbo is the seat of all things chaotic, and planes near to it have also assumed the mantle of unpredictability. It's even leeching into Sigil, where random portals and every-changing street patterns are the very manifestation of chaos-stuff. Planar races have also been affected, as they've been exposed to it for so long; the tanar'ri and eladrin are tainted with chaos as are, of course, the slaadi. These bloods are the liveliest of all the planar creatures, and live the wildest, most exciting lives. It all came as a package see; without a bit of chaos then nothing but motionlessness could ever result.
Now that was about the point where Factol Hashkar began to lose his patience. To the factol, it must've looked like DeMiro was trying to prove mathematically that Law and Life didn't mix. Those who've met the bariaur would probably agree that DeMiro's got this was of upsetting people when he argues with 'em, and the more excited he gets, the more he rubs berks up the wrong way.
Maybe Hashkar was having a bad week of it, but he suggested firmly and unswervingly, that DeMiro might like to take his barmy hogwash to the Anarchists, who'd probably be able to make more use of it than the Fraternity of Order.
DeMiro's a proud cutter, and he's not the sort to take criticism like that lying down. In fact, he packed up all his papers that day and left the Fraternity, vowing to prove his theory with field data. Probably relieved to be rid of the trouble-maker, the Guvners approved an extended fact-finding mission to whichever planes DeMiro wished to visit. The more the merrier, they said.
DeMiro left the Cage soon after, headed for the chaotic side of the great Ring of Outer Planes. That's where he wanders to this day, from burg to burg, across the planes of disorder. He's cataloguing what he calls 'the Capricious Laws'. See, according to DeMiro's theory of chaos overwhelming the natural order of the multiverse, the empirical 'laws' of physics which Guvners spend so long measuring aren't really all they're cracked up to be. Chaos itself is corrupting laws long thought to be perfectly predictable. The effect is especially noticeable on the Chaos planes, though it's becoming more and more prevalent across the planes, at least according to DeMiro.
The sort of thing the bariaur observes varies from place to place, but when a berk sees an example of Contrary Law, he'll know it. Basically, it's a reversal of a body's normal expectations. DeMiro's catalogued 'gravity cuts', where the natural gravity of an area simply vanishes for a short time. He's weathered 'time slips', where time itself accelerates, reverses, or simply stops. He has evidence of 'magic storms', where the magical flux of a locality undergoes tremendous turbulence; magical effects can appear from nowhere, and spells can seem to cast themselves.
Earthquakes are apparently another example of Capricious Law. DeMiro's explanation is that the planes are grinding against one another; jockeying for position in the multiverse, and stresses appear through them as they prepare to tear themselves apart. DeMiro's also noted 'friction lapses' where the force of friction simply evaporates, and 'magnetic vortices' where electrical static charges build up without reason.
DeMiro's collection of bizarre events continues to grow; in fact, he uses his formulae to predict the date and place of the next inexplicable phenomenon, and follows 'em around the Great Ring. He's aided in his quest by a solitary moingo who DeMiro's named 'Rubric', who deals with much of the heavy number-work. Many bloods from the Chaos Planes recognise the bariaur by his copious tattoos (DeMiro's had his more controversial formulae branded into his forearms and chest) and the two-dimensional crimson-hued living equation that's never far from his side. Locals know that when they spy the curious pair, something very strange is bound to happen soon.
Nobody knows, least of all DeMiro, how long he'll carry on his research, or what he hopes to prove in the end.
The Society of Capricious Law
That's the name adopted by an unusually sober group of Doomguard in the Cage. They've heard of DeMiro's work, and hold it aloft as proof that the machinery of law itself is decaying. They reckon the 'sciences' of physics and mathematics predict their own demise, and the more data DeMiro unearths, the more certain they become. 

The Society of Capricious Law (or the Caprice, for short), is part of the 'centre' wing of the Doomguard, who reckon the rate of entropy in the multiverse is right on course. They've got many of their finest bloods on the trail of DeMiro, watching his movements and reporting back on his observations. They secretly fund his sojourn with jink and supplies, and intercept papers DeMiro sends back to Sigil, and substituting their own documents.
They have to do it secretly though, for it's a cert that if the Guvners caught a whiff of Doomguard scent they'd close ranks on the bariaur sooner than a Xaositect changes her mind. The Guvners'd be sick if they they knew their arch-enemies the Sinkers were benefiting from one of their own members. 'Course, the Sinkers themselves revel in the irony of using a lawful faction to bring itself down.
Nobody's thought to ask what DeMiro thinks, though.
Copyright 1997 by Jon Winter
"One hundred kips all lined in a row,
one hundred kips in a line,
take an axe, some oil and a match,
ninety nine kips lined in a row"
- Doomguard Drinking Song
Copyright 1997 text by Jon Winter
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The Xaosmen, the Chaosmen
Is the Infinitely Green of today a Big Plane one (1) ?
The Xaosmen are one of the more misunderstood factions in the Cage. Even by themselves. How can you understand a philosophy that espouses randomness, chance and all-or-nothing chaos? Well, the water perhaps ain't as murky as it might seem. I've persuaded a Xaosman friend of mine, Zoaster, to slip you the chant about what he believes the faction represents, and of course, there's the story of Varpar Hogar, a case study in the blurry line between law and chaos. 

My subjects mightn't be the randomest around, but then who needs another few minutes of scramblespeak anyway? It ain't like anyone really understands it...including the factioneers, I reckon. See the puzzled look on their faces? They haven't a clue. No wonder they're all half barmy...just think, you've got to keep up the pretence of understanding it because none of 'em want to admit they haven't the faintest idea what they're talking about. Or so the chant I've heard goes...
So if you called up the Xaosmen on this mimir expecting a load of old gibberish, to disappoint sorry you cutter, someone mimir elses's try perhaps.
If you were a dog, what kind of shoes
do you think I should wear? Well?!"
- Xaositect factioneer
Introduction: [coming soon]

Philosophy by Numbers: Finding Sense in Chaos
Ever wondered if there was any method behind the faction's madness?
Well, a semiologist factioneer named Zoaster would like to set you straight: There is.
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Finding Sense in Chaos
I who am? Name by Zoaster of the Xaosman an. But don't worry, I don't talk like that all the time, cutter. That'd be far too predictable. 

Most bashers like you get completely the wrong impression of the Xaositects. That's doubtless a good thing, because imagine what a dreary Multiverse it'd be if everyone's first impressions were always right. No, I much prefer it the way it is; just a little unpredictable.
'Course, I'm not like the other factioneers -- no two of us are the same. But I'm probably a little bit extra-different to your palette. For starters, I don't rush round doing random things all the time, and I rarely talk in that twisted scramblespeak. To be honest, I find it pretty hard to fathom myself. So why do I call myself an Xaositect, and why did Voilà! ask me, of all people, to talk about the faction's philosophy.
Well firstly, I subscribe to largely the same principles as the Xaosmen, it's just my methods and reasoning are a little more sound. I think Voilà! well knows that if you got just any old factioneer along to record his musings on the faction, you'd just get a bunch of odd words, funny colours and symbols. Might as well talk to a dabus, for all the use that'd be, eh?
If thinking too much gets you in the deadbook,
and not thinking enough gets you likewise.
then I should live forever!"
- Xaositect motto
No, I am a Xaositect philosopher, in the fullest sense of the word. I believe that rather than just enjoying chaos for Xaos' sake, the Xaositects have a strong philosophical bent. It's just they don't know it. I'll explain... 

Now I'll agree as strongly as anyone that culture should involve symbolism, but it should be a symbolism that is open to interpretation and debate. What do I mean? Well, the way things are now, reality itself is forced on to us through culture and its signs. I'm not just talking about the Sign of One factioneers, though they're a good place to start. See, these cutters reckon that if they think something hard enough, it's made real. They impose their own desires for reality upon us all by using their symbols, figureheads, and lofty ideals. Maybe they can bend reality to their whims, but I ask, is that a good thing? What, to have your personal reality dictated by another? I think not.
Society as a whole does exactly the same thing. Take the powers, for example. They're often said to be nothing more than great big figureheads; ones that bestow spells, granted, but figureheads nonetheless. They can only exist because people believe in them. They are symbols; signs; they are not of reality. As it goes, cultures have a tendency to dredge up the myths and legends of ancestors (these are symbols too, of course, because everyone knows myths ain't true), and incorporate them into their current way of thinking. In this way, old signs and symbols are resurrected and recycled into culture.
Basically, reality is dead! There's no longer such a thing as "real" or "natural"...out here on the planes, everything is a symbol, everything is a simulation of reality. More fool the planewalkers, then, who go on and on about the "rightness" of it all, or the "grand scheme" of the planes. It's all created of their own imaginations; symbolism all; recycled throughout the millennia and imposed through culture itself onto culture itself.
You're finding this hard to follow? Well, why'd you think so many of my fellow factioneers dispense with the philosophy altogether? But I'm ahead of myself. I should give you a few examples, to clarify what I'm talking about.
Take the Lady of Pain. She's not a real entity...she's a symbol, created by the culture which she oversees. She has no real history, no name, no personality...all of these things are attributed to her through modern mythology; recycled ideas from other cultures, signs imposed on her, and thus reflected back and reimposed on the simulated "reality" we live in. At her most simple level, the Lady is a recycled mother figure, stern and beyond the understanding of we mortals, her symbolic children.
To be "normal", as some desire, is to be oppressed by a culture obsessed by signs. When reality can be dictated and simulated like this, it becomes dangerous. What's more, there's another danger looming on the horizon...
The technology of mass reproduction and machines will work to standardise and homogenise culture even more, creating all-encompassing signs which impose themselves on us all. Take the Automatic Scribe, or mass-printed pamphlets like S.I.G.I.S., for example...the newsrag tells us what is news, brings our opinions to our doorstep and blinds us to possibilities it does not consider, so they do not exist. Reality is reduced. These things are just the beginning of a Multiverse where reality has been destroyed beyond redemption. Conformity is spreading...
For a nightmarish glimpse of what I believe the future may hold, we only need to take a jaunt to Mechanus. The modrons there are a perfect example of what might happen when reality is dealt its final death knell. These creatures are so caught up in their symbolism that they are not even aware of each others' existence, because that would not comply with the picture of reality which is dictated to them through their all-encompassing figurehead, Primus. Like the Lady of Pain, Primus is a figment of the simulated reality in which the modrons are trapped.
How did this happen to an intelligent and advanced planeborne race? I believe (and I know Magnum Opus agrees with me on this point at least), that the modrons were not always as they are now. They were, however, always a utilitarian race. By that I mean they're driven by a burning desire to maximise the "happiness", or rather, efficiency, of their society. Each action, according to this philosophy, has positive and negative effects. If at any point, an individual calculates the outcome of each action and then performs the one that gives the most positive effect, slowly the society as a whole can become more perfect.
However, in the end, the modrons discovered the key to maximum "utility" -- all of them followed the same route, and they lost their identity. The race might well be the epitome of efficiency and perfectly structured, but when everyone is equally happy, happiness itself loses its meaning and becomes another simulation in the false reality.
"So chaos you seek? can not seek chaos, must find it"

Well, we've taken the scenic route to arrive here. The only way to explain what the Xaositect philosophy is to me is to first explain what it opposes. I believe the faction promotes and breeds three important things: difference, diversity, and through these, existence. To remain real, and not just disappear into a figment of the imagination, societies must be stirred up. Old symbols must be destroyed and new ones found to replace them. We Xaositects are keeping the diversity in the Cage alive by our actions; without us it'd be a much duller place, as I'm sure you'd agree! 

Beauty is in the unique. Laws can only restrict this freedom to expression, freedom to think. "Behaving" is what parents impose upon their children to crush their creativity, force them to act according to set patterns, and impress upon them the simulation of "normality". Accepting the child inside, overthrowing the conformity and behaving as one wishes rather as others wish is the hallmark of this belief, the hallmark of one's own intellectual maturity. That's what the Xaosmen are doing, thought most of them don't even realise it. They're basking in the joy of chaos, and that joy ain't anything to do with philosophy, it's the happiness that only children know. For they've re-learned how to play again.
If society defines this as chaotic or evil then so be it; society is the one with the problem!
Julius the Symmetrical, Contrary Philosopher, responds... 

"Yet diversity can be carried too far in the wrong direction: the slaad are terrified of losing their senses of identity, but have in essence already done so by moving too far in the opposite direction. They have no identity of their own as their pure randomness obliterates it as effectively as total law-abidingness. Without a grip on laws and patterns, and through them these "all-imposing signs", society would slip into a morass of randomness and lose sight of reality just as quickly. Maybe the Xaositects do perform an important function in the Cage (not many people'd say that, eh?) but we shouldn't fall for all of their screed...they might be important in some respects but the defenders of reality they ain't."
Inspiration
Postmodernism for Beginners, by Richard Appignanesi and Chris Garratt, Icon Books 1995.
Baudrillard for Beginners, by Chris Horrocks and Zoran Jevtic, Icon Books 1996.
Ethics for Beginners, by Dave Robinson and Chris Garratt, Icon Books 1996.
Copyright 1998 Jon Winter 
Motivations: Why are you a Xaositect?
Confused as to why any sane cutter'd want to join this faction? Wonder no more.
I've interviewed some rational Xaosmen and it seems it ain't just all random fancy.
Some of the more Intelligible Responses Obtained when Factioneers were asked: "Why are you a Xaositect?"
"Xaositects? Nope, none here. This symbol? Oh, that's nothing really. 
"Oh, don't be such a berk. I'm just joking. Honest. Flob.

"Now look, I may be a Chaosman, but that don't mean I always have to speak scrambled or anything like that. Chaos means living in... er... harmony with what already exists. The multiverse exists in complete chaos, all the time, everywhere. Why are primes so dense? Why can't mathematicians figure out equations for anything, without making exceptions? If the rule of threes is true, why are there five major divisions of the multiverse? 
"You mean you don't count the Astral and Ethereal? Look, you can't derive order from _anything_. You always have to make "exceptions to the rule." Eventually you get to the point where all you have left are exceptions. Ha! No exceptions here. Include the whole multiverse in your philosophy next time, eh?
"The point isn't that we should act disorderly. Or orderly. It's all the beauty of chaos. See? I mean, I haven't even scrambled one sentence yet. The Hardheads say they're after "harmony" but they're into imposing their own harmony. We live with what exists.
"Perhaps when you achieve harmony with chaos, you'll be drawn into the planes like a petitioner. Maybe that's the point when you become a power and get to impose your own ideas. Who knows? Us Xaositects? Fat bloody chance. We're going to find out, though.
"We're waiting."
(by Skypti)
"I don't like law. What's the point of it? I want to do whatever I want, whenever I want, however I want. All them berks that rattle their bone-boxes 'bout the way things work still haven't gotten any proper answers worth bothering with. That's 'cause there are none! The multiverse don't make sense 'cause it ain't 'sposed to. That's the secret to it all and that's the way things're 'sposed to be. The sooner everyone realises that, the happier everyone'll be. That's why you should join the Xaositects. We don't waste our time with that sort of stuff - we'd rather enjoy things the way they are." 

(by rOB stIlEs)
Chaos Theory #1 - Predictability In A Given Situation (by Hatcher Rhanyr)
[Voilà! notes: Hatcher is a one-time member of the Xaoticians sect who chucked in the mathematics and joined in with the Xaosmen themselves...] 

Chaos Theory #1 - Predictability In A Given Situation (by Hatcher Rhanyr)
[Voilà! notes: Hatcher is a one-time member of the Xaoticians sect who chucked in the mathematics and joined in with the Xaosmen themselves...] 

"Because the multiverse is based on variables (according to most mathematical Xaoticians) and these variables fluctuate greatly in any given situation then therefor the results will drastically change from situation to situation.
"Now in accordance to this Xaositects embody this philosophy, so therefore they are unpredictable to the extreme. Even their unpredictability is unpredictable. In other words sometimes they act in a manner that you'd expect (being unpredictable because you expected a Xaositect to act unexpectedly). Then sometimes they act in a manner you wouldn't expect (still being unpredictable because you expected them to act expectedly.)
"If this is confusing to you, then good because that's what Chaos Theory is: Confusing. If you've ever taken a modron lecture on Logic and really understood it then you're a better blood than I am. You see, as things go, most bashers think in that happy little multiverse we call reality, where certain things happen as they should (i.e. falling when we jump out of a tree) but then sometimes the rules change (i.e. a berk lives when he's hit head on by a falling slaad). This is what you've got to keep in mind. How about this... Xaosmen display a high probability to to highly improbable things... In this way one can predict in general that any given action will be very hard to predict.
"Chaos is not about knowing what will happen, but rather what could possibly happen..."
Copyright 1998 by respective authors
Planes of Gravity: Lokitar's Column
A bizarre and potentially dangerous legacy of some barmy Xaosman?
Better find out all about it before you happen to pay it a visit...
Extract from Kan Segal's "Effects of Multiversular Forces on Matter and Non-Matter"
One sometimes called Lokitar, a powerful Xaositect mage, once created a column of reverse gravity in Sigil, a mile high. It was, of course, invisible to the naked eye, and what's more it changed location throughout the city with no apparent rhyme or reason. One would be walking down a broad promenade, and then suddenly swept high into the air. 

The top of the column terminated exactly where at the place the Fraternity call the 'nexus of gravitational force' -- that is, the point centre of the torus that is Sigil. At this point, it has been proven by some more intrepid members of our esteemed Order that the strength of the 'pull' or gravity from all sides of Sigil is equal. However, it has been found that it is impossible to balance matter at the central point as the strength of one force will always overcome the others.
A body 'falling upwards' in Lokitar's Column (as it came to be known) is propelled by his own momentum across the nexus, and thus starts falling towards the other side of Sigil. Rumour has it that Lokitar envisioned that the target would be propelled towards a randomly located part of the torus, but did not have the time to complete this part of the spell due to leaks to the Harmonium.
"I'll from you two get kill within you,
out within me feet not do seconds of get five if!"
- Xarxan, evil Xaositect, to a prime.
"What did you say?"
- Hapless prime
Amazingly enough, almost all of the 'victims' of the column landed with no more hurt than a few bad bruises and minor abrasions, with the perplexing and notable exception of a factor of the Mercykillers, who had once sought to prosecute Lokitar. She, by uncanny mischance, fell directly into an ooze puddle in the Hive Ward. 

Perhaps even more amazing was the fact that the inventor, Lokitar, escaped the Lady's wrath. It is conjectured that the wily rogue set the spell as a contingency and left Sigil before it activated.
Though the Column was thought to have been cancelled by the Lady's power, it has reappeared several times, as much as two years after its first appearance. This resulted in many converts to the Chaosmen's cause, not least because of the popular chant that not a single one of that Faction had been affected by the magic.
Although there are no reliable sources, some chant points to Lokitar disappearing to Pandesmos in search of great and wild power.
"That way!"
- Xaositect pointing in two directions
when asked where the Clerks' Ward was
Copyright 1998 by Shelaam
Visionaries: Varpar Hogar
Who goes Left by going Right, and ends up in the Same Place nonetheless.
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Varpar Hogar (Planar / male tiefling / wizard 5 (Transmuter) / Factor of the Xaositects / N)
Many factors in the Cage are called barmy. Perhaps none deserves to be called it more than Varpar Hogar; the very fact that he's a high-up of the Xaositects should tell a blood that much. Thing is, the message he brings might sound addled in the extreme, but it's proven to be more successful than most anything else that's ever been dreamed up. Is the multiverse itself barmy? According to Varpar, that'd be the case.
Unlike so many of the Xaositects, Varpar's actually completely sane. His arguments are carefully though out; the product of a logical and reasonable mind. See, this blood used to be high in the Fraternity of Order, until they threw him out. His theories were too crazy for them, they said. So, going with his very philosophy, he threw in with the Xaositects. And what's more; that tactic's worked just like he knew it would. Varpar's ideas are now more popular with the Guvners than he ever was when he was in their ranks. Confused? You'll have to know more about his beliefs to figure it out...
The secret's in opposites. A long time ago, this tiefling cutter Varpar noticed that whatever he did, the opposite always happened in the end. He got married to someone he loved; his life turns to a living nightmare. An acrimonious split later; he's happier than ever before. His research as a Guvner takes him so close to an Axiom that it's practically eating out of his hand; he's thrown out of the faction. He becomes an enemy of order and law; the Guvners are begging for him to come back and tell them his darks.
It's a barmy old world all right.
Varpar's philosophy's so simple that you think you've missed it when you see it: Do the opposite of what you intend. That's it. No fancy words (those come when you have to explain to your friend why you've just betrayed them). 'Course, they'll see the benefits in the long term; it's just that most cutters aren't prepared to wait that long.
Every mathematician knows that for every action, there's an equal and opposite reaction. There's no point fighting it, berk, it's pretty much an Axiom itself. Varpar realised that long ago.
What does this mean? Say a man wants to make a fortune. He sets up a business, begins to trade, works his way into the trust of the big-timers. He might even be successful for a while. Then what happens? One lousy mistake and it all comes crashing down around his ears! See, that berk forgot that for all his effort, there's be an equal and opposing effort to make him loose all the money he'd worked so hard for!
"Never pay full price for the horse that doesn't drink after you've lead him to the early bird who still hasn't gotten that bloody worm even though its on the other side of the fence where as we all know, the web you weave is tangled when you first practice to conceive."
- Famous saying of the Xaositect Okrodle
as he welcomes cutters to the "half price night" at his brothel
Here's the clever part. Suppose the same blood subscribed to Varpar's beliefs. First thing he does is go out and sell everything he owns, gets really unlucky gambling, and lands up to his ears in debt. That's pretty barmy, right? Wrong! You're forgetting the Axiom, berk. As soon as he's done this, the mechanics of the multiverse are primed. All the cunning blood has to do is sit back and watch the rewards roll in, and the multiverse strives to give him back everything he's lost. Hey presto! The cutter's rich as he was before, and he can spend it all over again! 

If you wondered why that rather logical piece of thinking belongs to the Xaositects, you'd be asking the right questions. Well, most of the Chaosmen don't really care about the physics of it all; they just enjoy doing crazy things. Varpar despaired about it at first, but it was all part of his grand scheme.
See, once he'd told a few high-ups in the Guvners about his philosophy, they laughed him out of the Courthouse. Varpar'd pretty much expected it; after all, he'd worked hard and been successful for too long and knew a fall'd come any day. So he packed his bags and left the Guvners laughing.
A month or two later, and the Fraternity of Order've come to their senses. Just as Varpar's fall from grace was dramatic, so his rise in the Xaositects has been meteoric. He's as powerful and influential a blood as any in that faction. Could be that the Guvners are jealous, or perhaps they just want to get their hands on the dark of his beliefs. Whatever it is, they've invited him back to the faction, and promised him a post even higher than the one they sacked him from.
Will Varpar return? Who knows, but it'll probably be the opposite of what you'd expect him to do. See, he's discovering greater and greater subtleties in the maths of his beliefs; such that it might even turn out to be addled nonsense after all. Who knows indeed?
The Reactionaries
The Reactionaries are what the brave cutters in the Xaositects who subscribe to Varpar's barmy idea have chosen to call themselves. Some of them enjoy the chaos of the situation, others like doing the opposite of what they're told to do. Some even go as far as doing exactly what they think they should, knowing the opposite'll happen, and maybe the opposite again. It's a complex business, contrariness. 

Even stranger, for each Reactionary in the Xaositects, there seems to be one in the Guvners. These bloods catalogue and test the theory, measuring their actions and reactions to see whether the contrariness holds constant, and if so, whether it'll oscillate more than once. Could life be a continual movement between two opposite states, and if so, how does one alter the amplitude and frequency of such oscillations?
As the small groups of Reactionaries grow, the more conservative thinkers in both factions grow worried. The Xaositect high-ups wonder if their younger members're being influenced towards lawfulness by this ex-Guvner. It was fun letting him in but perhaps the idea's not a good one any more, and the success they've enjoyed's about to go sour. But then they're back on the inescapable ring of Varpar's strange logic.
Meanwhile, the Guvners dislike the spread of disorder and breaking of protocol. Was inviting Varpar back a good idea? Will he come back, and more importantly, do they really want him back? His theories seem to be true, but only if they're proved by the anti-contrary logic of the Fraternity; surely this is the opposite of itself? Frankly, it makes many heads hurt just to think of it all.
And in the middle is Varpar. His theory seems to be excellent, and he's both sought after by and at the same time rejected by two opposing factions. Maybe it's time he started out on his own...or would that herald certain disaster? He could even forget the whole idea...but then, would it bounce back again?
It's surely an impossible quandary.
"There are truths but no Truth.
I can perfectly well assert two completely
contradictory things, and be right in both cases.
One ought not to weigh one's insights against
one another - each is a life for itself."

- Varpar Hogar
Copyright 1998 by Jon Winter
"Indeps are non-conformists, Signers are the centre of the Multiverse,
Ciphers never think, us, well, we're...uhm...hey look, a dog...
Bark! Bark! haha look at it run! hehehe...."
- The same cutter, moments later
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Sectual Education
The most recent musings on the multitude of Sects of the planes, their stories, details on their membership and the current intrigues raging out of town. You can also learn of the lesser-known sects, and also groups of fringe philosophers which may amuse you...
See the file planescape sects for more on sects…

Philosophy By Numbers
You might have seen those "painting by numbers" teachers, who'll show a budding artist how to do hue, tone and shadow by numbering colours and writing the right number in the right place. Well, that works for philosophy too. This is a set of factioneers' musings on their own beliefs, which you can use as these numbers. When you read something that causes a stirring deep down inside -- a revelation of your own personal truth, perhaps -- then you've more than likely discovered the faction for you. 

If none of 'em do that, you're either a terminal clueless, or a true visionary. Go find your own belief, whatever it may be!
The Visionaries
Every world has its thinkers and its dreamers, only for most, passive contemplation is as far as they ever get. In the Outer Planes, where belief's often more concrete than reality, these visionaries are the next generation of leaders, the prodigies of philosophy. It's their insight which greases the gears of the factions and inspires the masses to believe. 

These are their stories...
There are Plenty of Planescape Books with Faction Chant Already...
Depending on what sort of chant you're after, you might be able to find it in one of the Planescape handbooks:
· The Philosophies of the Factions are sketched out in A Player's Guide to the Planes, expanded in The Factol's Manifesto, and put in perspective in The Planewalker's Handbook. 

· Factioneer abilities are outlined in A Player's Guide to the Planes and expanded in The Factol's Manifesto. 

· Details of how to join the Factions are given in The Factol's Manifesto. 

· Faction Headquarters are described briefly in Sigil and Beyond and In The Cage, and in more detail in The Factol's Manifesto. 

· The Factols' histories and statistics are covered in The Factol's Manifesto. 

· The relationships between the Factions are mentioned in A Player's Guide to the Planes, and explained more fully in The Factol's Manifesto. 

· The Factions' Planar Headquarters are described in the Boxed Set according to the Plane in question. 

· The Faction Symbols are pictured in A Player's Guide to the Planes, on a poster in the original Planescape Boxed Set and on the poster that comes with The Factol's Manifesto. 

· Many Faction secrets are revealed in The Factol's Manifesto. 

· The best ways to deal with factioneers are described in The Planewalker's Handbook. 

· Some famous Faction Members are described in Uncaged: Faces of Sigil. 

· Powers who're popular with the factions are talked about in On Hallowed Ground. 

· Hellbound: The Blood War box discusses what each faction thinks of the Blood War. 







