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WELCOME TO THE MACHINE

Mechanus. The very name draws a picture, using set square and protractor, of the Plane of Ultimate Law. A more rational and ordered place you'll not find, but unless you can tumble to the logic behind it, the plane can be even more unfathomable than the chaotic soup of Limbo.
The perfect synthesis of world and machine, the plane is constructed of an infinite number of gears and cogs, connected by an ever-turning array crankshafts, axles and rotors. Where the machine is kept oiled and greased it runs smooth and quiet, with only the gentle creak of metal rubbing against metal and the pungent smell of mechanical lubricant to remind a cutter he's anywhere odd. Oh, and the view -- even a hardened planewalker draws a sharp breath when he first claps eyes on Mechanus. 

Where the modrons are less vigilant, nearer the edges of Mechanus (as much as any infinite area can have edges) the grinding can be almost unbearably shrill. It's said that these parts of Mechanus are haunted by unquiet gear spirits, or Mathematicians driven barmy by the manyfold paradoxes of the plane.
A traveller must remember, of course, that Mechanus is far more three-dimensional than many planes. Gears and cogs can be orientated at any angle, but are usually all horizontal or perpendicular to each other (the occasional cog can be found at other angles but these usually have complex connection mechanisms to ensure the motion of the plane is transmitted). Unlike many more "prime-like" Outer Planes, where most of the realms and burgs are found on the surface, there are burgs on Mechanus not only next to one another but stacked above and below, and at right angles. Some large cities can spill over several adjoining cogs, and the rotating bridges that engineers have made to cope with this are a sight to behold!
A number of useful facts about the plane are detailed below, but above all, a visitor should be warned to find out as much about the local laws as she can and stick to them rigidly. On Mechanus, Crime Doesn't Pay.
"The sentence should be light.
All I did was walk on the wrong side of the street."

The (late) mage Fiwex to a companion,
while in a Mechanus courtroom.

PHYSICAL CONDITIONS

THE SKY –

 Mechanus doesn't have a sky, as such, because the cogs and gears are endless in all directions. Mechanical locations can be found "above" or "below" as well, which makes mapping the place a sodding sight more difficult. The atmosphere of the plane is breathable for any creature -- a fact that's not often remembered. Water-breathing creatures can exist quite happily out of water (assuming they have the correct limbs to move around, that is), although most feel terribly uncomfortable with the idea and will seek to return to water as quickly as possible. 

THE GROUND – 

Although it's mostly cog and gear, the whole plane's not metal. Much of the hard-wearing framework of Mechanus is steel, iron, or tungsten, but many cogs have soil and vegetation growing atop them. Sure, the trees and flowers are organised in neat rows of ascending height, similar colour and species, but that's what passes for Natural on this perfect plane. Some cogs are actually made of stone, usually a hard granite or millstone grit, but planewalkers report cogs made from wood, slate, chalk, flint (watch out for the sparks!), glassteel, and even (allegedly) ice!
THE LIGHT –

 Mechanus is lit by an ambient glow that radiates from the space between the gears, apparently. Some cogs have glowing mosses, pools of lava, continual light spells or burning flames which cast additional shadows, but otherwise the plane is equally light all over. The glow fluctuates regularly across the whole plane, but never to be particularly bright or dark. 'Days' last exactly twelve hours, and 'nights' the same, but lighting conditions vary between an overcast day on Arborea (or a bright one in Sigil!) and dusky twilight.
THE LOCALS –

 Even a clueless prime knows Mechanus is the home of the modrons, the clockwork creatures who're responsible for cleaning and maintaining the delicate structure of the plane. Fewer cutters know of the other locals; the gear spirits who protect the machinery with a dryad's fanaticism, or the moigno, mathematical extrapolations come alive. Many sages have studied the ecology of Mechanus, but few can admit to understand the intricacies of the system. While everything that occurs on the plane is theoretically predictable, in practise there are so many variables that creating a working theory becomes humanly impossible. Of course, creatures like the moigno are rather more than mere humans, and many of them try to achieve just this...
THE LANGUAGE – 

Curiously enough, all spoken languages can be understood on Mechanus by all cutters. No matter how stupid a basher is, as long as he can talk, he can communicate with any other berk on Mechanus. Unfortunately, this savvy does not extend to the written word, so a basher hoping to use Mechanus' linguistical gift to read an obscure piece of text will have to do it the old-fashioned way...
THE LAWS –

 On the plane of Ultimate Law, a cutter had better watch his step. As any cross-trader can tell you, there's nothing stricter than Mechanical law-enforcement, be they modronic, Guvner or just local planar burg dwellers. A thief on this plane had better be good, or have a quick getaway plan, because once caught, there ain't a court in the land that can be fast-talked. However, canny knights of the post have been able to fool Mechanical juries by invoking obscure laws and technicalities. It's a difficult game to play, for nobody understands Law better than these folks, but apparently it's possible. Fail and you're dead, however.
MECHANICAL PARADISE
Being a selection of the burgs that have sprung from the infinite cogs and gears of the plane

The Library of Babble


(by Belarius)
Language is infinite. It can say any number of things, whether they be true or false. Sometimes, what is said makes no sense, but it is still said. Nowhere is this more strongly evoked than in the Library of Babble. 

HEARSAY: The Library of Babble is said to contain not only every book that will ever be written, but ever book than can ever be written. It is the storehouse of infinite knowledge and infinite falsehood.
Some say it's all screed, that the library serves a purpose similar to that of Thoth's Lie-brary (see the Musée Arcane): to lure scholars into wasting their lifetimes searching for non-existent lore. But search they do, and, if the Library does indeed contain infinite wisdom then all wisdom exists already, and simply must be discovered. Those who study in the Library of Babble believe and hope this.
DESCRIPTION: 

From the exterior, the Library is not exceptional, except in size. Seemingly built within one of the biggest axles of Mechanus, it cannot be directly accessed. In order to enter, the most precise of teleportation spells can land a body into it's halls. Though numerous travellers have seen the great rod from the exterior, few have realised that it was hollow. 

Within the axle, the 'landscape' is utterly alien. A tower of seemingly infinite height stretches as far as the eye can see, both up and down, though no part of the tower touches the walls of the axle. Without walls, the tower is simply a series of free-floating platforms, connected only by a small spiral staircase which runs, in theory, along the entire tower. The platforms, the staircase, and the furniture of the Library are seemingly immune to damage, and cannot be destroyed.
Each platform is an octagon about 40' across. On either side of the octagon are doorways, one which leads to a set of small cots and lavatories, the other leading to the spiral staircase. The centre of each octagon is dominated by two or three research tables, with uncomfortable chairs for at least six people at a time. Two orbs dimly illuminate each octagon, though not very well. The remaining six sides of the octagon are lines with a railing and are covered with narrow shelves (5 to a side), each holding 32 books.
The books themselves are very simple, written in a mysterious but efficient orthographic language of 25 characters (22 letters with no capitals, a period, a comma, and a blank space). Each book is exactly 410 pages long, with 40 lines to a page and 80 characters per line. The miracle of the library is that is (again, in theory) contains every possible combination of the letters possible. Thus, the number of books is beyond the calculation of any save the moignos, who have no name for such incredible sums (in game terms, the number exceeds 10 to the 150th power). Thus, every possible book exists, even such priceless creations as the Book of Keeping or the Factol's Manifesto. Indeed, the Factol's manifesto existed here long before it was written in Sigil.
The Library is populated by solitary scholars who spend their lives searching for knowledge in the Library. Some have children, and the birth to death ratio is just stable enough to maintain a population of about one scholar for every three or four octagons. There are a number of quasi-sects who wander the Library, each holding its own theory about the nature of the Library, but none are devout enough to qualify as full-blown sects. Their philosophies range form the destruction of all false books (because the books can easily be thrown over the railing into the infinite void) to searching for the book that explains the secret organisation of the Library.
SPECIAL PROPERTIES: 

First off, there is the wisdom of all knowledge in the Library, though there are very many more books of gibberish (or babble, if you will). Also, for every book that is accurate, there can be many millions of books that are subtly or blatantly false. Because Mechanus eliminates all language barriers, anyone can study in the Library (if they can get in), but there are, without a doubt, books announcing the Duke Rowan Darkwood married the Lady of Pain tomorrow, and other ridiculous lies. The idea, of course, is not that all knowledge is true, but that all things, truth and untruth, can be known.
Detect Lie and other spells that detect falsehood fail here, whether the lie is read in a book or spoken by a person. Because of this, and the relative privacy of some area, criminals often come here to negotiate. The fiends have a number of their own scholars on the Library, as do the celestials. Oddly, the modrons ignore the place, acting as if it did not exists.
Oddly, because the place exhibits no creativity because everything's already been done), there are no connections between the Library and the Infinite Staircase. One or two portals to Sigil have been mentioned, but their definitive location has never been documented.
Remember, also, that if anyone or anything goes over the railing, if will have eternity to fall. People falling over the side will die before they hit the bottom (if a bottom even exists), but the dangers of reaching for a railing while falling at terminal velocity are obvious. Still, those cast over the edge of the railing are sometimes seen again, though getting lost among the infinitely repeating octagons is disturbingly easy.
[Author's note: This idea was originally developed by Luis Borges in the short story entitled 'The Library of Babel,' and has simply been reformatted to fit the Planescape theme. Belarius says: "By the way, this library, I calculated, is at least 10 to the 143rd power light years tall. Food for thought, eh?"]
Stannia


The Tin City, Tik-Tok Town
(by Pol Jackson)

PRIVATE
CHARACTER:

 A busy place, considering that there's nothing alive here. The people and animals here are nothing more than clockwork constructs, and even the trees shading the streets are just brightly-painted tin. The citizens whir and click as they march stiffly through the town. A friendly place, if you can ignore the fact that the townspeople's smiles are all painted on. Or the fact that each of them has a turnkey protruding from their back, slowly winding down... 

RULER: 

Stannia does have a Mayor, a jovial fellow with a large belly and a carefully oiled tin moustache. He goes through the motions of running the town, performing his work with (of course) clockwork precision. The town, of course, would run just fine without him. The Mayor is also in charge of the Key to the City, a large mechanical turnkey he keeps on a tin chain around his neck.

BEHIND THE THRONE: 

There is no force behind the throne. Everything here works in perfect (click, whir, tik) order. 

DESCRIPTION: 

The buildings and streets here are the only things that are real, with brightly painted houses lining wide, cobbled avenues. Everything else is tin -- tin tables, tin chairs, tin beds. And the tin people, of course.
The people aren't just mindless automatons, but they're not exactly normal, either. They tend to repeat things, over and over again, as part of a routine. It is possible to have an intelligent conversation with one of them, if a basher is patient. Another oddity: no-one in the city has a name. They're simply referred to by the job they do -- the Baker, the Cobbler, the Mayor, etc.
Click, whir, tik.
'Hel-lo!' Click, whir, tok.
'Wel-come-to-Stan-ni-a!' Click, whir, tik.
'En-joy-your-stay!' Click, whir, tok.
'Good-bye!' Click, whir, tik.

'Hel-lo!' Click, whir, tok.
'Wel-come-to-Stan-ni-a!' Click, whir, tik...

Unlike elsewhere on Mechanus, Stannia has a day and a night. The 'sun', 'moon,' and 'stars' ride along gigantic tracks which stretch over the city. They're a majestic sight, but close examination will reveal that they also are powered by clockwork and made out of (you guessed it) tin.
The denizens of the city pose no obvious threat; the whole thing could even be said to be quite jolly, like some fairytale story from the Prime. The place makes some people nervous, nonetheless. People say that the Modrons don't like coming near the place; when they have to tend to a nearby gear, they seem anxious and jittery, and hurry to finish their job and go. Greybeards wonder what it is about the place that could disturb the unflappable Modrons.
MILITIA: 

The town guard are nothing more than overgrown toy soldiers. Their tin weapons are no match for a determined cutter with a real blade.
The town has a more subtle defence than the guard, however. Anyone performing violence against the town or citizenry of Stannia will find their attacks to be ineffective. A basher who draws his sword in anger will find it to be made of tin, while a mage might find his spell components similarly affected. (After this, most bashers have the common sense not to try and attack barehanded...) The effect usually wears off once you leave the city, but stories have been told about furious planewalkers leaving with all their weapons turned permanently to tin. Other stories have been told about people not leaving at all...
SERVICES: 

There's a wide range of products for sale in Stannia's shops, all for reasonable prices. Unfortunately, they're all made of tin.
Still, if it's tin a basher wants, he's come to the right place. Tin whistles, tin pans, and tin drums are all cheap and of the highest quality. A shopper lanned to the dark of things can even find tin magical items. Magical tin weapons and armour are next to useless, but a clever cutter might find magical tin amulets or talismans. And even if there's no magic to be found, high-up mages will sometimes pay good jink for quality tin objects that can hold enchantments or can be used as spell components.
You'd think a blood could make a profit by purchasing his goods using tin coin, but no such luck; the shopkeepers take gold, silver, and copper, like anywhere else. No one knows what they do with it, though, because they'll just give tin coin in change.
There is one other service a planewalker can find here. A wizened old man known as the Toymaker runs a shop off of Main Street. He's human, or at least appears to be; it doesn't appear to bother him that he's the only human in a clockwork city. The Toymaker sells clockwork timepieces, weapons, and, of course, toys. All of the clockwork is fantastically complex, and of a very high quality.
No-one's sure why, but there's a good chance that a body will find an item at the Toymaker's shop that perfectly fits his need at the time. For example, a planewalker in desperate need of a mount might find a beautiful mechanical horse, or a basher might find the perfect weapon to finally defeat his foes. The Toymaker doesn't take jink for payment, though. The only thing he wants are knickknacks, baubles, and toys from the customer's own childhood. A body bargaining with the Toymaker will find his pockets filled with things that he found precious in his youth -- bright stones, bits of string, a favourite doll, etc. Some people pay without giving it a second thought, sure that they're getting the top end of the deal. Others are peery, wondering what it is that they're really giving away... and what they're really getting.
CURRENT CHANT: 

Stannia's a mystery, and no mistake. No one seems to know how an entire town of clockwork people came to be in the middle of Mechanus. Some folk claim that it's a secret Modron experiment, to make mortals more 'manageable'. Other stories say that Stannia is the realm of a secretive Power of order. Most of the stories, though, tell of a town long ago where the people were terrified of death. The townspeople used a powerful /wish/ spell, wishing never to die. If this story is true, then the townspeople got what they asked for...
[Author's Note: Partial credit should go towards Stacy Vennema, whose Everway campaign inspired this entry. Thanks, Stacy!] 
The Hive


(by Jon Winter)
CHARACTER: Think as one of us, and you'll be one of us. The strong prevail, and there is strength in numbers. Numbers prevail. Join your mind with us, act with us, be us. We are all one together, just as we are many. Collected wisdom and knowledge are shared with all. We are not drones, but we are not individuals either. A hybrid of one mind and many, we benefit in all ways. 

THE CHANT: This Hive, as opposed to the seething pit of chaos like a boil on Sigil's skyline, is a small and fiercely independent burg deep in Mechanus. Allegedly set up by mind flayers, this community of humanoids has some disturbingly similar habits to that rather unsociable race. This falls short of devouring brains, however, visitors will be happy to note.
Locals are really rather similar. While each individual has distinct physical traits, strengths and weaknesses, and their own voice and accent, it would appear to the casual observer to stop there. In fact, all the locals of Hive share common thoughts; it's as if each and every one of them was mindlinked to all the others, permanently via the psionic power. Most likely, they are.
Actually, locals do have their own personalities, not that a cutter'd know. But since they're also hearing the thoughts of dozens of other cutters simultaneously, they all tend to be slightly detached and vague.
Hive is a burg with no secrets. Anything told to any member is instantly known by all the others, provided the local is in a one mile radius of the town's centre. This seems to be the limit of the mindlink power. For largely that reason, Hivers are very rarely found much further away from the burg -- for cutters so used to the babble of thousands of voices in their heads, it's a lonely life without it.
RULER: There's another surprising thing about Hive. One might expect all cutters in the burg to have an equal say in the running of the place, but in reality none of them do. See, the town hall has a rather deep cellar, and it's in here that the locals put the brains of their dead. In a rather horrific ritual (to outsiders, anyway), the corpse of folk who've lived and died in the burg are divested of brains and buried. The brains are added to the pool and their thoughts and memories once again shared with the inhabitants of the burg.
BEHIND THE THRONE: Nobody really knows how many ancestors are down there, but Hive has been in existence for several hundred years, so it must be a lot. The town-mind is the real ruler of the burg, and is now so powerful and wise that most powers would be afraid to tackle it. Fortunately, Hive's inhabitants do not see overly keen on expanding their little burg. In fact, it's not very obvious what they really are doing.
Psionic planewalkers report that there's a loud mental drone emanating from Hive, in a manner not dissimilar to that around Ilsensine's Caverns of Thought. Rumours as to what the brain pool is doing abound, from the simple "testing the limits of psionic powers" to the rather wilder "setting up shop for a new illithid power in Mechanus". Whatever the case, the fact is the people of Hive seem remarkably content and average, if it were not for the mind-pool they so happily live on top of.
Plurality


(by Center of All)
The one is weak. The many are strong. "I" does not exist. There is only "We". What is individuality beside the lure of ultimate law? 

This strange burg sits smack in the centre of one of Mechanus' smaller gears. Its population consists mostly of petitioners, with a few modrons and one or two Guvners and Mathematicians. Don't expect to ever find just one of anything in this place, cutter; Things always come in at least pairs, more often sets of larger numbers. That includes people, and while this doesn't affect the modrons (they all look the same anyway), it can be pretty eerie to walk through a town of people with exactly the same face, talking the same way, living in exactly the same house (there are different buildings, but they look so alike one often has to count to be sure). This affects outsiders as well. After about a month (twenty five turns of the gear to be exact- some barmy fool actually went and counted it!) of staying in Plurality, a berk starts to take on aspects of the 'group features'. Whether this is regarded as a curse or a blessing depends upon the recipient.
Repetition


(by Joshua Jarvis)
Some leatherheads believe that insanity is a chaotic thing and that lawful folks can't be barmy. Those folks are wrong! Repetition is as barmy as lawful can be. This berk is located on a smaller cog, a cog that doesn't turn anymore; a cog that once had many small, sharp, teeth but has long since been worn smooth from friction with the surrounding cogs. Much like the order of this berg goes against the surrounding order. 

The people of this town all have an obsessive compulsive disorder. Some of them feel they constantly have to wash dirt off their hands, others feel they must count the windows on a certain building. All the folks here are barmy in their own consistent, lawful way. The obsession with creating order where it already exists has been rumoured to have an odd effect, rumour is that some of the petitioners here have turned into modrons! Of course we know not to trust every rumour we hear don't we berk! Of course, without many worshippers some suspect that the deaths of people like this may be the source of some of Primus's modrons, petitioners have to arrived somehow, monodrone division can't explain them all, or can it?
Circular Unity


(by Belarius)
CHARACTER: 

Today is today, and we have our routines. Of course, we don't know what they are, we haven't decided. But we will, we do, we have. Everything is linked, you see. Free will is an illusion because the outcome of our every action is predestined. So, no matter what routine we take, the end is the same. Thus, all routines, in their infinite variety, are the same. We have our routines. We have yours, too. but our destiny is embossed in metal. There is nothing more liberating, after all, than a sense of the inevitable. 

RULER:

 The city has no organised government or ruling body. The clearest term describing the ruler of the Circular Unity is Fate. Because it is impossible to do that which is not predetermined, no one has ever held a title of power. Fate has kept this from happening.
BEHIND THE THRONE: 

It's not as though people haven't tried to circumvent the fate Circular Unity has given them. On at least three occasions, the slaadi have come here and tried to lay waste to the city and enslave the population. In every case, they found themselves powerless to the force of the river of future history, as it swept them from the city. Currently, an Anarch named Zrenim (Planar / male githzerai / T7 / Anarch's Guild / N) and a Signer named Bujencci (Planar / female tiefling / M11 / Sign of One / NG) have joined forces to try to bend Circular Unity to their wills. Though without success so far, they are determined they can succeed. Zrenim wishes to bend the axle of one of Circular Unity's rings to stop the movement of the entire city. Bujencci tries in vain to affect people's choices, though magic, guile, and will. Both have actually shown some signs of progress, but this, too, was determined ahead of time. The locals, grinning, call them the town's Freedom Fighters.
DESCRIPTION: 

Circular Unity is, at it's simplest, sixteen interconnected flat rings which can line up to form a flat disk. The outermost ring is connected to the rest of the gears of Mechanus, and has a toothy edge, locking it in with other gears. Each ring is connected to the next smallest and next largest ring by a single spoke. Each spoke runs along a different angle, and all of the rings rotate at seemingly random speeds. In truth, this gyroscopic burg is as organised as any other. They key is that the organisation is based on the people, not the people being based on the organisation.
To clarify: most burgs in Mechanus have lots of laws, and the character of the citizens is made distinct by those laws. In this case, Circular Unity has lost of people, and the laws (and therefore the burg) are made distinct by the people. In other words, the design is from the inside out, not vice versa.
Thus, every native of Circular Unity is born with his life planned. Every surprise is known ahead of time, every pratfall can be accounted for. The funny thing is that, because it is their life to live, no citizen of Circular Unity does anything BUT live the life he is born with. A barmy is as lawful and as intelligent as any other citizen, but because it was his lot to be barmy, he behaves in a barmy manner.
Each person's plan for life is written on the Great Placard of Unity, a blank brass plaque which nearly covers the entire side of the city hall on the central ring. Each person sees the placard as the entire manuscript of their life (and thus, all see something different). The amount of time you will in Circular Unity as compared to your total life span is directly proportional to how much of your life you can see written. It's all there, but only those destined to be born and die in Circular Unity can see it all. Thus, an explorer with a lifespan of 40 years who enter Circular Unity and will leave (he has no choice in the matter) in four days will see, at random, one word out of 5,000 in his life story on the Placard. But those are only those portions spent in Circular Unity.
The most disturbing aspect of the city is that, upon entering the city, no on has any free will. Our explorer from the above example plans on spending a week in Circular Unity, but he manages to decipher from the Placard (out of sheer luck) that we will stay only four days. He can either ignore this or act based on it. If he ignores it, he sells his goods in record time, is accused of magical manipulation, and is exiled. If he acts based on this portent, he sells things over eagerly, and decided magical mani[pulation is the only way to get all of his goods sold. He charms some customers, is tried, and exiled. No matter what course he took, he would be accused of magical enchantment and exiled from Circular Unity.
Now, this is all very confusing, but bear with me. Now, only certain parts of a person's life are predestined in Circular Unity, and these cannot be changed (the exile, for example). However, those actions not specified can be pursued in any way shape or form, because the outcome is always the same. Spellcaster or not, our merchant is accused, because the accusal is written into the Placard (though he cannot see it). However, whether or not he is guilty is not written, so it doesn't matter whether he do the crime or not.
Similarly, the rings of the city always seem to meet when a person is about to step across onto another ring. They don't seem to speed up or slow down, but they are always there when they are needed. That is because every passing over the rings is assigned ahead of time. In Circular Unity's history, no one has ever been killed or injured by falling off of the edge of a ring or getting caught and crushed between rings.
Interestingly, no one, not even powerful proxies or avatars, have found themselves immune to Circular Unity's effects. Maddening to gods of chaos, the city is an unsiegeable bastion of Law, even more secure in Mechanus than the modrons. This unnerving immunity leads many to point to it as a dangerous source of lawful subversion.
Ultimately, Circular Unity works like a machine It operated as one precision clockwork device with intricately complicated gear that, despite their fickle natures, always turn at exactly the right time.
MILITIA: 

Circular Unity has no militia. Every attack against it has failed, for reason that are perfectly reasonable. Disasters always seem to happen exactly when the shouldn't (or should, if you look at it from the city's perspective), and even the hoards of acheron have no effect on the placidly normal lives of the locals.
SERVICES: 

If a body can overcome the incredible annoyance of knowing every move you make in the city is planned and that there is no way you can avoid Fate, the city is actually not a bad place to stay. Sure, there are the usual risks of harm or death, but these are never 'accidental.' They are predetermined. Circular Unity created wonderful clocks which break down at a very specific time , so you know when to buy one in advance. Of course, this is lost if the clocks are taken out of the city.
Another useful enterprise is the sale of food. Though it is unclear where the money comes from, the locals always seem have just enough money to buy just what they need (unless their life is scheduled otherwise). Thus, a merchant selling food is assured of making a profit (unless, of course, Fate says otherwise).
Interestingly, there are no portals to Sigil in Circular Unity. Not a one. This is known because it is written so in the lives of those who's fate it is to search for portals to Sigil. Further, no portal from Sigil have ever been found from the Cage's end.
CURRENT CHANT:

 As mentioned above, the current Freedom Fighters have made some small progress toward their goals, though they have yet to change a single life. What is interesting is that Bujencci, who has lived in the burg since the age of six, can read most of her life, but has been surprised to find no mention of death. If her theory is right, she cannot die while she remains in Circular Unity. Whether this means she becomes undead against her will, accidentally becomes a prolonger (if that's even possible), or something totally different, is unknown.
[Author's note: This piece was inspired by Arthur Dent's inability to die until someone misses him with a disintegration pistol and the idea of Free Will being an illusion.]
Music of the Gears


(by Chris Murphy)
One of the oddest burgs on the cog of Regulus is the little anthill known as the Music of the Gears. All it really is is a few shops, inns, and taverns, and the only permanent occupants are the owners of those shops. Why? Because the locals aren't too fond of the machine in the middle of town, the machine that gave the burg it's name. 

What is it? Only the biggest musical instrument in the multiverse! The Music of the Gears is a towering, mechanical symphony. It has a wooden frame with cymbals, air backs that push wind through pipes, mechanical arms that beat drums, gears that gently moves chimes, and strings that are stretched between two wooden beams.
"Pretty impressive, berk, but how does it play?" I'm glad you asked. See, there's a reason why its called the Music of the Gears. Here's the chant..the movements of Mechanus's gears play the instrument. How? No one knows. Or why it's there, for that matter. As far as anyone knows, it's always been there. The town built around it, though, is another story. It was built about 150 years ago by a wandering musician named Leer. He decided to build an inn there, the Wheel Inn (which is still standing). Travellers came, Leer made a lot of jink, and other bloods got the same idea...a lot of travellers come this way, so why not set up shop here? Needless to say, Music of the Gears is a major stopping point for any travellers, whether they give a fig about music or not.
What's it sound like? Well...you got to remember, you're on Mechanus. Some say its the most beautiful sound on the planes. Others say they would rather be in Pandemonium. Anyway, the music is a constant hum, accompanied by the soft cling of the chimes, the deep voice of the strings and pipes, and the rat-tat-tat of the drums. Those with a lawful bent are sure to love, and those who are a bit more chaotic find it boring and drab.
On thing about Music of the Gears that is still dark to everyone is why the Modrons let it stay. Its not a secret that they like to keep things efficient, and the Music of the Gears isn't exactly important in the scheme of things. The only valid story as to why this is is that a Power (who? who knows?) put it there, and the Modrons can't touch it.
There are a lot of things dark about Music of the Gears, but what is known is that it is a nice surprise in a plane of stifling conformity.
The Spiral Tower


(by Belarius)
HEARSAY: 

Not every bit of Mechanus is gearwork. There's a few other sorts of mechanical bits that help to keep the whole place turning. One such thing it the screw. Sure, a screw's like a sideways gear. The teeth of a gear fit into the grooves along the side and the gear gets turned as the screw rotates. It's basic machinery. Well, I've seen one screw unlike all the rest in Mechanus. Only a mile or two tall, it's one of the smaller bits in Mechanus, but it's got a secret: it's hollow. On a lark I climbed to the top of the screw once, and I found a staircase down into the guts of the place (if you can give a chunk of metal guts). I let real quick, but I've heard stories since. Some say it's the forgotten hideaway of a lich or something. Others say it's just forgotten. I've even heard it's a secret fiendish weapons stash! I ain't goin' back, but I'll show you the way for a spot of garnish, if you're interested. 

DESCRIPTION: 

The Spiral Tower is a section hollowed out inside one of Mechanus' smaller screws. It's got no windows and only one entrance at it's very top, a trap door heavy enough that it'll keep out most curiosity-seekers. If you can haul the trap door open (which requires a combined strength of 20), you'll find a simple spiral staircase down into the hollow interior of the gear.
At first, the tower lacks any sort of illumination even infravision can't pierce the darkness. Magical lights work at only 50% efficiency and no amount of metamagic can dispel the seemingly magical blackness. If a body's patient, though, they'll eventually (after a few hours on the spiral staircase) get to a brightly lit area near the centre of the screw.
Few explorers have actually returned from the illuminated depths of the Spiral Tower, but those who have describe floor after floor of laboratories, workshops, storerooms, and forges. The entire place seems empty. Occasionally, strange magical constructs resembling nothing less than mechanical animals attack intruders, but these encounters are few and far between.
Thievery is a literal impossibility in the Spiral Tower. If someone tries to take anything from the Spiral Tower, the item vanishes as soon as the thief leaves its confines. Probably because of this, rare and extravagant magics lie scattered throughout the tower, in the forms of items, scrolls, and spellbooks.
No explorer has discovered the true purpose of the tower, however. It is the secret home of the 'Tenth Tertian.' Like the nine modron armies that act as reserve forces around Primus' tower, an additional tertian exists, largely independently, where it produces magical items for the modron hierarchy, researches law-related spells, and experiments with non-natives to try and understand greater intricacies of the aspect of Law. It has the full support of the screw's gear spirit, which calls itself 'Latch.'
It is unclear whether or not the Tenth Tertian is a rogue or not. Rogues who believe themselves not to be rogues retain control over lower-ranking modrons, and the known terians, secundi, and Primus himself do not leave Regulus. Thus, though he works for the good of the modrons, the Tenth Tertian may be a rogue. On the Other hand, it may just be a trump card in Primus' hand, a factor which those planning against the modrons cannot consider in their plans. If this is the case, there is nothing unlawful about it. Remember, "Just because it's the law don't mean it has to make sense, berk!"
Humanoid Settlement #1347-b


(by James Sinks)
Humanoid Settlement #1347-b (or as the natives call it, "Hope") has been around for the past three hundred tears or so. From the outside Hope appears much like any other town in mechanus, its appearance having been dictated by Settlement code 1.4.5-b (Appearance and construction of humanoid settlements, agrarian). And from within the borders Hope appears much like any other town -with one exception, there is no visible law enforcement. While Hope does have a code of laws (in accordance with Settlement code 4.5.2-b -Laws and law enforcement in humanoid settlements, agrarian), it also has some very unique laws. According to Hope's charter, every member of the town is a full fledged constable, militia member, and judge. As such the citizens are empowered to deal with any law breakers as they see fit (and amazingly this power is almost never abused). 

Hope is a small settlement of 560 people that makes its living from farming. There is no trade with other villages, there is no effective economy, people don't really understand the concept of money, they simply barter for what they need. People here are unusually friendly and open, even with strangers (a very rare occurrence).
Hope is something of a planar myth, there are currently stories circulating in the anarchist underground about a "city of freedom, right under the Modron's noses!" If the anarchists ever came to Hope they would be sorely disappointed, rather than the bastion of resistance that the stories make it out to be, it is actually full of people who would never dream of trying to force their views on someone else.
Hope is a very hard burg to find; it's said that no one knows just where the gate to Hope is, and if someone does know, they aren't telling. Touts on the street have recently started selling 'gate keys to Hope, guaranteed' but these are invariably fakes. The 'loths have refused to say anything about hope (leading to some interesting rumours), as have the celestials. The Modrons on the other hand are more than willing to help people find Hope; as long as they fill out forms 11.24.6.0-c (Basic information), 23.6.8.9-g (directional assistance request), 5.62.4.7-* (Plane of origin form, replace * with appropriate plane abbreviation), 5.76.3.0-a (Destination plane form, Mechanus), 4.2.55.1-f-a (Destination in mechanus form, humanoid settlement, agrarian), and 3.5.66.7-e (Information request form, directional, Mechanus, humanoid settlement, agrarian) in triplicate. Needless to say, no one has ever gotten help from the Modrons.
Hope is dark and will probably stay dark, it is so unlike the 'city of freedom' that even if the anarchists found it they would undoubtedly pass it up.
The Black Cogs


(by Andrew Griffiths)
Mechanus is a plane on pure law, where good and evil are held in check by the rigid rules of the plane. However, if enough evil people go to Mechanus, and their aren't enough good people to neutralise it, the plane might be tipped into the lower planes. The Mechanus Mediators are supposed to make sure that doesn't happen, but what if they can't, or don't? 

Recently a group of adventures found a large cog made of a hard black metal. It didn't require magic to realise that it was evil, they could feel the evil emanating from it. For some reason the Mechanus Mediators, Modrons, and powers have done nothing. That cog was just the beginning. Another cog adjacent to recently turned black. Many sages are saying that their should be white cogs elsewhere in Mechanus but none have been found. Either the cogs of good are well hidden, or this is a sign that Mechanus is starting to slip into the lower planes, which would be catastrophic.
If Mechanus reverted to lawful evil, its denizens would also become lawful evil. The now evil Modrons would no doubt join forces with the Baatezu, which would mean the Tanar'ri would be forced into a defensive battle. Of course the Tanar'ri might start thinking about tipping Limbo in their favour... The people of Limbo, even the Slaad, aren't happy about that idea.
Because of the problems Mechanus' slip into the lower planes could cause, their are many good aligned people, and many Githzerai, going to Mechanus to try to destroy the black cogs. Unfortunately none of the local powers, or other people of importance (Modrons, Parai, gear spirits, petitioners) are saying anything, quickly changing the subject when asked or just ignoring the question. The Athar are having a field day with this, saying that if the powers of Mechanus were gods, they would get rid of the black cogs.
DESCRIPTION: 

The first black cog is about 3000 feet across and the second is about 2000 feet across. They are both made of a black metal which resembles obsidian. No one has been able to brake, crack, or even scratch the cogs, which has many people worried.
The cogs are completely bare on the outside, but their are a few tunnel openings on the surface which lead to a network of caves. A group of adventures went into the smaller of the two cogs and reported that they had found many rouge quadrones. One of the fighters had been captured and when he was found he was strapped onto a table being tortured by a kocrachon. No one has gone into the other cog yet.
THE DARK OF THE COGS: 

The Black Cogs are a manifestation of the evil in Mechanus, whether the DM wants their to be good cogs elsewhere is up to the DM. The Black Cogs are also inhabited by evil Modrons. Most of them a quadrones, pentadrones, and decatons. Their are also a few kocrachons and hamatula, proving that the Baatezu are involved. Their ruler is a hexton, but he is taking commands from a higher, fiendish, source.
Any Modron of septon rank or lower which comes within 200 feet on the Black Cogs must make an intelligence check and check their magic resistance. If they fail both of them they revert to lawful evil and enter the cogs to join the ranks of evil Modrons. For some reason their are no monodrones, duodrones, or tridrones in the cogs, but people have reported seeing them enter the cogs. It is up to the DM to decide their fate.
An interesting effect of the cogs (or maybe their purpose) is its effect of the fabric of the plane. The cogs are wearing away at the boundary between Mechanus and its neighbour, Acheron. When it rips, a huge portal will be opened between Mechanus and Acheron, spilling the warring factions into the plane. This could be very interesting if you are playing with white (good) cogs. As the portal to Acheron opens another would have to open to Arcadia, allowing forces of good to come in as well as evil. Remember, the denizens of Mechanus want to be lawful good about as much as they want to lawful evil.
On the cogs around the black cogs (but not on any directly touching them) many base camps are being put up. Sages, wizards, and adventuring parties are living here while they investigate the portal. A portal to Sigil was recently opened and a few people are coming in and trying to sell things to the berks in the camps. Most of them are selling food and basic things but one, Caron Smith (Pl/male human/F2/Fa/N) (Charisma 16) has recently set up a tent and is selling weapons. He has most weapons for 100-150% of the listed price but loves to barter. If the player has a higher charisma or they role play very well they could get what they wanted for half price. If he doesn't have what the PCS want, he can order it for an extra 5-10 gold pieces.
Unknown to the people on the cogs. The Yugoloth have set up a base inside one of the cogs. It is extremely important to them that they stop the Baatezu's plans. They wouldn't tell anyone, but they worried that the Baatezu slipped this through them. They are starting to get nervous, and wouldn't mind if a group of adventures would be willing to see what is happening inside the cogs.
The effects of the black cog could be relatively minor to catastrophic. IT could be that a few cogs shift into Acheron, and that it all (for now). Or the entire plane could slip into the lower planes. If the DM chooses something closer to the latter, they should make a lot of preparation beforehand because this would alter all the planes in one way or another, because their wouldn't be a Lawful Neutral plane anymore.
ADVENTURE IDEAS: 

These may be placed separately, they were originally one large adventure, and are show in their former order:
· Sarjor (Planar / male bariaur / P13 / Athar / CN), Char'trith (Planar / male githzerai / W8 / Xaositect / CN), Marzia (Planar / female half-elf / W(In)10 / Xaositect / CN), and 'Red Hammer' (Planar / male dwarf / F10 / Xaositect / CN) have recently joined together and formed the 'Saviors of Chaos' adventuring party whose only goal is to destroy the Black Cogs. The recently went into the larger cog and where captured by the rouge modron living their. Sarjor was the only one who managed to escape. He is willing to give the PCs a mace of disruption +2 if they help him save his friends. He does not know the powers of the mace, but he does know it is powerful. Sarjor prefers his intelligent claymore +3. 

· A quinton and twelve pentadrones come to investigate the Black Cogs, this is the first time the Modrons have been seen investigating the Black Cogs. As the group nears their destination 10 of the pentadrones suddenly turn on the quinton. The PCS are the only ones close enough to save the quinton. If saved he might answer some questions about the Black Cogs, he knows very little except that the evil modron leader is a hexton. 

· While the PCS are investigating the cogs a large group of hobgoblins suddenly appear on the larger of the two one. They appear stunned for a minute, staring at the equally stunned people around the cogs. Then they scramble into the cog and join forces with the Modrons and Baatezu. The problem isn't the hobgoblins, its the portal. A group of wizards quickly set up wards and seal the portal, but the entire area will soon rip open and let the armies of Acheron in (see 'The Dark of the Cogs'). This could lead to quests for spell components for the wizards to seal the entire area off going to the other side of the budding portal and clearing out the area so the wizards can seal the portal from both sides Or, if all else fails, mustering an army and waiting for the portal to open. 

Long Silent City


(by Monte Lin)
A legendary place on the plane, a poet (apparently) trapped once in this burg called it the Long Silent City. She began her imprisonment in a bright white multi-level complex with no doors or windows, and no way out. There was no sound. She found very few other beings, all similarly imprisoned. After some time, she saw, in the corner of her eye, a mirror or window floating in the air. With some experimentation, she would see, never in direct view, and exact copy of the city, but in a darker grey, and with people slowly moving in perfect lines. 

She soon found more mirrors like that one, that showed a different view of the City. The most important, was the one that revealed that the walls were made of petitioners, dead spirits of this burg, only moving a very slow speed, almost in a different time zone. Using this mirror, she was able to communicate to the spirits, and they parted the wall, and allowed her to escape to the outside world of Mechanus.
Halirand: City of Lawful Chaotics


(by Jason Black)
Among the many gears of Mechanus, there is one which is somewhat different then all the others. A gear which lies away from the reach of the modrons. On this gear there is a city. This city, Halirand, is like most cities on Mechanus laid out in perfect order by lawful minds. It's even ruled by a lawful government. There is one aspect of Halirand which makes it unique: the people actually invite chaos into their city. That's right, this kingdom of law invites chaos into their own perfect society. The reason is an interesting one, but first, a closer look at the kingdom itself is needed. 

The cog which Halirand lies upon is exactly seventeen miles in diameter. On the centre point of the cog lies the Chancellor's Hall. This large building is where the Lord Chancellor Mirkel (Planar / male human / W(C)17 / Fraternity of Order / LN) and the rest of the bureaucrats run the city. The government has a pretty tight grip on almost all aspects of Halirand, which just happens to hold some 9000 inhabitants on average. The Lord Chancellor keep things under control with the aid of the guard captain Drerek Montlem (Planar / male human / F17 / Fraternity of Order / LN). Drerek is a strict kind of fellow, like most people on Mechanus. He is a famous hero to the town, as he helped establish it almost an entire cycle ago. Despite his old age, Drerek looks as though he's in his mid forties. The chant is that he has access to some mighty powerful youth magics provided by the Chancellor whom he serves.
Among the common affairs of the city is the aspect which makes Halirand special. The Lord Chancellor of the city is also the head of a none-too-secret organisation known as the Tamers of Chaos. It's quite a boastful name for any group, but somehow they pull it off. The Tamers, as they are known, are a sect of some one-hundred odd conjurers, warriors, and psionicists who study the nature of chaos. In three laboratories around the Chancellor's Hall the conjurers and psionicists dare to summon chaos into the perfect order of Mechanus. In one laboratory the slaad and other children of chaos are summoned, ensnared, and studied. In another many objects, mundane and magic, which are of a chaotic nature are studied. In the third laboratory are several very powerful containment units which are used to hold the very chaos stuff which composes limbo. 
From these various research centres the Lord Chancellor hopes to find the law in chaos, and learn to bend it to his will. Of course, even with all the guards and wizards around the experiments don't always stay under control. The experiments sometimes get out of control more often then the bureaucracy would care for. At least once every 'year' a slaadi horde or some great unleashing of chaos matter causes havoc across Halirand. But after every incident the city guards clean up the mess and the citizens rebuild, simple as that. The Lord Chancellor, however, has been growing disturbed as of late. It seems the Tamers progress over the chaotic matter is progressing far too slow for his liking. He's gone to hiring out of town help.
This new bunch of hirelings seem to be getting the job done much smoother and speedily, but they aren't exactly fitting in with the locals. They're causing for trouble then they're worth, in the locals views anyway. Just within the past week the city guard captured an anarchist or was trying to get the citizens to revolt against the chancellor. Not all is well is the city, and the Lord Chancellor knows it.
The Planar Architects' Guild


(by Aaron Infante-Levy)
Located on a cog barely visible from Yama's palace, the Planar Architect's Guild is an impressive cathedral-like fortress with vaulted gothic roofs, flying buttresses, and daunting stained glass windows depicting the rotation of the gears. Within its hallowed halls, the great traditions of architecture throughout the planes are carried on in perfect imitation of how they once were. Scholars pour over tome in the library verifying each statue, every angle, all designs, making sure that the work is in line with the prevailing knowledge. 

The students here face harsh treatment (those who are particularly disappointing are sent on a "pilgrimage" to Yamasenda, the realm of judgment), but they are some of the most well-lanned, if overly regimented, architects on the planes. Truth is, they are often so skilled that their creations can pass as true innovation when in fact they are simple calculations, incorporating the proper combinations of baroque, mediaeval, gothic, modronic, devanic, and Stygian traditions, mixing part vaulted arches with part metal gear domes decorated sparsely with swaying blades. Opponents of the Planar Architect's Guild are often outspoken, defying the rigid definitions that the high-ups on the cog of architects would impose; none ever remains loud for long, as they sink into poverty, run over by the monolithic dominator, their careers, indeed their dreams crushed.
Far more hear the praises of the Planar Architect's Guild, how Yulindus Pratri was commissioned to design the Sensate's embassy in Sylvania, how the deceased Tol Evon completed the restoration of the Great Sphinx in Heliopolis, and how, recently, If-Then the Expatriate discovered a new planar metal -- conditionalium, a substance unique to certain remote cogs in Mechanus. Though much controversy has risen regarding If-Then's history as a rogue modron member of the Athar faction, none can deny the potential of conditionalium; it responds to smelting in a very interesting manner, by folding in on itself when heated, and unfolding when cooled, forcing smiths to learn special crafting techniques to forge items of conditionalium. Chant is that it responds to every situation in a certain preset manner (who set these conditional, "if-then" statements, as If-Then likes to call them is unknown), and that the Planar Architect's Guild is working to uncover its secrets. The future of the guild could very well lie in conditionalium, and of late, few have heard of what progress has been made on the research.
SERVICES:

 Architects for hire, price dependent upon the desired structure, building, statue, or grounds; however, don't expect anything innovative, all designs are made according to rote and tradition.
The Cog that Doesn't Spin


(by Matias Frosterus)
HEARSAY:

 Somewhere deep in the Mechanus there resides one cog that doesn't seem to follow the laws of the Plane of Absolute Law. It looks normal enough but it has strange effects on time as well as being totally still. There is rumoured to be barmy Guvner somewhere on it but he seems to be very hard to spot from the outside, so in order to be sure, one should set his feet (or appendages or what ever) onto the surface of the cog. 

DESCRIPTION: 

Pressed tightly against two other normal, spinning cogs is an abomination as far as Mechanus is concerned, The Cog That Doesn't Spin. Its edges are set against the centres of the other two cogs, so they don't make it move. It itself looks very ordinary, dark metal and all. Its about 400 metres across and about 30 metres thick.
Somehow though one can't make out any details out of the surface when not standing on the cog itself suggesting that it'd be barren of features. Once a basher steps onto the cog, however, he can make out a medium sized building standing in the centre. This building is a forge and houses Fernaz (Planar / male human / F5 / Fraternity of Order / LN), a Guvner fighter with serious brains. He is quite sagely, although the chain mail and halberd he normally carries with him take away something from graybeard-look. Nobody knows if modrons ever come here.
SPECIAL CONDITIONS: 

First of all one can't see anything but a featureless cog unless under the effect of the cog. This effect extends five metres from the surface of the cog, but if a cutter is standing on some other cog, he is safe from the time warp. This warping effect follows the following pattern:
1st through 5th day of the cycle time flows at only half speed (so if you spend one day on the cog and then leave, two days have passed in the outside world) 6th through 10th day of the cycle time flows at one quarter speed 11th through 12th it flows at double speed
Fernaz has studied this effect for years and is a great believer in the theory that the cogs of Mechanus make time tick. He also has suggested that perhaps the seemingly lawless appearance of events on the cog (when compared to the rest of the cogs of Mechanus) might mean that it isn't a real Mechanus cog but an artificial construct but by whom and why is anybody's guess.
RECENT HAPPENINGS: 

Fernaz has promised a reward of 100 gp to the brave berk who will willingly undergo an experiment. All the poor sod has to do, is to be supported in the air over the non-spinning cog so that half of him is in the effect range and the other half on normal speed. Fernaz is unwilling to try this, since he knows all kinds of stuff from medicine also and he thinks that if liver, heart and lungs don't sync, it might cause some quite interesting effects
The Sanctuary


(by Julien Gauthier and Martin Bourassa)
Somewhere in the infinite void of mechanus, seemingly isolated from the other gears of the plane, stands a single gear on a enormous axle. From the face of the cog rise a gigantic mountain covered by vegetation of huge proportions. Nothing extraordinary there: the mountain is smaller than mount Olympus. However this place as gained some measure of notoriety in certain circles. 

See, one of the most confusing maze the planes as ever seen extends to the bottom of the cog. It's tunnels slithering endlessly through the earth in an apparently senseless manner. The dimension of the maze is the only thing that attract attention upon this otherwise ordinary (by planar standard) site. There is nothing there to be found except a lonely death lost deep beneath the surface. There is no rumour of treasure to find, monsters to slay or knowledge to discover. This what as kept curious adventurers away. There is nothing farther from the truth. The upper section of the maze (most of it, anyway) consist of simple tunnels bore into the soft earth. Often, roots are apparent on the walls. Once in a while there is a mouldy stone slab set into the wall and carved with ancient symbols. Lower, inside the cog, the earthy tunnels make place to more elaborate, stone tunnels. There the roots doesn't reach, and bones litter the floor. The temperature inside the maze varies depending how deep you are. Near the top there is unbearable heat and humidity, and at some place dense vegetation crawls into the tunnels. It gets colder (and drier) as you get deeper, and In the stone tunnels it is literally freezing.
THE SANCTUARY:

 The tunnels does have an end and a use. This end is the sanctuary. The sanctuary is a cathedral like place found at the deepest place of the mountain. One tunnel abruptly finishes into a volley of crude stone stairs that lead to a kind of hallway made of some sort of solid sand who sometimes falls into lumps of dirt.The temperature is warmer there and a light comes out of nowhere. A multitude of holes (burrow-like) marks the walls and ceilings. Across the hall there is a magnificent heavy bronze door. Beyond the door there is a grandiose (and gigantic) domed room, supported by three huge columns disposed around an even bigger pillar.
The pillar is carved with symbolic scripture undecipherable by any mundane means. At the base of the pillar statues of horrible winged creatures stand crouched. Their faces, while bestial, look wise. Before each statue there is a stone altar. The very existence of the bleak sanctuary is know by no one.
Here, where nobody can see, the keepers (PSMC Appendix II) meet and report. The keepers seems to take a certain pleasure into socialising with other keepers or just stand there without moving an inch just thinking. The keepers also seem to use this place as a shelter and it's the only known keeper meeting place where they trade information and organise their searches for information. On each sides of the room, tarnished gold stair cases circle the room to meet on a balcony. There a golden door emblazoned with the symbol of the Fraternity of Order. Both the door and the room beyond are apparently more recently constructed than the rest of the sanctuary. The room beyond the door is a library filled with dusty books and old grimoires collected by keepers.
At a certain moment in their life, keepers bring back a notebook filled with information about any subjects and are put on the library's shelves waiting for another keeper to consult them. Keeper have certain function: At certain time in their life, they must report to the heavy entrance door at a certain moment in their life and assume their position until a substitute arrive. The function of great librarian is occupied by the oldest keeper. He must watch over the books and burn them in the case of an invasion. Above the balcony there's a big, heavy silver door that is almost permanently closed.
THE MAZE: 

In all the maze and the sanctuary there is an odour of rot and corruption. The maze is inhabited by some sort of insectile creature. They are two feet tall if they stood upright, but their long arms favour a stance on all-four. They look like chitinous humanoid moles. Their chitinous body is of varying colour, depending where they are. In the coldness of the stone tunnels it assumes a grey-green tone. Their arms end in clawed paws and help them burrow in stone and earth alike. Their hind legs are short and bent.
Guardians of the Sanctuary 

Climate/Terrain: Mechanus, underground
Frequency: Very rare
Organisation: Hive
Activity cycle: Any
Diet: Special
Intelligence: Undetermined
Treasure: None
Alignment: Lawful Neutral
No appearing : 2d10
Armour class: 2
Movement: 9 (Br 12)
Hit dice: 3+3
THAC0: 17
Number of attacks: 3
Damage/attack: 1d6/1d6 1d4
Special attacks: Paralysis
Special defence: See below
Magic resistance: 10%
Size: S (2 feet tall)
Morale: Steady (11-12)
XP value: 175
They seem to derive nourishment directly from the soil. Their mouth looks like a beak with chiton fangs. A long, thin tongue lashes out of there mouth. Their eyes are white orbs: they are blind, but their sense of smell replace their sight. The smell of creatures other than Keepers annoys them, and they seek to eliminate them. They have a reaction that is similar to cruel detachment when faced with other living being, and will rip a berk apart just because they're curious. To them, they are the only sentient beings. The level of intelligence is unknown.
In combat, they swarm their opponent and claw for 1d6 of damage and bite for 1d4 of damage. They can replace their bite with a lash of their tongue, which is coated with a paralysing saliva.
The victim must save versus poison or be unable to move or attack for 2d6 round if hit with the tongue. It is unknown why they leave the keepers alone. Maybe they're used to them, or maybe it's something else.
It's no use trying magic to get to the sanctuary because it's a maze even to spells. So a mage trying to teleport will get stuck in the blinds instead of in the sanctuary, for example. The sill of the sanctuary is magically warded(as death runes) against living beings other than keepers. The nameless creatures nest in the hallway before the sanctuary and they'll drop from the holes on anybody that crosses.
The strangest thing about the sanctuary is that there's more keepers that leave the place than go in.
The Modron Toyshop


(by Randir)
Everyone loves gizmos, especially the kind with rapidly twirling blades. In the clockwork halls of Mechanus, there exists a lonely toyshop, which holds wonders no one dares play with. Who makes these toys? That's a story for another time...
Chickees:

Highly ornate mechanized chicks, they hop around and peck at anything that gets close to them. A small key fits into a slot in the back which when turned 5 times, winds the springs so that the chickee can run for up to 1 hour. 

The Chickees however stand 6 feet tall, and have razor shap beaks. Designed as war machines for a rather odd giant, (rumour has it he paid for them with eggs of gold), they are banned in Sigil, due to the large amount of damage one could do when unleashed on the common citizenry.
AC: 2; HD: 3; Attacks: 1 beak; THAC0: 15; Movement: 6; Dmg: 1d8; Hit Points: 25
Crunching Frogs:

These heavy set atomatons, are shaped as large green tree frogs. Designed as tanks for the slaadi, the Crunching Frogs have four powerful hydrolic limbs, which can propell them through the air for long distances. The only form of offense that the Crunching Frog offers is the damage done by having a giant metal object fall on you. 

The Crunching Frogs can hold up to 3 small slaadi, and were to be used primarily as defensive weapons. However, the slaadi had refused to pay for them in the end, so all they have done is gather rust.
AC: 0; Movement: 48; Hit Points: 200; Attacks: 1 crush; THAC0: N/A; Damage: Save vs wands or die.
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POWERS THAT BE
Being an exploration of several realms of the many powers who call themselves Gods dwelling on the Plane of Gears
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The Chiming Halls


(by Belarius)
CHARACTER: 

The fifth chime rings, I rise from my slumber. I take up my robe and walk to my post. As I do, the ninth chime rings, and two of my old men die of old age. I reach my post, the eighteenth chime, which I heave with all my force. It rings, and a child is born. I return to my bed, I resume my slumber. 

POWER:

 Sonolex, a little known Power of music and fate. To understand Sonolex is to give up the concept of self, to become one with the passage of time. As he and his petitioners ring the chimes suspended in the confined of the Halls, the moments of life and death are ordained on the Prime worlds worshipping Sonolex.
DESCRIPTION:

 Sonolex is among a minority of gods who have changed over the aeons, and his realm has changed to match. Originally a more despotic Power, Sonolex and his Chiming Halls were once located in Tintibulus, the third layer of Acheron. Now, the 'cube' containing Sonolex's realm has shifted to Mechanus, and become slightly metallic. From a distance, the Halls look like a geometrical figure skewered on one of Mechanus' shafts.
The Halls are, from the outside, a ten-sided polyhedron of volcanic rock. Along the widest section runs a balcony, allowing individuals to leave and enter the realm, if they can climb the rock to get there. This is a dangerous trip, where the climber risks falling thousands of feet before hitting another gear.
The vast 'cube' is hollow, a shell of rock containing a seemingly infinite number of tall ceramic chimes. The chimes are hundreds of feet tall, and there are many, many layers of chimes. Each chime is assigned to a petitioner, who sleeps in a room nearby until the chime needs to be rung, to signify the birth or death of a worshipper. There are always the distant tones of chimes in the background of a visit to the Chiming Halls.
PRINCIPAL TOWNS: 

There is only one burg in the Chiming Halls: the small town of Bellchord. Lying at the exact centre of the Halls, it caters to the newly arrived. Each person who dies in the service of Sonolex awakens in one of the many inns here, where they await assignment at the chimes. During their wait, they work serving others waiting and guests. Thus, the entire town seems to constantly providing service for itself. Food and water are furnished by Sonolex himself, so all services are aesthetic in nature, very often musical.
SPECIAL CONDITIONS:

 Musicians love the Chiming Halls. No musician who has trained in an instrument can ever give a bad performance here. After all, the chimes themselves are sacred, so it would be sacrilegious to allow other music to be bad. this is conversely bad for those who are not proficient in an instrument (for every advantage in Mechanus there's a disadvantage). If you never learned how to play it, you can never play it here. A body just can't will himself to do it.
Silence spells function normally here, except that they can never silence the constant distant sounds of the chimes. In fact, you can hear them even if you're deaf, or if you've got your ears covered. There's no avoiding the chiming (which is soft enough not to be a hassle anyway). Travellers claim they can even heard the chimes in their dreams when they sleep.
Certain necromantic spells are heavily augmented here, but only under the right conditions. All spells that either slay or bring back to life an individual instantly are cast as if the caster were four levels higher, but only if they ring a ceramic bell during the casting. Other necromancy, including animation of undead, draining of Strength, and healing, are not affected.
Finally, all spells belonging to the school of Song magic are cast as if the caster were a level high than is actually the case, but, again, only if actual music is used to cast the spells.
To get anything in the Chiming Halls, a service of equal value must be provided. Those who refuse find themselves wandering the Chimes, and have a good chance of getting lost. Anyone expelled from Bellchord for not performing a service must make an INT check to find their way out of the chiming Halls. Those who do not wander for five days before they can make another check.
PRINCIPAL NON-PLAYER CHARACTERS: 

Sonolex himself is never seen by visitors, though petitioners assigned a chime swear they've spoken with him about it. The visitors themselves can, however, meet Sonolex's chief proxy, a spellslinger named Eckoringe (Proxy / male human / ? 16 / LN). What Eckoringe is, exactly, is not clear, but he casts spells as a song mage AND a necromancer, as well as having the full abilities of a speciality priest of Sonolex. He can be found in Bellchord enjoying the entertainment or wandering the chimes watching for slackers in the ranks (which he almost never finds).
Possibly the strangest local in Bellchord is Ailemalida (Planar / female eladrin [firre] / Society of Sensation / CG). Starkly contrasting with the fairly sedate scene in Bellchord, she's move in permanently, and has lived here for just under a century. She does her part, not to fit in, but to remain in Bellchord. she has a secret shame,though, which keeps her in Bellchord: she was nearly deafened by a vrock before she moved here, and she is totally tone-deaf. She remains here because the can't sing beautifully anywhere else.
SERVICES: 

Bellchord has a number of services to interest a body. First of all, half the town is composed of inns of all qualities, and they only cost a service (bussing the restaurant for a meal, delivering goods, etc.). The same goes for everything else in town. Money is worth nothing here, and everything must be traded for a service. Since many of the petitioners are skilled at nothing else, they perform music for their fellows as payment. Thus, this is a great place to hear all manner of song. In fact, Ailemalida isn't the only sensate who lives here.
Also, Bellchord is a great place to get ceramics (especially ceramic bells). Ceramics cast in the Chiming Halls all get a +4 to all saving throws, making them a popular item exchanged for service here.
Finally, there are a number of 'life and death' clinics here. People seeking their last rest or trying to revive a friend could do worse than coming to these places, where the natural necromantic augmentation of life and death magic is used to its full advantage. Fortunately, the city has strict laws about using magic to convince someone to commit suicide here.
As mentioned above, those who refuse to perform a service of equal measure in Bellchord are automatically expelled by the city's force, and risk getting lost among the chimes. 
Duät


The Hall of Judgement and Realm of Creation
(by Martin Bourassa)
This is the realm of many Egyptian deities: Ptah, Ma'at and Anubis, as Heliopolis is the realm of Ra, Isis and Osiris. 

The realms consist of three cogs, one built on the other. The one on the top is the realm of Ptah, the god of art and creation. This realm isn't on Arcadia because there is evil as well as good, in equal proportion. This is a place of sublime beauty, and all of Ptah's creation are put in an orderly way. Here everywhere in the multiverse can be found: tree's, rocks, water, fire, palaces. It differs from limbo in the way that everything is put in order: everything as it place.
Considered heaven by some, this place as it's flaws: since Ptah only built the bodies in which the souls were put, everything here is mindless objects. Even then, Ptah created lifeless husks of animals and humans, even better than the firsts in form, but who lack souls. At the centre of the realm is Ptah's workshop, where the god continues to create things of magnificent beauty. There is at this place a pool of chaos-stuff, and a gate to limbo, from where Ptah draws the matter that he shapes in permanent forms. This is the place where he invents order born from chaos. Still, most of the other gods of Mechanus blame him for the gate, even if he keeps it under control.
The second cog, the one at the middle, and also the smallest, is the realm known as the Hall of Judgement. There comes the spirits of the mortals who falls under the influence of the Egyptian Pantheon. When they die, they first go in the outlands, where they are guided by Anubis from there to here. They are then judge by Ma'at, goddess of truth and order, who is assisted by Anubis and sometimes by Thoth. The heart of the petitioner is weighed against the feather of Ma'at. If the heart is heavier than the feather, the petitioner is unworthy of eternal life and is devoured by Ammut the beast who stands aside. If the feather is heavier than the heart, the petitioner is worthy and is sent to Heliopolis, in Arcadia. Followers of set and evil are sent to Baator. Ma'at as a similar portfolio than Thoth except that she is not really concerned with magic and more with order, she possess a divine feather which is used during judgement.
The Hall itself is an ancient looking, magnificent structure with four titanic gates. A road comes in each gate and reaches at the centre of the hall, where stands the balance which is used to judge and Ammut the devourer of souls.
The lowest cog is the almost forgotten Duät, the ancient land of the dead. This place is a cause of much sorrows to Anubis, the jackal-headed protector of the dead. The chant is, he was long ago not only the guide of the petitioners but also the lord of the dead, and Duät was his realm. This duty is now Osiris'. And the dead now go to the realm of Osiris in Heliopolis Anubis lost much power over the centuries and he lost many followers. Duät is now an empty realm, empty of it's former glory, where petitioners lived their afterlife. When the lordship of the dead passed to Osiris, almost all the petitioner went to his realm in Heliopolis. A few remained, those that were wary of changes and who loved tradition as order.
One of those is Aleth-Setna the third (Proxy / male human / F10 W8 / LN) who was a king in his former life. He is an old monarch who stayed loyal to Anubis and was rewarded with the status of a proxy and knowledge of his old life.
He his more than just senile and outright hostile to priests of Osiris. Anubis spends less and less time here, brooding over his loss, and more in his new realm in the outland and in the Hall of Judgement. Then, some wonder, what maintains the realm now? Some still are getting worried of the growing evil in Duät. The realm is getting really gloomy and frightening and Aleth-Setna himself can't do anything. It's true that Anubis has no liking for Osiris, but he got is new task to accomplish, and that's surely not the cause of the changes. It's more the resentment of the petitioners themselves and Anubis disinterest that's feeding the evil.
Ptah's realm is the only cog who seems to have a light source. It's a globe of light that the god created that float in concentric circles over the realm. The beautiful spiritless husks created by Ptah seem attracted by it like moths to a candle. The globe casts mild continuous light over his creations.
The other too are barely lighted, but the inside of the Hall glows softly, creating flickering shadows. The land itself seems to glow like pleasant moonlight elsewhere.
The lighting in Duät is similar, or was, because the darkness is getting deeper, and the shadows threatening. Things are plotting beyond the petitioners' sight, and they now light fires to keep them away.
Rumours are true, Duät will soon slip in Baator or the grey waste, and fiends infiltrator are making sure it will be in their turf. Some thinks Set has something to do with it...
The Giant Sphere


A Sleeping Power
(by Monte Lin)
On a far off cog, lies a sleeping lesser power, a giant golden bronze metallic sphere. Every month, or a full cycle of the gear, the 36 smaller (2' diameter) spheres emerge and fly out in a perfect circle away from the Giant Sphere. The smaller spheres emerge each time at a different tilt, sometimes (nearly) perpendicular to the cog, sometimes (nearly) level, and so on, such that the spheres will never encounter another one. These spheres, apparently, seek out chaotic life within Mechanus, and attempts to neutralise it (rogue modrons on Mechanus be warned!). The smaller spheres emit a beam of energy, that slowly turns the target into the same golden bronze metal. If successful, it then absorbs the metal, and returns to the Giant Sphere. 

Rumours include that the Giant Sphere is a new lesser power, just recently emerged or arrived, though its worshippers are not known. Others believe that it is a creation, perhaps of the modrons, to patrol Mechanus in a systematic way and eliminate chaos. Of course, this implies that Mechanus has become more chaotic than in the past. Lastly, for those who are in the know about Nemausus, some Harmonium patrols have captured these spheres, and have named them Avowan. In addition, a few have discovered that these creatures a trainable, and wish to capture more to create Lawful watch dogs.
Avowan: No. Appearing: 1; Int: High (14); Alignment: LN; AC: 3; Move: Fl 18 (A); HD: 3; THAC0: 16; #Att: 1; Dmg: 1d6; SA: Metallicize; SD: Metal weapons cause -1 point less damage; MR: 20%; Size: S (2' diameter); ML: 13; XP: 420;
Metallicize: The target must make a save vs. paralysis or become stiff and less agile, the target's skin will turn a metallic lustre, and suffer a -4 on all rolls, stats, and AC for 1d6 turns. A second attack, and failed save, will completely turn the target into the golden bronze metal. Fortunately in 1d6 turns, they will revert back to normal, considerably less chaotic than before (DM's judgement how this takes effect, but rogue modrons are "converted" back to the modron rank they were previously).
Avowan are vulnerable to spells that affect metal, cause double damage, and to rust monsters, which acts as a level draining affect when hit. Also, an Avowan that absorbs a highly chaotic creature (slaadi for example) sometimes suffer a behaviour change into True Neutral for 1d8 days.
Snake's Patterns


(by Martin Bourassa)
Anasgard is the only Norse power (except Loki) who doesn't make his home in Ysgard. He is mostly concerned with the prime and he is very lawful. Anasgard is called Midgard (the same name given to the Norse prime worlds) by primes. He is the legendary snake who supposedly guards the confine of the prime. He dislikes Ysgard and the Aesir (and the Vanir for that matter) and his lawful nature as often puts him in conflict with them. His primary home is in Mechanus. Prime myths tells that he devours all that try to leave Midgard. Dark is that it's just that: myths. They're tales to frighten all the fools who'd want get a trip to the outer planes. In fact, Anasgard is more than just a gigantic watchdog, is power is equal to that of some powers. He doesn't devour all that want to pass; he judges them and lets pass those he deigns worthy. His body, much like Yggdrasil, reaches to Ysgard, Mechanus and the Prime and serve as a planar bridge between them. 

His realm in Mechanus is called Anaheim and consist of two cog revolving on a gigantic axle. His body (very big indeed) coils around it and circles both cogs completely. His head can be somehow found on the upper cog, on the prime and in Ysgard (sometimes). the surface of the cogs isn't made of metal, but of rocky hills and ice cold water. On the upper cog, however, the stone is warm to the touch, thus keeping the waters from freezing. This one is mostly inhabited by snakes (very orderly behavioured), but the other has some human and demi-human inhabitant. The underside of the upper cog is burning (very much like the earthbergs of Ysgard), providing light for both. both side of the lower cog are inhabitable, even if it's cold. The head of Anasgard usually rests in a cavern in a great flat mountain...on the upper side of the lower cog is a large town called Midheim, built by the devious follower of Anasgard and Guvners, who doesn't seem to care that Midgard favours the snakes more than them. Both cogs are as orderly as Mechanus goes.
Beyond the second cog, Anasgard no longer coils around the axle, and everyone in the realm wonder what's up there. The upper cog is called by UPPER ANAHEIM and the other LOWER ANAHEIM. It's as simple as that, berk.
THE DARK: 

The way Midgard twists in the realm seems to defy all logic but he (apparently) follow some lawful patterns. Like all other law of Mechanus, no one truly understands them (the Guvners hope to prove otherwise).
As noted before, Midgard act as a planar pathway as Yggdrasil does, though his serpentine body only reaches the prime and Ysgard. It usually takes Midgard consent to go to one plane from another, and an unauthorised use wont go unnoticed (thought maybe he wont kill the offender out right and punish him in a more subtle way).
It is as ridiculous to try to kill Anasgard with weapons or spells as to cut Yggdrasil with an axe or to kill the lady of pain. His scaly body is impervious to all attacks and he would probably warn or devour the fools who tried it.
Even though they aren't fond of this creature, the Norse deities would be angry if someone, or some god, destroyed him.
Vertiginous


(by Belarius)
CHARACTER: 

We are all part of a hierarchy. The higher you ascend, the more people are left below you. The lower you fall, the more remain above you. Each step up the hierarchy is like a rung on a ladder. The baatezu believe their underlings are the rungs, but this is false. The archons believe you must reach down and pull those below you up, but this is wrong. Each level of the hierarchy is a position, now a person. Each rung must be ascended by your own hard work, not the generosity of others. And at the top is the greatest reward: the reward of having no further to climb. 

POWER:

 Geifesil, a force of hierarchy. Followers of the genderless Geifesil believe in rising through the hierarchies of life (and death) by following the letter of the law, and rising for the sake of rising. This sort of greedless ambition is fairly rare, however, and Geifesil is only a lesser power.
DESCRIPTION: 

Located in a bottomless cog, Vertiginous is an odd burg. The city's diameter is fairly small, when one considers it's nigh-infinite size (about 150 feet), but it descends into a seemingly normal cog for an immeasurable distance. The gear itself is mostly composed of a huge dimensional distortion, allowing the city to descend an infinite distance without making the gear infinitely thick. In any case, it is an odd sight, even for the petitioners.
Crossing this gulf at all angles are thin, street-width buildings that span the entire gulf. Each building is a mere 10 feet tall, just enough to allow a person to move about inside. Each building, in turn, serves a specific purpose. Some buildings are kitchens, where food is made for the petitioners. Others are forges, or carpentry shops, or some other sort of important practice. Each building connects with another building at one and only one point, allowing the petitioner inhabiting the building to climb to the next level when the time is right. Once there, they must often learn a new skill from scratch. Visitors, fortunately, are allowed free use of these passages.
The entire structure of Vertiginous is a strict hierarchy. All people within a building are of the same rank, and outrank all people in lower buildings. In turn, all those who dwell in buildings higher up outrank those in said building. A petitioner can travel as far down as he wishes, but may never travel upwards farther than his spiritual purity allows. Those who most completely understand the teachings of Geifesil reach the top of Vertiginous, where they find that the roof of their building simply leads onto the surface of the cog. From there, petitioners walk out of Vertiginous and disappear, presumably reincarnated on their Prime worlds.
It is said that the deeper one goes, the more and more chaotic the realm becomes, reflecting the undisciplined outlook of those doomed to begin their journeys here. Here, the buildings are less and less reliable, and only through caution and devotion can petitioners escape this region, which is as much a punishment for the petitioner's actions in life as anything else.
PRINCIPAL TOWNS: 

Because Vertiginous is a single 'city,' it doesn't have towns in the standard sense, but it does have certain regions that can be identified. For example, the Balconies is a stretch of buildings which have extensive overhanging balconies. This area is commonly used by visitors, as the spectacular views it provides are not to be missed. Fliers are common here (see below).
Another interesting region is the Tightropes, a dangerous area where the buildings loose their enclosing walls and thin to a mere five feet in width. Here, visitors and petitioners must be very wary or fall off the edge with an incautious motion. If the petitioners were bent on assassinating one another to ascend, they would certainly use the Tightropes as a good region.
A third region of note for travellers is the Smithies. This entire area is devoted to blacksmithing goods to be used throughout the realm. The multitude of forges has made this area as smoky as the worst of the Lower Ward of Sigil, and the buildings are stained black from the soot. Nevertheless, the air within the buildings seems only slightly dirty, kept clean by the will of Geifesil.
SPECIAL CONDITIONS: 

The most dangerous of Vertiginous is it's vertical nature. Anyone falling off the side of a building fall 5d100 feet before they hit another building. This is almost always lethal, unless magic is used to slow down or fly away.
Interestingly, the entire shaft of Vertiginous has an upward current of warm air (perhaps produced by the thousands of warm bodies below any one point). This makes primitive mechanical flight using hand-gliders or simple gliding wings possible. Petitioners skilled in this art are called 'fliers' and use broad-winged devices to glide from one building to another. Fliers are especially common in the Balconies. As always, a petitioner cannot rise higher than his post with this skill, but visitors taught the skill find it to be a much faster way to travel up or down Vertiginous. Intrepid explorers in the city are frequently fliers who use their wings to try to find the bottom of the realm, stopping along the way to get food from those who they outrank. These petitioners show more personality than most, and a fair number never rise higher than that rank, intoxicated by the infinite exploration of their power's realm.
Each building is provided enough raw materials to do its job properly. All kitchens have enough food to cook all day, all forges have enough iron to work all day, etc. Since most petitioners can't work with perfect efficiency, there is very often a surplus of material.
PRINCIPAL NON-PLAYER CHARACTERS:

 Geifesil, not having a human form, does not have humanoid proxies. However, to enforce its will, Geifesil uses a special force to speak to its petitioners. Essentially, it sends creatures very much like an aleax, with certain major differences. These creatures, called 'mirrors,' look exactly like their target to all who look on. They always have a LN neutral. The come not only for revenge, but also for council, requests, and other business with Geifesil. Thus, they are simply extensions of the power.
Archei Fenlin is possibly the most famous flier, having made extensive notes on the depths of Vertiginous, is thought to know the most about the Realm save for Geifesil itself. Dwelling in the third building from the top of the Realm, Archei is surprisingly reluctant to advance any further. With over a thousand years of exploration under his belt, he doesn't want to give up his extensive memories for new life. Mirrors visit him regularly, berating him for his reluctance, but he is implacable. Geifesil has been known to offer rewards to to outsiders who can convince him to go to his final fate.
SERVICES:

 Like many realms, Vertiginous is well stocked with all manner of basic services, including food and lodging. Most notably, however, one can learn the Hangliding proficiency here, and buy the necessary equipment to execute the skill. Master craftsmen in Vertiginous are capable of making a reliable glider that can support up to 500 lbs and folds up into a 2 foot by 5 foot rectangle. Such devices cost 75 gp.
Anywhere there are reliable upcurrents, the glider can be used to travel, and a few explorers have taken to using gliders to explore the warmer Upper and Lower planes. Let the user beware, however! Places like Gehenna seem to malevolently cut out their winds at all the wrong times. 
The Vigilant Eye


(by Jachyras)
CHARACTER: 

There is order in the Multiverse. One only has to look deeply into the darkness to find it. In times of chaos, only those with foresight can solve the problem. 

POWER: 

Varuna, the Intermediate Indian power of Cosmic Order makes this place his home. Here, he keeps his ever-vigilant sight on all the Crystal Spheres and Planes where the pantheon has a presence. In times of need, Varuna acts as a mediator, sage and sometimes judge for the other Powers and their disputes. His responsibilities are to make sure that Order is kept across all the Multiverse in regards to the Indian Pantheon.
DESCRIPTION:

 The streets of this Realm are laid out in perfect circles that grow ever smaller. At the centre of the enormous cog that this Realm sits on, a huge domed structure covered in eyes that move across its surface, rises into the darkness of Mechanus. Here, Varuna holds court and watches the Multiverse. Each circle of streets represents a different Power in the Indian Pantheon. The streets furthest from the centre are for the Demi and Lesser Powers followed by the Intermediates, the Greaters and finally Varuna's followers closest to the Dome. Each street represents that particular Power's portfolio in building structure, street construction, petitioners and alignment. When visitors arrive they begin at the furthest point and must travel in by foot. (See Special Conditions) Once they reach the centre of the Realm they have achieved Order and insight into the Indian mind set. Now they are ready to hold vigil over the many aspects of Indian life.
PRINCIPAL TOWNS:

 None. The Domed Structure in the centre of the Realm is the only major building. Only after enlightenment into the Indian mind is achieved can a visitor reach here. The Dome has no visible entrances except to those that have found Order. The inside of the dome works similar to the "Modron Cathedral" in Regulus. (The Rule of Threes begs the question, of course, where's the third?) There are runes engraved into the walls of the inner dome that represent the numerous places where the Indian Pantheon has influence. If you concentrate on the rune, an image of the night sky over that world appears on the ceiling of the dome. Here, a blood can study the cosmic signs to make sure all is well on that particular world. Many astrologers come here to learn their trade and discover some of the mysteries of the Multiverse.
SPECIAL CONDITIONS

When you arrive in this Realm, you find yourself on the outer edge of the cog. You must travel by foot, experiencing all the many aspects of Indian life before you can reach the Dome. It is like the caste system. You start out as a vermin and work your way up to the enlightened state of Order. Once this inner order has been achieved, then you can enter into the dome. Only walking to the dome will allow a berk to arrive there. Any use of spells or psionic ability will only transport the character to a random place on Mechanus. All petitioners, regardless of which Power they serve, have a third eye in the middle of their forehead. This eye allows the petitioners to see into their inner beings and help them move to the next level of existence before they are reincarnated.
PRINCIPAL NON-PLAYER CHARACTERS:

 None known.
SERVICES: 

Astrologers and sages from around the Multiverse seek the opportunity to use the Dome's unique ability to view the stars and skies of numerous Planes and Spheres in relative safety.
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CHILDREN OF THE MACHINE
Being a compendium of native sons and daughters of Mechanus; creatures of the plane of Cogs
Mechanus, Plane of Gears
Mechanus. The very name draws a picture, using set square and protractor, of the Plane of Ultimate Law. A more rational and ordered place you'll not find, but unless you can tumble to the logic behind it, the plane can be even more unfathomable than the chaotic soup of Limbo. 

Native Sons (and Daughters)
· PRIVATE
Baku, Holy One (PSMC1 30) 

· Beholder, Spectator (MM 23) 

· Cogspawn (MMC) 

· Dimensional, all (MMC) 

· Einheriar (PSMC1 38) 

· Gear Spirit (PoLMC 20) 

· Golem, Gear (MMC) 

· Ispi (MMC) 

· Marut (PSMC1 66) 

· Mediator, Mechanus (PSMC1 68) 
· Modron, all (PSMC 16-22) 

· Moigno, Irrational (PoLMC 24) 

· Moigno, Rational ((MMC) 

· Moigno, Imaginary (MMC) 

· Parai (PoLMC 26) 

· Petitioner 

· Scurpyon (MMC) 

· Symmetrian, all (MMC) 

· Worm, 5.1976 Pentranomeker (MMC) 

For more info see the monstruous compendium

CUTTERS OF THE COGS
Being a gathering of mortals with ties that bind them to the Plane of Gears
The Gear Thieves


(by Belarius)
Most people look at Mechanus and think of clocks, of order and law, or of modrons. What few people realise is that, more than anything else, Mechanus represents on thing: raw ore.
An organisation has recently formed to literally steal entire gears from Mechanus. Each gear, even a small one, represents many, many months, if not years, of extensive mining, and can be had in one fell swoop for a fraction of the total price. The Gear Thieves, as they have become known, must simply do three things: 

1. Drive away the gear spirits of an isolated gear.
2. Quickly magically bind slaadi to the targeted gear, infusing it with chaos.
3. Sit and wait while the gear is thrown off of Mechanus into the Outlands, as its alignment shifts to neutral.
Incredible though it may sound, the modrons have not yet adapted to this ingenious method of theft. The Mediators simply replace the gear the instant it is lost, and the gear spirit moves into its new home. Mechanus, in all its infinity, is none the worse for wear. Nevertheless, the modrons are very upset about this blatant spreading of chaos on their home plane, and have sent military parties to the Outlands to find the missing gears.
Thus far, three gears have been stolen. Each gear has been quickly reduced to huge quantities of metal objects, including weapons, armour, and miscellaneous goods, with a highly advanced version of the 'Fabricate' spell (which has a much larger area of effect) cast many, many times. The quality of the steel in a Mechanus gear is, of course, excellent, so the produced items are also of top quality.
The following people want the gear thieves shut down:
The Modrons: As blatant lawbreakers and spreaders of chaos, they must be stopped from threatening the order of Mechanus
The Believers in the Source: As the primary metalsmiths in Sigil, the Godsmen have felt the squeeze of competition with Gear Thief goods.
The Guvners, Harmonium, and Mercykillers: These factions wish to protect the interests of the lawful planes and catch criminals. The first two, especially, are eager to stop the thieves, since the first are based on Mechanus and the second feel responsible for the recent loss of Nemausus and believe they are the inspiration for this theft.
The Gear Thieves are lead by three enterprising wizards: Heltemal (Planar / male lich / W19 / NE), Cietnau (Prime / female human / W15 / LE), and Ephemer (Planar / male aasimar / W16 / Merkhants / N). These three, who bind the slaadi and are most responsible for breaking up the gears, lead a small group of skilled fighters and mid-level mages who assist in their work.
The Dancer of the Cogs


(by Monte Lin)
A strange being that wanders Mechanus is usually called the Dancer of the Cogs, or simply the Dancer. It is an androgynous being, wearing an old red frock coat and a white shirt with frills. Otherwise, it looks to be wearing a black fabric or some sort. It never speaks. There are no facial features, simply a round head. It wears one of two masks of a white material, one smiling, one frowning. Lastly, it carries a finely made wooden staff. 

Some think it to be a creation of some mage, let loose after the magician died. Some think it to be a guide, since it knows its way about the Labyrinthine Portal, just that time by itself has made it a little barmy. Finally, some believe it to be a mortal, just attempting to follow the Law the best it can.
To conjure or summon Dancer, one must place candles on a small cog in a perfect circle large enough for a crowd of people, and light them all. After an hour, Dancer appears. It then dances within the circle in a complex but perfect pattern. Once someone figures out the pattern (INT checks), and especially if someone can dance the pattern, Dancer will perform one service. It can take them anywhere via the Labyrinthine Portal and back, and serve as a bodyguard for a short while. There are those who believe that Dancer may hold more that that, only if they can figure out how to ask it.
Shafi Bin Ahmad Zin


(by Jim Barrett)
An explorer mimir was once trampled under the hooves of a small herd of Armanite Tanar-ri during a trip to the Abyss. The mimir suffered many dents to its pate, and ceased functioning. Its owner at the time (lucky to have survived the Abyss herself) searched the streets of the Market Ward for an artificer skilled in magical construct repair. She found, sitting on a rug between two stalls, a handsome, dark skinned half-elf who claimed to be both a barber and a specialist with clockwork. 

His name was Shafi Bin Ahmad Zin (Prime / male half-elf / W7 T7 / Fated / NG). He wore a white cotton turban, sandals, and an elegant silken robe of golds and greens. Accompanying him on the rug was a tiny green-blue woman and a small construct resembling a flying monodrone modron. Also on the rug were tools for repair (or possibly thieving picks), bowls, combs, razors and scissors for grooming customers.
The conversation between Shafi and the mimir's former owner was exhausting, as the dusky half-elf was long-winded indeed. The mimir was unable to record the exchange until its dents were repaired, at which point it was able to record the following monologue:
"...Nirvana? No, good woman, no such plane exists! You may be thinking of Mechanus, which fits your description. Yes, I was there in search of spiritual perfection, but found that their brand of perfection did not suit me. Some would say it is an insightful plane, but those who speak such nonsense are mainly the Guvners. I found more perfection in the inner planes, but that is another story to be told at another time.
"If you do go there, my sweet date-palm, be prepared for one of the most alien of planes. I survived by watching and aping the ways of its inhabitants, and by strictly following their laws. This my is free planewalking advice to you, oh Maiden Who Rivals the Beauty of Devas.
"I came upon many new spells for my gen to fetch at a later time, most of which reflected the nature of Mechanus. Most are specific to that plane, but some can be adapted for use anywhere in the multiverse. One can even put common spells to good use, by either reversing their effect or casting in the right place at the right time. Here are a few I 'borrowed' from the natives of Mechanus:
· Tick-Tock: intensifies the sounds made by the gears of Mechanus, driving non-lawful creatures barmy 

· Cogstorm: summons a swirling swarm of small cogs, which strike those within the storm with great force 

· Contact Gear Spirit: allows the diviner to determine the workings of any machinery in question, or to find her way through the Labyrinthine Portal 

· De-Grease: a simple reversal of the grease spell, which creates a horrible racket when cast on the oiled gears of Mechanus 

· Find Pi: forces a creature to obsess over the mathematical value of pi, usually immobilising the poor soul 

"I can tell you much more, but I see you have to go, Shining Lady of the Glittering Sands. Don't forget that the plane is your resource if you can master it. For example, I found that the spare, tiny cogs laying about Mechanus, much like pebbles in the wastes, made effective sling missiles. They seemed to do damage equal to that of a sling bullet, and could even injure hierarch modrons. Gather those stray cogs and throw them behind you when pursued, and it can effectively slow those non-modrons that follow in the manner of caltrops. You must go so soon? Good day, Brilliant Butterfly Who Graces the Desert Flowers of Spring! Please come again to grace my presence with your unrivalled beauty!"
The Dark

Shafi is from Zakhara, the Land of Fate. Although he belongs to the faction with the namesake of his prime land, his affiliation as a namer is loose at best. It is his belief that the Hand of Fate can be guided to suit his needs, but he has had his moments of charity. 

He makes an honourable living repairing clockwork, dispensing information and grooming bloods of all races in the Great Bazaar. He is a multiclass Barber (rogue) and Sha'ir clockwork mage. His gen Faridah (Planar / female gen / AC 5 / MV 9, SW 12 / hp 12 / HD 3 / THAC0 17 / CG) is a tiny version of a Marid, and can fetch him almost any priest or mage spell that Shafi has seen or heard of. She enjoys searching for unique spells, and is terribly apologetic if she fails to find her master's spells.
The balsa and copper construct always seen near Shafi is one of his clockwork creations, modelled after a monodrone modron. It is capable of weak flight (FL 6, hp 6) and can fetch things for him in much the same manner as an unseen servant spell would. Unbeknownst to Shafi, while he visited Mechanus a rouge gear spirit housed itself within the gears of the clockwork servant. The gear spirit's intent to was to stowaway from the tyrannic order of Mechanus under the guise of the clockwork, and no one seems to be the wiser. Now the clockwork also has the abilities of the gear spirit, and has lately shown a will of its own.
Shafi is highly intelligent and terribly charismatic. His lithe fingers are at ease repairing the most minute construct, and he can deftly groom and style anything from a Barnstable halfling's furry feet to an erinyes' coiffure. Since he has chatted while grooming almost anything with horns, nails, hair or hide, Shafi is an excellent font of information, both correct and misleading. His prices for grooming, basic medicinal tasks, clockwork repair or planar knowledge are reasonable by Market Ward standards.
Shafi Bin Ahmad Zin 

(Prime / male half-elf / W7 T7 / NG)
Str 13, Dex 15, Con 10, Int 16, W 15, Ch 18. 

AC 5 (Dex, Armour); MV 12; hp 25; THAC0 17; #AT 1; Dmg 1d4+2; SA spells; SD Stoneskin; SZ M (5' 11" tall); ML steady (12); XP 1,500.
Notes: 60' infravision, 30% resist sleep/charm spells, backstab x 3, 21% to know general purpose and use of a magic item, +2 vs. elemental attacks, +4 vs. water-based attacks.
Rogue Abilities: PP: 54%, OL: 70%, F/RT: 40%, MS: 29%, HS: 24%, DN: 29%, CW: 79%, RL: 90%
Special Equipment: 

Clockwork modron/gear spirit, Jambiya +2 Spells: Sha'irs request spells from their gens (see the Al-Qadim handbook for more details), which then go to fetch the spells. Shafi can only request a spell which he knows exists, has seen cast, or has researched. If a mage of Shafi's same level could cast the spell, Faridah takes 1d6+1 rounds per level of the spell. If a mage of the same level could not normally cast the spell, she takes 1d6+1 turns per level of the spell. If the spell is a priest spell, or not native to Zakhara, the gen takes 1d6 hours +1 hour per spell level.
Faridah has a base 50% chance of finding a spell, a roll of 90% or more is a failed search. Chance of success is modified by +35% due to Shafi's level, -10% per level of the spell sought, +10% if it a universal spell from Zakhara, -30% if it is a priest or unique and unfamiliar spell, and -10% for each repeated search.
Once Faridah has successfully found a spell, she assists Shafi with the verbal and somatic components. Shafi must supply the material components of the spell, and must cast the spell within three turns, or the magic is lost. He casts the spell as a 7th level mage. Faridah cannot go to fetch another spell until the previous spell has been cast or has expired.
Weapon Proficiencies (3):

 Jambiya (1d4+2), razor (d2), staff
Non-Weapon Proficiencies (12 slots-Fated Benefit): Planar Survival (Mechanus, Elemental Planes) Int/-2; languages (Zakharan, Marid, Planar Common) Int/0; Genie Lore Int/0; Haggling Wis/+4; healing Wis/-2; herbalism Int/-2; spellcraft Int/0; Metalworking Dex/0; Grooming Dex/0; Clockwork Mechanics Int/-3.
PHILOSOPHERS WITH CLOCKS
Being a survey of the factions and sects that dwell and thrive between the cogs and gears
Pre-Faction War

The Fortress of Disciplined Enlightenment is a major stronghold for the faction, containing the majority of its books on the Laws of Mechanus and the planes. Ruled by faction second-in-command Lady Nancias Garabutos who answers only to Factol Hashkar and the Laws themselves. 

The Guvners have an understanding with the modrons, who allow a few factioneers in and out of their realm as philosopher diplomats, and the faction study the modrons to try and better comprehend perfect Law. Otherwise the Guvners here are a fairly isolated, stay-at-home bunch content to read books ad debate endlessly. The more adventurous souls seek to gain promotion to judge status, and are transferred to Sigil to sit in the law courts there.
Post-Faction War


SPOILER WARNING!
After the sad loss of Factol Hashkar and the City Courthouse, the Guvners retreated to Mechanus to lick their wounds and plan for the future. Lady Garabutos took over the sell-shocked faction and a court of advisors was set up to decide what to do next. After some time debating they reached the conclusion that their activities in Sigil weren't really spreading their ideals and winning them converts at all, just tying up resources judging criminals in the lawless burg. So the move had been a Good Thing in the end. 

Where next for the faction? Guvner high-ups have little desire to force a confrontation with the modrons (and far too much admiration for them), and since most of the plane shares a similar view of Law anyway, it seems obvious that any expansionism and proselytising will occur off-plane. Not wishing to cause too much friction with their former close allies the Harmonium, the Guvners probably won't try to crack Arcadia, at least not for a while.
The obvious target seems Acheron. Not only would the cubes of that plane make an interesting addition to Mechanus, but the Guvners reckon they might be able to quieten the eternal clash of arms. Other Guvners perhaps realise the difficulty of this task and have instead set their sights on the Outlands, in particular the burg of Automata and environs. Long a Guvner-held burg, it would make a fine addition to their territory -- much needed now several thousand factioneers have turned up on the plane with no homes.
Still other Guvners have got cosy with the Mathematicians, and some faction-sect mingling is occurring, with the odd Maths blood helping out Guvner theoreticians and vice versa. The groups are prone to clash on ideologies eventually, but right now they appear to be happy bedfellows.
The Mathematicians

From their burg of Radian, in the geometric centre of Mechanus (so they reckon), the Mathematicians do their number-crunching and calculating. There's an entrance to the Labyrinthine Portal here, and apart from the modrons, there cutters are the best-qualified to operate the barmy thing. The more adventurous members of the sect chase the results of their calculations and explore the distant parts of Mechanus in search of ... well, whatever it is these basher seek. 

Radian is also home to a large colony of moignos, both rational and irrational. These bashers live in the burg's central clearing, the Set Square
The three leaders of the sect are brother and sister pair of tiefling bashers named Sine and Cosine and a rogue modron called Tangent. These names are the traditional ones adopted by Mathematician leaders; the real names of the cutters are kept a secret by the sect until they are replaced by the next sectols. Nobody really knows why, but the Mathematicians are a very traditional lot, prone to following reams of dogma at the slightest provocation.
The Legislate

These cutters have a strict hierarchy of social and legal roles, and completely dominate a Mechanical burg named Right to Rule. Despite having existed for many years, the sect has yet to spread from the burg. Sect members blame the long arm of the Guvner law for this, so perhaps in the aftermath of the Faction War this sect may have a chance to shine. The name of the Legislate is well known throughout the Lawful side of the Great Ring, and as far away as Sigil, where representatives of the sect occasionally make contact with wealthy or powerful lawmakers. 

The full dark on the burg and its sect can be found later in this book.

The Flesh-Mongers


Demi-Modrons
(by Randir)
"Since soul can not fend off the sins of the flesh, grace can be regained through its denial." 

The Flesh Mongers, are a group of planars who have developed a macabre fascination with the links between the body and sin. They have taken it to be the case that the body is corruption, and that the soul must be cleansed through its denial. Living in the clockwork wastes of Mechanus this sect found the answer to its prayers.
The Flesh Mongers actively replace their organic bodies with mechanical devices, maintaining only the minimal amount of their original bodies as possible. At low levels they resemble humans having only a limb or two replaced with implants. At higher levels they gain in both size and weight as they replace compact organs with giant devices. The leader of the Flesh-Mongers has reached the size of a small castle, which travels across the churning gears of Mechanus on giant treads. His blood flows through tubes on the walls, as he has nerves throughout his new form. Silicaton is not only the sects founder, leader, but also headquarters.
The Flesh Mongers got their name from the sale of their own body parts. In part to pay for the elaborate surgeries required, and partly because of their beliefs... Selling their bodies for the sake of their souls.
BENEFITS:

 When in close proximity all Flesh Mongers share a common set of senses. This allows them to act as one single unit as Modrons do.
HINDRANCES: 

Flesh Mongers loose not only their sanity, but also their identities as they gain experience. As such they cease to exist as individuals at about 10th level. After 5th-level they can no longer pass for humans, or any other creature for that matter.
The Techno-Shamanists


The Tinkerers
(by Randir)
"Does not the act of creation give birth to its own spirit?" 

The Techno-Shamanists are a groups of shamans who believe in the spirits of stuff. The cogspawn serve as their greater spirit guides, and their sacred text is the Codex of Industrial Standards. These rather odd people, practice a form of magic unlike anything else on the planes.
They deal solely with spirits known affectionately as gremlins, mischievous and alien spirits who have a sadistic sense of humour. By making offerings of breaking glass objects and denting metal objects, the techno-shamans beg for the assistance of the gremlins. As fitting, techno-shamanists have a greater affinity for things with more moving parts. Hence they find it easier to manipulate a clockwork device, or a wagon, than they could a sword. 
Sample Spells:

Bind Gremlin 

This spell forces a single gremlin to serve the shaman for 24 hours, or until a single quest is performed. The complexity of the quest is limited only by the shaman's level. The DM is free to determine how easily it can be done. 

Debug 

This spell is a spell of banishment, which forces hostile gremlins (aka bugs) from the mechanical device that they are dealing with. There is a second form of this known as "Shotgun Debugging" but that is much more dangerous since it works only 1 in 20 tries and often completely destroys the device. 

Rite of Rube 

Named after the most famous of the Tinkerer sect, and one of the greatest techno-shamans to ever live, Rube Goldberg. This elaborate ritual which requires from 3 to 18 hours to complete, allows the Shaman to create a hideously complex device to solve nearly any ordinary task. 
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From their burg of Radian, in the geometric centre of Mechanus (so they reckon), the Mathematicians do their number-crunching and calculating. There's an entrance to the Labyrinthine Portal here, and apart from the modrons, there cutters are the best-qualified to operate the barmy thing. The more adventurous members of the sect chase the results of their calculations and explore the distant parts of Mechanus in search of ... well, whatever it is these basher seek. 

Radian is also home to a large colony of moignos, both rational and irrational. These bashers live in the burg's central clearing, the Set Square
Sectols in the Mathematicians are not called "Sectols". They are referred to as the "Prime Digit", or often just the "Digit". The Digit of the Mathematicians is selected by the previous Digit. Thus, before Rikard died, he chose one of his most intelligent pupils to take his place, and then that one chose his favourite, and so on. The current Prime Digit of the Mathematicians is Laretuous Quinton. Laretuous has been the Digit for about eight years now, and he's the youngest Sector to date, aged only thirty-one years. 
The three principal sectors (the equivalent to factors of the factions) of the sect are brother and sister pair of tiefling bashers named Sine and Cosine and a rogue modron called Tangent. These names are the traditional ones adopted by Mathematician sectors; the real names of the cutters are kept a secret by the sect until they are replaced. Nobody really knows why, but the Mathematicians are a very traditional lot, prone to following reams of dogma at the slightest provocation.
The Institute of Digitology


(by Belarius)
Recently, the Mathematicians of Mechanus have discovered a type of magic quite different from the traditional method -- a type that involved great quantities of mathematics. The Digitologists of Zakhara (a region on the prime world of Toril, better known as the Land of Fate) uses extensive mathematical equations to very precisely draw the spell into effect, rather than bluntly drive a formula into one's head until memorised and then regurgitate it later. They develop an understanding of the magic which allows them to augment it further than was previously thought possible. 

Of course, the Mathematicians celebrated this accomplishment. For years, they have been trying to find the reverse of Wild Magic, and Digitology seems to be it -- a rigorous and highly organised form of magic which is not only predictable, but can be exploited to augment the powers of magic even further. News of this discovery spread to Sigil, where it was received with virtually no interest: "Don't the Mathematicians use math for their magic anyway?" Only a few people really understood the potential of this type of magic. Before long, the Guvners (always looking for a good loophole) had gone through the right authorities to form a collaborative institute of research with the Mathematicians, to try to discover the limits of Digitology. This facility, creatively titled the Institute of Digitology, has become a bit of a hotspot.
Located near the Fortress of Disciplined Enlightenment (in planar terms), the Institute is made up of the most brilliant Guvner mages and various interested Mathematicians. To better understand the topic of their research, the Institute has recruited a fair number of wide-eyed Zakharan Primes, all Digitologists, to teach and learn at the Institute. Overall, the facility seems fairly unobtrusive, on the surface.
Investigators have found, however, that there are elements to the Institute which have made several other groups uncomfortable. Reliable information has reached the ears of the Athar that the Zakharan Digitologists believe it is a crime to attempt to spread the belief that no gods exist -- and have insisted that this rule be enforced in the Institute. A lawful member of the Athar was captured and put to death for casually speaking on the subject. Of course, the Athar are grievously offended by what they view as 'thought policing' and 'a breach of diplomatic decency.' The resulting friction between the Guvners and the Athar in Sigil is evident as Guvner-funded temples have received significantly more attention from the Athar (led by the antisocial Hobard).
Wild mages are also disturbed at what they see as a threat to their own style of magic. Though they are incapable of doing any direct harm to the Institute (since it is located in a Plane which negates wild magic), some have tried to intimidate the Guvners in Sigil with threats and a very small number have actually enlisted the aid of normal mages to commit acts of terrorism against the Institute.
One final concern is that the modrons will learn the secrets of the magic and become all the more powerful. After all, many high-ups are already spellcasters, and this will make them all the more powerful. Fortunately, since the modrons are rarely a threat to anyone outside of Mechanus, this is a minor concern at best.
Mathematics and Planewalking


(by Alex Roberts)
An essay on why mathematical study of the planes is relevant,
by Rigora Inflexion, a prime factor [high-up] of the Mathematicians
In my forays across the planes, I have discovered a number of interesting things: 

The Spire on the Outlands: 

This spire is definitely defined by a mathematical equation. Trouble is, no-one can agree on what equation. (Of course, the Bleak Cabal claim that no such good sense exists, but I know what I've seen) Because space curves near the base of the spire, all attempts to measure its curvature have so far failed. Visual estimates from far off don't square with what's seen close to.
Infinity: 

Not even true-born planars know everything about infinity, even though it touches their lives so fundamentally. A prime called Georg Cantor seems to have had the dark of it quite well. He said that there was not just one kind of infinity, but at least two. He talked about 'countable' and 'uncountable' infinities.
Hold on, I hear you cry, how can you count infinity? Well, berk, it assumes you've got infinite time. But if you stumble on something uncountable, you couldn't count it even with infinite time. The classical example is of the whole numbers, or integers as they are called by the Mathematicians and Guvners. The integers are the definitive countable set. You can go 'One, two, three...' forever, and you'll never miss one if you've got long enough. But if you try to include all real numbers, including the so-called irrationals, like pi (bane of modrons!), you'll find that there's no way to account for all of them. You'll always miss infinitely many for every and any one you count.
To see it, just consider how many numbers differ from an infinitely long number like pi by just a single digit. Get the idea? Now, the question for the infinitude of planes is, which things in the planes are countable, and which uncountable? It is reasonably transparent that people are countable, and arbitrary points uncountable. But when it comes to layers of the Abyss, no-one's sure. If they are uncountable, then some must be empty. What's in an empty layer?
Space dimensions:

 Here's a topic that invariably confuses those not used to operating in strange environments. Many primes maintain that space is three-dimensional, and that time is a fourth dimension. It emerges that this is a pitifully inadequate explanation when you travel the planes. For example, all planes with a discernible form and more than one layer (except Bytopia, but I'll return to that) have at least four space dimensions: An up-down dimension, a forward/backward dimension, a left/right dimension and an up layer/down layer dimension. 
There are exceptions. Mechanus has only one layer and therefore three space dimensions can describe it adequately. Bytopia has two layers, but they meet in a plane. This is like separating numbers into positive and negative. You still only have one line of numbers, but some are positive and others negative. Likewise, half of Bytopia is Shurrock and the other half is Dothion. In this way, Bytopia has two layers but only three space dimensions. Gehenna has four layers, but is a three-dimensional space and all the layers are finite.
The inner planes are always five-dimensional; for example, the plane of Fire has the dimensions up/down, left/right, forward/backward, magma/smoke and radiance/ash. The Astral Plane, just to be awkward, has no layers and no time, but is in fact a bizarre non-space. This leads to many bizarre results.
Limbo and the Abyss are so badly defined that their dimensionality is not a comprehensible concept. It has been suggested that there exist planes we can never visit that are home to two-dimensional beings who would treat a visit to the planes we experience much as a clueless prime experiences the Astral for the first time, especially if they were bodily adrift in the Void.
Speaking of the prime, it might be useful to point out that the prime may have a layered structure too. The prime most people think of is one of perhaps three main primes (one in which magic works but there is no phlogiston, one we know about already, and one from which I am writing this which has no inherent magic at all), and in addition to these, there are a number of 'pocket primes', realms resembling the primes we have mentioned, but actually more like demi-planes in size and inhabited by over-powers. At least, that's the theory.
A Study in Grey


(by Randir)
A group of Mathematician from Mechanus have begun a project unlike any which have gone before. Their goal is to prove the existence of the Least Common Denominator, the moral factor which is common to all moralities. If they find such a proof, they have theorised that all moralities would shift towards grey. A common ground could be found, encouraging discourse and promoting the development of Unified Morality. 

They need not find this LCD, for its very existence would shake the very rock on which so many fundamentalists base their faith.
Recently, the Mathematicians have heard of a ancient sect located in the Outlands, and supposedly the Hinterlands. Although these reports are merely rumours, this sect is believed to be the "proof of the LCD" finding them would be to find the proof...you see on the planes abstract concepts are physical reality.
The Unificationists


A Segment of the Mathematicians
(by Randir)
"e pluribus unum" | "from many one"
The unificationists believe that the entire multiverse is a process, who's sole purpose is to become god. In the beginning, the multiverse was a single thing, imperfect through ignorance. At some point outside of time, this ignorance promoted its division into many parts. Godhead was corrupted and shattered into millions of pieces. 

From these shards of consciousness came the powers, for originally all men were gods. However, as the Shattering took hold, godhead was corrupted by the flesh, and all of the moralities of the multiverse were unleashed.
It is hence the goal of all to reform the perfect whole, this time without the inexperience, and ignorance which plagued it so long ago.
DESCRIPTION:

 Unificationists all wear a single shade of gray, and speak slowly in a single tone. All Unificationists look exactly the same, sound exactly the same, and smell exactly the same. they are forbidden from having names, and will not use them. They all cover their eyes with dark glasses, and paint their lips a dull black. 
SPECIAL BENEFITS: 

Unificationists can find common ground with all other sects and factions. Even the Blood War is very important to the Reformation. As such they automatically receive a favorable reaction from anyone, even fiends.
SPECIAL HINDRANCES: 

Unificationists may not obstruct any activities which promote the resolution of problems. And may not perform any act which encourages diversity.
Mathemusician


A Character Kit


(by James Neal)
The Fraternity of Order believes in reductionism on an abstract, theoretical level. The Mathematicians of Mechanus attempt to apply reductionist theory in actual practice to the infinite complexity of Mechanus' clockworks. The beliefs of the Mathemusicians go one step beyond reductionism - perhaps translationism would be the word for it? According to the Mathemusicians, if everything can ultimately be reduced to such atomics as numbers and rules, then everything can, when seen in enough detail, be interpreted as anything else. The pattern, trajectory and speed of the flight of a flock of birds, could reduced the numbers describing that phenomenon, and those numbers could be translated into a mathematical equation. 

The complex, programmed sequences of a mechanical clockwork construct (even, in theory, one of infinite size) can be reduced to numbers which can be translated into musical notation. The Mathemusicians believe that since everything can be reduced to abstract primitives, it is their task to translate everything they can into the pure, abstract, and beautiful of abstractions - music. They are currently obsessed with recording and comprehending the entire mechanical program sequence of Mechanus' gears, much like the Fraternity of Order and the Mathematicians, only their ultimate end intended for this information is to translate it into one immense, sprawling masterpiece of bewildering complexity, insanely elaborate counterpoint, and melody so long-range as to sound utterly aims to human comprehension.
ABILITY REQUIREMENTS: Intelligence 17, Dexterity 12
WEAPON PROFICIENCIES: Any
NON-WEAPON PROFICIENCIES: Bonus - Artistic Expression (Composing), Musical Instrument (player's choice); Recommended - Language (Modron), Planar Survival (Mechanus), Engineering
SPECIAL NOTE: The Composition NWP of a Mathemusician is based on their Intelligence, not their Wisdom.
SKILL MODIFICATIONS: -10 to CW and PP; +5 to RL; +15 to DN
EQUIPMENT: As per normal for a bard.
SPECIAL BENEFITS: Like their companions, the Mathematicians, their keen minds, devotion to the study of patterns, and day-to-day living on Mechanus has given them an intimate familiarity with the Labyrinthine Portal. They can calculate, in 1d3 turns, the correct path to any location within Mechanus that they have either been to or have had described to them in intimate detail.
Their music is also, when attended to closely enough, extremely captivating, at least to certain kinds of people. Anyone who begins to pay attention to a Mathemusician's playing must roll over (not under!) their Intelligence on a d20, or become so enraptured in its subtleties that they lose all track of the world around them and become lost in a world of musical abstraction. The DM may wish to assign bonuses or penalties to the roll according to the musical tastes of the target.
SPECIAL HINDRANCES: Because their musical compositions are oriented more as expressions of their philosophy than as works of art intended to capture the human heart, they lack the normal bardic ability to sway the reactions of crowds, and to inspire their allies in battle.
NOTE: Mathemusicians have the same abilities to learn wizard magic, and to counter music-based magic with their playing, that other bards have; they also abide by the same armour and weapons restrictions. However, unlike other bards, they may be LG or LE in addition to the four neutral alignments. Mathemusicians may not join a faction, as they are considered to be part of the Mathematician sect.
Set Theory


A Mathematician Speaks of his Theory of Everything


(by Randir)
Now, I have published a couple of papers on the notions of set theory to define the sum total of everything, and I think that is a great starting point for explaining Mathematician philosophy. 

The rortiest thing is that the SET BASED UNIVERSE is highly ARATIONAL. In this it is particularly applicable to the Outer Planes. The fundamental notion that "Existence is the Set of all Sets" implies that:
"Anything that can be thought of does in fact exist" and
to a different degree...
"Anything which can't be thought of does in fact exist" and
in a very weird sense...
"Nothing does indeed exist..."
This all makes a lot of problems for logicians, philosophers, and other mixed nuts... Filled with logical contradictions (which largely exist in spite of themselves) and apparent paradoxes...
Oddly, all statements are then true and false at the same time each in greater and lesser measure. However, many neat ideas such as equality and singulars are even more important, since they form a new logical basis.
Some things will never change!
For more "official" details on this sect please see page 12 of TSR's Planes of Law: Mechanus book. 
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The Legistlators
(a burg - Right to Rule - and a sect - the Legistlate)

Right to Rule


(by Belarius)
CHARACTER: 

The Guvners are backwards! they say we're all governed by laws, but it ain't the case. In fact, laws are things created by people, not things that create people. the Modrons understand this, all their law comes form an overlord. So is it with us. We create and follow the laws, and those who can create more laws are less restricted by laws. IT's tough for a berk to understand, but you'll get it eventually. Oh, and by the way, welcome to the Swarm. You own me 2 coppers for my time. Why? Because it's the law!
RULER: 

The official ruler of Right To Rule is called the Lawmaker, a position currently held by Hijarr Liefinder (Planar / male tiefling / M16 / Legislate / LN). The longest office holder in Right to Rule's recorded history, Hijarr has shown incredible competence in his 85 years of reign, as well as unshakable drive. His will, which is strong even in his old age, is the one thing that keeps him in power.
BEHIND THE THRONE: 

Because anyone can rule this burg in time (see below), nothing is quite certain. The families of Distinction all have a shot at holding the seat of Lawmaker, but seven families are nearly tied as best bets. They are named Goaldcut, Tiebbynd, Laexicon, Ilnott, Yrontil, Klorskip, and Oarder. Their occupations (and the areas over which they hold authority) are the minting of currency, the contractual legal system, the collection of knowledge, medicine and public health, zoning in the city, entertainment, and trading, respectively. All save Laexicon (a Guvner family) are loyal to the Legislate. 

DESCRIPTION: 

Right To Rule is considered an aberration in Mechanus, and slips into Acheron or Arcadia at least once a century, though it always comes back to Mechanus in the end. Set on a large circular cog, the city is arranged much like a nautilus shell, with five districts. The largest coils around 2/3 of the cog's perimeter, and the next four, which get progressively small, coil around the shaft at the centre of the gear. The city is very large, and is home to over 50,000 people.
The largest district is called Unity. In Unity, the zoning laws (perhaps the single most important aspect of Right To Rule, for reason that quickly become clear) are very strict. All houses must be of exactly the same size and shape, and all streets must run at regular intervals and be parallel to one another. It is quite literally impossible to tell one part of Unity from any other. The city runs all the way up to the edge of the gear, with no space wasted. People here have little identity and little will, and form the backbone of the city's working class. Unity is often called Simplicity by it's inhabitants, who value the simple, predictable nature of their lives. Because they lack any real identity and acts as one, detractors call Unity the Swarm.
Lying inside a wall which separates the other sections form Unity (and each other), is the second district, called Conformity. Here, the houses are as rigidly organises as they were in Unity, but are a bit larger. However, the district is divided into a number of section, called blocks which have streets running at different angles from other blocks. Also, there is moderate variation in buildings in different blocks. Those inhabiting each block tend to have a similar outlook, but two separate blocks can have very different ideas. those who insult the secular nature of Conformity call it Cliques, but the natives prefer calling it Community.
In the next, smaller section is Cooperation, where the basic zoning laws being to break down. There are only vaguely defined streets, and buildings vary wildly in shape and size (though most are larger than those in Conformity). Opinions are as varied as architecture, and the district is a teeming morass of constantly shifting small interest groups, made up of like-minded individuals. The most habitable of the districts, those who enjoy the lifestyle of Cooperation call it Creativity, but those who crave more (or less)power usually call it Mishmash.
The fourth district, made of the the noble houses, is called Distinction. Here, no laws really apply to each noble manor, which exists separately from all others. Each manor houses a family of very similar people, who are in fierce competition with the other noble houses for power. This is an area of intrigue and politics, with little alliance outside of one's own house. The nobles enjoy their relative freedom, and call their district Freedom as a result. Many others call is Separation, because they find the noble houses to conflicting.
Finally, the fifth and smallest district, called Individuality, holds the palace of the Lawmaker. Here, the Lawmaker and his family, who seem like near-clones of their patron in mindset, run the rest of Right to Rule. Many look up to the impartial district and call it Independence, the truest measure of freedom. Others, who prefer the feeling of community granted by other people, call it Solitude.
The dark of all this is simple: your rank in society and thus the location of your home int he city is determined entirely by your capacity to make laws. The Swarm has no real power, though the entire city relies on it's sheer population for its military and its labour. When a person becomes trusted enough by the multitudes of Simplicity, he wakes up to find himself in a block of Conformity which matches his mindset. From there, he must gain the right to represent his peers well enough to speak for them all, and thus make laws on their behalf, allowing him to pass into Cooperation. The noble houses of Distinction are all tightly allied groups of very similar law-makers who hold power over all but other noble houses and Individuality. The Lawmaker rules over all as the ultimate representative. It is possible to regress backwards in this process, as a person looses the trust of those below him. The tower must have a base to stand on, if you will.
Thus: each district, collectively, can impose general law on all districts below it. The Lawmaker makes general laws that affect all districts but his own. The noble houses are the high authorities for the various necessary functions of the burg (other, less powerful noble houses focus on military matters, law enforcement, etc. Interestingly, agriculture is never a noble house's major faculty, because a native of the burg requires no food while on that cog). The Mishmash acts ad the middle men to Cliques, and they to the Swarm. Thus, though focused more on the individual, the city is still primarily one of Law.
The major export of Right To Rule is the Legislate. A sect that dominates Right To Rule, it has not caught on elsewhere (mainly because of the Guvner monopoly on Sigil and the homebound nature of the sect), but its presence is well known. Historically, the factol of the Legislate has always been Right To Rule's Lawmaker.
Overall, Right To Rule's nature is determined by the district you are in. In Simplicity, one can get easily lost, but any major service you require isn't far away. In Conformity, life is a struggle of who is the major clique. Cooperation sports a lively, active intellectual climate, since all the residents know well that, if they let themselves become stupid, sloppy, or disrespected they risk sliding back into Cliques. Separation is almost vindictively lawful, with more emotions than any other district. Solitude has the aura of peace coming from absolute power that makes it relaxing, but the Lawmaker can never rest, as he must maintain his position vigorously or fall in station.
Interestingly, all newcomers must live in Unity. this is not a law, but a fact. No matter what precautions are taken, the person will shortly find themselves in a small building in Simplicity. You have to work for power in Right to Rule.
MILITIA: 

Most of Right To Rule's army is composed of Swarm minutemen. Because invaders are only really a problem when the city shifts to another plane (at which point, the military noble house often leaps to Lawmaker). These minutemen are lead by elite infantry from Conformity, supplemented by crack surgical strike teams from Cooperation, and led by generals from Distinction.
Breaking the laws of Right To Rule are dangerous, but not nearly as much as in the rest of Mechanus. Since the locals usually follow the rules anyway, there is little need for patrols of policemen. Outsiders who are caught breaking rules are given three chances. First, they are given a warning. Then, they are incurred an incredible fine (usually more than a body has) and forced to work as members of the Swarm or a slated period of time (effectively erasing all power a local had). The third offence is death or, under special circumstances, exile. Severe crimes, including murder, arson, treason, and magically charming a person to affect the laws all result in either death or exile.
SERVICES:

 Right To Rule has a number of services. First off, as a large city, any number of specialty services are offered to those who work to find them (Cooperation is almost always their location). Right To Rule is known for two things more than most burgs, however: The Legislate and magic.
The Legislate fills every corner of the burg, and is almost a requirement for rising in the city's districts. For each rank achieved in the sect, the sector must return to Right To Rule to register. Thus, as the greatest base of power in the Legislate, Right To Rule is often synonymous with the sect.
As for magic, the Laexicon family has risen remarkably to the rank of noble house, largely on the basis of it's magical resources. A family of magi, the House has provided and continues to provide law-based magic to the city and to interested parties. While the vast majority of Necromancy and some Enchantment magic is outlawed, most everything else is not, and Laexicon both buys and sells magic relating to law in some manner.
LOCAL NEWS: 

The Legislate has recently made a powerful (if surprising) ally: the Fated. Though the two are very different, both feel that the strong (though what is strength varies between the groups) get what they want and hold what they can. This has disturbed the Guvners, who regularly find themselves against the Fated by alliance (the Hardheads do NOT like the Fated). The presence of a potentially chaotic presence on Mechanus is also disturbing to them.
Perhaps the cause or perhaps the result, the Laexicon family is becoming far more active in its field than it had been in the past. With Hijarr slowly succumbing to age, the city is ripe for a power struggle, and Laexicon is as likely a winner as any other noble house. But a Guvner Lawmaker spells problems for the Legislate. After all, does that make the Guvners the leaders of the Legislate? Or, because of the different allegiance, will the position of Lawmaker fall to a noble house, and if so which one? These vexing problems, compounded by the inexperience to current population (which is mostly human and was not alive when Hiljarr became Lawmaker) in these matters, is causing paranoia to ripple through the town. While the Laexicon family still holds the will of the people, other Guvners are being persecuted as spies, and at least three were exiled in the last week. Laexicon has petitioned Tiebbynd to try to outlaw this type of behaviour, but they are resisting because of the faction/sect conflict. One thing is certain: the children of Right To Rule will live in interesting times.
The Legislate


The Ruled, Fickle Judges
SECT PHILOSOPHY: 

People make laws, and we are people. We make laws. Belief is power, and no law is truly fixed, even the ridiculous Great Axioms of the Guvners. If enough people believe it, the law changes. 

We are law-makers. We respect the law as a general concept, if it's just, but unjust laws are simply to be thought out of existence. We control the multiverse, we conscious beings. It is the purpose of the Legislate to be the driving force in the establishment of laws that span all societies. If those laws become corrupt, they can eliminated with a thought. Thus do we offer power, for good or ill.
Yes, both. He who makes the laws can make himself immune to the laws. Why find a loophole when you can negate a law completely? The greatest power is not knowing how to get around the rules, but to get rid of them! Thus a body could do the greatest good to other beings, granting them with boons. A body could perform the vilest of evils, but the good will always cancel them out, so that's not a risk.
We already can affect laws, make laws, and interpret laws. Join us, make yourself powerful, and make us powerful. United, we will bring all law to its knees and remake it in a just frame!
Oh, yes there is a price. Your superiors know more than you, right? And they speak for more people. Thus, they are better examples of law than you are. So you have to do what they say. But not to worry! Our laws, set down by the Lawmaker himself, forbids the abuse of power in this way.
Relax. Soon you'll be sculpting the laws like clay.
PRIMARY PLANE OF INFLUENCE: 

Mechanus - there are the laws the most obvious (at least to the natives), the thus best studies. Not to mention the Sect's hometown is Right To Rule, planted squarely in the cogs of the Clockwork Universe.
ALLIES AND ENEMIES: 

The Signers see eye to eye with the Legislates, Both agree that that the universe is a realm of the mind, and that is can be shaped. The difference, of course, is that the Signers believe it all comes from a single person, while the Legislate believe it comes from the collective of humanity. The Order of Planes-Militant and the Guardians agree in reshaping the multiverse in a better image. Recently, the Fated, who share the belief that the strong make the multiverse work the way they want, have thrown their lot in with the Legislate. It is said that, as an act of goodwill, a number of Legislate record-keepers work in the Hall of Records.
Sigil's lawful triad (the Harmonium, the Mercykillers, and the Guvners) all find themselves against the Legislate. All three don't appreciate the concept that law is mutable and should be changed with time. The Mercykillers and Guvners are particularly firm on this point. The Harmonium more are worried by the Order of Planes-Militant and the Fated allying themselves with the Legislate. The Anarchists, who see law as something to be destroyed and not changed, the Free league, who hate any kind of high-ups, and the Xaositects, who don t believe in law at all, are all opposed to the Legislate. The Bleak Cabal, who opposes any kind of meaning, invented or not, is false, does not trust the Legislate either.
ELIGIBILITY: 

All races and classes are allowed (after alignment considerations), but a Legislate cannot be chaotic. A basic requirement is a belief in the existence of law and it's relative importance. Further, a Wisdom of 8 is considered the minimum required, to understand the implications of law.
BENEFITS: 

Benefits, as with the factions, range over rank. Namers get a +1 to all die rolls directly connected with the orders of a superior. Factotums can use Know Customs (ToM) once per day, able to intuit the laws of any area instantly. At factor level, a Legislate can actually alter natural laws once per day, capable of adjusting any one die roll by as much as +3 to -3. Only a single roll can be adjusted this way. Examples include (but are not limited to)in a single reaction check, a single attack, or a single proficiency check.
The factol (who has always been the Lawmaker of Right To Rule) can, once per hour, create or negate any one law for a round. This incredibly powerful will-based power requires a full-round of concentration, and can have to permanent effects. Examples include: willing that a damaged bridge is strong enough to allow a person to cross willing any person invulnerable to physical damage for that round willing into existence, for that single round, an object of any kind. The laws of the multiverse can only be changed within a mile of the factol, and he must have line or sight. This power makes the factol remarkably powerful, and no Legislate factol has ever been assassinated (not for lack of trying). In addition to the above powers, all Legislates can give orders to Legislates of lower rank, when they have the permission of those of a high rank. For this purpose, the Lawmaker's house counts as factol, granting factors permission to use sect members for various projects.
RESTRICTIONS: 

If given permission by a high-up, any Legislate of lower rank must follow the orders of a Legislate of higher rank. By an innate power possessed by all sect members those ordered always know if their superior has permission to. Sect membership takes precedence over other activities. Further, to rise in rank, sect members must return to Right To Rule and register, a process that takes over a month.
MEMOIRS OF MECHANUS
Being a collection of stories told by travellers to the plane
What Makes Modrons Tick?


An essay on modronic mechanics
by Joseph Fourier, Digitalogist, High-up in the Mathematical Institute of the Guvners
(by Joris Slob)
Fellow researchers,
Ever wondered how the modrons actually worked? Well my wife Julia has made a remarkable discovery. 

Julia has made her own invisibility spell with a twist. She called it partial invisibility. It can make parts of living creatures invisible. One can see the practical applications in medical sciences. My wife was also in the possession of a rogue Modron.
It had stopped moving all together, but it still ticked inside. With a stasis field to slow down time to hold the invisibility longer, we were able to strip the modron gear by gear, without disturbing it functions. When we could see the heart gear in the centre of the Modron we released the stasis and watched it's inner workings. We now believe we understand what makes a Modron tick. After careful examination I had to conclude that the heart gear is actually powered by the gears in Mechanus.
I have researched a spell to provide proof for this hypothesis. It is called Wheel of Mechanus. It shows the possibility to tap kinetic energy from mechanus. The second proof is a energy balance. What sort of energy goes into the modron and what comes out? A Modron doesn't need food or drink. It works well in light, doesn't have to be recharged (Even if the great Modron march/recharge nonsense is believed, because rogue Modrons don't do the march and yet they keep functioning) and yet it moves like a normal living entity. The energy must be a magical connection.
Note: The Modron we examined was a Monodrone the most simple Modron in their society. I hope more information will be found about the other Modrons to support an all round theory.
Exceprts from a Krobar's Journal


by KrobartheinfamousgearmanglerofMountNevermind-
-whodilligentlyworkstoimproverepairandotherwise Gnomifymechanicalapparatusses
(by Ian Hill)
Excerpts from a Krobar's Journal

Day 1

I have worked hard, with many interferences, interruptions, and swindlings, to archive my primary goal of establishing our current location in relation to Mount Nevermind. My first actual, attempt of conversation, although not my first encounter (which consisted of losing 537.3 gold) with the natives began, maintained, and ended with the word "prime". Being a gnome, I inquired of him what he meant by the word "prime", for, as I explained to him a plentiful, and surplus amount of times, I was not first in rank, dignity, value, importance, order, or time, CERTAINLY not primitive, and nor an integer divisible by itself and 1. 

Finally, I was given a small gear, not very accurately shaped and made of brass, pushed through a large, illuminated portal, and I found myself sitting, or more correctly standing, in a world, at least I assume it is one because I cannot see it's end anywhere near to me, made of large gears. My specialty! I revoked my natural, rarely-lost gnomish dignity, an unnatural occurrence of great phenomenon, event, or catastrophe, and preceded to prance, sing, and commit other kenderish deeds. Then, being exhausted, stressed, and otherwise fatigued I laid down to surrender my consciousness and further the Mt. Nevermind Study of Rapid Eye Movement, Subconscious Visions, and Collected Eye Dust.
Day 17

The Modrons escorted me, politely until the end in which I was briefly made airborne and bruised on my rear, out of the plane of Mechanus. I have a good notion to let lose a hundred, rabid tinker gnomes upon them which have been technologically isolated for week! How was I to know my steam-powered Gnomish Gear-Go-Faster would burst into a large explosion due to the complicated gravitational physics of being set near a vertical adjacent gear? They told me to "Go and make another plane chaotic". Maybe that octopus-headed thing that has been flaunting his superior intellect can help me correct my design...
Wild Mages in Mechanus


by Nexus SilverRing (a well known Xaositect)
(by Nexus) 
Hey, did I ever tell you about the time a bunch of Xaositects wild-mages had enough of Mechanus and wanted to spread chaos there? 

No? Well, here's the chant:
My old friend wanted to plant a tree, but I told him to eat first... what? the wild-mages? Oh yeah, sorry...
There was this bunch of Chaosmen wild mages who wanted to spread chaos in Mechanus so they made a plan, I know it sounds silly for Xaositects, but it was pretty simple: go to Mechanus and slay Primus! With Primus dead, none of the cogwheels in Mechanus would turn correctly, thus spreading chaos all over the place!
They've been gone for about two years now, I wonder how they're doing???
The Trading Run


by M'dieran Krel, A Seran Merchanter
(by D. Garth) 
Hmm...whhat'ss that? A mimir? heh...ye didn't tell me ye were gonna do that, berk. That'll cosst extra..(A jingle of coins can be heard) 

All right....Mechanuss iss it? Yeah...I'ss been there...real nassty place..all dem Modronss runnin' about...
I'll tell ye about somethin' I ssaw when I wass on a tradin' run there...agess ago, I rememberr...
I wass young, only a few cycless old...and this wass my only thirrd tradin' expedittion...so I ssaid t' mysself...I'll go t' Mechanus...they won't cross me, they're a bunch o' tincans...he he...ah well, I guesss I wass wrong there..
I was ssellin ssome bladess t' ssome o' the residentss o' Mechanus when I ffeel a tap right here on my tentacle here..thiss one..I turn around..it'ss a Modron one o' them cubess..it ssays t' me.."You hain't allowed t' ssell that hhere, leave now." Sso I did..I didn't want t' causse no trouble, not with all o' them damn cubess around.. I turn around, and I get hhit on the head with.. somethin', I dunno what it wass but it knocked me up good..
Next thing I know, I'm sittin' in ssome kinda cell, a lightblightin' cage! I couldn't believe it...but then I ssaw it..ye ssee, I had what I call a "window sseat". I could ssee outside o' the cage..I'll tell ye what I ssaw, cuz I likess ye sso much...
It wass kinda pretty, somethin' one o' them fool Sensates'd like....A shimmerin' column o' light..at one end a cog, the light disappearin' into a grreat big hole in the middle, but not out the other side...there was 27 dark towers on the lower face o' that cog, pointin' in different directionss
On the other end of the column o light, wass a ssphere..a pulssin' and glowin' with energy...I ssaw Modronss a'crawlin all over it... and every 23 hours a jet o' steam covers the cog for about an hour, couldn't ssee no rhyme or reason for the whole thhing a firsst, but I worked it out over the yearss..
After a few weekss o' rottin in that soddin' cage, they let me out..gave me back my skyjammer (minuss my good o' coursse) and ssent me on my way. Now, bein' the curiouss type, I decided to take a better look at the 'Bore', as I callss it....
When I got a closser look, it turned out I'd sseen pretty much all I could o' the bore, jest I saw the towers up close..they had little rods of metal runnin' all over em, every now and then, they glowed, but only a little, then the modronss'd change 'em around...I got kinda bored watchin' Modronss movin' stuff arround, sso I left, but ass I wass turnin' my sskyjammer about, I ssaw the rest of what I call the "Machina Infernalis" -- the infernal machine...
I saw these glowin' delightss jest a'floatin there in the void...now don't think I'm ssome ssoppy leatherhhead, cuz I'm not, but it looked real nice like..
27 cogss, all hhollowed out on the insside like the great cage itsself...each one havin' 12 pyramidss built on the outer edgess....I decided t' get a better look at 'em....
Before I reached 'em however, I ssaw ssomethin' elsse...directly in between whhere the towers on the Bore were pointin' and the Ring Cogs were ssome other cogs...totally dark, opaque...like obssidian. Each one had smoothh sidess...but on the upper and lower ssurfacess, they wass craggy and rough...but I thhink the Modronss was workin' on that, cuz they wass sswarmin' all over the ssurface o' these dark cogss, chippin', and buffin' the the surfaces, makin' 'em smooth. T' tell the truth, thhey looked kinda like them eye-glassess them humanss wear, only dark...anywayss, there was 27 of 'em each corresspondin' to a Tower and a Ring...
I finally reached the Ringss and took a closer look, cloaked o' coursse by sspellss..hehe..sso the Modronss wouldn't ssee me lookin' at their device...
Again, there was Modronss all over 'em...but they weren't chippin' away at 'em, cuz they shone like anythin', those ringss did. They wass sscribin'! I'm not tryin t' fool ye! Each pyramid had 4 surfaces...eachh ring had 12 pyramids, and there wass 27 ringss. I thhink it's some kinda combination they have to break...once they get all of the ssymbols in the righht placess, and the dark cogss are ssmooth and sshhiny, and those towerss come to life, the "Machina Infernaliss" will come t' life!
But first, they need the 1296 symbol combination.... and they can only try it one by one...the rate they was workin', it takes' em 9 days jest t' carve one symbol, so I think we don't have anythin' t' worry about jesst yet...
Here'ss a bit o' free information....I heard the Tanar'ri lordss iss tryin' t' break into Mechanuss....I think I know whhy, don't you..? The machine'd be a powerrful weapon...might even turn the tide o' the blood war..
Well, ye neverr know....
[Click]
