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How Many Ways Can You Draw Everything?
Well, quite a few, actually. While no planewalker who knows his onions will ever say "Yeah, that's the right way to map the planes", it's a cert that each one will have a favourite, preferred way of doing it.
Why bother trying to map something that's fundamentally unmappable? Well, cutter, it's a question of philosophy, that. The best way to understand something is to see it with your own eyes. Each of the visualisations you'll find below are merely ways of looking at the problem of mapping infinity. Sure, none of them are The Truth, but when you consider each for it's own merits, you'll begin to understand The Way Things Are. And that, as any rounder'll tell you, is the most important lesson of all.
So here then are a group of maps, each telling their own story, and excerpts from the jounals of cutters who've travelled where no cutter's ever set foot. I'll fill in the gaps where it's needed, cutter, and explain why each looks the way it does. Of course, all this is on the understanding that if you hear of another way, you'll let me know so I can spread your dark around. Got that? Good...
Eleven Ways to Map Infinity:
Burbank Ralopolis:
Beyond the Planes
Synjyn the Exile
Extra Dimensional Theory
Thento Ixera:
The Well of Worlds
Lung Tzu:
Where Are All the Dragons?
Kristias Fireflight
Quasi Elemental Exotica
Puras Ignitus:
A Question of Dimensions
Leir the Explorer:
The Cordant Planes
Magnum Opus:
The Great Great Ring
Soma Purusha:
Infinite Creatures
Na'Tak Karari:
The Planar Pillar
PRIVATE
Agnossus:
The Modron Conspiracy
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Beyond the Planes

The Great Unknown. Beyond the Planes. The Fringes of the Multiverse. This is a topic that's obsessed a couple of planewalking cartographers, Corsica and Burbank Ralopolis, for the last Mechanical cycle or more. They reckon that finding the location of the edge of the planes will allow extrapolations to be made about the creation and growth of the planes. In particular, they're interested in learning which planes were born first, who or what is responsible for them, or whether the planes truly are eternal and were never created. "Sometimes things just are", as Corsica is fond of saying. Maybe they'll even discover some of the secrets behind the Great Unknown Force that some Athar tout as the answer to the powers... 

The odd couple (Burbank's a male Athar bariaur, Corsica a female Mathematician tiefer; they've been known to cause eyebrows to raise in a few less cosmopolitan establishments) have been married for many years, and seem virtually inseparable. When the Athar sponsored Burbank to find some hard evidence to support the (admittedly rather wild) theories he's been bandying around, it seemed the natural thing for Corsica to accompany him on his sojourn. What started a fact-finding mission rapidly bloomed into a full-scale voyage into the face of the unknown and beyond. In fact, it was tales of their exploits that inspired Palzari's recent production "Edges of Infinity" in her Théatre Brouillard, the chant goes.
The couple's expedition began, as most do, in the Cage. While Corsica researched tomes ancient and modern in the Guvners' library and Magnum Opus' private collection, Burbank recruited an Athar-sympathetic psychic, a mage, a priest and a muscle-bound basher just in case things got risky. After all, you never know what lies at the edge of reality, do you?
Once the right portals had been located and the route mapped out, the band departed from the Shattered Temple, amidst much pomp and circumstance, on the first leg of the voyage. They've still not returned, but the occasional report finds its way to the desk of Factol Terrance, by magic, courier or otherwise, just so he knows where the faction's money's going.
My sources, of course, are everywhere, and I've managed to procure a few snippets of these letters for your delectation. They are a little theoretical at times, but then nobody ever said exploring beyond the known planes was easy...
Where the Inner Planes Collide

"We reached the proverbial centre point of the plane of water today, after many weeks of persuading our water weird guides to bring us here. Apparently the elemental water lords will not be pleased at our presence at this sacred place, so we will not tarry long. Using magical scrying means we witnessed the merging of fire, air, earth and water. Glithil [the mage] used a giant pearl to pierce the planar barriers which are at their weakest here, and the reflections that emanated from the pearl's surface were of ful strange in nature.
I have never seen such a sight of such rorty darkness before. Isomer [Corsica's moingo companion] calculated the mixing coefficients of the planes here and determined that the Inner Planes mix at exactly the same rate that the central cog of Regulus rotates. A strange coincidence? More calculations are needed, but alas we must depart this place before we are discovered. I doubt the centres of Earth or Fire will be as easy to attain...perhaps we should try Air.

The Ordial Plane

"While we have been unable to find evidence of portals to the Ordial Plane, this does not necessarily disprove its existence; there are apparently few portals to the Astral or Ethereal because of a lack of doorways to which they can be fixed. However, by measuring the Planar Flux Potentials between the Inner and Outer Planes we have determined the magical frequency at which this plane should be present. We may be able to calibrate our tuning fork for use in a plane shift spell...
...Corsica attempted the plane shift using our calculations, and disappeared without trace. An hour later, she slowly re-materialised, covered in cuts and wounds, and only vaguely aware of her surroundings. Alas, she could remember nothing of her journey. More disturbingly, there were marks on her hands which appeared to be symbols. For all our divinations, we have been unable to ascertain if they mean anything."
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Beyond the Boundaries

"We have entered a new plane which our mimir is unable to identify. We found its entrance far below the surface of the Outlands; we followed deep underground passages, using passwall spells and a rod of passage when the going became blocked. Thirty three miles beneath we found a vast underground cavern with weird portals the like of which we have never before seen; they opened to the touch of living flesh, apparently draining life energy to sustain themselves.
A warp sense spell revealed that the destination was safe, so we established our abjurations and took a jaunt through to see what we would find. The sensation we felt when travelling through the portal was unlike that of a normal portal from the Cage. Rather than being instantaneous it took several seconds, and once our eyes had adjusted to the darkness we could see we were travelling very rapidly through a tube with a mesh of silver bands around and along it. I must admit, it reminded me rather of the Temporal Prime plane, though our mimir did not identify it as such.
Moments later we emerged into a landscape that I simply cannot describe well with words. The place was distorted and twisted, as though the dimensions we take for granted had been crumpled by some cosmic hand. Our mimir appeared dormant; it would not respond. All divination magics we tried to use failed, and though clairsentient psionic powers revealed that there were life forms present in our range of sight, we could not see them. Corsica suggests they were out of phase, though I believe they may have been under the influence of Wild magics like the there/not there spell. It is hard to explain, but I got the distinct impression that space and time were growing and shrinking like living, breathing things here.
The portal behind us, which had remained open for several minutes, began to throb and shrink. Lest we become hipped in that bizarre place, we quickly returned through the portal. Strangely, we appeared not in the cavern beneath the Outlands but near the base of the Spire itself. This is doubly curious since the Spire does not have an Astral connection...we have no coherent theory as yet to explain this, except that perhaps we stumbled across the entrance to an ancient outer plane that had been crushed by the expansion of the planes of the Great Ring we know today. Maybe these ancient planes are relegated to the spaces above the seven heavens of Mount Celestia, below the six hells of Carceri, or outside the layers of Bytopia? But this sounds too improbable, surely..."
Erreur! Signet non défini.
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Outside of Nothing

"Our next experiment took us to the Astral, where we attempted to test the fabric of the plane. Planologists believe that the Astral is in fact a non-plane; an infinite plane with infinitesimal volume. We hypothesised that if we could find a way to pierce the planar material as we had with the Inner Planes, we might be able to take a look at the outside of the Multiverse. See, if we are inside the Multiverse and it stretches in all directions infinitely around us, we could think of it as a sphere. What lies beyond the sphere? Since it has no edges, we cannot pass beyond them, so the only alternative is to travel through another dimensional space to view the Multiverse from the vantage point that gives.

Corsica suggests an analogy with a cube. It has three dimensions, yet it casts a two dimensional shadow. Depending upon the orientation of the light source, the shadow will be of a different shape. Now, imagine a four dimensional shape. It's impossible to picture it (though I believe elementals can). When a light is shone upon it, it casts a three-dimensional shadow! What if out own multiverse were four dimensional, and we only see its 'shadow'? Depending upon which direction the 'light' comes from, we see very different shapes...this explains the different natures of each plane. Where the shadow varies only slightly, a new planar layer is formed. Perhaps the infinite nature of the Abyss can be explained by a predominantly spherical part of the 4D Multiverse, which gives a very large number of similar shadows?
If we could travel outside of the spatial dimensions which we normally occupy, according to this theory, we could look upon the true shape of the planes...well, that was our reasoning. The choice of the Astral was simple; the planar barrier is very different there, and the place is relatively unpopulated. If anything were to go awry in our experiment, the only injured parties (besides ourselves) would be githyanki, and nobody would really shed a tear over them.
The plan was to force open a couple of extra-dimensional spaces (portable holes, both), and, in combination with a limited wish spell and heavy protective magics, try and induce an Astral rift through which we could slip.
The stage was set, the magics ready, and using telekinesis Glithil placed one inside the other, and lo and behold the very Astral plane ripped asunder. Like air into a vacuum the rift began to suck the fabric of the Multiverse outside (at least, we presumed that's where the rift led). Steeling our protections, we advanced towards the rift (though we were already being drawn closer by the force of its suction). Suddenly, however, from nowhere, the horrific Astral Dreadnought spun towards us, screaming blue murder from is terrible jaws!
Faced with the choice of leaping into the unknown, staying to apologise to the furious dreadnought or fleeing the plane completely, we plumped for the latter and made our exit gracefully with a mass teleport. Just in the nick of time too. Scrying from the safety of the other side of a nearby colour pool showed us the rift healing itself slowly, though the dreadnought seemed to be tending the plane like a mother would a baby. Zoology never was my strong point though, so I'll leave the conclusions to be drawn to some other cutter.
We may yet return to the Astral to repeat the experiment, but with the dreadnought sniffing round our tails I think we might leave it a while..."
The Edges of Space and Time

"Our final place to research may yet be the hardest to reach. We plan on finding the mythical Edge of Space and the Beginning and End of Time. Spacer legends of the Rock of Bral tell of a First Crystal Sphere which shattered, giving birth to the rest of the Prime. If we can find this centre point then we can perhaps learn where to find the Edge (at least we'd know which direction it was!) As for the time line, we are attempting to contact the entity known as the Murder, which we believe is an expert at travelling to times near these limits.
However, as yet we have not embarked on these most perilous journeys. I shall contact you again before we depart, Factol, and provide you with more details when we have researched out options further. I remain, as ever, your faithful servant."
Summary of Findings

"Despite the many phenomenon we have encountered, I cannot say that we have conclusive proof of the hypotheses we propose. While we have clearly observed planes and dimensions outside those which we normally assume to exist, the nature of these places is still dark. Which, I suppose, ain't too surprising; if these places were easy to find they'd have been discovered years ago. We hope to continue our probing into the Time and Space boundaries, then we will follow up the loose ends we've left behind.
As for the Great Unknown; well those factioneers who believe in it can rest assured that it's managed to remain just as unknown as ever. Which is a good thing for that theory, we suppose."
Related Topics 

Magnum Opus reports some phenomena which may or may not support the existence of the Ancient Planes which Corsica and Burbank propose. See her Musée Arcane for more details. She's also the original founder of the Ordial Plane Theory to which Corsica and Burbank subscribe. More information of this can be found on the relevant Mapping Infinity page.
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The Extra Dimensional Theory of Synjyn the Exile

The following was recorded at the Trianym by several mimirs at six bells yesterday. As dusk started to deepen and the light boys flocked, two set aside their cries of "Be seen for a green!" and "A light for the night!" to set their Gehennan torches at the base of the central podium.

From the shadows behind the lectern appeared a gray, gray man, whose whispery voice carried clearly over the barrikin, seemingly no further away than the shadows behind the listeners's ears. He said:
"Good evening to you citizens of Sigil, fair and foul, planar, prime, proxy, and petitioner. My name is Synjyn, known in the streets as the Exile. What? No, I'm not an exile, but the waggers in the streets can neither understand nor pronounce four-syllable words like 'expatriot.' O' course, you can hardly expect sophistication from berks who think 'blood,' cutter,' and 'basher' are terms of great respect, can you?" 

"Now, if you've all got your skulls out, I'll lann you the chant about the multiverse that I've picked up from the Magi, a sect of spell-slingers and graybeards based out of the plane of Shadow. The Gray, as they're known, are sort of anti-Indeps. They think that all you factioneers each have a handle on what's important, that you've each got a shadow of the Truth. They put these scraps together into what they call the 'gray truth,' which must be a rorty dark indeed, because it's the common chant of stoneheads that these mages never need to use spell keys; their magic works everywhere, even where it shouldn't. And what I'm about to spill is a pretty high-up piece of the gray truth."
"The dark of the multiverse ain't that it's made up of planes, berks, but that it's made up of dimensions. Nine of 'em in fact, three sets of three, a ful number. Each of the three dimensions within a set is related, and the sets themselves are called Space, Time, and Form. Now, some of you sods may not grok what a dimension is, really, so I'll chant you that bit first."
"First off, a dimension sure as Sigil ain't no plane. I'm not rattling about the 'extra-dimensional' nor about 'parallel dimensions.' Those are prime words, coined by clueless graybeards trying to explain how bags of holding work, or why there are more worlds than their own pretty prime nest."
"What I'm lanning you is 'dimension' in the sense of measurement, of definition, of a quality. The dimensions that every little thing in the Great Ring and beyond has got to part of, or you wouldn't know it's there. Here, I'll start off easy. Everybody's heard of the first set of three dimensions, those of Space. They're height, width, and depth."
At this point, the speaker reached down into the light and sketched a... well, a three-dimensional diagram in the glow of the light boys's torches. His fingers trailing lines of darkness in the air, the gray, gray man drew three lines, each at right angles to another, and all crossing at a central point. He then labelled them 'X' 'Y' and 'Z'.
"This here is height, or the up-and-down axis. This one's width, or the left-to-right axis. And this one's depth, or the back-and-forth axis. Now then, we've all obviously got measurements in each of these three dimensions. You sir, yes you, the skinny githzerai up front, you've got more height than that fat little halfling squinting between your legs, but he's got more width than you. And that bariaur in the back's got more depth than both of you put together. But you've all got at least a little of each of the three spatial dimensions, don't you?" 

"Well, all the dimensions are like that. They ain't places you can go visit, no matter what screed some barmy chronomancers try 'n push."
"Which brings me to the next set of three dimensions, those of Time. They're sequence, probability, and entropy. Now bar that, you young Doomguard! I'll get to entropy, gimme a moment, but I doubt you'll like what this theory has to say on the subject."
At this point, the man reached down into the light beside his diagram and drew another, exactly similar in shape to the first, save that it was labelled 'A' 'B' and 'C'.
"Now, this 'A' line here is sequence, the temporal dimension that most of you sods are familiar with. It's the line that travels from past to future. You shouldn't need me to explain the difference between yesterday and tomorrow. And it should be obvious to the most addle- coved outsider that everyone exists in this dimension, 'coz otherwise you wouldn't be here long enough to hear me flappin' my bone-box about it." 

"Park your ears close now, cutters, 'cause the rest of this chant is pretty dark to most folks. These next dimensions are the ones that describe how the planes are put together, and I think that's the chant you came here to stuff into your grinners, eh?"
"The 'B' line is probability. This is the continuum that measures cause and effect, and whether actions that happen in sequence are improbable or probable. You planars might know this line better as the line between Chaos and Law. You can find Mechanus at one end of this continuum and Limbo at the other. On the lawful end of this line, only the expected happens. Everything is predictable and orderly. On the chaotic end however, anything goes."
"Lemme give you an example." If I were to pick up this rock and hit that Hardhead sergeant over there with it, most of you cutters know what the likely result would be. But there are a bunch of less likely results too. I could miss, the rock just might bounce unnoticed off his hard old head, or it could even spontaneously transmute into a bouquet of flowers in mid-air. It all depends on where in the probability continuum things happen to be."
"If some of you bashers ever wondered how the Xaosmen do the impossible so often, now you're lanned. Them chaos berks've just got more improbability in 'em, like that githzerai's got more height than this halfling."
"The probability dimension also explains what some folks call parallel dimensions. See, if you were to just stay still in all the other dimensions, spatial, sequence, and what not, and only moved across probability, why you'd be sliding over to whole new worlds, where the only difference is what the consequences were to people's decisions and actions. Such travellers might even be called 'Sliders,' but I won't be opening that hag's pouch of larvae!"
"The last temporal dimension is entropy, this 'C' line here. Entropy is the measurement of how much negative or positive energy something's got, whether it's falling apart or building up. The obvious example to use here would've been my friend, Malachi the Vampire, but he had a dinner engagement with a lovely young thing in the Lower Ward this evening, and couldn't be here. Don't matter none, 'cause any berk knows that a vampire's got more negative energy in 'im than, say, a dwarf, like you, ma'am. It should also be obvious to the berk on the street that the Positive Material plane describes one end of this continuum while the Negative Material plane's found at t'other."
"What takes a peery look to see is that the 'C' axis is also the line that can be drawn between the upper and lower outer planes. Think about it. Folk in the upper planes concentrate on life and creation, beauty construction, and peace. In the lower planes, it's all death and war, destruction, malice and bleakness. That kind of parallel doesn't happen by chance, eh? No, the similarities between the upper and Positive Material planes, and the lower and Negative Material planes, exist because they all lie close together on the same spectrum: entropy."
"Now, here's the part of this chant that makes most Doomguard about as happy as a Gehreleth's bride. See, entropy's just a continuum according to the Gray. Any increase in entropy a body might observe is just an illusion, caused by that sod's change in where he stands in the great entropy spectrum. And it may be true that we're all walking the entropy line from positive to negative, in the same way that it appears we're all moving down the sequence line from past to future, but that don't mean you can get rid of the positive end of the spectrum, any more than you can eliminate the past. Any berks that would try are gonna be about as successful as a bunch of spoiled Chessboard kids who've gotten together to get rid of 'up' because they prefer being 'down.'"
At this point, one of the Doomguard, who had been muttering angrily to themselves, stepped forward, brandishing his sword. "Rust you, you blek-screaming screed! The only thing you know about entropy is what I'm going to be ramming through your backbone on the point of my sword!"
The gray, gray man's face hardened, and darkened perceptibly. "There's a fhorge-bred fool in every mob, sure as Sigil."
The crowd in front of the young Sinker parted as he moved toward the stairs to the podia, but with every step he took, the shadows in front of him yawned deeper and blacker. Halfway up the stairs, his paling, determined face and his Doomguard colours bobbed lonesomely as distant islands in a deep umbral sea.
"I'll show you more entropy than you ever thought possible if you don't stand down, boy. Any berk that draws on me is going to lose one of two things; his dignity or his life. I recommend you choose dignity, son; you've got less of that and its loss won't hurt as much." 

"I choose your life!!"
The Doomguard snarled and leapt, and the shadows swallowed him whole. The torchlight quickly danced back into it's regular pattern but nothing could be seen of the young Sinker. His fellows clustered together in obvious disquietude, but said no more, in apparent appreciation of this unusual demonstration of destruction.
"Now then. Where was I? Ah yes, the last bit about entropy." 

"You'll notice, with lines 'B' and 'C' here, probability and entropy, that a graybeard could doughty up a good representation of the Great Ring. Mechanus and Limbo on opposite ends of the probability axis, and Elysium and the Waste on either end of the entropy axis. This is how the Magi put the outer planes together, but they need another dimension to describe all 27 of the outer planes properly."
"What? Yes, I said twenty-seven! Were you hipped on Pandemonium or something? It ain't my fault if you can't count past seventeen. Three triads tripled, that's the proper number, Rule of Threes all the way. If you don't know about all 27 of the outer planes, then you need to come see me personal-like, or arrange for another mighty big garnish like what paid for this chant. I only flap my bone-box for grinners if the jink's from seventh heaven."
"Now, that last dimension needed to build a proper model of the outer planes is essence, one of the dimensions of Form. The other two are matter and energy, sometimes called mass and heat."
With that, the gray, gray man leaned down and drew a third diagram of shadows in the air, exactly similar to the other two. He labelled the three axes 'M' 'H' and 'E'.
"Like the spatial dimensions describe how big a thing is and where it exists in relation to other things, and the temporal dimensions describe how old a thing is and when it might exist in relation to other things, the dimensions of form describe how spiritual a thing is and what it's made of in relation to other things." 

"The matter and energy axes are pretty self-explanatory. Most bloods know what mass and heat are, they just ain't lanned to the theory that these aspects of existence are really dimensions. Hotter things lie further along this end of the 'H' axis, colder ones on that end. The same holds for mass as well. Dense and crystalline things exist at this end of the 'M' continuum while light and airy things exist at the other."
"Take sparkbugs for example. They're nasty, hot little insects found on the inner planes, anywhere from the plane of Fire to the plane of Air. They're very light (and thus measure small on the matter scale) but very hot (and thus measure largely on the energy scale). And their habitat reflects this, like it does for most inner planar critters."
"As it turns out, you can map the elemental planes with the matter and energy dimensions in the same way you can map the Great Ring with the probability and entropy axes. The Water and Fire planes lie on the energy axis, in between the extremes of Ice and Radiance. On the perpendicular matter axis, the elemental planes run from the nothingness of Vacuum, to Air, to Earth, and then to the densely packed crystal of the Mineral plane."
"And before some wag starts rattling his box about it, let me say, 'Yes, I know Ice lies between Air and Water, and Yes, I know it don't make a straight line from Ice to Water to Fire to Radiance.' But the unspoken finish to that sentence is the word, 'now.' How old are you bashers, eh? A decade or three? A century? A millennium? Two? Well, I'm older, and I remember things the way they used to be before the celestials came inwards all high and mighty and used their great holy machine to raise the ice and push out the fog. Meddling bleachers! Ask Factol Skall if you dare. He's been around long enough, and he knows the dark on this. Things change berks, and someday they might change back, too."
"Since the barrikin's already started, I might as well bob up the ante. If you add the entropy axis to the mix of matter and energy, you get the full 3-D model of the inner planes that most of you have seen, or at least heard some graybeard howl about. This is the map you need to show the relationships between all 27 of the inner planes."
"Yes, 27!!!" I ain't being garnished to teach you lot the Rule of Fives! I've been to 'em all, and there's 27, not sixteen or eighteen! Twisted Tanar'ri Testicles! If a number can't be found on your fingers and toes, half you dreamers think it's pure grail! Now settle down and let me finish! You can dismiss this whole chant as barkle if you want, but at least hear it out."
"The third dimension of Form is essence. It may sound unfamiliar, but you all already know about it. Whistles below, you even know the directions: In and Out. Essence is the line that that travels from the inner planes to the outer, and the dimension measures how abstract or spiritual something is. The more concrete, elemental things and places can be found on the 'inner' side of the 'E' axis, while the more abstract, belief-affected things and places can be found on the 'outer' end of the 'E' axis. Primes, of course, sit right in the middle."
"Like I said earlier, adding the essence dimension to the probability- entropy map of the Great Ring allows you to model the outer planes proper-like, with the layers added and all. See, as you go farther into a plane's layers, you'll find that they get more abstract and prone to affectation by belief. And you'll notice that this travel seems to be 'up' on some planes (like Mt. Celestia) and down on others (like the Abyss). Really, though, a planewalker travelling in this direction is going only one way: 'out'. This feature of essence can be found in the Hinterlands, too. Once you pass the gate towns, you're not just moving away from the Spire, you're moving 'out' as well, into realms of greater and greater abstraction."
"So you see, a proper model of the outer planes has two twists in the Great Ring, one each at Limbo and Mechanus, (both of which, you'll note, don't have layers), so that the 'higher' layers of the upper planes and the 'deeper' layers of the lower planes both stretch off in the same direction."
"That's it then. The Magi's basic theory. It ought to raise as many questions as those it answered for you berks, such as 'If everything can be defined as a dimension, then why do separate planes exist, and begin and end where they do?' Well, I'll have to lann you curious folk to the chant about the Lord of Anguish and the Borderlands in private, later. Anyone who wants to discuss a proper payscale for such darks can reach me at the Pentacle, over on Slacker Street in the Lower Ward. Or, you can leave a message with one of these light boys. They know how to find me. Thank you for your time. Believe well, all!"
With that spoken, the gray, gray man vanished into the shadows behind the Trianym. The light boys retrieved their torches and the members of the crowd started breaking up, returning to their daily routines.
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In recent months I have been assigned the task of cataloguing all the known demiplanes floating about in the Deep Ethereal, and compiling all known information about said demiplanes. As curious and interesting as some of these demiplanes have been, for the greater part this has been nothing but a tiresome labour. On average, for every demiplane actually worth some examination, there have been a dozen dull little Ethereal castles built by reclusive Prime wizards. 

However, for the three weeks prior to writing this entry I had been chasing rumours about that bogeyman of the Deep Ethereal, the so-called "Demiplane of Dread." It seems that every cutter to have ever bent an elbow in a Sigil tavern has something to say about this place, yet the more interviews I carried out, the more one truth came to light: none of these people know a thing about what they were talking about. I have yet to come across a single interviewee who was ever there, or who personally met anyone who was ever there. Everyone simply seems to have a "friend of a friend" who escaped, it seems. So disgusted was I with this deplorable lack of facts, that I was about to dismiss the entire notion of the so-called "Demiplane of Dread" as nothing more than so much penny gush.
Then I had a rather unusual encounter.
I was sitting on the steps of the City Court, eating my lunch as I am wont to do, and feeling quite frustrated over my fruitless quest. It had stopped raining just before my lunch break; the air was still quite hazy with moisture, and mists were rising up from the cobbles. All in all, another dark and foggy Peak in Sigil, not that I was particularly concerned.
I don't remember daydreaming or otherwise being caught up in my own thoughts, but somehow I failed to notice the approach of an old woman. In fact, I didn't notice her until she was standing directly in front of me, and I must confess I was a bit startled. Her clothes were rather dark and plain, and she looked to be as old as the Spire itself. The aroma of spices hung about her, and she leaned heavily on a crooked old walking stick.
As mentioned, I was a bit startled, and simply sat looking up at her for a moment. Without any words of introduction, she handed me a book, telling me it might aid me in my quest. I took the book without comment, and she immediately turned and walked off into the fog. I believe she was with a group; through the fog I could faintly make out some sort of gaudy enclosed wagon pulled by two black horses. Yes, horses in Sigil, believe it or not! Two dark-haired men rode atop the wagon, and one more stood to the rear. The old woman entered the wagon and in a few moments the lot of them were gone.
Obviously, the woman was some sort of eccentric, but I had a look at the book she'd handed me anyway. It was old and crumbling, with a frayed leather cover bearing no title. Gently looking through its pages, I quickly surmised that it was the notes of an unknown wizard.
Intrigued, I returned to my office next to Records Room B and started reading, thinking that this anonymous mage might detail the mysterious so-called Demiplane of Dread. To my disappointment, he didn't. In fact, the more I read the book, the less I liked it.
The tome held the research notes of a conjurer; it held every discovery he had ever made throughout his career. Unfortunately, he was the most woefully misinformed conjurer I have ever encountered. He was the very epitome of a Clueless berk. At first, I though the author lived in Gehenna, and was simply using an unusual spelling when he named his home; after all, he wrote in a highly archaic and eccentric style. Perhaps some yugoloth had waxed poetic and written the book in some dubious plot to mislead the wizards who read it?
Suddenly it struck me! The old woman had told me the book might help me in my quest! What if this "G'Henna" the author lived in was not the lower plane I knew of? What if G'Henna was some other, uncharted place? Could it be?
This book was not a description of the Demiplane of Dread! This book was a description of the Multiverse, written by a denizen of that mysterious place!
Exciting as this revelation was, the book remains of extremely limited worth, perhaps most useful as a lesson that not all authors are experts in their field. I have seen no evidence to support the author's concept of "planar gravity," and the author seems blissfully unaware of the existence of planes aligned more closely to Law and Chaos rather than Good or Evil. For that matter, I see nowhere in his "Well of Worlds" to place the Outlands or the Astral. Not to mention that he seems to place his "Mortal World" at the centre (perhaps I should say bottom) of the multiverse, rather than Sigil (which he also ignores). Sadly, the book is more indicative of the author's own ignorance than any hidden laws of the multiverse. Then again, perhaps his notes have been shaped by unusual, local planar laws? Could he be living in the realm of an unnamed Power and somehow not know it? Could it be that in describing the laws of the multiverse, he really describes the laws of his home?
As you can see, the book offers more questions than answers. But it did convince of one thing: if a denizen of the so-called Demiplane of Dread could be so ignorant of the multiverse even after what his notes indicate are a lifetime of study, then wherever he lives (or lived) certainly has no great truths to teach us about reality.
For quick review, I prepared a few choice excerpts from this rather lengthy and convoluted text. Many pages in the book are taken up with detailed if dubious diagrams, notes from various experiments, and other items of little interest to the casual reader. The original tome was then placed in Records Room B, but an assistant informs me it has recently been misplaced. Thus, my excerpts are all that remain of the tome, at least for now. Presented here are the author's depictions of the planes; enjoy them, for what they're worth.
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It doth appear to the learned scholar that as above, so below, and as below, so above. Should thou taketh up a stone and drop it, it needs must fall; if thou dost throw it to the heavens, it needs must Return to ground. 

Lo, 'tis much the same with the Planes of Existence. Descension is the natural order; Ascension worketh against the grain. Thus, 'tis a simple matter to pluck Beings from their lofty perches and bring them to earth; returning them from whence they fell is altogether a different matter.
However, as doth a feather upon a summer breeze, some things are empowered to Ascend through the lightness of their being. Such is this when the Soul, upon the demise of its earthly flesh, doth shed that weight and begin to float skyward, burdened only by its sins. Every soul needs want Ascension; how far they rise is marked by the level of purity they doth obtain; also by their connections to the Mortal World.
Many souls can release not their fearful grasp upon this mortal coil, and are trapped by their own weight to remain here, in the form of dreadful spirits.
The universe is as a Well, with one world piled upon another like great stones. Ether is the water which doth fill the Well; it joineth these worlds together and doth hold them fast, and it is through this Ether that beings Gravitate.
Here at the bottom of the Well is the Mortal World, where Man maketh his life as is his destiny; this land all around us. The Mortal World is small and insignificant in scope, with narrow borders marked by that vapour known as the World's End Mists. These Mists hide the Worlds above from our view, and hide the Mortal World from eyes above. But just as valleys lie hidden by intervening mountains, other realms lie beyond our vision.
Holding separate the Mortal World from the Planes is the Firmament, a crystalline shell upon which hangeth the stars. Within this shell is another, upon which the Sun is placed; within this shell yet one more, upon which yon Moon doth rest.
Beyond the Firmament, yet also within it (albeit hidden to the untrained eye) is the World of Darkness and its lesser brother the World of Light. These realms are muchly like mirrors of the Mortal World. The world of Darkness doth reflect all that is foul; the world of Light all that is pure. Night and Day, Death and Life. These worlds swirl about our own, and are the sources of energy from which all magic draweth strength, be it potions Healing or Vampire's touch.
Beyond and above the worlds of Darkness and Light are the Worlds Materiel. There are four realms of purity; these are Earth, Wind, Water, and Flame. These worlds are entirely materiel, each composed of naught but its base element. Where these worlds touch, they create new realms, such as Smoke, Ash, or Ooze. Where the Worlds Materiel touch Darkness they create Terrible areas of Shadow. It is from all these realms that the summoner calleth down the Creatures Elemental. In truth, through all of time the detritus of these Worlds Materiel hath trickled down to Us; the Mortal World is composed of these elements.
Those souls buoyant enough to rise this far next reach the Baser Realms. These are harsh and terrible regions, with tormenting creatures which will set upon the less buoyant spirit with the ravenous appetites of starved mongrels. 'Tis here where souls marked by Sin will cease to rise, and here they are doomed to remain. 'Tis from these Baser Realms that the summoner may conjure the most horrible and powerful of servants.
'Tis also here where several of those Beings known to the Priest as Gods are thought to reside; these Gods are as cruel as the above mentioned fiendish beasts. 'Tis fact: they seek to spread their Corruption on the Worlds Below, just as the apple tree doth drop its seed-bearing fruit from Branch to Soil.
Beyond these realms of punishment are the Ascendant Levels, places of peace and rest, which may be reached by only the most weightless of souls. Here exist the remote Gods of Purity and Light. These Levels are separated from the Mortal World by All the Worlds between, and all the power-jealous Beings therein. Thus it comes as no surprise to the Learned individual that the Ascendant Beings seldom reach down far enough to touch the Mortal World, as would seem simpler for their Baser brethren.
What doth lie above the Ascendant Levels is known by No Man, for too distant to be seen are these lofty perches. A Man would do as well to reach out to take the Moon in his Hand.
If there are yet further Worlds below ours, they are known Not to Man; for they lack the strength to rise to our Realm, and the Mists hide them from our scrying.
[image: image9.png]YW here /ire
ARl Ihe
IDragons?




An interview between Kallis Tharzar and Lung Tzu of the Fraternity of Order.] 

Kallis Tharzar: Sir, I understand that you've got a novel explanation of the way the Multiverse works. Would you care to describe this for my readers and Voilà!'s?
Lung Tzu: Of course. It's why we're both here, yes?
KT: Very well. [Begins taking notes.]
LT: First, you'll need to understand how infinitely old planes can have a beginning. There's a paper on it by Sping Soovin in the Fraternity's records, which you can check later.
KT: Will do.
LT: In essence, the theory relies on the viewing of the Multiverse from a different direction.
KT: Does this have anything to do with Synjyn the Exile's Nine-Dimension Theory?
LT: Yes and no. Whilst Synjyn is right about the dimensionality of space, he mistakes the nature of one of the dimensions. He claims that there is an abstraction dimension -- not so. The differences in abstraction are a separate consideration, and you'll see a little of how they're achieved later on.
KT: So what is the ninth dimension?
LT: Meta-time. The dimension in which ideas are first generated. It is the timeframe of the greatest and widest-ranging legends and the deepest truths about reality. To take an example we'll return to in a moment, dragon legends describe both how Io the Ninefold One is an eternal being, and also how he came to be out of nothingness. This has no rational interpretation in real time, but by using a meta-temporal axis, it's easy, comparatively speaking, to talk about the origins of an infinite being.
KT: Hold on. Are you saying that gods get an extra time dimension?
LT: Only the oldest gods. Finder Wyvernspur, for example, is a new god, little more than a mortal --
KT: You remind me of Leir the Explorer.
LT: I'll come to his theories in a minute. Don't look surprised. I've studied the other research in this field too. Anyhow. Finder is a young god, and always will be. Even Zeus is pretty young in this sense, although he does have an idea of meta-time and is using it to promote his alter-ego of Jupiter, or Jove. But a truly ancient, eternal power like Io or Ptah has the full scope of meta-time revealed, and can understand such wide, transcendent concepts.
KT: OK, I think I've got this straight. The deeper the nature of a power's eternal existence, the more insight into their own true origins in this meta-time they've got?
LT: That's right.
KT: So carry on. How does this affect the actual functioning of planes?
LT: Allow me to tell you a very old legend of the dragons. In the beginning -- meta-temporal consideration here, young man -- in the beginning, there was nothing. And the nothing divided into three. Three nothings? The meaning is a mystery. But we now see how it is that the number three underlies the whole multiverse. For in the first void there was Io. Where did he come from? No-one knows. But Io looked, and he saw the nothing, now twofold, for he encompassed the first space entirely, although it was still there. It was against his infinite back, and under her immeasurable belly. And the Ninefold One thought, and his thoughts crystallised into the second space, and there were twenty-seven thoughts of substance. And he took these thoughts, these ideas, and built them into something to call her own.
KT: What were these ideas that he -- she -- that Io had?
LT: They were what we now call the Inner Planes.
KT: Aren't there only 18 Inner Planes?
LT: I thought you had researched this topic? You forget the nine semi-elemental planes, described by Kristias Fireflight.
KT: I thought it was eight semi-elemental planes?
LT: You're forgetting Shadow.
KT: Ah. I'm beginning to see where this is going. Three to the third power is twenty-seven, so the Inner Planes form a cube, not a globe?
LT: Right. But allow me to continue. Io took the materials of the Inner Planes, these realms of substance, and created realms of shape, what we call the prime. And there was life. And there was intelligent life, and thought, and belief. There were not yet any powers other than Io, though.
KT: I thought that the powers or the overpowers created the prime worlds?
LT: Meta-time again. Although you are right in describing the origins in normal time of those worlds, it was Io who created the substance of them, and let them be placed where they would. This was in the third void.
KT: So where did the powers come from?
LT: Allow me to continue my story. Io, of whose beliefs those of the mortals were but the palest reflection, was inspired by the diversity he had created, and she gave birth. Whether there were eggs is a matter for dragon theologians. There were twenty-five children.
KT: Why does that number remind me of something?
LT: I said I'd return to Leir the Explorer's theory. The children of Io were vast, encompassing spaces on the infinity of his body. But she chose not to fill the void she rested in.
KT: I think I see what you're going to say next. But one thing. Were the other voids also not filled?
LT: The second void, where the Inner Planes lie, was totally filled. Shadow, the admixture of all substance, flowed into the gaps and the void was filled. The third void, containing the prime, was nearly filled by worlds. Some remained, and the phlogiston came into being. Where from, who can say? Very likely Io made it. And where it flowed, there were joins between the voids. These were the Astral and Ethereal planes. But we have not finished yet. The twenty-five children of Io are what we call the Outer Planes. You may have heard tell that Elysium or Baator is sentient. The truth is, they all are. And yes, Leir the Explorer has the right of it when he talks of twenty-five Outer Planes. There are actually twenty-seven --
KT: Another twenty-seven?
LT: -- twenty-seven Outer Planes. Io is a twenty-sixth, having nine layers, one for each of his aspects, and the primal void, home of the utterly destroyed, is the last.
KT: But what of those planes with many layers?
LT: Each layer is a coil of the dragon that the plane is made up of, and every realm a scale. And now I can explain to you why it is that Mount Celestia has so transcendent a top layer. Each plane's layers represent the mood of the dragon, and hence there are feelings as well as philosophies for every plane. The dragon of the Holy Mountain embodies contemplation, and so her head is wrapped in the purest serenity of meditation, which few indeed can comprehend. The dragon of Limbo writhes uncontrollably, thus making it impossible to measure its coils.
KT: That's a pretty incredible theory. Can you back it up?
LT: Not directly. But permit me to talk about powers a little. Io's children themselves gave birth, and their spawn are many. Do you know the scripture that speaks of 'The Dragon and his angels fighting'? 
KT: It's an Archonite Apocalypse, isn't it? I've studied them a little.
LT: That's right. Well, the dragon of that quotation is the Dark Lord of Baator, whom some call Melchiresha. He is the eldest child of the dragon Baator.
KT: So there's a whole dynasty of dragons ruling the Multiverse?
LT: That is broadly correct. Some powers, like Ptah or Annam, are derived directly from the thoughts of mortals, and other powers from their thoughts. But there are many, many dragons hiding. Ultimately, all dragons are their descendants. You know of the worms Jormundgandr and Nidhoggr?
KT: Certainly.
LT: In a meta-temporal sense, whatever is said of Loki, they are the children of the dragon of the Waste. And then there is the Dragon King himself, the Jade Emperor's chief minister.
KT: I don't hear much about him, even though he sounds very important.
LT: Quite so. But the Oriental dragons know him, for he is their ancestor and master. He is the son of the dragon of Mechanus. And Tiamat, Bahamut, Takhisis and Paladine --
KT: Are they two powers or four?
LT: Four. There's some inclarity as to whether the two Krynnish powers are the children or the younger siblings of the others, but the elder pair are the children of their home planes. And the list goes on...Apep, Shekinester, Yamm, Jazirian and his realm Ouroboros...
KT: That's incredible in some ways, but very plausible in others.
LT: Quite so. Two more points, on the mathematics of the planes -- a field you have studied, yes?
KT: That's right.
LT: You have seen how there are three to the third power, twenty-seven, Inner and Outer Planes. Do you suppose there are as many Primes?
KT: There must be more worlds than that, but I'm sure there's only one, perhaps three, Prime Planes.
LT: Exactly. Even as I speak, research is continuing to discover exactly where the twenty-seven fold nature of the prime lies. And threes are found elsewhere, too. I spoke of the Ethereal and Astral planes, but are you aware of the Ordial?
KT: Magnum Opus says it links the Inner and Outer Planes, right? But we can't get in.
LT: That's because it's Io's tail. It coils right around the Inner Planes, and counts as a plane separate from her ninefold body. Only powers of considerable insight can use it. And so there are three intermediary planes too.
KT: But I still don't know how you know all this. The Fraternity hasn't published any of this data...
LT: I mentioned the Dragon King earlier. He knows about this truth behind the planes, and so do some of his loyal servants...
[Lung Tzu grins wolfishly, and Kallis swears he saw a celestial dragon in the seconds before his interviewee vanished.]
[Lung Tzu has not been seen since, and it cannot presently even be proved that he was or is a member of the Fraternity of Order.]
Being A Report On The Complete Quasi Elemental Planes
By Kristias Fireflight, Aasimar Cleric/Mage And Scholar
From The Silver Tome, a circulation popular amongst certain magical associations:
Being of celestial parentage, one would assume that I have had little interest in the workings of the Inner Planes. After all, why hang around such single-minded places when there's so much more to see where belief holds sway, right? 

That's where you're wrong, cutter. Maybe it's the monadic deva in me, maybe it's just curiosity, but I want to know just how the Inner Planes work...all 26 of them.
"But wait", you cry. "26 Inner Planes??" Yes, there are -- it's simply that the lesser-known planes, those quasi elementals which are created from the para-elemental planes, are infernally hard to find, much less travel to. But through years of research, a few uses of legend lore, and a lot of footwork, I've found them all.
Here, for the edification of others, are my preliminary notes. Further expansion and a more complete published text are on hold until a second expedition can be arranged.
The Quasi Elemental Planareae Exotica

Much like the true elemental planes, the para-elementals have border planes between themselves and the Energy planes. For a reason as yet unknown to myself, it is virtually impossible to travel to these border planes; perhaps simply because no one expects them to exist, perhaps because the links between them and the other Inner Planes are weaker than is usual. Whatever the reason, the other eight quasi-elemental planes are as follows:
Ice + Positive Energy ==> Crystal
Ice+Negative Energy==>Frost
Ooze+Positive Energy==>Clay
Ooze+Negative Energy==>Silt
Magma+Positive Energy==>Obsidian
Magma+Negative Energy==>Pumice
Smoke+Positive Energy==>Spark
Smoke+Negative Energy==>Fumes
Physical conditions of these planes, as I experienced them during my expedition, are as follows. I will describe the planes in simple alphabetical order in order to avoid any sense of importance being attached to any one plane; some planes were explored to a greater extent than others, thus necessitating a second foray...
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I am a little ashamed to admit that I spent little time on the plane of Clay, as compared to the other positive planes. Being made up of thick, wet clay in a multitude of colours and shades, the place is not terribly appealing -- unless you prefer to live in a riverbank. While riddled by pockets of other elements (I encountered pockets of Mineral, Salt, Water, and Air -- the last only stable where the clay is especially stiff), and bored through with tunnels of varying sizes, the plane simply did not seem very attractive. 

Occasionally I saw small burrowing creatures zipping through the tunnels or digging new ones. About the same size as a compact halfling or a rather chunky mephit, the glimpses I had of them revealed their thick, slick hide, long, flat tails (as if someone had taken the tail of a Prime beaver and stretched it), and huge spade-like digging claws. They didn't respond to any queries, and I decided not to press the issue for now; if I was pursued I would certainly break my neck by slipping in the slick clay tunnels.
Other than an encounter with a huge mudman-like creature, accompanied by actual mudmen, there was little to see on this particular plane. Then again, some of the clay samples I brought back with me detected as magical...perhaps I shouldn't dismiss the place too quickly.
But the main reason I didn't wish to dally on Clay was not the living creatures, but something rather more troublesome. If you're a blood with a mythological mind like myself, you've doubtless heard the countless Prime Creation Myths of how the Planes Were Made and How the Mortals Were Born. Well, a large number of these reckon that mortal types were made from clay that was moulded by the powers and fired. The longer the clay people were fanned by the flames, the darker their skin turned. That's the Prime explanation for skin colour, presumably. Don't call 'em Clueless for nothing. Or so I was thinking smugly to myself...
On the Clay Plane I came across a cavern or ten, connected by huge funnel-like passages. Gouged from the walls, ceiling and floor were great blobs of clay, from the size of your head to the size of a storm giant. And want to know the really spooky thing? The hollows they left behind were exactly the same shape as humanoids. Down to the fingers. Every last one of 'em.
The only other time I saw anything like this was during a foray through the swamps of Belerin, on Elysium. That time I was nearly slain by a band of guardinals who chased me halfway to infinity across the plane. Better figure that I didn't fancy sticking around here to find out who'd gouged the holes. But what I found's surely a feather in the cap for the Prime Philosophers, eh? Maybe I should tell Magnum Opus about this...I'm sure she'd be most curious...
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Superficially the quasi-elemental plane of Crystal resembles the plane of Mineral, as it is also a near-solid mass of sharp, bladelike edges. However, after I regained my bearings I was awestruck by the sheer beauty of the place. 

The plane -- or at least those parts of it which I was able to chart -- is composed almost entirely of a crystalline substance (real surprise, right blood?) resembling quartz. In some parts of the plane the crystals are opaque and whitish, in others softly translucent, and in yet other patches entirely transparent. Scattered throughout the plane are the usual pockets of foreign elemental matter; in my travels I discovered Air pockets (lined with fiendishly sharp crystals like monstrous geodes), Water pockets (only one, from which I escaped death only though the use of a no breath spell), and Radiance pockets (which reflect and refract through the crystals, lighting the plane and often blinding any encountering them). The native inhabitants(of whom I'll speak of later) informed me of the existence of other types, including Magma pockets which create deadly flows of crystal, like molten glass.
Threading through the crystals are veins of other types, mainly gemstones of unbelievable variety, richness and hue. Collecting these gems, however, means braving the wicked edges of the crystals and the ire of the inhabitants. And if that wasn't enough of a deterrent, some crystals, when severed or broken, release magical or elemental effects including fire, acid and cold (although I did encounter one which released healing energy). *
Ironically enough, some of the safest places to rest are to be found in the remnants of Magma pockets. As the molten crystal flows through the plane before finally cooling and solidifying, it leaves smooth tunnels and chambers behind it, free of the razorlike edges and points found elsewhere in the plane.
I had the pleasure -- and misfortune -- to encounter some of the natives of the plane as well. These included crysmals, strange crystalline xorn, amorphous masses of crystal (one of which took on a roughly humanoid shape as I passed), and a unique humanoid race who called themselves Rii'tilla. Resembling glassy humanoids with craggy crystal outcroppings, they made occasional reference to a place called Kiian-shii, the City of Silver, to which I eventually persuaded them to lead me. This city truly fabulous, situated in a huge Air pocket, its structures ornately constructed of dizzying spires of crystal of all types. I spent a number of months there, assembling my notes, recovering from my travels and enjoying the beauty of the place.
[* According to the Rii'tilla, there are certain special crystals scattered in remote parts of the plane. These gems, which continually swirl with colours and glow slightly, may have to powers of a gem of brightness, any other magical gem, or other special properties.]
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This plane consists only of an infinite, eternal blizzard; no solid surface to stand on, no sky above you. Bitterly cold sleet, snow and hail are whipped around and cut through nearly all protective coverings one can devise. Just about the only means of protection from the cold is through magic. 

The only things I could discover here were what I've termed wind-wolves; vaguely lupine creatures of ice and sleet with dark pits for eyes. What it was they chased so ardently, I am not certain; perhaps ice mephits also inhabit the plane.
I fully intend to return to the plane of Frost again on my second expedition -- this time more surely protected against the hazards.
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I would recommend travelling here about as much as I would a trip to Vacuum. There is nothing on the plane save toxic, stinking, acidic gases which eat away at everything they touch; skin, hair, clothing, the lot. I managed to escape the plane, and I have no intention of ever going back. I lost an eye to the ravenous fumes, and that's enough for me....
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In my own personal opinion, the plane of Obsidian is simply a gleaming black horror. While there is an actual "up" and "down", the craggy black plains -- only occasionally relieved by a bit of colour or a snowflake pattern -- are rough, sharper than any blade where the outcroppings reach for what passes for a sky, and crisscrossed with rivers of molten obsidian. The place is oppressively hot, and the "sky" is, in actuality, an all-encompassing dome of pure black obsidian which stretches off into infinity. 

In some places the surface is riddled with fissures; exploration into one of these led to a series of irregular caverns which seemed to continue on forever. I discontinued my brief journey when an encounter with a fiend-like creature of molten obsidian (a magma beast, perhaps?) led to an attempt on its part to make me a part of its meals.
However, I had another, more interesting meeting while making my way back to the surface. In addition to encountering a few Ash and Earth pockets, I met briefly with a pair of rather interesting creatures. In appearance, they resembled huge horned serpents of glossy obsidian. A triple row of wicked spines ran down their backs, and one bore a set of snowflake markings scattered over its black skin. Upon spotting me, one serpent sprouted obsidian spines over its entire body; the other gave me a measuring look -- and suddenly took on a humanoid form, retaining its serpent's head, tail and dorsal ridge. Introducing itself as a surath, it gave me what I thought at the time was a cordial invitation to a city on the surface. Then the two surath departed again.
I had full intentions to travel to this city, if only to record it, but one further encounter prompted me to not only abandon that plan, but to leave the plane at once. As I was circumventing a large outcropping of rainbow obsidian, I saw a strange meeting of surath...and what could only be tanar'ri. The surath brought out two sledges of obsidian weapons, dragged along by huge reptilian beasts, and the tanar'ri shoved a string of slaves, human and demi-human, back towards them. A brief moment of heated discussion, and the respective groups parted company.
When I investigated the locale where the barter had taken place, I discovered a dagger which had fallen from a sledge. Upon study, it proved to be harder and much sharper than any metal I am familiar with. Perhaps there are other properties to the substance of the blade, but if so I haven't found them yet. In any case, I have no doubt -- had I travelled to the surath city -- that I would have been either put to work as a slave or traded away to the fiends.
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The only negative plane of the four to have any kind of surface, the plane of Pumice is nonetheless extremely difficult to travel. Under the dusty grey sky, the equally dusty grey surface is bubbled through with uncountable tiny holes -- and is extremely friable. I can't recall how many times the surface beneath me crumbled away, sending me plummeting and forcing me to either attempt to climb out or use magic for the same ends. On one occasion I encountered a Water pocket under the surface; the liquid had been absorbed into the myriad of holes. 

In all cases, the fragments of pumice grinding against me were very painful, and when they grated against bare skin they wore said skin right off of me. Most definitely not a pleasant experience.
Surprisingly enough, there are a few creatures living on the plane. I was able to observe two in particular; one was a small, rather amorphous thing, the other a flyer of sorts. The smaller creature resembled a mobile puddle of grainy jelly, crawling over the low crests of the plane and absorbing the substance of the plane directly into itself. Contact with one of the creatures explained their absorption ability in great clarity -- they secrete a very powerful acid which dissolves the pumice, which is subsequently absorbed by the creature. Months later, my leg still burns on occasion. The other creature is not bothered by the acid; in fact it hunts the jellies avidly. This creature, which I call a manta-drake, resembles a coarse-skinned manta with a long, ruddered tail and two equally long necks bearing small heads and maws like fine-toothed pinking shears. Their undersides have six pairs of multi jointed legs folded close against their belly; I have never seen one land, however.
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This was nothing more than a horrible place to be. Surely this is the plane the inhabitants of that prime world, Athas, worship as a place of power.. 

Being immersed in an endless sinkhole of fine, silky particles, unable to see past your nose, is not an enjoyable experience. Only the occasional encounter with a pocket of Magma (quickly being encased in a shell of clinging silt), Earth, or Salt broke up the maddening sensation of being slowly smothered to death.
I did see some of the native inhabitants, which seem to correspond to descriptions of silt drakes and silt beasts. I avoided being attacked only by teleporting blindly to another part of the plane.
Some of the chunks drifting through the silt were, to my surprise, inhabited. I caught brief glimpses of small, slender creatures, some long and lizard-like, some possibly humanoid. Regardless, they scattered as I approached--perhaps fearing the larger beasts, or that I was also a hunter. There was little else of note during my explorations on the plane.
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I must say, I am tempted to call the plane of Spark the Plane of Shooting Stars. As an offshoot of the para-elemental plane of Smoke, one would expect the plane of Spark to be rather dull -- an endless void, occasionally scattered through with small flickering lights. Nothing could be further from the truth. 

In actuality, the plane is a deep, rich black, filled with pulsing, racing, exploding, glittering lights of all colours. Hanging suspended in the "air", watching the show, is like falling into a kaleidoscope crossed with a fireworks display.
Unfortunately, there is quite a hazard in travelling the plane unprotected. The sparks, while insubstantial, are quite hot and can deal out substantial injury to those who are unprotected -- as I discovered quite painfully when I was sideswiped by a passing starburst.
The plane is also inhabited by a type of energy creature. These entities resemble globes of light with great feathered 'wings', which are also made up of light. When they feel threatened (as a few seemed to be at my approach), they swoop down at their targets with talons that extend from the central globe. In addition, these creatures can solidify their forms and control their natural heat.
I succeeded in demonstrating my friendly intent, but failed to communicate with them successfully. Their means of communication is apparently based on subtle changes of the colour and tint of their wings, and I was unable to break their 'code' at the time.
Few pockets exist on the plane; at least, I saw very few of them. In the main they seem to consist of Earth, Fire and occasionally Crystal, and all pockets I encountered were spherical. I assume that any Water, Ice or Frost pockets are quickly evaporated by the passing sparks. One interesting quirk is that all of the foreign substances--including myself--are outlined in a soft glowing light, much like faerie fire.
I noted a few glowing towers drifting through the plane, all but one anchored to a chunk of Earth or Crystal; the other floated freeform through the plane. The native creatures I encountered did not seem to require buildings; I am still curious about who or what inhabit the towers, but as of yet I haven't had a chance to investigate further.
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The Inner Planes: They're the Source and the Destination."

You'd probably say he was biased, being a fire genasi and all, but Puras Ignitus reckons the first, and foremost, planes in the Multiverse are the Inner Planes. As he says: "All other planes are made from the Elements. Without them, nothing would have substance. Philosophy's all very well, but if the people talking it don't exist then it ain't really relevant any more!" 

Puras' construction of the Inner Planes is a sophisticated three-dimensional model, sphere-like in shape. Around the meridian of the sphere are situated the True Elements and where these overlap, the Para-Elements.
The Positive and Negative Energy Planes are placed at the apex and nadir of the sphere respectively, and where these overlap with the True Elements, the Positive and Negative Quasi-Elemental Planes are born.
[Voilà wishes to point out that Puras doesn't explain why the Energy Planes and Para-Elemental Planes do not overlap! However, this thorny topic is dealt with by Kristias Fireflight in his essay on the Quasiplanes]
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Pictured in this manner, the Inner Planes appear rather like a Cage. Any cage must hold a prisoner (just ask the Lady of Pain), and this one's no exception, cutters. In the centre of the Inner Planes, bounded by all the elements necessary for its own construction, lies the Prime Material. 

The Prime, in fact, occurs as a mixture of all elements as the Inner Planes overlap imperfectly inside the cage. Some Prime Worlds lie closer to one component of the cage, and therefore the world is biased towards that aspect.
Take Athas for example. Puras speculates that this blasted world of burning deserts lies somewhere near the periphery of the Prime, very close to the Planes of Fire, Magma, Ash and Dust. That's why the place is so bloody horrible to live in. The fact it's near the periphery accounts for why it's so hard to get to. The mysterious Gray Plane could be explained by the strange properties which ether adopts near the edge of the Inner Planes.
Ether, you see, permeates the Inner Planes and Prime like a solvent. It washes against all these planes, dissolving a bit here, a chunk there, and making sure everything stays as pure as it can. Or it could be that it's the ether responsible for mixing up the elements to form the Prime: Nobody's quite sure on that point.
Wide-awake bloods have probably already wondered how all this overlapping of planes affects their ability to travel from Inner Plane to Inner Plane. For a start, it's different from the Outer Planes. No matter how far you walk on the Great Ring, you'll never be able to walk from one plane to the next without using a portal. 'Least, that's how the chant goes. Well, that just ain't true on the Inner Planes, or so says Puras...
See, if you know the dark, like Elementals and Genies do, you can, for example, walk Firewards in the Plane of Earth. You'll find the Earth plane gets hotter and more liquid, till it turns into lava and gives way to the Para-Elemental Plane of Magma. Likewise, continue Firewards through Magma and the viscous liquid becomes more sulphurous and hotter, eventually igniting from nothing -- the Plane of Fire.
Thing is, no planewalker's ever been able to find the way from one Inner to the next without an Elemental guide or some similar native. Why? Puras says it's all in the dimensions of the plane. Although a prime'd think that since the Inners must overlap therefore they couldn't be infinite, in actual fact they are. Very infinite indeed. The Elementals, however, are able to perceive something that prime-born races simply can't conceive -- a fourth spatial dimension.
Think about it -- on the Inner Planes, you can walk left or right (that's one dimension), up or down (that's two), forward or back (a third). Puras says elementals can move ana and kata (that's what he calls 'em) as well. Apparently, this means they can move in and out of the Border Ethereal, or from one state of matter to the next. Any creature following them can move in these directions too -- it's just they don't even realise they're doing it. In theory at least, if a human could visualise this fourth dimension he could make the trip on his own. Puras reckons that's simply impossible...
"Prime-born races just ain't able to see the Fourth [dimension]", says Puras. "Maybe they just never evolved it, or perhaps their powers say fit not to grant it to 'em. Maybe the powers don't see it either, and that's why they largely stay away from the Inner."
Why have primes never learned to see the Fourth? I suggest it's a matter of necessity. After all, it ain't every day a lion or tiger lunges at you out of the fourth dimension, so maybe the need to be able to comprehend it never arose. Puras says that the fourth spatial dimension does exist on the Prime, only it's very weak, and possibly on the wane. He reckons it might be the reason wizards can bind elementals to their will on the Prime -- they arrive confused and disorientated by the lack of the Fourth.
According to the oldest records, the Outer Planes have never had a Fourth Dimension. In fact, the self-same books claim the Third one is on the wane out there -- could be why planes are stacked up in layers, says Puras. If this conjecture leads you to the conclusion that maybe the Inner Planes had a Fifth dimension, you'd concur with Puras. He can't prove it, (and refuses to tell me more about it), but I'd hazard that the spatial dimensions as we know them are succumbing to entropy on a massive scale.
Maybe the Sinkers have a point after all...
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The Planes of Cordance

The following interview was recorded by a mimir. In this interview, Mill Boyers, a prime halfling cartographer and Aide of the Fraternity of Order interviews a tiefling known as Leir the Explorer, of the Athar, about some alleged new Outer Planes he has discovered. Whether or not Leir has discovered the dark of something truly big or is merely barmy is as yet unknown. 

MB: Hello, is this thing on? Yes? Well, then, this Mill Boyers, Aide of the Fraternity of Order, here today interviewing Leir the Explorer, a tiefling Athar with some quite extraordinary claims. Is that correct, Leir?
L: Yes.
MB: Hmm. Yes, well...Your claim is that you have found eight new Outer Planes hidden within the great ring. What proof do you have of this?
L: I've been to them. They do exist.
MB: Do you know Burbank Ralopolis? The Athar seem to have a lot of explorers these days...
L: I am familiar with Burbank, yes, although I've never met him. The reason why there are so many Athar explorers is simple really. The other factions seem content to accept the lies the powers have told them about the nature of the planes. We Athar know the truth, and seek the real dark of the planes. The eight planes of neutrality have been hidden from planewalkers due to a direct conspiracy on the part of the so-called "gods."
MB: Well, this interview really isn't about faction beliefs or politics. I heard a seminar from a Mr. Synjyn the exile where he claimed there are actually 27 outer planes. Do you agree?
L: [Laughs] I think he's definitely on the right track, but from my count there are 25 outer planes.
MB: Why, then, have these planes remained hidden from planewalkers?
L: As I told you, it was a conspiracy from the false powers. When planewalkers first invaded the planes, the powers wanted some territory left without a bunch of factions and planewalkers infesting it, the way the known planes have been infested. The false gods of different alignments obviously couldn't agree on what should remain hidden. As a compromise, they decided to obfuscate the planes with strong true neutral tendencies. That's why there's a gap in the way the planes are drawn.
MB: What gap?
L: [sound of a dagger being drawn]. You see, all planar sages agree that the planes are designed around two moral concepts: Law vs. Chaos, and Good vs. Evil. [Leir then carves the symbols for Mechanus and Limbo opposite one another, and the symbols for Elysium and the Grey Waste opposite one another like 4 points on a compass].
Now, when you combine them, you get law plus good [carves symbol for Mount. Celestia], chaos plus good [carves symbol for Arborea], chaos plus evil [carves symbol for the Abyss], and law plus evil [carves symbol for Baator]. In the middle of the whole thing, you get true neutrality [carves symbol for Outlands in the centre of the circle]. These what we have here are what some sages call "alignments."
[image: image23.png]



Apparently, each of us subscribes to one of these world views. Sometimes, however, there are grey areas where one "alignment" blends in with another. These are: [carving the symbols for each plane in its place] Arcadia where lawful neutral becomes good, Bytopia where neutral good becomes lawful, Beastlands where neutral good becomes chaotic, Ysgard where chaotic neutral becomes good, Pandemonium where chaotic neutral becomes evil, Carceri where neutral evil becomes chaotic, Gehenna where neutral evil becomes lawful, and Acheron where lawful neutral becomes evil. But look at what we have now. Something is still missing... 

MB: Ah! There are no planes representing the spaces where True Neutrality blends with any other "alignments."
L: Exactly!
MB: But the Outlands connects to all the other planes, without any planes in-between. Are there gate-towns to these new planes you have discovered?
L: Well, yes and no. There are gates to these planes on the Outlands, halfway between the Spire and the known gate-towns. But not all of these gates actually have towns around them. They're all carefully hidden by the powers.
MB: But others besides yourself have explored the Outlands. Why have they not found these gates?
L: Probably because they were afraid of the curses of the false gods. I have no such fear. As you know, we Athar seem to have a resistance to curses due to our denial of the powers.
MB: Either that or you are so cursed already, one more doesn't make a noticeable difference...
L: [growls] Do you want this interview or not?
MB: Yes, yes, my apologies. Simply stating an alternative hypothesis. Ahem. Anyway, could you describe some of these planes to me?
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L: Grrr...very well. On the Outlands, near the river Ma'at, is a mountain named Shangri-la. On top of that mountain is a monastery that dutifully guards the secret of the portal to K'un Lun. K'un Lun is the plane between lawful goodness and neutrality. It exemplifies the most positive aspects of neutrality--specifically, it is the plane of moderation. Everything is moderate and laid back here. Almost boring. At least that's the way it looks at first. 

The land in K'un Lun is mostly mountainous. Many temples and monasteries are at the tops of these mountains, with small villages and terraced crops in the valleys. It has several notable realms. The most prominent is the Land of the Immortals. The most honourable followers of the Celestial Bureaucracy dwell here. Lady Meng, wife of Shang-Ti, rules the place. A peach tree grows near her palace, and the chant is it grants immortality to those who eat it. Some immortals of note here are Fu Hsing, K'ung Fu-Tzu, Lao Tzu, and the Pa Hsien.
Some other powers have set up kip here, too. Mithra, a Persian power; Ilmater of the Finnish pantheon; and the Greco-Roman "goddess" , Nike (who often doesn't quite mesh with the chaotic home of the other Greek powers in Arborea).
The next one, Avalon, is the plane between true goodness and true neutrality. It's the home of petitioners who, while definitely preferring good over evil, still think there's such a thing as being too moral. They're friendly enough sods, but they aren't as afraid of crossing the line between good and evil as the locals in, say, Elysium.
MB: Avalon...now why does that sound familiar?
L: Well, Avalon is also the name of a realm in Thalassia. The realm in the fourth layer of Elysium has the only portal to Avalon outside of the Outlands, too, just to really confuse planewalkers. The gate to Avalon on the Outlands is on an island in a lake smack dab between the realms of Sheela Peryroyl and Tir na Og. The island is always clouded with mist and fog, and you really can't even find it until you run right into it. Anyway, the plane of Avalon is mostly water with a bunch of islands scattered here and there.
A few Celtic powers have a realm here: Dunatis and Nuada are frequent visitors at least, if they don't actually live here, and the "goddesses" Brigit and Rhiannon have realms on a few of the islands. There's also an underwater realm named Po where everyone can breathe the water like it was air. The petitioners and powers there are from some Prime land called Polynesia.
Somewhere in the realm of the Norns, guarded by these creatures, is the gate to the next plane, Pangea. Pangea is between neutral and chaotic good. Without a doubt it's the wildest, toughest, most savage plane I've ever been to.
MB: Sounds like the Beastlands.
L: Not quite. The Beastlands are the planes of life in all its myriad forms. Pangea is even more primal than that. It's the plane of nature, benevolent or destructive, but always wild. In fact, I think many of the cutters who've described the Beastlands may very well have been in Pangea instead, and just not even known about it. I've heard it on good authority that Ferrix and Quorlinn actually dwell here, not the Beastlands. I don't know for sure, but I wouldn't doubt it. The Beastlands is a plane of goodness tinged by chaos, but Pangea is a neutral plane only slightly moved in the direction of chaos and good. Anyhow, no necromantic spells will work in Pangea...even the beneficial ones. You have to rely on your body's natural healing process here. Nothing's allowed to interfere with the natural cycle here. Another weird thing about this plane...[sound of a sword being drawn]...see this?
MB: Yes.
L: First time I went for it, I drew a big wooden club instead.
MB: I don't understand.
L: Anything technologically more advanced than stone age transforms into its closest stone-age equivalent here. Technology's not allowed. My armour turned to hide, my sword to a club, and my silver arrows to stone. I couldn't remember how to work metal there, either. Any technologically advanced areas I was proficient at disappeared while I was there. But my wilderness skills--tracking, hunting, survival--seemed almost twice as effective here. All kinds of prime creatures that ever existed or ever will can be found in abundance in Pangea
The next plane, between pure chaos and neutrality, actually does have a gate town. The plane's called Discordia and the gate town is Vergadain's kip in the Dwarven Mountain. Vergadain actually has a temporary home there, as well as on the Outlands, just to show off. 'Course the most prominent power here is Eris. She's the Greek power of strife, who set up kip here after being kicked out of Arborea for being a troublemaker. Hmmph. "All powerful" indeed! Her realm's got a bunch of golden apples growing in it that can cause madness in anyone who touches them. I hear tell that the burg of Kallisti in the Outlands used to be a part of her realm before it wandered to the Outlands.
Oh, yeah, that's right. The various sites, burgs, and features of this lane all wander around at random. Don't try and find your way by the landmarks of the place, 'cause they won't be there in a couple hours. You can go from frozen tundra to a burning desert right next to each other. The only ones who seem to be able to find their way around are a bunch of intelligent three-foot tall insects called blattids. A prime companion told me they looked just like a giant version of some bug called a cockroach. If we hadn't hired one as our guide, I'd still be stuck on Discordia. Chaotic and neutral berks do seem to have an easier time of finding their way around this plane.
Perdition is the plane between neutrality and chaotic evil. Just as K'un Lun exemplified the most positive aspects of neutrality, Perdition exemplifies the most negative. Specifically, Perdition is the plane of apathy. Not the depression of the Grey Waste, but Perditionites just don't care about anyone or anything but themselves or what relates to their own gratification. The whole plane appears to be underground.
MB: Are you sure it wasn't Pandemonium?
L: Pretty sure. No winds, no madness, just tunnels and darkness. Never seen a part of Pandemonium that fit that description. It also seems to have a lot more life in it than Pandemonium, but not that this is a good thing. The fauna consists of umber hulks, shriekers, slimes, moulds, puddings, rats, bats, aboleth, and other critters common in the prime "underdark." Mind Flayers are also pretty common, especially considering where the gate to Perdition is: in a cavern in Ilsensine's realm. That in itself is enough to keep it hidden from all but the most brave and barmy of cutters.
A couple of powers have realms here. Anshar and Nergal of the Babylonian pantheon have realms here. The Finnish powers Tuoni and Tuonetela have their realm, Tuonela, here.
MB: Wait a minute. I thought Tuonela was on Pandemonium.
L: I don't know about that. I do know that they do have a kip in Perdition, whether or not they have a different place they call home.
The next plane, neutral tending towards evil, is Nether. The gate to Nether can be found in a pit of quicksand in Semuanya's bog. It's hard enough to find without all the giant beasties that live in the area trying to make you into their next meal. Nether itself is an endless plain of mud. It's impossible to keep anything clean there. You can still walk over the mud, since it's usually half-frozen. The place is bitterly cold. Nether is the plane of death-not always evil, but definitely not good.
As for realms and powers, there's not many in Nether. The druids of the Shadow Circle seem to have some bond to this plane, but I don't know if they have someone they call a god here. Another realm, the Land of Eternal Rain, is one of the few places you'll find any vegetation. It's the realm of Tlaloc, an Aztec power. Apparently he can draw the rain from this realm to anywhere on the Prime. Ma Yuan, the "killer of the gods," used to dwell here before he was imprisoned in either Carceri or Pandemonium. He killed ten berks who called themselves gods in the Chinese pantheon before being imprisoned, and their bodies are buried at a site called the Gods' Graveyard. It shows you just how immortal the powers truly are.
The next plane, Sheol, between evil lawfulness and neutrality, actually does have a gate town. The town's called Ceras, and it's situated between two giant stone horns. They may be from the same creature that gave ribcage its ribs. The berks in Ceras don't even know they're sitting on a gate, but you'd swear they're hiding something. I've never seen a more inhospitable, xenophobic indep town. Don't expect a warm welcome there. In fact, I wonder why they haven't actually slid into Sheol yet, except they may be even more evil than that plane.
Sheol has a dark brown sky, which sometimes makes it look like you're in a giant cavern. The gravity's at a 45-degree angle, so everything goes downhill. The few realms and burgs here are on the few rare level spots.
At first, the plane doesn't seem so bad. There's almost no crime, and people seem to work together. However, a berk can expect no mercy or compassion from the petitioners of this plane. The different burgs in Sheol are in a constant state of war with each other. And freedom is every bit as rare as crime. Some folks are fooled by the pleasant exterior put on by the natives into believing this place isn't really so evil. But it definitely has a dark underside that's best avoided.
The only realm I found here was Mictlan. It's the realm of the Aztec power Mictlantecuhtli. He's about the only Aztec power who doesn't live on the prime. I'm sure there are more powers here, but I didn't stay long enough to find out.
Thebestys is actually the gate-town to the neutral-tending-towards-lawful plane, Purgatory. Good luck getting past Thoth to find it. He only allowed my party to go past if we promised not to tell the gate's exact location -- seems he doesn't really like information to remain hidden either.
Purgatory is mostly made of air, with a spiralling strip of land circling up and up eternally. The strip is said to be 326 miles across, and infinitely long. You can't get up the strip without working diligently at something. The locals here spend eternity working and working for no other reason than to work their way up the spiral. It's not like on Bytopia, where folks work to produce something of value. Purgatorians work simply for the sake of working. Some believe that they'll advance to some upper plane if they work hard enough, but most just seem to be content to stay here and work forever. A lot of petitioners here are bald dwarves from some desert prime world. The only native who doesn't try and work his way up the spiral is Ptah, the Egyptian power, who seems content to have his realm set up at the base of the spiral. Some say his realm somehow sits both at the base and the peak of the spiral, but that sounds like barmy-talk to me.
So there you have it. Eight new Outer Planes: K'un-Lun, Avalon, Pangea, Discordia, Perdition, Nether, Sheol, and Purgatory.
MB: And how many layers did you say each of these planes had?
L: Just one each.
MB: One? That sounds suspicious. Why only one?
L: Easy. Without all the planewalkers here, confusing the plane with all their different outlooks and variations on its alignment, only one layer is needed. Ideas have power, and if more ideas went to these planes I'm sure they'd grow some new layers.
MB: I don't know. I mean, where's your proof? It seems more likely to me that you just found some realms or layers on the known planes that are new rather than ...
L: ... rather than I know what I'm talking about?
MB: No, no, not that. It's just...well, Pangea could easily be part of the Beastlands or Ysgard, Perdition sounded a lot like Pandemonium, or possibly a new layer of the Abyss...
L: [growls] I am NOT a liar or a fool. Be skeptical if you wish. You have the truth. This interview is over. [footsteps]
MB: Well, uh, there you, uh, have it. [gulp] Leir the Explorer and his claim of the newly discovered Planes of Cordance. How do you turn this thing off now? Is this how I---
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The Great Great Ring

Magnum Opus: Now there's a name that strikes fear into the hearts of cutters who'd rather dark stayed hidden. Magnum's the Curator of Sigil's Musée Arcane, a small organisation dedicated to unravelling the sordid history of the Multiverse. Sound like a tough job? Better believe it is, cutter! 

Anyway, Magnum's map of the Way the Planes Are holds a lot in common with Na'Tak Karari's: the features are the same, they're just in a different order. See, Magnum doesn't hold with the traditional "Inner" vs. "Outer" Plane thing: To her, they're all just names, convenient only for the people who use them, rather than the people who want to explain them.
Rather than the planes being a pillar (see Na'Tak Karari's map), she argues they they actually form a ring. Remember the Unity of Rings, cutter? Well, this is just the same, except what with the Great Ring of the Outer Planes and the Ring of the Inner Planes, and, as some say, the Ring of Crystal Spheres on the Prime, this is more a case of Three Rings inside one.
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The Rule of Threes doesn't stop there, either. Not only are there three sets of Planes of Substance, (Elemental, Material and Philosophical), but there are three Buffer Planes, (Ethereal, Astral and Ordial) which not only separate the planes of substance, but allow a planewalker to travel from one to the other. In the very centre, Sigil touches all and none of the planes at once. 

"What's that?" I hear you cry. "The Ordial Plane? What flam is that barmy tout spouting now?" Well, my inquiring cutters, let me tell you what Magnum Opus has to say about this 'Ordial Plane'...
"Ever wondered how powers and petitioners can exist on the Inner Planes? If, as everyone reckons, the energy for powers comes from the belief of the Primes, and filters into the Outer Plane which it most closely resembles, from where do Inner Planar powers draw their energy? Well, they could do it through conduits that cross the Astral, the Prime Material (avoiding that nasty Phlogiston, of course), and the Ethereal (that's three whole infinities). On any one of those planes, their conduits are vulnerable to attack, parasites or natural forces. 

"How about a convenient shortcut? A plane which links the Outer and Inner. You're saying you've never heard of it, ain't you? Well, what better defence for this place than eternal secret? If you don't even know its there, you ain't likely to go there and mess everything up. Think about it: Nobody knew about the Astral until they discovered it one day -- or so the chant goes.
"Where do those powers with 'unknown' realms really live? Surely they ain't all tucked away on the planes somewhere? Someone'd spot one of their petitioners or stumble into their realm sooner or later. Couldn't they all be hidden on an unknown plane like the Ordial?
"It's true that the Outer Planes are shaped from belief, but they bear an uncanny resemblance to the Inner Planes at times. The Outer Planes have elements just like the rest of them, and something's got to have put them there. Why drag them through three planes when they could be pulled through the Ordial?
"Finally, and perhaps most convincingly, take the Rule of Threes. Three Planes of Substance, three dimensions of space, three moral concepts, three ethical, three parts of the Prime (planet, wildspace, phlogiston) and only two Buffer Planes? It don't follow in my book, berk. There must be a third. But alas, I can't prove a word."
Magnum Opus reckons the only reason nobody's yet found the Ordial Plane is because nobody's looking in the right place. She aims to put that right. If the powers try to stop her, then she knows she must be onto something big...
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Infinite Creatures and Immiscible Morals

Soma Purusha's not only a great friend of mine, he's also an accomplished planewalker. We've never met face to face, but I've received many letters from him as he travels from planar burg to planar burg. Anyhow, you ain't interested in me, you want to learn philosophy, right? Well, Purusha's got a slant, that's for sure. 

Soma Purusha's had more than one brush with dubious moral activities -- I'm sure he won't mind me telling you that much. Doubtless you have too. But have you ever stopped to consider the emotions that've been generated when you're doing whatever it is you're doing? The adrenalin thrill when you nick something and get away with it. The buzz of the dark when you bob a cony. The self-satisfaction when you give a quipper your last green. But you never gave it another thought, right?
Well, think of it like Soma does: If you get that emotional burst when you're living your -- lets' be honest -- insignificant life, imagine what the Planes must feel like. Yeah, you heard me. Just think about it: An infinite expanse which embodies an emotion, action or moral duty. Stop for a second and try to imagine the boundless buzz of emotions which could be running through the planes like rats through the Hive Ward. Beggars belief, don't it.
I have to say "could be", of course, because some of the planes sure don't look like they're alive. Appearances can be deceiving, reckons Soma -- the planes are more sentient than they let on. Like great beasties they huddle together in the Void, feeding on belief and swapping stories of ideas with their neighbours. 'Course, these infinite creatures only sit next to the ones they get along with best -- hence the order of the Great Ring...
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Notice, cutters, that even Limbo remains in the same place. Now think: If it really were the Plane of Chaos, would it remain in the same place? Unlikely. As it is, the only two infinite creatures which'll put up with it next to them are 'Ysgard' and 'Pandemonium', so that's where it stays. 

"How do the Layers fit in then, Voilà!?" I hear you ask. Well, bashers, Soma's a little cagey on that one. Perhaps they're aspects of the Infinite Creatures' personalities, or maybe they're groups of beasts rather than single ones. At least that's explain how layers can shift around. Picture sites and burgs on the planes as their possessions -- they can be handed about (when a so-called Planar Conjunction Occurs), or get lost altogether. When the creatures communicate with one another, portals are opened and close -- planewalkers make use of these threads of thought by stepping into one and out the next!
And the Lady of Pain? Well, she'd be the Lion Tamer, perhaps, keeping these beasties in line, or maybe they've chased her up the Spire. When you're speculating as much as Soma is, it don't really matter. It's the thought that counts.
But I digress (and by rather a lot, too!) While I don't go as far as Soma on the "planes are alive" front, I'm keen on his idea of emotions pulsing through the planes. These are probably created by actions and thoughts of inhabitants of the planes, as well as belief drawn from the Primes...So all the malicious thoughts of cruelty and hurt get funnelled into the Abyss (by some mechanism best left imagined!) and gather there.
If you've ever seen a mixture of liquids, say lamp oil and water, you'll understand this next bit. Strange as it may seem, they simply won't mix. They're the same state (liquid), but different "phases". Shake 'em up and they churn around, but they'll separate out again. Same with a box of rocks, in fact...shake them up and the big ones rise to the top and the small ones go to the bottom (shows that gravity don't always make sense too, that!).
Now I reckon the Outer Planes are a little like that. Each is made of morals and ethics that are broadly similar, but subtly different. It's the broadness that separates plane from plane, but it's the subtlety that makes one layer above the next. On Baator, for instance, it's no accident that the most heinously evil layers have sunk to the bottom, to make Nessus. "Evil's a heavy weight to bear", as they say. Similarly, the goodest of the good on Mount Celestia has risen to the top to form Chronias. All over the planes you can see this principle -- the most pure of any belief rises or sinks to the place it belongs.
By this token, a shift in the distribution of morals on a plane could cause the layers to bob like corks. Perhaps if the Lord or Lady or Baator (a blood learns to keep his options open) built a new palace on Caina, the icy layer and Nessus'd swap around. Who knows?
"What of one-layer planes?" You ask...Mechanus simply mixes better than the rest. Limbo couldn't get much more mixed up than it it -- in fact, it looks almost as if someone's shaking it up right now. They say there used to be five layers; maybe they'll return if the shaking stops? Even the Outlands is organised in rings. The most neutral of the neutral floats towards the Spire. Look where the rilmani ended up, after all.
'Course, none of this neatly explains the Lady of Pain, does it? Funny that...
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The Planar Pillar

Na'Tak Karari's a formidable cutter. Just back from a jaunt around the Great Ring in under 90 days (see the reports in S.I.G.I.S. for more chant), he's got his own way of mapping the planes; and a Philosophy of Everything to back it up. 

Consider the Planes as a stack of bricks. At the base, the so-called building blocks, the Inner Planes. They're found in a ring of elemental provinces, and where these overlap, Para-Elements are born. At the centre of the Inner Ring lie the Energy Planes, Positive and Negative, and where these overlap with the elements the Quasi-Elements lie.
Permeating the Inner Planes are the shores of the Border Ethereal, which evaporate into the Deep Ethereal, where the elements first mingled to form the Prime Material. There's another Border Ethereal between the deep and the Prime, too, perhaps to protect each from the other.
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The Prime sits at the centre of the stack, and the very centre of the Prime is said to be the source of all life. That's as maybe, cutter, because the centre of infinity ain't exactly an easy thing to find! 

Anyway, the Prime Material's made up of worlds (where the Clueless Primes come from), hanging in a void they call Wildspace. Each chunk of wildspace has up to a few dozen worlds, usually with a Sun to provide light and warmth. At the edge of the wildspace is an immense Crystal Sphere, which encases the Solar System. There's usually stars painted on the inside, too, but nobody really knows why. Outside the Crystal Spheres is an uncharted place called the Phlogiston. It's a rainbow-hued place of flammable gas, divided into streams and oceans, and the whole place is cut off from all other planes. There's no portals or bags of holding here, berk!
The Astral Plane is a grey-silver void of nothing at all, and some say it hasn't even got volume. It touches all the Prime worlds (and presumably all of Wildspace too), but not the Phlogiston. Like I said, that place is dimensionally disconnected. Anyway, the Astral's home to conduits; wriggling wormholes connecting the Prime to the Planes, and vice versa. Na'Tak Karari reckons the conduits all pass through the central hole of Sigil, the City of Doors, and that's why the place is riddled with portals: They're simply weak points in conduits ('course, this doesn't really explain why portals can lead to the Inner Planes too).
The Astral's other edge (as much as a nil-space can have edges) touches the top layer of the Great Ring of the Outer Planes. The rest of the Outer Planes lead down (or up, depending on which side of the Good-Evil divide you're on), as far as infinity, if some are to be believed.
Well, that's one way of looking at it.
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The Great Modron Conspiracy

Agnossus is a blood who's braver than most. Not only does call one of the least hospitable Outer Planes 'home' -- that's Pandemonium to you, cutter -- he's also got a voice strong enough that his words are heard in Sigil when he says 'em. Not literally of course, berk, metaphorically. See, Agnossus is a high-up in the Dispossessed, a loose gathering of exiles and castoffs of society who've found their way to Pandemonium and, for their own reasons, stay there. There's a picture of him below -- a self-portrait no less. 
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Now, he may be bitter and twisted for his own good reasons (the chant goes he was once a Mathematician who was expelled from the faction when he 'proved' two and two can sometimes make three), or he might have tumbled to some dark he's not about to spread. Well, whatever it is, he's fanatical about one thing: Modrons.
See, Agnossus is convinced the Modrons are the ones pulling the strings of the Multiverse. Some time ago, they learned the secret of their plane and it's place in the the Great Ring. That's how come they're always out controlling the gears and cogs -- every time they alter the speed or angle of one of those little things, they set Mechanus spinning into an alternative future. By subtly controlling the working of their own plane, they shape the destiny of the others. What starts at one point in the Ring soon spreads right around it, Agnossus says.
Thinking about it, you've got to concede he's got a point. Of all the planeborn races (baatezu, tanar'ri, archons, rilmani and the rest), the modrons seem to be the ones most in tune with their plane. Perhaps it's because they're the most organised that they found the answer first, or maybe it's just a luck thing (not that modrons believe in luck). Agnossus admits there's probably more than one way to control the future (and perhaps as many as one per Outer Plane), but reckons the modrons got there first.
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He draws this map for doubters, which shows how the planes all lock into the central hub, which is in turn cranked around by Mechanus. From the Plane-Machine spews the Astral as noxious fumes which envelop the Prime with their Psychic Winds -- again, all controlled from the Central Machine in Mechanus. The bobbing of the Primes in turn churns up the Ether, and the Ether Cyclones are what cause the Inner Planes to spin on their axis. It's all a great chain of cause and effect... 

If you needed more evidence (and I never say no to a bit of proof myself), take the Modron March. Every 17 cycles, Mechanus spews forth a great horde of Modrons who make the journey all around the Great Ring. They're the only planeborne race to leave their home plane en mass (apart from the Blood Warring fiends), and certainly the only ones who tramp so far for so little obvious gain.
They're checking up on their work; says Agnossus; making sure every manipulation they're working on is going exactly to plan. You might have heard the modrons don't ever need to fear death either -- when one's destroyed it's every somehow makes its way back to Primus, where it is reformed into a new modron. How? That's part of their secret.
The modron race is also aparently the only one to have a quasi-power leader unifying them all. Sure, the tanar'ri have their powers, but they're hardly a unified force. The rest of the races have high-ups, but nothing quite so magnificent as Primus. Since modrons don't worship, or even seem to be aware that Primus exists themselves, and there certainly ain't priests of Primus en masse in the planes, where does this enigmatic being get its power? That's part of their secret.
'Course, I'm calling it the 'secret', but in fact it's all a Conspiracy. 'Least, that's what Agnossus says. As they manipulate the planes, they determine when and where folks get put in the Dead-Book, the ebb and flow of the Blood War, the Winds of the Astral, the Tides of War on the Prime, and even the mixing of the Elements on the Inner Planes. Through their gears, they can lock or unlock any portal (it's common chant they've got a Labyrinthine Portal on Mechanus, but not many bloods know about the portals they can open up anywhere in the Multiverse), and even the Lady's influenced by their machinations.
Oh yes, cutter. If you believe the chant that Agnossus spreads, you'd better watch out the next time you call a modron a 'rorty cube'. it might be the last thing you say...
